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There are questions we do not ask aloud. 

What happened in those three days? What did Jesus encounter in the depths? And 
what does it mean that grace, not judgment, breaks the chains? 

The Descent is a theological fiction. It reimagines Christ's descent into hell. This event is 
not portrayed as punishment or condemnation. Instead, it is the culmination of 
redemption. Through Adam, Moses, David, and the forgotten faithful, readers descend 
with Jesus into the depths. There, captive souls have waited in darkness for centuries. 

There, Jesus confronts the spiritual forces that hold creation captive. He also faces 
deep questions. These include suffering, justice, and human freedom. He speaks to 
those who despaired. He addresses those who turned away. He comforts those whose 
names were never recorded, but whose faithfulness endured. He offers something 
greater than law, judgment, or fear. He offers the freedom to choose. 

The resurrection is not an ending. It opens a mystery. This mystery spans centuries and 
extends into eternity. In this mystery, grace still works in secret. 

This narrative asks hard questions. It invites readers to seek grace in darkness. It 
frames Christ's descent and resurrection as the ultimate act of love. It redefines what 
redemption means. 
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Introduction: Into the Darkness 
There are questions we do not ask aloud. 

We carry them in the quiet hours, in the moments between sleep and waking, in the 
spaces where certainty fails and doubt creeps in like cold water rising. We carry them 
when we stand beside a grave, when we watch suffering we cannot explain, when we 
feel the weight of our own failures pressing down like stone upon stone upon stone. 

What happens when we die? 

Not the sanitised version we tell children, not the vague reassurances we offer at 
funerals. What actually happens in the silence after the last breath? Where do we go? 
What do we become? And if there is a God who loves us, who claims to care about 
every sparrow that falls, why does he allow us to descend into that darkness at all? 

These are not comfortable questions. They do not have easy answers. But they are 
human questions, the kind that rise up from the deepest parts of us, from the places 
where fear and hope wrestle in the dark. 

This book is an attempt to sit with those questions. Not to answer them neatly, not to tie 
them up with theological ribbon and present them as solved mysteries, but to enter into 
them. To descend into the darkness and see what might be found there. 

The story begins where the Apostles’ Creed makes its most startling claim: “He 
descended into hell.” Three days between the crucifixion and the resurrection. Three 
days when the body lay cold in a borrowed tomb and the spirit went… somewhere. The 
creeds say hell. The ancient church fathers said Hades, Sheol, the place of the dead. 
But what does that mean? What happened there? What conversations took place in that 
darkness? What questions were asked, what answers given, what grace extended or 
withheld? 

Imagine it for a moment. Imagine you are Adam, the first man, carrying the weight of 
humanity’s original sin for millennia. Imagine the shame of knowing that every death, 
every broken thing, every tear shed in all of history traces back to your choice in a 
garden you can barely remember. And then imagine that the one you failed, the one 
whose trust you betrayed, descends into your darkness. Not to condemn, perhaps, but 
to… what? Forgive? Explain? Demand an accounting? 

What would you ask him? What would you need to hear? 

Or imagine you are Moses, the lawgiver, who spent your life teaching righteousness 
through obedience, who climbed a mountain to receive commandments carved in stone. 
And now someone arrives claiming that grace, not law, is the answer. That suffering, not 
obedience, pays the debt. That the cross, not Sinai, is the place where God and 
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humanity meet. Would you accept it easily? Or would you wrestle, argue, and demand 
to understand how justice and mercy can possibly coexist? 

These are the questions this book explores. Not from a distance, not academically, but 
from the inside. Through the eyes of those who wait in darkness. Through the voice of 
the one who descends to find them. Through the slow, painful, beautiful process of 
grace meeting guilt, of light entering shadow, of hope being offered to those who have 
forgotten what hope feels like. 

This is theological fiction, yes. But it is also an invitation to wrestle with the hardest 
questions of faith. To ask whether redemption is real or merely a story we tell ourselves 
for comfort. To wonder whether grace can truly undo guilt, or whether some stains are 
permanent. To consider what it would mean if the person we most need to encounter 
actually showed up in our darkest moment, bearing wounds that prove he understands 
suffering from the inside. 

The narrative that follows is gritty and dark because hell is gritty and dark. It does not 
shy away from the weight of sin, the reality of judgment, the terror of separation from 
God. But it also does not shy away from the possibility of grace, the stubbornness of 
love, the refusal of God to abandon even those who have abandoned him. 

You will descend with Jesus through gates older than memory. You will sit with Adam as 
he confronts his shame. You will hear Moses challenge the very foundations of grace. 
You will witness David lead worship in the darkness, Abraham grapple with the fulfilment 
of promises he barely dared believe, and countless forgotten souls receive the 
recognition they never had in life. 

And you will, perhaps, find echoes of your own questions in theirs. Your own guilt is in 
Adam’s. Your own wrestling in Moses’s. Your own longing for grace in the faces of those 
who wait in shadow. 

This is not a book that promises easy answers. But it is a book that promises to take 
your questions seriously. To honour your doubt. To sit with you in the darkness and 
suggest, gently, that you are not alone there. 

The descent begins now. 

Will you follow? 
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Prologue  
It is finished. 

The words still hung in the air above Golgotha, suspended like the last breath of a dying 
man, which is precisely what they were. Blood dripped from wood onto stone. The sky 
had gone dark at midday, an unnatural twilight that made the soldiers nervous and the 
priests silent. Thunder without rain. Earthquake without warning. The veil in the temple 
was torn from top to bottom, though no one at the execution knew this yet. 

Jesus of Nazareth was dead. 

His body sagged against the nails, head lolled forward, chest still. Soon, the centurion 
would pierce his side. It would confirm what everyone already knew. Dead men don’t 
bleed the way living men do. The flow would be different: water and blood, separation. 
The body was already beginning its dissolution. 

But something else was happening. 

The soldiers couldn’t see it. The weeping women at the foot of the cross couldn’t 
perceive it. Even the disciples, scattered and terrified throughout Jerusalem, had no 
capacity to witness it. 

The spirit of Christ was descending. 

He was not ascending, as one might expect of a righteous man. He was not rising 
toward light and glory or the bosom of the Father. He was descending. Downward. Into 
the earth. Into the deep places. Into the realm of the dead. 

He felt the separation first, a tearing more profound than flesh from flesh. His 
consciousness, if it could still be called that, pulled away from the ruined body on the 
cross. He could still sense it there, the corpse he’d inhabited for thirty-three years, yet it 
was growing distant, now an object rather than a subject. The pain was gone. The thirst 
was gone. The crushing weight of gravity, wood, and iron was gone. 

What remained was something else entirely. 

He was spirit now, essence. The divine nature was no longer constrained by muscle 
and bone. Yet he was still himself, still Jesus, still the Son of Man. He still carried the 
weight of what had just occurred. The crucifixion was finished. The work was not. 

The descent began. 

There was no tunnel of light. There was no gentle floating. No angelic escort 
accompanied him. The movement was more like falling, though not precisely that either. 
Falling implied helplessness, and this was intentional. Purposeful. He was going down 
because down was where he needed to go. 
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The world above grew distant. He could sense the sun's dimming, the confusion of the 
crowds, the grief of his mother. All of it faded like a dream upon waking. The sounds of 
Jerusalem, the smell of blood and vinegar, the taste of death in his mouth, all receded 
into memory. 

What replaced it was silence. 

Not the silence of an empty room or a quiet night. This was the silence of the grave. The 
silence of the earth’s deep places. The silence of realms where the living were never 
meant to tread. It pressed against him like the water pressure at the bottom of the sea, 
heavy, absolute. Suffocating, though he no longer had lungs to suffocate. 

He descended through layers of reality that had no names in human language. He 
moved past the surface world, past the caves and caverns, past the roots of mountains 
and the bones of the earth. Deeper still, into places outside the normal geography of 
creation. The underworld. Sheol. Hades. The realm of the dead. 

The darkness here was not just the absence of light. It was a presence itself, with 
weight and texture. It had been here since before the foundation of the world, waiting. 
Always waiting. It collected the souls of the departed like a miser hoarding coins. 

And now Christ was entering it. 

The darkness recoiled. 

Not in fear, not yet, but in surprise. In all the ages since death had entered the world 
through Adam’s transgression, nothing like this had ever occurred. The dead came 
here. That was the order of things. The righteous and the wicked alike all descended to 
this place to await the final judgment. But this one was different. 

This one was dead, yes; truly dead. The darkness could taste death on him, the 
authentic cessation of mortal life. Yet he was also alive in a way that defied the nature of 
this realm. He carried light within him, not sunlight or starlight, but something older, 
more fundamental. The light that spoke creation into being. The light and darkness 
could not be overcome, though it had tried since the beginning. 

Jesus continued his descent. As he moved, he became aware of presences in the 
darkness, souls. Millions upon millions of them, stretching back through the centuries. 
The dead of every generation, every nation, every tongue. Some were sleeping, or 
something like sleep. Others were awake, aware, waiting. 

They sensed him, too. 

A ripple passed through Sheol, a disturbance in the eternal stillness. The souls stirred. 
Those who were sleeping began to wake. Those who were awake turned their attention 
toward the newcomer, toward the impossible presence descending through their realm. 

Who is this? 
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The question echoed through the darkness, unspoken but felt. Who is this that comes to 
the land of the dead, carrying the scent of the living God? 

Jesus did not answer. Not yet. He was still descending, moving through the layers of the 
underworld toward his destination. He could feel the structure of this place now, its 
terrible architecture. Sheol was not uniform. It had regions, divisions, hierarchies of 
suffering and waiting. 

There was the place of the righteous dead, those who had died in faith, trusting in the 
promises of God, even when those promises seemed impossible. Abraham’s bosom, 
some called it. A place of relative comfort, relative peace. The patriarchs were there. 
The prophets. The faithful of Israel. All were waiting for a redemption they had believed 
in but never seen. 

And there was the chasm, the great gulf fixed between the righteous and the 
unrighteous. An unbridgeable divide, or so it had been until now. 

Beyond the chasm lay darker regions. Here, the wicked dwelt; those who had rejected 
God’s mercy experienced the first fruits of their choice. Not the final hell, not yet, but a 
foretaste. A waiting room for judgment. 

Deeper still, in the uttermost parts of Sheol, were the principalities and powers. The 
fallen angels were here. The demons. The spiritual forces of wickedness that had 
rebelled against God before man’s creation. They had been working ever since to drag 
humanity down with them. 

Their lord was here, too. The adversary. Satan. Lucifer. The morning star has fallen from 
heaven. He ruled this realm, or thought he did. He had claimed it as his own when 
death entered the world, had set himself up as the king of the dead, the master of the 
grave. 

He did not yet know that his kingdom was about to be invaded. 

Jesus reached the gates. 

They were not physical gates, not iron, wood, or stone, though they appeared that way 
to the souls who perceived them. They were more fundamental. They were the barrier 
between life and death, the boundary that no living person could cross and return from. 
The gates of hell, the entrance to the realm of the dead. 

They had stood unopposed since the day Adam ate the fruit and heard the words: “You 
shall surely die.” 

Jesus stood before them, and for the first time since his descent began, he spoke. 

“Open.” 

His voice was not loud. He did not shout or issue commands forcefully. But the word 
carried authority that the gates could not resist. They were created things, after all, and 
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he was their creator. They had been established by divine decree when sin entered the 
world, and they could be opened by divine decree when the time came for sin to be 
defeated. 

The gates shuddered. 

They did not want to open. They had never opened from this direction before. The dead 
entered; they did not leave. That was the law. That was the order. But the commanding 
voice was the same that had said, “Let there be light,” and light had been. The same 
voice had formed Adam from dust and breathed life into him. 

The gates could not refuse. 

They opened. 

And Jesus, the Christ, the Son of God and Son of Man, stepped into hell. 
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Chapter One: The Descent Begins 
The silence was absolute. 

Not the silence of sleep, nor the silence of death as mortals understood it. This was the 
silence of a place that had forgotten sound, where even echoes had grown old and 
died. It was the silence of aeons, of dust settling on dust, of time moving so slowly it 
might as well have stopped altogether. 

And into this silence, something descended. 

The body lay in the tomb. Joseph of Arimathea’s tomb, hewn from rock, sealed with 
stone and Roman authority. The flesh was cooling, the blood congealing in the veins. 
The wounds remained open: the spear thrust in the side, the nail holes in wrists and 
feet, the torn flesh of the back where the scourge had done its work. The face was grey, 
the lips parted slightly as though the last breath still hovered there, uncertain whether to 
return or flee entirely. 

But the spirit had already gone. 

Down. 

Not up into Abraham’s bosom, not sideways into some ethereal waiting room. Down. 
Into the earth, through layers of stone and soil and the forgotten bones of the ancient 
dead. Down through the crust of the world, through the foundations of mountains, 
through the roots of things. Down to where the light had never reached, where no living 
thing had ever drawn breath, where the weight of all creation pressed upon a single 
point of absolute darkness. 

The gates were older than memory. 

They stood, if standing was the word, at the threshold between what was and what 
should never have been. Vast and grey and utterly without ornament, they were not 
made of any substance that had a name. Not iron, not stone, not wood. They simply 
were, and had always been, and would always be until the end of all things. No hinges 
held them. No lock secured them. They needed neither, for who would willingly enter, 
and who within could possibly leave? 

The spirit of Christ passed through them as though they were mist. 

There was no fanfare. No trumpet blast, no angelic host, no proclamation of divine 
authority. Just the silent passage of something that should not be there, could not be 
there, and yet was. The gates did not open. They did not need to. He was simply not 
outside, then he was inside, and the transition between these states occurred without 
sound or ceremony. 

Hell trembled. 
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Not with an earthquake or thunder. The trembling was deeper than that, more 
fundamental. It was the trembling of a place that had existed in perfect stasis for 
millennia, suddenly confronted with change. It was the trembling of darkness sensing 
light, of death sensing life, of despair sensing something it had no name for and could 
not comprehend. 

The geography of hell was unlike that of earth. 

There were no maps, no cardinal directions, no sense of north or south or up or down in 
any meaningful way. Spaces folded into one another. Distances were measured not in 
miles but in states of being. One could walk for an eternity and arrive nowhere, or take a 
single step and find oneself in an entirely different realm of suffering, waiting, or 
forgetting. 

But they were places, of a sort. 

The first realm, the outermost circle, was grey. Not the grey of storm clouds or ash or 
stone, but a grey that was the absence of colour itself, as though the very concept of 
hue had been drained away and only the memory of light remained. The ground, if it 
could be called ground, was neither hard nor soft. It simply was. Feet did not sink into it, 
but neither did they rest firmly upon it. It was the ground of dreams, of half-remembered 
things, of spaces between thoughts. 

The air, if it could be called air, was thick. Not with moisture or dust or any physical 
substance, but with time itself. Each breath, had there been breath, would have tasted 
of centuries. Of waiting. Of hope deferred until it curdled into something else entirely. 

And in this grey realm, souls waited. 

They were not tormented, not in the way the living imagined torment. There were no 
flames here, no demons with pitchforks, no lakes of fire or rivers of blood. That would 
come later, deeper down, in places where rebellion had hardened into eternal defiance. 
But here, in this first realm, there was only waiting. And the waiting was its own kind of 
death. 

The righteous dead dwelt here. 

Abraham and Sarah. Isaac and Jacob. Moses and Miriam. David and Jonathan. Ruth 
and Naomi. The prophets and the psalmists, the judges and the kings, the faithful and 
the true. All who had believed the promise, who had trusted in the covenant, who had 
looked forward to a redemption they could not name but knew in their bones was 
coming. 

They had been waiting a very long time. 

Some had been here for millennia. Others for mere decades. Time moved strangely in 
this place. A day could feel like a thousand years, and a thousand years like a day. 
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They did not age, for they were already dead. They did not hunger or thirst, for they had 
no bodies to sustain. They simply were, suspended in a state between what had been 
and what might yet be. 

And then, in the absolute silence, something changed. 

It began as a sensation rather than a sound. A pressure in the air, a shift in the grey 
light, a tremor in the very fabric of the place. The souls stirred, those who had been 
sitting rose to their feet, those who had been sleeping opened their eyes. Something 
was different. Something was wrong. Or perhaps, something was finally right. 

Adam felt it first. 

He had been here longer than any of them, so long that he sometimes forgot what it 
was to be alive, to feel sunlight on skin, to taste fruit, to walk in a garden in the cool of 
the day. The memory of Eden was like a dream now, beautiful and terrible and 
impossibly distant. He had replayed that moment ten thousand times: the fruit, the 
serpent, the choice. The moment when everything broke. 

He stood now, his form neither young nor old, neither solid nor transparent. In this 
place, he appeared as he had been in his prime, but the weight of ages sat upon his 
shoulders like a cloak of lead. 

“Do you feel it?” he whispered to Eve, who stood beside him. 

She nodded slowly. Her eyes, which had seen so much sorrow, so much loss, so many 
of her children descend into this grey realm over the centuries, were wide with 
something that might have been fear or might have been hope. It was difficult to tell the 
difference anymore. 

“What is it?” she asked. 

“I don’t know,” Adam replied. “But it’s coming from the gates.” 

Others were stirring now. Moses, his face still bearing the faint glow of one who had 
spoken with the Almighty, turned towards the direction Adam was looking. David, the 
psalmist king, whose harp had been silent for so long, felt his fingers twitch as though 
remembering music. Abraham, the father of nations, felt something in his chest that he 
had not felt since the day he had bound Isaac on the altar and raised the knife: the 
terrible, wonderful certainty that God was about to do something. 

“The gates,” someone murmured. “Something has passed through the gates.” 

The whisper spread through the grey realm like ripples on still water. Souls who had not 
moved in centuries turned their attention towards the entrance. Those who had given up 
hope felt something stir in the dead places of their hearts. Those who had maintained 
their faith felt vindication and terror in equal measure. 

For nothing had ever entered hell from outside. 
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Souls arrived, yes. The dead came constantly, an endless stream of humanity pouring 
through the gates to their appointed places. But nothing had ever come down from 
above, nothing had ever descended by choice, nothing had ever entered this realm with 
purpose and power. 

Until now. 

The presence moved slowly and deliberately through the grey realm. It did not rush. It 
did not announce itself. It simply moved, and as it moved, the very atmosphere of hell 
changed around it. The grey became less grey. The silence became less silent. The 
weight became less heavy. 

Some souls fell to their knees without knowing why. 

Others backed away, uncertain whether this presence meant salvation, judgment, or 
something else entirely. A few, the cynical ones who had waited so long that hope had 
become a kind of madness, laughed bitterly and turned away. They had been 
disappointed too many times to allow themselves to believe again. 

But most simply watched, transfixed, as the presence drew nearer. 

John the Baptist saw him first. 

John, who had arrived so recently that he still remembered the feel of water on his skin, 
the taste of locusts and wild honey, the weight of the axe in his hand. John, who had 
baptised him in the Jordan, who had seen the dove descend, who had proclaimed him 
the Lamb of God. John, whose head had been separated from his body at the whim of a 
dancing girl and a weak king. 

“It’s him,” John breathed, and his voice carried in the silence like a bell. “It’s him.” 

And then they all saw. 

He walked through the grey realm as though it were a garden, as though the ground 
beneath his feet were solid earth and the air around him were fresh with morning. He 
was not as they remembered him, not quite. There was no flesh here, no blood, no 
physical form in the way the living understood such things. But there was presence, 
undeniable and absolute. There was light, not the light of sun or fire, but the light of 
being itself, of existence in its purest form. 

And there were wounds. 

Even here, even in spirit, the wounds remained. The marks of the nails, the gash of the 
spear, the torn flesh of the scourging. They did not bleed, for there was no blood to 
bleed, but they were there, visible, undeniable. The price of entry into this place was 
written on his body in letters of suffering. 

He stopped in the centre of the grey realm and looked around. 
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His eyes, if they could be called eyes, took in everything. Every soul, every face, every 
story, every moment of waiting and hoping and despairing. He saw Adam and Eve, the 
first and the fallen. He saw Abraham and Sarah, the faithful and the barren, made 
fruitful. He saw Moses and David, the lawgiver and the king. He saw John, his cousin, 
his herald, his friend. 

And he saw the nameless ones. The forgotten ones. The merchants and the mothers, 
the children and the elderly, the slaves and the servants. Those whose names had 
never been written in any book but the Book of Life itself. Those who had believed 
without seeing, who had trusted without understanding, who had hoped without knowing 
why. 

He saw them all, and they saw him, and in that moment of mutual recognition, 
something broke. 

A sound rose from the assembled souls. Not quite a cry, not quite a song. It was the 
sound of a thousand questions asked at once, of a thousand hopes realised and a 
thousand fears confirmed. It was the sound of vindication and confusion, of joy and 
terror, of everything held back for so long finally released. 

“Why?” someone shouted. It might have been Moses. “Why are you here?” 

Jesus did not answer immediately. He simply stood there, present and solid and utterly 
impossible. The wounds on his hands caught what little light there was and seemed to 
glow faintly, like coals in darkness. 

When he finally spoke, his voice was not loud, but it carried to every corner of the grey 
realm, to every soul, to every waiting heart. 

“I have come,” he said, “to proclaim liberty to the captives.” 

The words hung in the air like a benediction and a challenge. 

Liberty. The captives. As though they were prisoners rather than the dead. As though 
this place were a prison rather than the natural end of all things. As though something 
could be done, changed, or undone. 

The silence that followed was even deeper than the silence that had come before. 

It was the silence of a world holding its breath, of a cosmos balanced on the edge of a 
knife, of everything that had ever been waiting to see what would happen next. It was 
the silence before the first word of creation, before the first light broke the darkness, 
before the first breath filled the first lungs. 

And in that silence, hell itself seemed to pause, to consider, to wonder whether the 
foundations of death could truly be shaken by a single presence, a single voice, a single 
impossible claim. 

The answer, though none of them knew it yet, was yes. 
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Chapter Two: Sheol Awakens 
Adam felt it in his bones, though he had no bones to speak of. A tremor, a recognition, 
something ancient and cellular that predated language and thought. He had felt this 
presence before, long ago, in another place. In the garden, in the cool of the day, when 
the voice would come walking, and he would run towards it rather than away, before the 
hiding, before the shame, before the exile. 

His knees buckled. 

Not from weakness but from the sheer weight of memory colliding with present reality. 
He went down onto the grey ground that was not quite ground, his hands pressed flat 
against the surface that gave neither resistance nor support. His breath came in ragged 
gasps, though he had no lungs, no air to breathe. The sensation was memory, phantom 
pain, the echo of what it had once meant to be alive and terrified and overwhelmed. 

“Adam.” Eve’s voice was barely a whisper. She knelt beside him, her hand on his 
shoulder. “Adam, look at me.” 

But he could not look at her. He could only stare at the figure standing in the centre of 
the grey realm, at the wounds that glowed like accusations, at the face that was 
somehow familiar and utterly foreign at once. This was not the voice from the garden. 
This was something else. Someone else. And yet the presence was the same, the 
weight of it, the terrible holiness that made every hidden thing visible and every broken 
thing unbearably broken. 

“I know him,” Adam whispered. “I know him, but I don’t know him.” 

Eve’s fingers tightened on his shoulder. Her own eyes were fixed on the figure, wide 
and unblinking. Tears would have come if tears were possible in this place. Instead, 
there was only the ache, the pressure behind the eyes, the tightness in the throat that 
had no physical form but felt more real than anything had felt in millennia. 

“He has your face,” she said quietly. “Look at him, Adam. He has your face.” 

And it was true. Not identical, not a mirror image, but there was something in the 
structure of the jaw, the set of the eyes, the way he stood. As though this figure had 
been cut from the same cloth, shaped by the same hands, formed from the same dust. 
A kinship that went deeper than blood, deeper than genetics, deeper than anything that 
could be named or measured. 

Adam forced himself to look up, to meet the gaze of the one who stood before them all. 

The eyes were dark, darker than the grey realm, darker than the aeons of waiting. But 
they were not empty. There was something in them that Adam had not seen since the 
garden, since before the fall, since the days when he had walked in innocence and 
known no shame. There was sorrow there, yes, an ocean of it, deep enough to drown 
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worlds. But there was also something else. Something that looked like love but felt like 
fire. 

“Who are you?” Adam’s voice cracked on the words. “Who are you to come here? Who 
are you to stand in this place with those wounds, with that face, with that… that 
presence?” 

Jesus did not answer immediately. He simply looked at Adam, and in that look was a 
recognition so complete, so total, that Adam felt himself seen in a way he had not been 
seen since the moment of his creation. Every choice, every failure, every moment of 
weakness and strength and desperate hope laid bare. Not with condemnation, but with 
a knowledge that was somehow worse and better than condemnation. 

“I am the one who comes after,” Jesus said finally. His voice was quiet, but it resonated 
in the grey realm like a bell struck in a cathedral. “I am the one who undoes what was 
done. I am the second, where you were the first.” 

The words made no sense and perfect sense simultaneously. 

Adam felt something break inside him, some dam that had held for so long he had 
forgotten it was there. A sound escaped his throat, half sob, half laugh, entirely without 
control. He pressed his forehead to the ground, his shoulders shaking with the force of 
emotions that had no names, no categories, no precedent in all his long existence. 

“I’m sorry,” he gasped. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m so sorry.” 

The apology had been building for millennia. Every soul that had passed through the 
gates, every child born into a world of thorns and sweat and death, every moment of 
suffering and loss and brokenness. All of it traced back to him, to that single choice, to 
the fruit and the serpent and the terrible freedom to choose wrongly. The weight of it 
had been crushing him slowly, so slowly he had almost stopped noticing, like a man 
drowning by inches in a rising tide. 

“I know,” Jesus said, and there was no accusation in his voice, only acknowledgement. 
“I know what you carry. I know what you’ve borne. And I have come to take it from you.” 

Around them, the grey realm was stirring. 

Other souls were rising to their feet, drawn by the exchange, by the presence, by the 
impossible fact of something new in a place where nothing had been new for longer 
than memory. They came slowly, hesitantly, like animals approaching a fire, uncertain 
whether it meant warmth or danger. 

An old woman was among the first. Her name had been forgotten by history, lost in the 
endless procession of the dead, but she had been righteous in her time. A merchant’s 
wife from some ancient city, who had believed the promises whispered in synagogues 
and around cooking fires, who had trusted in a redemption she could not see or 
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understand. She had died in childbirth, her infant son dying with her, and she had 
waited here for so long that she sometimes forgot what it was to hope. 

But she remembered now. 

She moved towards Jesus with trembling steps, her hand outstretched as though to 
touch him, to verify that he was real and not some cruel trick of the grey realm’s endless 
monotony. Her fingers stopped just short of his robe, hovering in the space between 
belief and doubt. 

“Are you real?” she whispered. “Please. Are you real?” 

Jesus turned to her, and the full weight of his attention fell upon her like sunlight after 
endless night. He took her hand in his, and where they touched, the grey seemed to 
recede slightly, as though colour was trying to remember how to exist. 

“I am real,” he said. “And so are you. You have not been forgotten. Your name is written 
in the book. Your son is safe. And your waiting is nearly over.” 

The woman’s legs gave out. She would have fallen if Jesus had not caught her, 
supporting her weight as though she were made of something more substantial than 
spirit and memory. She wept without tears, her body shaking with the force of relief so 
profound it was almost painful. 

Others were coming now, drawn by the exchange like moths to flame. 

A young man who had died defending his family from raiders. An elderly priest who had 
served faithfully in a temple long since turned to dust. A child, no more than seven when 
death had claimed her, who had believed the stories her grandmother told about a 
coming deliverer. A farmer who had worked the land and trusted that the God who 
made the soil would not abandon those who tended it. A slave who had prayed in 
secret, whose back bore the scars of whips even in this realm of spirits. 

They came, the forgotten ones, the unnamed ones, the righteous who had lived and 
died in obscurity. And Jesus saw each of them, spoke to each of them, touched each of 
them with a recognition that was more valuable than gold, more precious than 
kingdoms. 

Abraham watched from a distance, his arms crossed over his chest, his face 
unreadable. 

He had been here longer than most, though not as long as Adam. He had seen souls 
come and go, had welcomed them to this grey realm, and had tried to offer comfort in a 
place where comfort was in short supply. He had maintained his faith through the long 
wait, had trusted the promise even when it seemed to mock him with its delay. 
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But now, watching this figure move among the forgotten ones, watching the grey realm 
respond to his presence like a garden to rain, Abraham felt something he had not felt in 
a very long time. 

Fear. 

Not the fear of judgment or condemnation. The fear of hope. The fear that this might be 
real, that the waiting might truly be ending, that the promise might actually be fulfilled. 
Because if it was real, if this was truly happening, then everything was about to change. 
And change, even good change, even necessary change, was terrifying after so much 
stasis. 

Sarah stood beside him, her hand finding his. She had always been better at reading 
him than he was at reading himself. 

“You’re afraid,” she said softly. 

“Yes.” 

“Of what?” 

Abraham was quiet for a long moment, watching Jesus kneel before the child, watching 
him speak words too quiet to hear but powerful enough to make the girl’s face transform 
with joy. 

“Of being wrong,” he said finally. “Of having believed the wrong thing, or the right thing 
in the wrong way. Of discovering that the promise was not what I thought it was.” 

“And if you were wrong?” Sarah asked. “What then?” 

“Then I have wasted millennia waiting for something that was never coming. And all 
those I brought here, all those who believed because I believed, they wasted their time 
as well.” 

Sarah squeezed his hand. “Look at him, Abraham. Look at his face. Look at his wounds. 
Does that look like a waste to you?” 

Abraham looked. Really looked. At the figure moving through the grey realm like a 
shepherd through a flock. At the wounds that should have been shameful but somehow 
were not. At the way, the very atmosphere of hell seemed to bend around him, to 
acknowledge him, to make space for something it had never contained before. 

“No,” Abraham said quietly. “No, it doesn’t.” 

Moses stood apart from the others, his face troubled. 

He had spent his life giving the law, teaching the commandments, showing the people 
what righteousness looked like in practice. He had climbed the mountain, had spoken 
with the Almighty face to face, and had come down with tablets of stone that contained 
the very words of God. He had believed, with every fibre of his being, that the law was 
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the answer, that obedience was the path, that righteousness could be achieved through 
right action and right worship. 

But this figure, this presence, seemed to suggest something else entirely. 

Liberty to the captives. As though the law had made them captive rather than free. As 
though righteousness was not something to be achieved but something to be received. 
As though all his work, all his teaching, all his climbing and descending and mediating 
had been… what? Insufficient? Incomplete? Wrong? 

The thought was almost unbearable. 

David approached Moses quietly, his presence gentle. The king and the lawgiver had 
spent much time together in this grey realm, discussing theology, history, and the nature 
of God’s promises. They had not always agreed, but they had always respected each 
other. 

“You’re troubled,” David said. It was not a question. 

“I don’t understand,” Moses replied. “The law was clear. The requirements were 
specific. Obedience brings blessing, disobedience brings a curse. It was simple. It was 
just. It made sense.” 

“And yet here we are,” David said softly. “Obedient and cursed. Righteous and dead. 
Faithful and imprisoned.” 

Moses turned to look at him sharply. “We are not imprisoned. We are waiting. There is a 
difference.” 

“Is there?” David gestured to the grey realm around them, to the endless monotony, to 
the souls who had been here for so long they had almost forgotten what it was to be 
anything other than waiting. “We cannot leave. We cannot move forward. We can only 
wait for something we do not control and cannot hasten. If that is not imprisonment, 
what is it?” 

Moses had no answer. 

They stood in silence, watching Jesus move through the crowd of souls. He was 
speaking to an old man now, a shepherd by the look of him, someone whose name had 
never been recorded in any scroll or remembered in any prayer. But Jesus spoke to him 
as though he were a king, as though his life had mattered, as though his faith had been 
seen, valued, and remembered. 

“He knows their names,” David whispered. “Look at him, Moses. He knows all their 
names.” 

And it was true. Jesus spoke to each soul with an intimacy that suggested complete 
knowledge, total understanding. He knew their stories, their struggles, and their 
moments of faith and doubt. He knew the prayers they had prayed in secret, the 
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sacrifices they had made that no one had witnessed, the times they had chosen 
righteousness when it would have been easier to choose otherwise. 

The grey realm was changing. 

It was subtle at first, so subtle that it might have been imagination. But the grey was 
becoming less grey. Not bright, not colourful, but less oppressive. As though the weight 
of the place was lifting slightly, as though the air was becoming easier to breathe, as 
though time was beginning to move at a more natural pace. 

Some souls noticed and drew closer to Jesus, as though proximity to him might 
accelerate the change. Others hung back, uncertain, afraid that this might be a trick, a 
false hope, another disappointment in a long line of disappointments. 

Eve had helped Adam to his feet. They stood together now, watching Jesus, waiting 
for… something. They did not know what. An explanation, perhaps. A condemnation. A 
conversation. Something to make sense of this impossible presence, this figure who 
claimed to be the second, where Adam had been the first. 

Jesus finished speaking with the shepherd and turned back towards them. 

The crowd parted without being asked, creating a path between Jesus and the first man 
and woman. The silence returned, but it was different now. Not the silence of stasis but 
the silence of anticipation. The silence before a storm, before a revelation, before 
something that would change everything. 

Jesus walked towards them slowly, deliberately. Each step seemed to carry weight, to 
mean something beyond mere movement. When he reached them, he stopped, 
standing close enough that Adam could see the details of his face, the lines around his 
eyes, the set of his mouth. Close enough to see that the wounds were not just marks 
but openings, places where something had been torn and had not yet healed. 

“You have questions,” Jesus said. It was not a question but a statement of fact. 

Adam nodded slowly. His throat was tight, his voice uncertain. “So many questions. Too 
many. I don’t even know where to begin.” 

“Begin with the first one,” Jesus said. “The one you’ve been asking since the moment 
you arrived in this place. The one that has haunted you through all the ages of waiting.” 

Adam knew immediately what he meant. The question that had circled in his mind like a 
vulture, that had kept him awake in the timeless nights of the grey realm, that had made 
him wonder if redemption was even possible or if he had broken something so 
fundamental that it could never be repaired. 

“Why?” Adam whispered. “Why did it have to be this way? Why couldn’t you just… 
forgive? Why the wounds? Why the suffering? Why did the second Adam have to die to 
undo what the first Adam did?” 
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Jesus looked at him for a long moment, and in that look was a depth of sorrow and love 
that Adam could barely comprehend. 

“That,” Jesus said quietly, “is exactly the right question. And the answer is going to take 
some time.” 

He gestured to the grey ground, and somehow it seemed less grey, more solid, more 
real. “Sit with me, Adam. Sit with me, and I will tell you about the cost of liberty. About 
the price of redemption. About why love sometimes looks like death, and why death is 
sometimes the only path to life.” 

Adam sat, his legs folding beneath him. Eve sat beside him, her hand finding his. 
Around them, other souls began to gather, forming a circle, drawing close to hear what 
would be said. Abraham and Sarah. Moses and Miriam. David and Jonathan. The 
forgotten ones, the unnamed ones, the righteous who had waited so long for this 
moment. 

John the Baptist sat at the edge of the circle, his eyes bright with recognition and 
wonder. He had known, in the Jordan, when the dove had descended. He had known 
that this one was different, was special, was the fulfilment of everything the prophets 
had spoken. But he had not known this. Had not imagined this. Had not dreamed that 
the Lamb of God would descend into the very depths to proclaim liberty to those who 
could not free themselves. 

Jesus looked around the circle, at all the faces, at all the stories, at all the waiting and 
hoping and despairing. And then he began to speak, his voice quiet but carrying to 
every corner of the grey realm, to every soul who had ears to hear. 

“In the beginning,” he said, and the words resonated with an authority that made the 
very foundations of hell tremble, “there was a garden. And in that garden, there was a 
choice. And that choice changed everything.” 

The grey realm held its breath. 

And in the silence, Sheol awakened fully to the presence of the one who had come to 
set the captives free. 
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Chapter Three: The First Man’s Questions 
Adam could not look at him. 

His eyes stayed fixed on the ground, on the grey surface that was neither stone nor soil, 
on the place where his hands rested against his knees. The shame was physical, a 
weight pressing down on his shoulders, a tightness in his chest that made breathing 
difficult even though breathing was no longer necessary. He had carried this weight for 
so long that it had become part of him, woven into the fabric of whatever he was now, 
inseparable from his identity. 

The first sinner. The original transgressor. The one who broke everything. 

Around him, the grey realm seemed to darken in response to his emotion, as though the 
atmosphere itself were absorbing his shame, reflecting it back at him in deeper shades 
of grey, in shadows with no source. He felt Eve’s hand on his shoulder, warm despite 
the coldness of this place, steady despite the trembling that had taken hold of his body. 

“Look at me, Adam.” 

Jesus’s voice was not harsh, not commanding in the way Moses’s voice could be when 
he spoke the law. But there was authority in it nonetheless, a quiet insistence that could 
not be ignored. Adam’s head lifted slowly, reluctantly, his eyes travelling up from the 
ground to the hem of Jesus’s robe, to the wounds on his feet, to his hands, to his chest 
where the spear had pierced, and finally, with great effort, to his face. 

The eyes that met his were dark and deep and utterly without condemnation. 

Adam’s breath caught. He had expected judgment, had braced himself for it, had 
prepared a thousand defences and apologies and explanations. But there was no 
judgment in those eyes. Only recognition. Only sorrow. Only something that looked 
disturbingly like understanding. 

“You know what I did,” Adam whispered. His voice was hoarse, broken. “You know what 
I chose. You know what it cost.” 

“Yes,” Jesus said simply. “I know.” 

“Then why?” The question burst from Adam like water from a broken dam. “Why are you 
here? Why did you come? Why did you…” He gestured helplessly at the wounds, at the 
evidence of suffering that marked Jesus’s body like accusations. “Why did you have to 
die? Why couldn’t you just… forgive? Just speak the word and make it right again? 
You’re God, aren’t you? You could have done anything. Why this?” 

The grey realm seemed to hold its breath, waiting for the answer. 

Jesus was quiet for a moment, his gaze never leaving Adam’s face. Then he knelt, 
lowering himself until he was at eye level with the first man, until the distance between 
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them was measured in inches rather than feet. When he spoke, his voice was soft, but it 
carried to every soul in the circle, to every listening ear in all of Sheol. 

“Because,” Jesus said, “some things cannot be undone. They can only be answered.” 

Adam frowned, not understanding. 

Jesus reached out slowly, giving Adam time to pull away if he wished, and placed his 
hand over Adam’s heart. The touch was warm, warmer than anything Adam had felt 
since the garden, and where Jesus’s palm rested, the grey seemed to recede slightly, 
as though light was trying to remember how to exist. 

“When you chose the fruit,” Jesus said, “when you listened to the serpent and took what 
was not yours to take, you did not simply break a rule. You broke something 
fundamental. You severed the connection between humanity and the source of life. You 
introduced death into a world that was made for life. And death, Adam, is not just the 
stopping of a heart. It is separation. It is the tearing apart of what was meant to be 
joined.” 

Adam’s eyes were filling with tears that could not fall, with grief that had no physical 
outlet. “I know,” he choked out. “I know what I did. I’ve lived with it every moment since. 
Every child born into pain, every person who suffered and died, every broken thing in all 
of creation… it all traces back to me. To that moment. To that choice.” 

“Yes,” Jesus said, and there was no cruelty in the acknowledgement, only truth. “It 
does.” 

The words should have crushed him. Should have driven him down into the grey 
ground, should have broken him beyond repair. But somehow, hearing them spoken 
aloud, hearing the truth acknowledged without evasion or comfort, was almost a relief. 
The secret was out. The guilt was named. There was no more hiding. 

“So why not just reverse it?” Adam asked, his voice desperate now. “Why not just… 
undo the choice? Make it as though it never happened? You’re powerful enough. You 
could have done that.” 

Jesus shook his head slowly. “No, Adam. I could not.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because you are not a puppet. You are a person. And people have the terrible, 
beautiful gift of choice. Real choice. Choice that matters, that has weight, that changes 
things. If I simply erased your choice, I would erase your personhood. I would make you 
less than human. And that…” Jesus’s voice grew softer, more intense. “That I will never 
do. I did not create you to be a slave or a machine. I created you to be free. And 
freedom means the possibility of choosing wrongly.” 

Adam stared at him, trying to comprehend. “But the cost…” 
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“The cost was enormous,” Jesus agreed. “The cost was everything. But the alternative 
was worse. The alternative was a world of slaves who could not love because they 
could not choose. And love without choice is not love at all. It is programming. It is a 
compulsion. It is the very opposite of what I desired when I breathed life into your lungs 
and called you good.” 

Around them, the grey realm was changing. The air was becoming warmer, more 
substantial, as though it was remembering what it meant to be real air, breathable and 
life-giving. The light was shifting too, not bright but less oppressive, as though dawn 
was considering the possibility of arrival. 

Eve’s hand tightened on Adam’s shoulder. She was weeping silently, her body shaking 
with the force of emotions that had been held back for millennia. Sarah had moved 
closer to Abraham, her face wet with tears that were more memory than substance. 
David’s eyes were closed, his lips moving in what might have been prayer or song or 
both. 

“But why you?” Adam asked, his voice breaking. “Why did you have to be the one to 
die? Why couldn’t someone else pay the price? Why couldn’t I?” 

Jesus’s expression shifted, and for a moment, Adam saw something in his face that 
looked like pain, like the memory of agony so profound it had left scars on his very soul. 

“Because,” Jesus said quietly, “the debt was infinite, and only an infinite person could 
pay it. The separation you created was between humanity and God. To bridge that 
separation, someone was required who was fully human and fully divine. Someone who 
could stand in the gap, who could be both the offended and the offering, who could 
represent humanity before God and God before humanity.” 

He paused, and when he continued, his voice was thick with emotion. “I am the second 
Adam, the true human, the one who lived the life you were meant to live. I walked 
through a garden and chose obedience, while you chose rebellion. I faced temptation 
and said no when you said yes. I became what humanity was always meant to be: the 
perfect image of God, the faithful son, the one who loved the Father with all his heart 
and soul and mind and strength.” 

“But you died,” Adam whispered. “If you were perfect, if you were everything we were 
meant to be, why did you die?” 

“Because I chose to.” Jesus’s voice was firm now, steady. “I took your death upon 
myself. I took the separation, the breaking, the consequence of sin, and I made it mine. 
Not because I deserved it, but because you could not bear it. The wage of sin is death, 
Adam. Always has been. Always will be. Not because God is cruel, but because sin is 
separation from the source of life, and separation from life is, by definition, death.” 
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He lifted his hands, showing the wounds in his palms, the places where nails had torn 
through flesh and bone. “Someone had to die. Either humanity dies eternally, separated 
from God forever, or I die in humanity’s place, taking the separation upon myself, 
descending into the very depths of death so that death itself could be defeated from the 
inside.” 

Adam reached out with trembling fingers, hovering just above the wound in Jesus’s 
palm, not quite touching but close enough to feel the reality of it, the terrible cost made 
flesh. 

“You took my death,” Adam said slowly, understanding beginning to dawn like light 
breaking through clouds. “You took the consequence of my choice and made it yours.” 

“Yes.” 

“But why?” The question was almost a sob now. “Why would you do that? Why would 
you suffer for something I did? It’s not fair. It’s not just. You were innocent.” 

Jesus smiled, and it was the saddest, most beautiful expression Adam had ever seen. 
“Justice is not the absence of suffering, Adam. Justice is suffering borne by the right 
person in the right way for the right reason. And I am the right person. I am the one who 
made you, who loved you, who desired a relationship with you more than I desired my 
own comfort or safety or life. Love does not count the cost. Love pays it.” 

The grey realm was trembling now, responding to the words, to the truth being spoken 
into the darkness. Cracks were appearing in the grey ground, and through them, 
something that might have been light or warmth was beginning to seep through. 

Moses was standing at the edge of the circle, his face troubled, his arms crossed over 
his chest. Adam could see the tension in his posture, could sense the questions building 
behind his eyes. But Moses said nothing, only watched and listened, his jaw tight. 

“I don’t deserve this,” Adam said, and the words were both confession and protest. “I 
don’t deserve your suffering. I don’t deserve your sacrifice. I don’t deserve to be 
forgiven.” 

“No,” Jesus agreed. “You don’t. That’s what makes it grace.” 

The word hung in the air, like a bell in a cathedral, resonating, echoing, filling the space 
with a sound that was both beautiful and terrible. 

“Grace is not about deserving,” Jesus continued. “Grace is about love choosing to pay a 
debt it did not incur. Grace is about the innocent suffering for the guilty, not because the 
guilty earned it, but because the innocent loved them too much to let them perish. 
Grace is about me looking at you, at all of humanity, at every broken, sinful, rebellious 
person who has ever lived, and saying: I will take this. I will bear this. I will die this death 
so that you do not have to.” 
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Adam’s hands were shaking. His whole body was shaking. The weight he had carried 
for so long, the guilt that had defined him, the shame that had been his constant 
companion, did not disappear. It was still there, still real, still true. But it was being 
answered. It was being met with something stronger, something that could bear it, 
something that had already borne it. 

“I’m sorry,” he whispered, and the apology was inadequate, pathetic, a drop of water 
offered to an ocean. “I’m so sorry. For all of it. For the choice, for the breaking, for the 
cost you had to pay. I’m sorry.” 

Jesus pulled him close, wrapping his arms around the first man, holding him as a father 
holds a son, as a creator holds his creation, as a redeemer holds the redeemed. And 
Adam wept, his body wracked with sobs that had no tears, with grief that had no bottom, 
with relief that had no measure. 

“I know,” Jesus murmured against his hair. “I know, Adam. And I forgive you. Not 
because you earned it. Not because you deserved it. But because I love you. Because I 
have always loved you. Because I loved you enough to die for you, and death itself 
could not stop me from coming to find you.” 

Eve was beside them now, her arms around both of them, her face pressed against 
Adam’s shoulder. She was weeping too, her body shaking with the force of emotions too 
large to contain. And around them, other souls were moving closer, drawn by the 
moment, by the truth being spoken, by the grace being offered. 

The grey realm was no longer grey. 

It was not bright, not yet, but it was less oppressive, less heavy, less dead. Colour was 
beginning to seep back into the world, subtle and tentative, like spring after a long 
winter. The air was warmer, easier to breathe, almost pleasant. The ground beneath 
them felt more solid, more real, as though substance was returning to a place that had 
been insubstantial for too long. 

Jesus released Adam slowly, gently, and turned to face the circle of souls who had 
gathered. His eyes moved from face to face, seeing each, acknowledging each, loving 
each with a love that was both personal and cosmic. 

“This is why I came,” he said, and his voice carried to every corner of Sheol, to every 
soul who had ears to hear. “Not to condemn, but to redeem. Not to punish, but to pay. 
Not to leave you in darkness, but to bring you into light. The first Adam brought death 
through his choice. I, the second Adam, bring life through mine. And that life is offered 
freely, without price, without condition, to all who will receive it.” 

Adam was on his knees now, his hands pressed flat against the ground that was 
becoming less grey with every passing moment. He looked up at Jesus, at the wounds 
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that had purchased his freedom, at the face that held both sorrow and joy in equal 
measure. 

“Thank you,” he said, and the words were wholly insufficient but utterly sincere. “Thank 
you.” 

Jesus smiled, and the smile was like sunlight breaking through storm clouds, like dawn 
after the longest night, like hope after despair. “You are welcome, Adam. You are 
welcome, and you are loved, and you are free.” 

But even as the words were spoken, even as the grey realm continued its slow 
transformation, Moses stepped forward from the edge of the circle. His face was 
troubled, his eyes dark with questions that could not be silenced. 

“Wait,” Moses said, and his voice cut through the moment like a knife through cloth. 
“Wait. I need to understand something.” 

Jesus turned to him, his expression patient, expectant. 

Moses’s hands were clenched at his sides, his whole body taut with tension. “You speak 
of grace,” he said slowly, carefully, as though testing each word before releasing it. “You 
speak of love paying a debt it did not incur. You speak of the innocent suffering for the 
guilty. But what about justice? What about the law? What about the order I spent my life 
teaching, the commandments I received on the mountain, the requirements that were 
meant to make us righteous?” 

The question hung in the air, heavy and sharp. 

Jesus met Moses’s gaze steadily, without flinching, without evasion. “That,” he said 
quietly, “is an excellent question, Moses. And it deserves a full answer. Come. Sit with 
me. And I will tell you about the law and the prophets, about justice and mercy, about 
how grace does not destroy the law but fulfils it in ways you never imagined.” 

Moses hesitated, his jaw working, his eyes searching Jesus’s face for… something. 
Condemnation, perhaps. Or dismissal. Or the confirmation that everything he had 
believed and taught and lived for had been wrong. 

But he found none of those things. 

Only invitation. Only patience. Only the same love that had embraced Adam now 
extended to the lawgiver who had spent his life trying to make humanity righteous 
through obedience. 

Slowly, reluctantly, Moses moved forward and sat down across from Jesus. 

And the grey realm, still transforming, still warming, still remembering what it meant to 
be alive, waited to hear what would be said next. 

 

26 



Chapter Four: The Lawgiver’s Doubt 
Moses sat with his hands on his knees, fingers spread wide as though bracing himself 
against something. His shoulders were rigid, his jaw set. When he finally spoke, his 
voice was low and controlled, but there was an edge to it, something sharp and 
wounded. 

“I climbed a mountain,” he said. “I stood in fire and smoke. I heard the voice of God 
speak commandments that shook the earth. And I came down with stone tablets, with 
words carved by the finger of the Almighty, and I taught those words to a stubborn, 
rebellious people for forty years.” 

He paused, his eyes fixed on Jesus’s face. 

“I taught them that righteousness comes through obedience. That if they kept the 
commandments, they would live. That the law was their life, their breath, their covenant 
with God. I taught them to fear breaking it, to honour it, to build their entire existence 
around it.” 

His voice grew harder. 

“And now you sit here and tell Adam that grace answers guilt. That love, not law, is the 
foundation. That obedience could never save him, that only your death could do what 
the law could not.” 

Moses leaned forward slightly, and the grey ground beneath him seemed to darken, as 
though his doubt cast a shadow. 

“So tell me, Jesus. Was I wrong? Did I waste my life teaching something that was never 
meant to save? Did I lead people toward a righteousness that was always going to fail 
them?” 

The silence that followed was not empty. It was full of weight, of history, of the 
accumulated years of Moses’s labour and love and frustration. Around them, other souls 
had drawn closer. Abraham stood with Sarah, his hand resting on her shoulder. David 
was nearby, his eyes intent. Even Adam and Eve had moved nearer, as though they 
sensed that this conversation mattered not just for Moses but for all of them. 

Jesus did not answer immediately. He let the question settle, let Moses feel the full 
weight of it. And then, slowly, he spoke. 

“You were not wrong, Moses. The law you taught was holy and righteous and good. 
Every word of it. Every commandment. Every requirement.” 

Moses’s eyes narrowed slightly, waiting for the qualification, the reversal. 

“But,” Jesus continued, his voice gentle but firm, “the law was never meant to save. It 
was meant to reveal.” 
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“Reveal what?” Moses asked, though there was something in his tone that suggested 
he already knew the answer and dreaded it. 

“Sin,” Jesus said simply. “The law was a mirror, Moses. It showed humanity what 
righteousness looked like and, in doing so, how far they had fallen. It revealed the 
rupture between what they were and what they were meant to be.” 

He paused, letting the words sink in. 

“You taught the law perfectly. You gave them God’s standard, his holiness, his justice. 
And in doing so, you prepared them to understand their need. The law was never the 
destination, Moses. It was the teacher. It pointed toward something greater, something 
that could not be achieved through human effort but only through divine intervention.” 

Moses’s hands clenched into fists on his knees. “Then why give it at all?” His voice rose 
slightly, the control slipping. “If the law cannot save, if obedience is not enough, why 
demand it? Why make people strive for something they can never achieve? Why not 
just… offer grace from the beginning?” 

Jesus leaned forward, his eyes locked on Moses’s. 

“Because grace without understanding is meaningless,” he said. “If you do not know you 
are sick, you will not seek a physician. If you do not know you are lost, you will not cry 
out for rescue. The law taught humanity that they were sick, that they were lost, that 
they needed something beyond themselves.” 

He gestured toward the grey realm around them, which was still slowly brightening, still 
warming. 

“The law was not a failure, Moses. It was a preparation. It taught people to long for 
righteousness, to hunger for a relationship with God that their own efforts could never 
secure. And when that longing became unbearable, when the weight of the law became 
too heavy to carry, then grace could be understood not as permission to sin but as the 
only hope of salvation.” 

Moses stared at him, his jaw working. “So the law was… what? A burden meant to 
break us?” 

“No,” Jesus said firmly. “The law was a gift meant to guide you. But humanity was 
already broken, Moses. The law did not break you. It revealed the breaking that was 
already there. And in revealing it, it created the space for healing.” 

The grey ground beneath them was no longer grey. It was beginning to show hints of 
brown, of earth, of something real and solid. The air was warmer now, almost 
comfortable. But Moses did not seem to notice. His focus was entirely on Jesus, his 
mind wrestling with decades of teaching, of belief, of identity. 
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“You speak of grace fulfilling the law,” Moses said slowly. “But how? How does grace 
fulfil justice? If someone breaks the covenant, if they rebel against God, there is a debt. 
A cost. Justice demands payment. That is what the law teaches. An eye for an eye. A 
life for a life. Blood for blood.” 

He leaned forward, his voice dropping to something almost desperate. 

“So tell me, Jesus. Was your death enough? Was one life, even yours, sufficient 
payment for all of humanity’s rebellion? For every sin, every betrayal, every act of 
violence and hatred and greed? How can one death balance the scales against 
millennia of human evil?” 

The question hung in the air like a blade. 

Jesus did not flinch. He met Moses’s gaze with a steadiness that was both 
compassionate and unyielding. 

“Justice,” he said quietly, “is not arithmetic, Moses. It is not a ledger in which debts are 
tallied, and payments are measured by quantity. Justice is relational. It is about 
restoring what was broken, healing what was ruptured, making right what went wrong.” 

He paused, and when he spoke again, his voice carried a weight that made the air itself 
seem to thicken. 

“The cross satisfied justice not because of how many died, but because of who died. I 
am the second Adam, the true human, the one in whom humanity and divinity are 
united. When I died, I bore the full weight of human sin, the full consequence of 
separation from God. And because I am also divine, because I am the eternal Son, my 
death was sufficient to cover all sin, for all time, for all people.” 

Moses’s eyes were wide now, his breath coming faster. 

“The cross,” Jesus continued, “was not a legal transaction where God demanded blood 
and I provided it. The cross was the place where divine love absorbed the cost of 
human rebellion. Where the rupture between God and humanity was healed from the 
inside. Where justice and mercy met and embraced.” 

He reached out slowly, and this time Moses did not pull away. Jesus’s hand rested on 
Moses’s shoulder, and the touch was warm, solid, real. 

“You taught the people that sin has consequences,” Jesus said. “You were right. Sin 
does have consequences. It separates us from God. It breaks the relationship. It brings 
death. But the cross does not ignore those consequences. It bears them. I took the 
separation upon myself. I experienced the death that sin demands. And in doing so, I 
made a way for the relationship to be restored.” 

Moses’s eyes were glistening now, though whether with tears or something else, it was 
hard to say. His voice, when he spoke, was rough. 
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“But the suffering,” he said. “The suffering, Jesus. I do not understand it. I led people 
through the wilderness for forty years. They suffered hunger. They suffered thirst. They 
suffered uncertainty and fear and the constant threat of death. And I suffered with them. 
I bore the weight of their complaints, their doubt, their rebellion.” 

His voice broke slightly. 

“And I taught them that obedience would lead to blessing. That righteousness would be 
rewarded. That if they kept the covenant, they would prosper. But now you tell me that 
someone innocent had to suffer instead. That you, who never sinned, who never broke 
covenant, had to endure the cross. Why? Why couldn’t suffering be optional? Why must 
love cost so much?” 

The question was raw, stripped of all pretence. It was the question of a man who had 
spent his life trying to make sense of suffering, trying to give it meaning, trying to believe 
that it served some purpose. 

Jesus’s hand tightened slightly on Moses’s shoulder. 

“Suffering,” he said, and his voice was gentle but uncompromising, “is not arbitrary 
punishment, Moses. It is the cost of a broken relationship. When humanity turned away 
from God, when they chose themselves over covenant, there was a cost. That cost is 
real. It is not imagined. It is not symbolic. It is the actual consequence of separation 
from the source of life.” 

He paused, and the grey realm around them seemed to hold its breath. 

“The cross does not impose suffering,” Jesus continued. “The cross absorbs suffering. I 
voluntarily bore the cost that humanity could not bear. I entered into the separation, the 
darkness, the death that sin demands. Not because God required blood sacrifice to 
satisfy some abstract sense of justice, but because love required me to enter into the 
deepest place of human pain and bring healing from the inside.” 

Moses was weeping now, openly, his shoulders shaking. “But you were innocent,” he 
whispered. “You did not deserve it.” 

“No,” Jesus agreed. “I did not deserve it. But love does not calculate deserving, Moses. 
Love gives. Love bears. Love enters into the suffering of the beloved and carries it, 
even when it costs everything.” 

Around them, the grey realm was no longer grey at all. The ground was rich, dark brown 
earth. The air was warm, almost golden. Light was seeping through cracks in what had 
once been a ceiling of shadow, and the light was not harsh but gentle, like dawn 
breaking after a long night. 

Sarah stepped forward slightly, her hand still in Abraham’s. Her voice, when she spoke, 
was quiet but clear. 
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“Moses,” she said, “you taught us to long for righteousness. You taught us to hunger for 
God. And that longing, that hunger, was never wasted. It prepared us for this moment. 
For him.” 

Moses looked up at her, his face wet with tears, and something in his expression began 
to shift. Not from doubt to certainty, but from resistance to wonder. 

Abraham spoke next, his voice deep and steady. “The covenant I received was a 
promise, Moses. The covenant you received was a law. But they were both pointing 
toward the same thing. Toward him. Toward grace that does not ignore justice but fulfils 
it in ways we could never have imagined.” 

Moses turned back to Jesus, and his voice, when he spoke, was barely audible. 

“I spent my life teaching the law,” he said. “I thought that was my purpose. To give 
people God’s standard. To show them the way to righteousness.” 

Jesus nodded. “And you did, Moses. You did exactly what you were called to do. The 
law you taught was always pointing toward me. Every commandment, every 
requirement, every sacrifice, every ritual. They were all shadows of the reality that was 
coming. And now that reality is here.” 

Moses stared at him, and slowly, slowly, understanding began to dawn in his eyes. Not 
a complete understanding. Not the kind of certainty that erases all questions. But the 
kind of wonder that comes when you realise that everything you spent your life on was 
not wasted but was actually a preparation for something far greater than you ever 
imagined. 

“The law,” Moses said slowly, as though testing the words, “was meant to lead us to 
you.” 

“Yes,” Jesus said simply. 

“And grace does not destroy the law. It fulfils it.” 

“Yes.” 

Moses closed his eyes, and when he opened them again, they were different. Still 
wounded, perhaps. Still carrying the weight of forty years in the wilderness. But no 
longer resistant. No longer holding himself rigid against the possibility of grace. 

“I do not fully understand,” he said quietly. “But I think… I think I am beginning to see.” 

Jesus smiled, and the smile was full of warmth and approval and something that looked 
very much like pride. 

“That,” he said, “is enough for now, Moses. Understanding will come. But for now, it is 
enough to see.” 
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The light in the grey realm, which was no longer grey, grew brighter. The warmth 
increased. And other souls, who had been watching from a distance, began to move 
closer, drawn by the conversation, by the transformation they were witnessing, by the 
hope that was beginning to take root in the soil of their long waiting. 

David stepped forward, his eyes bright, his hands already moving as though reaching 
for an instrument that was not there. 

“If the law pointed toward you,” he said, his voice eager, “then the psalms did too. Every 
song of longing, every cry for deliverance, every word of praise. They were all about 
you, weren’t they?” 

Jesus turned to him, and his smile widened. 

“Yes, David,” he said. “Every one of them. And now, if you are willing, perhaps it is time 
to sing them again. Not as longing, but as fulfilment. Not as hope deferred, but as hope 
realised.” 

David’s face broke into a grin, and he looked around at the gathered souls, at Moses 
still sitting with tears on his face, at Adam and Eve standing close together, at Abraham 
and Sarah, at the countless others who had drawn near. 

“Then let us worship,” David said, his voice ringing out clear and strong. “Let us sing to 
the one who descended into darkness to bring us light. Let us praise the one who bore 
our suffering so that we might know his joy.” 

And as the first notes of worship began to rise in that place that was no longer grey, no 
longer cold, no longer silent, Moses sat with his hands open on his knees, no longer 
clenched, no longer braced. 

He sat, and he wept, and he began, slowly, to understand. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

32 



Chapter Five: Worship in the Darkness 
David stood, and the movement felt like something breaking loose inside him. He had 
been a king once. A warrior. A man who had danced before the ark with such abandon 
that his wife despised him for it. A man who had written songs in caves while running 
from Saul, who had sung praises on battlefields, who had wept psalms of repentance 
after his sin with Bathsheba. 

He had spent his life putting words to the ache of longing for God. Every psalm had 
been an attempt to bridge the distance between what was and what should be. Between 
human brokenness and divine holiness. Between the darkness of exile and the light of 
God’s presence. 

And now, standing in this place that was no longer grey, looking at the one who had 
descended into death itself, David understood that every word he had ever written had 
been pointing toward this moment. 

“I wrote about you,” he said, and his voice was thick with wonder. “Every lament. Every 
cry for vindication. Every song of trust when I could not see the way forward. They were 
all about you, weren’t they? About waiting for you. About believing you would come.” 

Jesus nodded, and there was something in his eyes that looked like recognition, like he 
had been waiting for David to understand this. 

“Sing, David,” Jesus said quietly. “Sing what you know to be true now.” 

David closed his eyes, and the first words that came to him were the ones he had 
written in the wilderness, when Saul’s men were hunting him, when death felt close, and 
God felt distant. 

“The Lord is my shepherd,” he began, and his voice was rough at first, unpractised after 
so long in silence. “I shall not want. He makes me lie down in green pastures. He leads 
me beside still waters. He restores my soul.” 

The words hung in the air, and the realm responded. The brown earth beneath their feet 
seemed to darken, to become richer, more real. The faint scent of something green, 
something alive, began to drift through the air. Not strong, not overwhelming, but 
present. A whisper of grass and water and growing things. 

David’s eyes opened, and he saw the transformation beginning. He sang louder, his 
voice gaining strength. 

“He leads me in paths of righteousness for his name’s sake. Even though I walk through 
the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for you are with me. Your rod and 
your staff, they comfort me.” 
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Around him, other souls were stirring. Adam lifted his head, and his lips began to move, 
forming the words David was singing. Eve’s voice joined next, quiet at first, then 
stronger. Sarah’s hand tightened on Abraham’s arm, and she began to sing, her voice 
clear and true. 

Moses, still sitting with tears on his face, opened his mouth and let the words come. 
“You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies. You anoint my head 
with oil. My cup overflows.” 

The realm was warming now. The air that had been cool and still was moving, 
circulating, carrying with it the scent of something that might have been incense, might 
have been flowers, or might have been both. The light that had been seeping through 
cracks in the grey ceiling was streaming now, golden and steady, and where it touched 
the ground, colour bloomed. 

John the Baptist stepped forward, his voice joining the chorus, and behind him, other 
souls were rising. The Forgotten Ones, who had been standing at the edges, who had 
been watching in silence, began to sing. Their voices were hesitant at first, as though 
they had forgotten how, as though they were not sure they had the right. But the song 
pulled them in, and they sang. 

“Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life,” David sang, and 
now his voice was strong, ringing out across the realm. “And I shall dwell in the house of 
the Lord forever.” 

The last word echoed, and in the silence that followed, the realm seemed to hold its 
breath. The ground beneath them was no longer grey. It was brown earth, dark and rich, 
the kind of soil that could grow things. The air was warm, almost comfortable, and the 
light was no longer harsh or distant but present, filling the space with a golden glow that 
made everything visible. 

David looked around at the gathered souls, at the transformation that had begun with 
truth and was now deepening with worship, and he felt something rising in his chest. 
Not just joy, though there was joy. Not just relief, though there was relief. But something 
deeper, something that felt like coming home after a long exile. 

He began to sing again, and this time the song was different. It was one of the laments, 
one of the psalms he had written when everything felt wrong, when God seemed 
absent, when the darkness pressed in from all sides. 

“Out of the depths I cry to you, O Lord,” he sang, and his voice cracked on the words. 
“Lord, hear my voice. Let your ears be attentive to the voice of my pleas for mercy.” 

The other souls joined him, and the sound was not polished or perfect. It was raw, 
honest, the sound of people who had been waiting in darkness for so long that they had 
almost forgotten what light looked like. But they sang, and the song was real. 
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“If you, O Lord, should mark iniquities, O Lord, who could stand? But with you there is 
forgiveness, that you may be feared.” 

Moses’s voice was loud now, almost defiant, as though he were arguing with the words 
even as he sang them. Adam’s voice was quiet, trembling, but he sang. Eve sang with 
her eyes closed, her face tilted upward toward the light. Abraham and Sarah sang 
together, their voices blending in a harmony that spoke of years spent side by side. 

And then, quietly at first, another voice joined the song. 

Jesus was singing. 

His voice was not what David expected. It was not distant, ethereal, or removed. It was 
human, warm, textured with grief and joy and something that sounded like longing. 
When Jesus sang, the realm trembled. Not with fear, but with recognition, as though the 
very ground and air and light knew this voice and responded to it. 

“I wait for the Lord,” Jesus sang, and his voice carried a weight that made the words feel 
like a promise. “My soul waits, and in his word I hope. My soul waits for the Lord more 
than watchmen for the morning, more than watchmen for the morning.” 

David felt tears streaming down his face, and he did not wipe them away. He sang with 
Jesus, and the sound of their voices together was something he had never imagined. 
The king and the King. The psalmist and the one the psalms had always been about. 

“O Israel, hope in the Lord,” they sang together, and now every voice in the realm was 
joining in, a chorus of souls who had been waiting, who had been hoping, who had been 
longing for this moment. “For with the Lord there is steadfast love, and with him is 
plentiful redemption. And he will redeem Israel from all his iniquities.” 

The song ended, and the silence that followed was not empty. It was full, heavy with 
presence, weighed down by something sacred. The realm was no longer grey at all. 
The ground was solid earth. The air was warm, carrying the scent of water and growing 
things. The light was steady, golden, filling every corner of the space. 

David stood in the centre of it all, and he felt something he had not felt in so long that he 
had almost forgotten what it was. Peace. Not the absence of struggle, but the presence 
of something greater than struggle. Not the resolution of all questions, but the profound 
sense of being known, being seen, being loved despite everything. 

Jesus was looking at him, and in his eyes, David saw recognition. Not just of who David 
had been, the king, the warrior, the psalmist. But of who David was now, in this moment, 
stripped of all titles and accomplishments and failures. Just a soul who had waited, who 
had hoped, who had sung in the darkness and believed that someone was listening. 

“You know me,” David said, and it was not a question. 

“I know you,” Jesus said. “I have always known you.” 
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Around them, other souls were experiencing the same thing. Adam stood with his hand 
in Eve’s, and both of them were weeping, but the tears were not tears of shame. They 
were tears of relief, of recognition, of being seen and loved. Moses sat with his face in 
his hands, his shoulders shaking, and when he looked up, his eyes were clear. 
Abraham and Sarah stood close together, and Sarah’s face was radiant, as though she 
had just remembered something she had forgotten long ago. 

The Forgotten Ones, who had been standing at the edges, were no longer at the edges. 
They had moved closer, drawn in by the worship, by the presence of Jesus, by the 
sense that they were not forgotten after all. A woman who had been a merchant’s wife, 
whose name had never been recorded in any history, stood with her hands clasped in 
front of her, and Jesus looked at her and smiled, and she knew that he knew her name. 
A man who had been a farmer, who had lived and died in obscurity, felt Jesus’s gaze on 
him, and he understood that his life had mattered, that he had been seen all along. 

The moment stretched, and in it, there was communion. Not explanation, but presence. 
Not the resolution of all questions, but the profound acceptance of those who had been 
waiting. Each soul felt individually known, individually loved, and the weight of that love 
was almost too much to bear. 

But then, slowly, David became aware of something else. The worship had transformed 
this place, had brought light and warmth and colour and life. But it had not penetrated 
beyond the boundaries of Sheol proper. He could sense, at the edges of his awareness, 
the presence of other realms. Deeper places. Darker places. Where souls who were not 
righteous waited in a darkness that this light had not yet reached. 

He turned to Jesus, and the question was in his eyes before he spoke it. 

“There are others,” David said quietly. “Beyond this place. In deeper darkness. Will they 
hear the song? Will they know they are loved?” 

Jesus’s expression shifted, and something that looked like sorrow crossed his face. But 
it was not a sorrow that despaired. It was a sorrow that knew what was coming and 
chose to go anyway. 

“Yes,” Jesus said. “There are others. And yes, I will go to them.” 

He paused, and when he spoke again, his voice was gentle but firm. 

“Worship matters, David. It aligns human hearts with divine reality. It makes space for 
grace to work. It opens souls to transformation. What has happened here is real. The 
light you see, the warmth you feel, the peace you know, it is all real. And it will last.” 

He looked around at the gathered souls, at the transformed realm, at the faces that 
were no longer grey but full of colour and life. 
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“But there are those in deeper darkness who have not heard this song. Those who do 
not know they are loved. Who are waiting, whether they know it or not, for someone to 
come. And I must go to them.” 

David felt something tighten in his chest. The peace he had just experienced was so 
profound, so complete, that the thought of leaving it, of descending further into 
darkness, felt almost unbearable. But he looked at Jesus, at the determination in his 
eyes, at the love that was willing to go into the deepest places, and he understood. 

“Will you go alone?” David asked. 

Jesus smiled, and there was something in the smile that looked like an invitation. 

“That,” he said, “is for each of you to decide.” 

The realm settled around them, no longer grey, no longer cold, no longer silent. The 
transformation was real and lasting. The light was steady. The Earth was solid. The air 
was warm. But there was also a sense of incompleteness, of something not yet finished. 
Liberation for the righteous, yes. But what of those in darkness? 

Jesus turned and began walking toward the edge of the realm, toward the place where 
the light faded, and the darkness began again. Toward the great chasm that separated 
the righteous from the unfaithful, the saved from the lost, the light from the deeper 
darkness. 

David watched him go, and then, without thinking, without calculating the cost, he began 
to follow. 

Behind him, other souls stirred. Adam and Eve. Moses. Abraham and Sarah. John the 
Baptist. The Forgotten Ones. One by one, they began to move, drawn not by obligation 
but by something deeper. By the recognition that if Jesus was willing to descend further, 
then perhaps they could follow. If love were willing to go into the darkest places, then 
perhaps they could bear witness to it. 

The realm they were leaving was healed, transformed, full of light, warmth, and peace. 
But ahead, beyond the boundary, the darkness waited. And Jesus was walking toward 
it, his form steady and sure, his presence a light that the darkness could not overcome. 

David quickened his pace, and as he walked, he began to sing again. Quietly at first, 
then louder. A psalm about seeking the lost, about God’s justice and mercy reaching to 
the ends of the earth, about light penetrating even the deepest darkness. 

And behind him, the other souls joined in, their voices rising in the transformed realm, 
carrying forward into the darkness that lay ahead. 

The descent was not over. 

It was only the beginning. 
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Chapter Six: The Crossing of the Chasm 
The singing faded as they walked. 

Not because the souls stopped, but because the realm itself seemed to absorb the 
sound, to muffle it, to press it down into something smaller and less certain. David’s 
voice, which had rung out clear and strong in the healed place, now felt thin, strained, 
as though the air itself resisted carrying it forward. 

The light was fading too. Not all at once, but gradually, the way evening comes in winter. 
The golden glow that had filled the transformed realm grew dimmer with each step, and 
the warmth that had settled into the brown earth began to leach away. The ground 
beneath their feet was still solid, still real, but it was cooling, hardening, becoming 
something less welcoming. 

David glanced back once and saw the place they were leaving. It still glowed, still held 
the light and warmth and colour that worship had brought. But it was receding, growing 
smaller, as though they were walking away from a fire on a cold night. The distance 
between them and that healed place was not just physical. It was spiritual, emotional, a 
separation that felt like leaving home. 

Ahead, Jesus walked with steady purpose. His form was still visible, still radiant, but the 
light he carried seemed to press against something now, something that resisted it. The 
darkness ahead was not passive. It was active, thick, almost tangible, and it pushed 
back against the light with a force that made the air feel heavy. 

Eve moved closer to Adam, and her hand found his. Neither of them spoke, but David 
could see the tension in their shoulders, the way their steps had become more 
deliberate, more cautious. Moses walked with his jaw set, his eyes fixed on Jesus’s 
back, as though looking anywhere else might undo his resolve. Abraham and Sarah 
moved together, their faces grave, and behind them, the Forgotten Ones followed in 
silence, their earlier joy replaced by something quieter, something that looked like 
determination mixed with fear. 

The ground began to slope downward. Not steeply, but enough that David felt the shift 
in his legs, the pull of descent. The air grew colder with each step, and the scent of 
growing things, of incense and water, faded entirely. What replaced it was harder to 
name. Not decay, exactly, but absence. The smell of a place where nothing grew, where 
nothing lived, where the air had been still for so long it had forgotten how to move. 

And then, without warning, the ground ended. 

David stopped so abruptly that Moses nearly collided with him. Ahead, where the path 
had been leading, there was nothing. Just a vast, yawning emptiness that stretched out 
into darkness so complete it seemed to swallow light itself. 
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The great chasm. 

David had heard of it, of course. The stories told in Sheol spoke of a divide, a 
separation between the righteous and the unfaithful, between those who waited in hope 
and those who waited in despair. But hearing of it and standing at its edge were two 
entirely different things. 

The chasm was immense. David could not see the other side. He could not see the 
bottom. It was as though the ground simply stopped, and beyond it was an abyss that 
had no end, no boundary, no limit. The darkness across the divide was not like the grey 
twilight of Sheol. It was deeper, thicker, a darkness that seemed to have weight and 
substance. It pressed upward from below, and even standing at the edge, David could 
feel it pulling at him, tugging at something inside his chest. 

The temperature had dropped sharply. The warmth of the healed realm was gone 
entirely now, replaced by a cold that bit into his skin, that made his breath visible in the 
air. The cold was not just physical. It was spiritual, the kind of cold that came from being 
far from warmth, far from light, far from anything that resembled comfort or safety. 

And there were sounds. 

Faint at first, barely audible over the silence, but growing clearer as David stood and 
listened. Whispers. Murmurs. The distant echo of voices that might have been crying or 
might have been calling or might have been something else entirely. The sounds rose 
from the chasm like smoke, drifting upward, and they carried with them a sense of 
longing so profound it made David’s throat tighten. 

Jesus stood at the very edge, his form outlined against the darkness. He did not 
hesitate. He did not step back. He simply stood, looking down into the abyss, his face 
calm and resolute, as though he had known this moment was coming and had already 
decided what he would do. 

David moved closer, his steps careful, and when he reached Jesus’s side, he looked 
down. 

The chasm was deeper than he had imagined. Far below, so far that the distance 
became meaningless, there were shapes. Shadows. Movement. Souls, perhaps, or 
something else. The darkness made it impossible to see clearly, but David could sense 
them, could feel their presence, the way one feels a crowd in a darkened room. 

“What is this place?” David asked, and his voice was barely more than a whisper. 

Jesus did not look at him. His eyes remained fixed on the darkness below. 

“This is the divide,” he said quietly. “The separation between those who believed and 
those who did not. Between those who hoped and those who despaired. Between those 
who waited for redemption and those who turned away from it.” 
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David swallowed hard. “And you’re going down there.” 

It was not a question, but Jesus answered anyway. 

“Yes.” 

“Why?” The word came out sharper than David intended, edged with something that 
might have been fear or frustration. “The righteous are free. The faithful are liberated. 
Why go further? Why descend into a place where souls have already chosen despair?” 

Jesus turned to look at him then, and his eyes were filled with something that looked 
like sorrow and determination mixed together. 

“Because they are still souls,” he said. “Because despair is not the final word. Because 
even those who turned away, even those who doubted, even those who believed the 
darkness was all there was, they are still loved. And love does not abandon.” 

David felt something twist in his chest. “But what if they don’t want to be saved? What if 
they refuse?” 

Jesus’s expression did not change. “Then they refuse. Grace cannot be forced, David. 
Redemption is always chosen, never imposed. Free will does not end at death. It 
extends even here, even into the deepest darkness. I will go to them. I will speak to 
them. I will offer them what I have always offered: forgiveness, restoration, life. But I will 
not compel them to take it.” 

Behind them, the other souls had gathered at the edge. Adam stood with his arm 
around Eve, both of them staring down into the chasm with wide eyes. Moses’s face 
was pale, his hands clenched at his sides. Abraham and Sarah stood close together, 
and Sarah’s hand was pressed against her mouth, as though she were holding back a 
cry. The Forgotten Ones clustered together, their faces drawn, their eyes reflecting the 
faint light that still clung to Jesus. 

“Some will say yes,” Jesus continued, his voice steady. “Some will hear the offer and 
choose life. But some will say no. Some will cling to their bitterness, their anger, their 
despair. And I will not force them. I will grieve for them, but I will not force them.” 

David looked down into the chasm again, and the weight of what Jesus was saying 
settled over him like a heavy cloak. This was not a triumphant march. This was not a 
rescue where everyone would be saved simply because the rescuer had arrived. This 
was something harder, something more costly. This was love entering a place where 
love might be rejected. This was grace offered to those who might spit on it. 

“Will you still go?” David asked, though he already knew the answer. 

“Yes,” Jesus said. “I will go because they are worth going to. Even if only one says yes, 
it is worth it. Even if they all say no, they will have heard the offer. They will know they 
were not forgotten.” 
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He paused, and when he spoke again, his voice was quieter, almost gentle. 

“You do not have to follow, David. None of you do. The healed realm is behind you. You 
could return there, wait in the light and warmth, and no one would fault you for it. What 
lies ahead is harder. Colder. More uncertain. There will be resistance. There will be 
souls who do not want to hear what I have to say, who will turn away, who will curse the 
light because it exposes what they have become. You do not have to witness that.” 

David looked back at the healed realm, at the golden glow that still lingered in the 
distance. It would be easy to return. Safe. Comfortable. He could wait there, in the 
warmth, in the peace, and when Jesus returned, he would be there to greet him. 

But even as the thought formed, David knew he would not do it. 

He turned back to Jesus, and his voice was steady when he spoke. 

“I will follow,” he said. “Not because I am brave. Not because I understand what we will 
find down there. But if you are willing to go, then I want to bear witness to it. I want to 
see what love looks like when it descends into the deepest darkness. I want to know 
what grace does when it is rejected. And if even one soul says yes, I want to be there to 
see it.” 

Behind him, Adam stepped forward. “I will follow too.” 

Eve’s voice joined his. “And I.” 

Moses, his face still pale, nodded. “I will go.” 

Abraham and Sarah spoke together. “We will follow.” 

One by one, the Forgotten Ones stepped forward, their voices quiet but firm. “We will 
follow.” 

Jesus looked at them, and something in his expression softened. Not relief, exactly, but 
gratitude. Recognition. The acknowledgement that they were choosing something 
costly, something that would demand more of them than they yet understood. 

“Then we go together,” he said. 

He turned back to the chasm, and as he did, something changed. The darkness below 
seemed to shift, to ripple, and where there had been only emptiness, a path began to 
appear. Not a bridge, exactly, but something like it. A narrow way, winding down into the 
abyss, carved into the side of the chasm itself. The path was steep, treacherous, barely 
wide enough for a single soul to walk. It descended in switchbacks, disappearing into 
the darkness below, and the sight of it made David’s stomach clench. 

Jesus stepped onto the path without hesitation. His foot found the stone, and the path 
held. He began to descend, and the light he carried pressed against the darkness, 
illuminating the way just enough to see the next step, the next turn. 
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David followed, his hand trailing along the rough stone wall of the chasm. The path was 
cold beneath his feet, and the air grew colder with each step downward. The sounds 
from below grew louder, more distinct. Whispers became murmurs. Murmurs became 
voices. Voices that spoke in languages David did not know, that cried out in tones that 
ranged from pleading to angry to despairing. 

Behind him, the other souls descended in silence. The only sounds were the scrape of 
feet on stone, the occasional sharp intake of breath when someone stumbled, and the 
faint echo of their movements bouncing off the walls of the chasm. 

The light from the healed realm above was gone now, swallowed by the darkness. The 
only light was the light Jesus carried, and it seemed smaller here, more fragile, as 
though the darkness were pressing in on all sides, trying to snuff it out. 

David’s legs ached. His hands were numb from the cold. The air was so thick it felt like 
breathing through cloth, and every breath tasted of dust and something bitter, 
something that might have been ash or despair made tangible. 

And then, after what felt like hours but might have been minutes, the path levelled out. 

They had reached the bottom of the chasm. 

The ground here was different from the healed realm above. It was not brown earth or 
grey stone. It was black, smooth, almost glassy, as though it had been scorched by 
some ancient fire and left to cool. The air was frigid, and the cold seeped up through the 
soles of David’s feet, making his bones ache. 

Ahead, the darkness was absolute. But it was not empty. David could sense movement, 
could feel the presence of souls just beyond the reach of the light. They were there, 
watching, waiting, and the weight of their gaze was almost unbearable. 

Jesus stood at the threshold, his light pressing against the darkness, and he did not 
move forward immediately. He simply stood, as though giving the souls ahead time to 
see him, to recognise him, to decide what they would do. 

And then, from the darkness, a voice spoke. 

It was not loud. It was not angry. It was quiet, almost hesitant, and carried a weight of 
sorrow so profound that David felt tears prick at his eyes. 

“Who are you?” the voice asked. “And why have you come here?” 

Jesus’s response was gentle, but it carried across the darkness like a bell. 

“I am the one who descended to find you,” he said. “I am the one who died so that death 
would not be the end. I have come to offer you what I have always offered: forgiveness, 
restoration, life. I have come because you are loved, and love does not abandon.” 
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The silence that followed was thick, heavy, and in it, David could feel the weight of 
countless souls holding their breath, waiting to see what would happen next. 

The descent had brought them to the threshold. 

Now the real work would begin. 
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Chapter Seven: Among the Lost Ones 
Jesus stepped forward, and the light he carried pressed into the darkness like a hand 
pushing through heavy cloth. The realm resisted. Not actively, not with force, but with 
the sheer weight of accumulated despair, the density of countless souls who had 
stopped believing that light was even possible. 

David followed, and the cold bit deeper here than it had in the chasm. This was not the 
cold of stone or wind. This was the cold of absence, the kind that settled into bones and 
made movement feel like wading through deep water. The air tasted of ash and 
something bitter, something that might have been the residue of extinguished hope. 

The ground beneath their feet was grey, smooth, featureless. No texture, no variation, 
just an endless expanse of grey that stretched in all directions. There were no 
landmarks, no horizons, just grey fading into deeper grey fading into shadow. The 
silence was oppressive, broken only by the faint shuffle of their footsteps and the 
occasional distant sound that might have been wind or weeping. 

And then David saw them. 

Souls. Scattered across the grey plain as stones dropped carelessly across a field. 
Some sat motionless, their forms hunched and still, as though they had been sitting for 
so long they had forgotten how to stand. Some wandered in slow, aimless circles, their 
eyes fixed on nothing, their movements mechanical. Some lay curled on the ground, 
their backs to the light, their faces hidden. 

None of them looked at Jesus. Not at first. 

But David could feel their awareness. They knew he was there. They sensed the light, 
the warmth, the presence of something that did not belong in this place. And their 
reactions were not uniform. Some souls turned slightly, as though drawn by instinct but 
afraid to look directly. Some stiffened, their shoulders tensing, as though bracing for 
judgment. Some did not move at all, as though movement itself required more energy 
than they possessed. 

Jesus walked slowly among them, his light illuminating each soul as he passed. He did 
not speak immediately. He simply walked, and his presence was both an invitation and 
a disruption. The silence of the realm was being broken, and the souls did not know 
whether to welcome it or resist it. 

David stayed close, and behind him, Adam and Eve, Moses, Sarah, and Abraham 
followed in silence. The Forgotten Ones clustered together, their faces drawn, their eyes 
wide as they took in the desolation around them. This was not Sheol. This was 
something darker, something that felt less like waiting and more like abandonment. 
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Jesus stopped beside a soul who sat with her knees drawn to her chest, her arms 
wrapped tightly around herself. She was small, her form barely more than a shadow, 
and her face was hidden against her knees. She did not look up when Jesus 
approached, but her shoulders trembled slightly, as though she were holding her breath. 

“What is your name?” Jesus asked, and his voice was gentle, almost a whisper. 

The soul did not respond immediately. The silence stretched, and David wondered if 
she would speak at all. But then, slowly, her head lifted just enough for her voice to 
escape. 

“Rachel,” she said, and the word was barely audible. 

“Rachel,” Jesus repeated, and the way he said it made it sound like a benediction. “Why 
are you here?” 

Rachel’s shoulders shook, and when she spoke again, her voice was thick with 
something that might have been anger or might have been grief. 

“I prayed,” she said. “I prayed every day. I begged. I pleaded. I asked for one thing, just 
one thing, and it was not given.” 

Jesus knelt beside her, his light casting her shadow long across the grey ground. 

“What did you ask for?” he said. 

Rachel’s voice broke. “My child. My son. He was sick, and I prayed, and I believed, and 
I waited, and he died anyway. And I kept praying. I kept believing. I kept waiting for you 
to do something, to show me that you were there, that you cared, that my faith meant 
anything at all. But you didn’t come. You didn’t answer. And when I died, I came here, 
and I realised that all of it, all the prayers, all the faith, all the hope, it was for nothing.” 

The words hung in the air, raw and bitter, and David felt something twist in his chest. He 
had sung psalms of lament, had written songs about feeling abandoned by God, but this 
was different. This was not poetic longing. This was the voice of someone who had 
believed and had been, in her own understanding, betrayed. 

Jesus did not flinch. He did not offer platitudes. He simply sat beside her, and when he 
spoke, his voice carried the weight of something that sounded like sorrow. 

“Your son is not lost,” he said quietly. “He is held. He is known. He is loved. And your 
prayers were not wasted, Rachel. They were heard. Every one of them.” 

Rachel lifted her head then, and her eyes were hollow, empty of everything except pain. 

“Then why didn’t you answer?” she whispered. “Why didn’t you save him?” 

Jesus met her gaze, and his expression was unflinching. 
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“Because the world is broken,” he said. “Because sin brought death, and death does not 
ask permission. Because I did not come to prevent every suffering, Rachel. I came to 
enter it. To bear it. To make a way through it that leads to life beyond it.” 

Rachel’s face twisted. “That’s not enough. That’s not an answer.” 

“No,” Jesus said. “It’s not. Not the kind of answer that undoes the pain or makes the 
loss bearable. But it is the truth. And the truth is this: your son’s death was not 
meaningless. Your prayers were not ignored. And you are not abandoned, even here, 
even now.” 

He paused, and when he spoke again, his voice was softer. 

“I know what it is to cry out and hear silence. I know what it is to ask for the cup to be 
taken away and to be told no. I know what it is to feel forsaken. And I am here, Rachel, 
because I did not leave you in that forsakenness. I descended into it. I am offering you a 
way out.” 

Rachel stared at him, and for a long moment, she did not move. Then, slowly, her arms 
loosened around her knees. She did not stand. She did not reach for him. But 
something in her posture shifted, as though a weight she had been carrying had 
become, for the first time, slightly less unbearable. 

“I don’t know if I can believe again,” she whispered. 

“You don’t have to know,” Jesus said. “You only have to choose. Belief is not certainty, 
Rachel. It is trust in the face of uncertainty. And I am asking you to trust me now, not 
because you understand, but because I am here, and I am offering you life.” 

Rachel closed her eyes, and tears slipped down her cheeks. She did not speak, but she 
nodded, just once, and Jesus stood, his hand resting briefly on her shoulder before he 
moved on. 

David watched her, and he saw her form solidify slightly, the grey around her seeming 
fractionally less oppressive. She had not been transformed. She had not been healed 
entirely. But something had shifted. Something had begun. 

Jesus walked further into the realm, and the souls around him began to stir. Some 
turned to watch him pass. Some shrank back. Some stood, their movements hesitant, 
as though they were testing whether their legs would still hold them. 

He stopped beside another soul, a man who stood with his arms crossed, his face set in 
an expression that looked like defiance. 

“I know who you are,” the man said before Jesus could speak. His voice was hard, 
edged with bitterness. “I know what you’re offering. And I don’t want it.” 

Jesus did not look surprised. “Why not?” 
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The man’s jaw tightened. “Because I chose this. I chose to live for myself. I chose to 
reject you, to reject all of it, the rules, the expectations, the demands. I lived the way I 
wanted to live, and I don’t regret it. I’m here because I chose to be here. And I don’t 
need your forgiveness for choices I’m not sorry for.” 

Jesus studied him, and his expression was calm, almost gentle. 

“You’re right,” he said. “You did choose. And those choices brought you here. But do 
you truly believe this is what you wanted? This emptiness? This cold? This isolation?” 

The man’s defiance wavered, just slightly. “It’s what I earned.” 

“Yes,” Jesus said. “It is. But I am not offering you what you earned. I am offering you 
what you did not earn, what you could never earn. I am offering you grace.” 

The man’s face twisted. “I don’t want grace. Grace is for people who need it. I don’t 
need it.” 

“Everyone needs it,” Jesus said quietly. “The question is whether you will accept it.” 

The man stared at him, and for a moment, something flickered in his eyes, something 
that might have been longing or might have been fear. But then his expression 
hardened again, and he turned away. 

“No,” he said. “I don’t accept it. Leave me alone.” 

Jesus did not argue. He did not plead. He simply nodded, and his voice was filled with 
something that sounded like sorrow. 

“Then I will leave you,” he said. “But know this: the offer does not expire. If you change 
your mind, if you call out, I will hear you. Grace does not abandon, even when it is 
rejected.” 

The man did not respond. He stood with his back to Jesus, his arms still crossed, and 
Jesus moved on. 

David felt something cold settle in his stomach. He had seen grace rejected. He had 
seen a soul choose darkness over light, emptiness over fullness, isolation over 
communion. And Jesus had let him. He had not forced. He had not coerced. He had 
simply offered, and when the offer was refused, he had honoured that refusal. 

It was terrifying. And it was right. 

Jesus continued walking, and the souls around him began to react more visibly. Some 
moved toward him, their steps tentative, their faces filled with something that looked like 
hope mixed with fear. Some moved away, retreating into the shadows, as though the 
light itself were painful. Some simply watched, their expressions unreadable. 

He stopped beside a soul who sat with his head in his hands, his form hunched and 
trembling. The soul did not look up, but Jesus knelt beside him anyway. 
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“What is your name?” Jesus asked. 

The soul’s voice was muffled, broken. “Judas.” 

David’s breath caught. Not the Judas. Not the betrayer. But another Judas, another soul 
who carried a name that had become synonymous with despair. 

“Why are you here, Judas?” Jesus asked. 

The soul’s shoulders shook. “I couldn’t bear it. The weight. The guilt. The shame. I tried 
to live, but it was too much. So I chose to stop. I chose death. And now I’m here, and I 
realise that death didn’t end it. It just made it permanent.” 

Jesus’s voice was gentle. “You believed that ending your life would end your pain.” 

“Yes,” Judas whispered. “But it didn’t. It just brought me here.” 

“And do you regret it?” Jesus asked. 

Judas lifted his head, and his face was ravaged, hollow. “Every moment. Every breath. I 
regret it with everything I am. But it’s too late. I chose death. I rejected life. And now I’m 
here, and there’s no way back.” 

Jesus reached out and placed his hand on Judas’s shoulder, and the touch was firm, 
grounding. 

“There is always a way back,” he said. “Not to the life you left. That is gone. But to life 
itself. To hope. To restoration. You chose death, Judas, but I chose to descend into 
death to make a way out of it. And I am offering you that way now.” 

Judas stared at him, and his eyes filled with tears. “But I don’t deserve it. I chose this. I 
gave up.” 

“Yes,” Jesus said. “You did. And grace is not about what you deserve. It is about what I 
offer. And I am offering you life, Judas. Not because you earned it. Not because you 
deserve it. But because you are loved, and love does not give up, even when you do.” 

Judas’s face crumpled, and he wept. Deep, wrenching sobs that shook his entire form. 
And Jesus stayed beside him, his hand on his shoulder, his presence steady and 
unmoving. 

David watched, and he felt something break open in his own chest. He had seen grace 
extended to the righteous. He had seen it offered to those who waited in hope. But this 
was different. This was grace extended to someone who had chosen death, who had 
given up, who had believed himself beyond redemption. And it was offered freely, 
without condition or hesitation. 

It was more radical than anything David had imagined. 
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Behind him, Moses stood with his hands clenched at his sides, his face pale. Sarah’s 
eyes were wide, her hand pressed to her mouth. Adam and Eve stood close together, 
their expressions filled with something that looked like wonder and grief mixed together. 

They were witnessing grace in its most unfiltered form. And it was both beautiful and 
terrible. 

Jesus stood, and Judas stood with him, his form still trembling but no longer hunched. 
He did not speak, but he followed when Jesus moved on, and David saw the way the 
grey around him seemed fractionally lighter, the way his steps seemed slightly less 
burdened. 

Jesus walked further, and the souls around him began to gather. Not all of them. Some 
remained where they were, watching from a distance, their faces filled with suspicion, 
fear, or anger. But others moved closer, drawn by the light, by the warmth, by the 
presence of something that felt like hope. 

He stopped beside a woman who stood with her arms wrapped around herself, her face 
turned away. 

“Why do you turn from me?” Jesus asked. 

The woman’s voice was bitter. “Because I know what you’ll say. You’ll tell me I should 
have had faith. You’ll tell me I should have trusted. You’ll tell me that if I had just 
believed harder, prayed more, hoped longer, I wouldn’t be here.” 

Jesus shook his head. “No. I will not tell you that.” 

The woman turned to look at him, and her eyes were filled with anger. “Then what will 
you tell me?” 

“I will tell you that faith is hard,” Jesus said. “That trust is costly. That hope requires 
courage. And that you are not here because you failed to believe hard enough. You are 
here because you chose bitterness over vulnerability, because you let your pain harden 
into a wall that kept out not just hurt but also love.” 

The woman’s face twisted. “And you think I should just let that wall down? You think I 
should just open myself up to being hurt again?” 

“Yes,” Jesus said simply. “Because the alternative is this. This emptiness. This isolation. 
This cold. Bitterness protects you from pain, but it also protects you from life. And I am 
offering you life, even if it means risking pain again.” 

The woman stared at him, and for a long moment, she did not move. Then, slowly, her 
arms loosened, and she let them fall to her sides. 

“I don’t know if I can,” she whispered. 

“You don’t have to know,” Jesus said. “You only have to choose.” 
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The woman closed her eyes, and when she opened them again, there were tears on 
her cheeks. She nodded, just once, and Jesus smiled. 

The realm around them was changing. Not dramatically, not the way Sheol had 
transformed, but subtly. The grey was still grey, but it was no longer quite as oppressive. 
The cold was still cold, but it was no longer quite as biting. And in the distance, David 
thought he heard something that sounded like water, faint and far away, but real. 

But there were other sounds too. Deeper sounds. Sounds that came from below, from 
realms even darker than this one. Sounds of movement, of agitation, of something 
stirring in response to the light that had invaded the darkness. 

Jesus heard them, too. David saw the way his expression shifted, the way his jaw 
tightened slightly. He knew what those sounds meant. He knew that the deeper he 
went, the more resistance he would face. 

But he did not stop. He continued walking, and the souls who had chosen to follow him, 
Rachel and Judas and the woman and others whose names David did not yet know, 
they followed. And behind them, the righteous souls followed as well, their faces filled 
with a mixture of hope and fear and growing understanding. 

Grace was more radical than they had imagined. More costly. More dangerous. And 
more beautiful. 

David looked ahead, into the deeper darkness, and he felt the weight of what was 
coming. The resistance was growing. The opposition was stirring. And Jesus was 
walking directly into it, carrying light into places that had not seen light in ages. 

The descent was not over. 

It was only deepening. 
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Chapter Eight: The Resistance Hardens 
The air changed first. 

David felt it before he saw anything, before he heard the sounds sharpen into 
something purposeful. The cold that had been constant, the cold of absence and 
despair, suddenly became something else. It became a cold that pressed against the 
skin like hands, seeking warmth and trying to extinguish it. His breath became visible, 
curling in pale wisps that dissipated too quickly, as though the darkness were 
consuming even that small evidence of life. 

The smell came next. Something burnt. Something ancient. Not the clean smell of fire, 
but the acrid stench of things that should not burn, burning anyway. It caught in the back 
of his throat, metallic and bitter, and he tasted it on his tongue like old blood. 

Jesus did not slow. He walked forward, and the light he carried seemed brighter now, 
more concentrated, as though it were gathering itself in response to the thickening 
darkness. But the shadows around them were no longer passive. They pooled in 
corners that should not exist, gathered in places where no light fell, and they moved. 

Not the way shadows move when light shifts. They moved independently, with purpose, 
sliding along the grey ground like oil spreading across water. David watched one 
shadow detach itself from a cluster of others and stretch toward the light, and when it 
touched the edge of Jesus’s radiance, it recoiled, hissing like water on hot stone. 

Behind him, someone gasped. David turned and saw Rachel standing frozen, her eyes 
wide, her arms wrapped around herself again. The fragile hope that had begun to take 
root in her was being tested, and he could see the fear creeping back into her 
expression. 

“What is this?” she whispered, and her voice trembled. 

“Resistance,” Jesus said quietly, and he did not stop walking. “The darkness does not 
yield easily.” 

The sounds grew louder. What had been distant agitation became something closer, 
something coordinated. Footsteps, perhaps, or the beating of wings, or the dragging of 
chains across stone. It was impossible to tell. The sounds layered over one another, 
creating a cacophony that felt deliberate, designed to disorient and unsettle. 

And then the whispers began. 

They were not loud. They were barely audible, in fact, slipping between the other 
sounds like threads woven through fabric. But they were there, and they were words, 
and David could almost make them out. 

Liar. 
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Deceiver. 

Pretender. 

The whispers were not shouted. They were spoken softly, intimately, as though the 
speakers were standing just behind each soul, leaning close to murmur directly into 
their ears. 

David felt the hairs on the back of his neck rise. He glanced at Moses, who walked 
beside him with his jaw clenched, his hands balled into fists. Moses heard them too. 

You think he came for you? You think you matter? 

He let children die. He let prayers go unanswered. He let the innocent suffer. 

And now he comes here, pretending to be merciful? 

The whispers were not abstract. They were specific. They cut at doubts that were real, 
at wounds that had not fully healed. David heard one voice, clearer than the others, 
speaking words that felt aimed directly at him. 

You led them here. You brought them into this. If they fall, it will be your fault. 

He stumbled, just slightly, and Jesus glanced back at him. Their eyes met, and Jesus’s 
expression was steady, grounded, unflinching. He did not speak, but the look was 
enough. David straightened and kept walking. 

The ground beneath their feet began to shift. What had been smooth and featureless 
became uneven, treacherous. Cracks appeared, thin at first, then widening into fissures 
that exhaled cold air and the smell of decay. Walking became difficult. Each step 
required attention, care, and the souls behind Jesus began to slow, their movements 
hesitant. 

Judas, who had been following Jesus closely, stopped abruptly. His face was pale, his 
eyes fixed on something David could not see. 

“I hear them,” Judas said, and his voice was barely a whisper. “They’re saying I deserve 
this. That I chose death, and death is what I should have. That grace is a lie, that I’m too 
far gone, that even he can’t save me.” 

Jesus turned to face him, and his voice was calm, firm. 

“Do you believe them?” he asked. 

Judas’s face crumpled. “I don’t know. I want to believe you. But they sound so certain. 
And I did choose death. I did give up. Maybe they’re right.” 

Jesus stepped closer, and the light around him flared slightly, pushing back the 
shadows that had begun to creep toward Judas. 
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“They are not right,” Jesus said. “They are afraid. They know that if you believe me, if 
you choose life, their power over you is broken. So they lie. They accuse. They whisper 
half-truths and call them certainties. But you do not have to listen.” 

Judas stared at him, and tears slipped down his cheeks. He nodded, slowly, and took a 
shaking breath. 

“I’ll try,” he whispered. 

Jesus placed a hand on his shoulder, and the touch seemed to steady him. Then Jesus 
turned and continued walking, and Judas followed, though his steps were unsteady. 

The woman of bitterness was next. She had been walking with her arms at her sides, 
her posture open in a way it had not been before. But now her shoulders were hunching 
again, her arms beginning to cross over her chest. 

“This is what happens,” she muttered, and her voice was tight. “This is what happens 
when you let your guard down. You get hurt. You get attacked. I was safer when I was 
closed off.” 

Sarah, who had been walking nearby, moved closer to her. 

“You were not safer,” Sarah said gently. “You were only more alone.” 

The woman’s face twisted. “Alone is better than this.” 

“Is it?” Sarah asked. “Or is it just familiar?” 

The woman did not answer, but she did not pull away when Sarah reached out and took 
her hand. They walked together, and though the woman’s face was still tight with fear, 
she did not close herself off entirely. 

The shadows were growing bolder. They no longer recoiled immediately when they 
touched the light. Instead, they pressed against it, testing its boundaries, creating 
pockets of deeper darkness that resisted illumination. David saw one shadow coalesce 
into something almost solid, something that had a shape, a form, though it was 
indistinct, shifting. 

It stood in their path, and Jesus stopped. 

The form did not speak at first. It simply stood there, blocking the way, and the air 
around it seemed to thicken, to become harder to breathe. Then, slowly, it spoke, and 
its voice was low, resonant, filled with something that sounded like mockery. 

“You have no right to be here,” it said. “This is not your domain. These souls are ours. 
They chose darkness. They rejected light. And you, who claim to be just, would violate 
the boundaries of justice itself to steal them back?” 

Jesus did not flinch. He did not argue. He simply stood, and his light did not waver. 
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“They are not yours,” he said quietly. “They never were. You claimed them. You 
deceived them. You convinced them that darkness was all they deserved. But they were 
always mine. And I have come to take them home.” 

The form laughed, and the sound was wrong, discordant, echoing in ways that made 
David’s skin crawl. 

“Home?” it said. “You speak of home as though it were a place of safety, of rest. But you 
know what home costs, don’t you? You know what it required. Innocent blood. Suffering. 
Death. You call that justice? You call that love?” 

Jesus’s expression did not change. “Yes,” he said simply. “I do.” 

The form seemed to swell, to grow larger, and its voice became louder, more insistent. 

“You let children die,” it said. “You let prayers go unanswered. You let the faithful suffer 
while the wicked prospered. You stood by and did nothing while the world tore itself 
apart. And now you come here, pretending to be merciful, pretending to offer grace, 
when all you have ever offered is pain dressed up as purpose.” 

The words hung in the air, and David felt them land like blows. Because they were not 
entirely lies. They were distortions, yes, but they were rooted in real pain, real 
questions, real doubts that every soul in this place had wrestled with at some point. 

Rachel’s face was pale. The Forgotten Ones stood close together, their expressions 
drawn. Even Moses looked shaken. 

But Jesus did not waver. He did not defend himself. He did not argue. He simply spoke, 
and his voice was steady, grounded in something deeper than the accusations being 
hurled at him. 

“I did not stand by,” he said. “I entered in. I bore the suffering. I carried the weight. I 
descended into the very darkness you claim as your own, and I am here now, offering 
life to those you have convinced deserve only death. You accuse me of cruelty, but you 
are the one who feeds on despair. You accuse me of indifference, but you are the one 
who whispers lies to broken souls. And you accuse me of injustice, but you are the one 
who has no authority here except what was given, and what was given is now being 
taken back.” 

The form recoiled, and for a moment, it seemed to flicker, to lose solidity. But then it 
steadied itself, and its voice became colder, sharper. 

“They will not all follow you,” it said. “Some have chosen us. Some prefer the darkness. 
And you cannot force them. You will not force them. Because if you did, you would be 
no different from us.” 
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Jesus nodded slowly. “You are right,” he said. “I will not force them. Grace is always 
chosen, or it is not grace. But I will offer it. And I will continue offering it, even to those 
who refuse. Because that is what love does.” 

The form hissed, and then it dissolved, melting back into the shadows, and the path 
ahead was clear again. 

But the resistance did not end. The whispers continued, the shadows pressed closer, 
and the cold deepened. The realm itself felt alive with hostility, as though every stone, 
every breath of air, every inch of ground were aligned against them. 

David looked back at the souls following Jesus. Some were shaken. Some were afraid. 
But they were still following. Rachel’s steps were hesitant, but she had not turned back. 
Judas’s face was wet with tears, but he was still moving forward. The woman of 
bitterness held Sarah’s hand tightly, but she had not closed herself off again. 

And the Forgotten Ones, those nameless souls whose lives had been lived in obscurity, 
walked with quiet strength. They did not speak. They did not draw attention to 
themselves. But their faith, tested and refined over lifetimes of being overlooked, was 
holding steady. 

David realised something then. The demonic forces were powerful. They were terrifying. 
But they were not ultimate. They could accuse. They could whisper. They could create 
fear. But they could not compel. They could not force. And in the presence of Jesus, 
their power was finite, limited, breakable. 

It was a strange kind of grace, witnessing that. Seeing evil confronted and finding it less 
than it claimed to be. 

Jesus continued walking, and the souls followed. The descent was no longer a journey 
through passive darkness. It had become a battle, a confrontation, a test of will, faith 
and endurance. 

But Jesus did not turn back. He moved deeper, and the light he carried became brighter 
the darker the realm became, as though the two were locked in a struggle that could 
only be resolved by going all the way to the end. 

David felt the weight of what lay ahead. The resistance would only grow stronger. The 
opposition would only become more explicit. And the cost of following would only 
increase. 

But he also felt something else. A certainty, growing in his chest, that this was worth it. 
That Jesus was worth following, even into the deepest darkness, even when the way 
was terrifying and the outcome uncertain. 

He looked ahead, into the shadows that pressed against the light, and he took a breath. 

The descent was not over. It was only beginning to reveal its true cost. 
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Chapter Nine: Descending to the Uttermost Depths 
The ground disappeared beneath their feet. 

Not suddenly. Not all at once. But gradually, over the course of what might have been 
minutes or hours, the broken stone that had been treacherous became something 
worse. It became fragments, shards, pieces that shifted and crumbled when weight was 
placed on them. Walking became a kind of controlled falling, each step a negotiation 
with gravity and instability. 

David felt his foot slip, and he caught himself against a jagged outcrop that cut into his 
palm. The pain was sharp, immediate, and when he pulled his hand back, he saw no 
blood. But the sensation remained, a burning ache that reminded him he was still 
capable of feeling, still capable of being wounded. 

The cold had changed again. 

In the unfaithful realm, it had been the cold of absence, of hope withdrawn. In the place 
where demonic forces had confronted them, it had been the cold of hostility, pressing 
against skin like hands. But here, in this place they were descending into now, the cold 
burned. It seared the lungs with each breath, made the eyes water, turned fingers numb 
and clumsy. David’s breath came in shallow gasps, and each inhalation felt like 
swallowing shards of ice. 

Behind him, he heard Rachel stumble, and Sarah’s voice, low and steady, murmuring 
something he could not make out. Comfort, perhaps. Or prayer. It was hard to tell the 
difference down here. 

The darkness was absolute. 

Not the grey of Sheol, not the dim twilight of the unfaithful realm, not even the hostile 
shadows of the place where demonic forces had gathered. This was darkness that had 
substance, that had weight. It pressed down on them like a physical thing, like being 
buried under layers of earth and stone. David could feel it against his skin, against his 
face, and when he tried to look up, he could not tell if his eyes were open or closed. 

Except for the light. 

Jesus walked ahead of them, and the light he carried was no longer subtle. It was stark, 
brilliant, almost blinding in its intensity. It did not illuminate the darkness so much as it 
stood in opposition to it, a single point of radiance in an ocean of black. The contrast 
was so sharp it hurt to look at directly, and yet David could not look away. Because 
without that light, there was nothing. No direction. No hope. No way forward. 

The light cast shadows, and the shadows were wrong. They moved independently, 
stretching and contracting in ways that defied the source of illumination. They seemed 
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to reach toward the souls, grasping, and David felt something brush against his ankle, 
cold and insubstantial but unmistakably present. 

He kicked out instinctively, and his foot met nothing. But the sensation lingered. 

Moses was breathing hard beside him, his face pale and drawn. The lawgiver’s hands 
were clenched into fists, and his jaw was tight. He looked like a man walking toward his 
own execution, and when he spoke, his voice was barely audible over the sounds that 
filled the air around them. 

“How much deeper?” Moses asked, and the question was not directed at anyone in 
particular. It was simply spoken into the void, a plea for some kind of answer, some kind 
of reassurance. 

Jesus did not turn. He did not slow. But his voice carried back to them, calm and steady. 

“To the end,” he said. “To the place where rebellion began. To the throne of the one who 
claimed dominion over death.” 

David felt his stomach twist. He had known, intellectually, that this was where they were 
going. But hearing it spoken aloud made it real in a way it had not been before. They 
were descending toward Lucifer himself. Toward the source of all this darkness, all this 
suffering, all this despair. 

And they were doing it willingly. 

The thought was almost enough to make him stop walking. Almost enough to make him 
turn back, to climb toward the light above, toward the healed realm where warmth and 
colour and safety waited. But he did not stop. Because Jesus was still moving forward, 
and David had chosen to follow, that choice still held. 

But it was harder now. So much harder. 

The sounds around them were growing louder, more chaotic. What had been 
coordinated whispers and accusations in the previous realm had become something 
else here. It sounded like a battlefield. Clashing metal, distant screams, the roar of 
something vast and terrible. And beneath it all, a low, rhythmic pounding, like the 
beating of an enormous heart or the march of an army. 

Rachel was weeping. David could hear her behind him, her breath coming in ragged 
sobs. He wanted to turn, to comfort her, to tell her it would be all right. But he could not. 
Because he did not know if it would be all right. He did not know if any of them would 
survive this descent, if survival was even the right word for what they were doing. 

“I can’t,” Rachel whispered, and her voice was broken. “I can’t do this. I can’t go any 
further.” 

Sarah’s voice came again, firmer this time. “You can. You are. One step at a time.” 
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“But I can see it,” Rachel said, and there was desperation in her tone. “I can see the 
light above us. The place we came from. It’s still there. We could go back. We could be 
safe.” 

David turned then, just slightly, and he saw what she meant. Far above them, 
impossibly distant, there was a faint glow. The healed realm. The place where they had 
sung, where warmth had returned, where hope had felt real and tangible. It was still 
there, calling to them, offering refuge. 

But Jesus did not stop. He did not look back. He kept walking, and the light he carried 
was brighter than the distant glow above. 

Rachel stood frozen, her eyes fixed on the light above, and for a moment, David thought 
she would turn back. He thought she would choose safety over this terrifying descent 
into absolute darkness. 

But then Sarah took her hand, and Abraham moved to her other side, and together they 
began walking again. Rachel’s steps were hesitant, trembling, but she moved forward. 
And the light above grew fainter as they descended deeper. 

The ground beneath them was no longer just broken. It was jagged, sharp, like walking 
over shattered glass and splintered bone. Each step sent jolts of pain up through 
David’s legs, and he could hear others gasping, stumbling, struggling to keep their 
footing. The Forgotten Ones moved with quiet determination, their faces set, their eyes 
fixed on Jesus. They did not complain. They did not falter. They simply walked, and their 
steadiness served as an anchor for the others. 

Judas was muttering to himself. David could hear him, a low stream of words that 
sounded like accusations, like condemnation, like the voice of someone who had long 
ago given up hope. 

“I deserve this,” Judas was saying. “I chose death. I chose darkness. This is where I 
belong. This is what I earned.” 

Jesus stopped walking. 

The sudden stillness was jarring, and the souls behind him stumbled to a halt, 
uncertain. Jesus turned, and his gaze found Judas, and the light he carried flared 
brighter for just a moment. 

“Do you hear yourself?” Jesus asked, and his voice was gentle but firm. “Or do you hear 
them?” 

Judas looked up, his face wet with tears, his expression confused. “What?” 

“The voices,” Jesus said. “The ones telling you that you deserve this, that you belong 
here, that you are beyond redemption. Are they your voice? Or are they the voices of 
those who want you to believe you are beyond reach?” 
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Judas opened his mouth, then closed it. He looked around, as though seeing the 
darkness for the first time, and his face crumpled. 

“I don’t know,” he whispered. “I don’t know anymore.” 

Jesus stepped closer, and the light pushed back the shadows that had been gathering 
around Judas like vultures. 

“Then listen to mine,” Jesus said. “You are not beyond reach. You are not beyond 
redemption. You chose death, yes. But I am offering you life. And that offer does not 
expire, no matter how deep we go, no matter how dark it becomes.” 

Judas stared at him, and something in his expression shifted. Not certainty. Not 
confidence. But a fragile, trembling willingness to believe. He nodded, slowly, and wiped 
his face with the back of his hand. 

Jesus turned and began walking again, and Judas followed, his steps steadier than 
before. 

The woman of bitterness was closing herself off again. David could see it in the way she 
held her arms, the way her shoulders hunched, the way her face became a mask. The 
walls she had begun to let down were rebuilding, brick by brick, and the vulnerability 
she had chosen was being replaced by the familiar armour of hardness. 

“It’s too much,” she said, and her voice was flat, emotionless. “I can’t stay open to this. It 
hurts too much. I was right before. Bitterness protects. Walls keep you safe.” 

Sarah, still holding Rachel’s hand, reached out with her other hand toward the woman. 

“Walls keep you alone,” Sarah said quietly. “They keep out pain, yes. But they also keep 
out life. And you chose life. You chose to risk the pain.” 

The woman shook her head. “I was wrong. I should never have let my guard down.” 

“You were not wrong,” Sarah said, and her voice was firm. “You were brave. And 
bravery does not mean the absence of fear. It means choosing hope even when fear is 
overwhelming.” 

The woman looked at Sarah’s outstretched hand, and for a long moment, she did not 
move. Then, slowly, hesitantly, she reached out and took it. Her grip was tight, 
desperate, and her face was still hard. But she did not pull away. She held on, and she 
kept walking. 

The smell in the air was changing. The burnt, ancient scent that had filled the previous 
realm was still there, but now there was something else beneath it. Something 
corroded, something that had been dying for aeons. It was the smell of decay, of things 
that should have ended long ago but had been preserved in this place, kept alive by 
malice and rebellion. It caught in the back of David’s throat, and he tasted it on his 
tongue, metallic and acrid, with an underlying taste of ash and emptiness. 
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The demonic forces were thicker here. They swarmed around the souls like insects, 
pressing close, grasping with hands that were not quite solid but not quite insubstantial 
either. David felt something cold wrap around his wrist, pulling him backwards, and he 
yanked his arm free with a gasp. The sensation lingered, a phantom grip that made his 
skin crawl. 

Moses was struggling. The lawgiver’s face was pale, his breathing laboured, and his 
eyes were wide with something that looked like fear. 

“We’ve gone too far,” Moses said, and his voice was tight. “This is madness. We’re 
descending into the very heart of evil, and for what? To confront the one who has ruled 
here since the beginning? What makes us think we can survive this?” 

Jesus did not stop walking, but his voice carried back, calm and unwavering. 

“You do not have to survive this,” he said. “You only have to trust me.” 

Moses shook his head. “Trust is not enough. Not here. Not in this place.” 

“Then what is?” Jesus asked, and the question was not rhetorical. It was genuine, 
inviting. 

Moses opened his mouth, then closed it. He had no answer. And in the silence that 
followed, he kept walking, though his face was still tight with fear. 

Abraham and Sarah walked side by side, their hands clasped, their faces drawn but 
resolute. They did not speak. They simply walked, and the cost of the descent showed 
in the lines around their eyes, the tension in their shoulders, the way their steps had 
become slower, more deliberate. But they did not stop. They did not turn back. They 
held to each other and to the light ahead. 

The Forgotten Ones were singing. 

It was so quiet at first that David almost missed it. A low hum, barely audible over the 
chaos of sounds around them. But it was there, growing, and as David listened, he 
realised it was a psalm. Not one of his. Not one he recognised. But a psalm 
nonetheless, simple and repetitive, a declaration of faith in the face of overwhelming 
darkness. 

The Lord is my light and my salvation; whom shall I fear? 

The words were not shouted. They were whispered, murmured, sung under breath. But 
they were there, and they were real, and they cut through the chaos like a blade. 

David felt something loosen in his chest. He had been carrying the weight of leadership, 
the fear that he had led these souls into a trap, that his faith had been arrogance, that 
he was responsible for their suffering. But hearing the Forgotten Ones sing, hearing 
their quiet, patient faith holding steady, he realised something. 
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He was not leading them. Jesus was. David was simply following, just like the rest of 
them. And that was enough. 

He joined the singing, his voice rough and uncertain at first, but growing stronger. 
Moses joined next, then Sarah, then Abraham. Even Rachel, her voice trembling and 
broken, added her voice to the chorus. And the woman of bitterness, still holding 
Sarah’s hand, whispered the words, barely audible, but present. 

The light ahead grew brighter. 

Not because Jesus was doing anything different. But because the darkness around 
them was becoming absolute, and in absolute darkness, even the smallest light is 
striking. The contrast was so sharp it was almost painful, and yet it was beautiful. 
Terrible and beautiful at the same time. 

And then they saw it. 

Ahead, through the darkness, there was a threshold. A vast opening, like the mouth of a 
cave or the entrance to a hall. It was lit from within by firelight, flickering and unstable, 
casting long shadows that danced and twisted. The light was not warm. It was cold, 
harsh, the light of a fire that consumed but did not comfort. 

And around the threshold, demonic forces gathered. Hundreds of them. Thousands, 
perhaps. They stood in ranks, blocking the way, their forms more distinct here than they 
had been before. They had faces, or something like faces. They had eyes that glowed 
with malice and hunger. And they were waiting. 

Jesus stopped at the edge of the threshold, and the souls stopped behind him. The 
singing faded into silence, and the only sounds were the crackling of the fire within and 
the low, rhythmic pounding that had grown louder with each step. 

Jesus turned to look at the souls, and his gaze swept over each of them. David. Moses. 
Abraham. Sarah. Rachel. Judas. The woman of bitterness. The Forgotten Ones. Each 
one, seen, known, and recognised. 

“Will you stand with me?” Jesus asked, and his voice was quiet, but it carried weight. He 
was not demanding. He was asking. Inviting. Offering them the choice. 

David’s throat was tight. His hands were trembling. Every instinct in him screamed to 
turn back, to flee, to choose safety over this terrifying confrontation. But he looked at 
Jesus, at the light that refused to be extinguished, at the steady, grounded presence 
that had led them this far. 

And he nodded. 

“Yes,” he said, and his voice was hoarse but firm. “I will stand with you.” 

One by one, the others answered. Moses, his face still pale but his jaw set. Abraham 
and Sarah, their hands still clasped. Rachel, her voice barely a whisper but present. 
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Judas, tears streaming down his face, but his gaze fixed on Jesus. The woman of 
bitterness, her grip on Sarah’s hand tightening. And the Forgotten Ones, their voices 
quiet but certain. 

“Yes.” 

Jesus smiled, and the expression was both tender and fierce. 

“Then we go to meet the king of the rebellion,” he said. “And we will see whether his 
throne can stand in the presence of the one who made him.” 

He turned toward the threshold, and the light he carried flared, pushing back the 
shadows and scattering the demonic forces that had gathered there. They hissed and 
recoiled, but did not entirely flee. They simply parted, creating a path, and Jesus walked 
forward. 

The souls followed. 

And together, they stepped into the throne room of Lucifer himself. 
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Chapter Ten: The Throne Room Confrontation 
The heat struck them first. 

Not the cold that had burned in the descent, but actual heat, searing and immediate. It 
rolled out from the throne room in waves, like standing too close to a furnace, and David 
felt his skin prickle and tighten. The air tasted of sulphur and ash, bitter on the tongue, 
and each breath scorched the back of his throat. He heard Rachel gasp behind him, 
heard Moses’s sharp intake of breath, and he wanted to turn back, to shield them, to 
flee. 

But Jesus kept walking, and the light he carried did not waver. 

The throne room was vast. Impossibly vast. The ceiling disappeared into darkness so 
absolute that David could not tell if there was a ceiling at all or if the space simply 
extended upward forever. The walls were carved from black stone, smooth and 
polished, reflecting the firelight that flickered from braziers set at intervals along the 
floor. The flames were not warm. They were cold fire, blue and white at the edges, 
casting shadows that moved independently of their source. 

And at the far end of the hall, elevated on a dais of obsidian steps, sat the throne. 

It was not ornate. It was not gilded or jewelled. It was simply massive, carved from a 
single piece of stone that looked like it had been torn from the heart of a mountain. And 
seated upon it, utterly still, utterly composed, was Lucifer. 

David’s breath caught. 

He had expected something monstrous. Something twisted and deformed, a creature of 
nightmare and horror. But Lucifer was beautiful. Terribly, impossibly beautiful. His form 
was tall and lean, draped in robes that seemed woven from shadow and starlight. His 
face was angular, sharp, with features that might have been carved by a master 
sculptor. And his eyes, his eyes were like furnaces, burning with a light that was both 
cold and ancient, a light that had seen the birth of stars and the fall of worlds. 

He did not move as they entered. He simply watched, and his gaze was a weight that 
pressed down on them, as if the air itself had turned to stone. 

Jesus stopped at the base of the dais, and the souls stopped behind him. The silence 
stretched, taut and trembling, and David felt his heart hammering in his chest. He 
wanted to look away from Lucifer’s gaze, but he could not. It held him, pinned him, and 
he felt small and exposed and utterly insignificant. 

Then Lucifer spoke, and his voice was like grinding stone, like the shifting of tectonic 
plates, like the sound of something ancient and immovable. 
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“So,” he said, and the word echoed through the hall, reverberating off the walls. “The 
carpenter’s son descends into my domain. How bold. How presumptuous.” 

Jesus did not respond immediately. He simply stood, his light steady, his gaze fixed on 
Lucifer. And in the silence, David felt the ground beneath his feet tremble, just slightly, 
as though the throne room itself was holding its breath. 

“You have no right to be here,” Lucifer continued, and his tone was not angry. It was 
calm, measured, almost conversational. “This is my realm. These are my subjects. You 
are the intruder, the invader. By what authority do you trespass?” 

Jesus’s voice, when he spoke, was quiet. But it carried, clear and unmistakable, cutting 
through the heat and the darkness. 

“By the authority of the one who made you,” he said. “And by the authority of the one 
who unmade death.” 

Lucifer’s eyes narrowed, and for the first time, something like amusement flickered 
across his face. 

“Unmade death?” he repeated, and there was mockery in his tone. “You hung on a 
cross. You bled. You died. How is that unmaking death? It sounds rather like 
succumbing to it.” 

Jesus did not flinch. “Death could not hold me. The grave could not keep me. I 
descended here not as a prisoner, but as a liberator.” 

Lucifer leaned forward slightly, his hands resting on the arms of his throne, and his 
smile was sharp and cold. 

“Liberator,” he said, and the word dripped with disdain. “You speak as though these 
souls are captives. But they are here by choice. Every one of them chose the path that 
led them to my domain. They chose doubt. They chose despair. They chose themselves 
over your father’s demands. And now you come, offering them what? A second 
chance? Redemption? Grace?” 

He paused, and his gaze swept over the souls standing behind Jesus. David felt that 
gaze like a blade, cutting, assessing, and he wanted to shrink back, to hide. But he held 
his ground, barely. 

“Why should they follow you?” Lucifer asked, and his voice was softer now, almost 
gentle. “Why should they trust you when you let them suffer? When you let their children 
die, their prayers go unanswered, their faith crumbles into dust? You speak of love, but 
where was your love when they needed it most?” 

Rachel made a small, choked sound, and David heard her breathing quicken. He 
wanted to turn, to comfort her, but he could not look away from the confrontation 
unfolding before him. 
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Jesus’s expression did not change. He did not argue. He did not defend. He simply 
spoke, and his words were steady, grounded in something deeper than Lucifer’s 
accusations. 

“Love does not prevent suffering,” Jesus said. “Love enters into it. Love bears it. Love 
transforms it from the inside.” 

Lucifer’s smile widened, and there was something predatory in it. 

“How convenient,” he said. “Suffering is love’s tool, then? Pain is a gift? Tell that to the 
mother who watched her child die. Tell that to the man who prayed for deliverance and 
received only silence. Tell that to the souls standing behind you, who believed and were 
abandoned.” 

He stood then, rising from his throne, and his height was staggering. He towered over 
them, and the shadows around him seemed to grow darker, thicker, as though they 
were extensions of his will. 

“You speak of justice,” Lucifer continued, descending the steps slowly, deliberately. “But 
what justice is this? One death for all sins? One man’s blood to pay for the guilt of 
billions? The mathematics do not work, carpenter. The scales do not balance. If your 
father is just, then every soul should pay for their own transgressions. But if grace 
covers all, then justice is a lie.” 

Moses’s voice, strained and tight, broke the silence. 

“He’s right,” Moses said, and the words sounded torn from him. “How can one death be 
enough? How can it be just?” 

Jesus turned slightly, just enough to meet Moses’s gaze, and his expression was not 
angry. It was compassionate. 

“Justice is not arithmetic, Moses,” Jesus said. “It is not about quantity. It is about who 
pays the debt. The one who died was not just a man. He was the man, the true human, 
the second Adam. And his death was not imposed suffering. It was absorbed suffering. 
The consequence of every broken relationship, every act of rebellion, every wound 
inflicted by sin, I took into myself. I did not add to the world's suffering. I bore it.” 

Lucifer laughed, and the sound was like breaking glass, sharp and cutting. 

“Bore it?” he said. “You bore it for three hours on a cross. Three hours of pain, and you 
call that bearing the weight of all human sin? I have watched souls suffer for millennia. I 
have seen torment that makes your crucifixion look like a momentary inconvenience. Do 
not speak to me of bearing suffering.” 

Jesus’s gaze returned to Lucifer, and for the first time, there was something like sorrow 
in his eyes. 
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“You have inflicted suffering,” Jesus said quietly. “You have never borne it. There is a 
difference.” 

The throne room shook. The ground beneath them cracked, and the braziers flared, 
their cold flames leaping higher. Lucifer’s face twisted, and the beauty that had been 
there moments before became something else, something terrible and ancient and filled 
with rage. 

“You dare,” he hissed, and his voice was no longer calm. It was a roar, a howl, the 
sound of something that had been holding back fury for aeons and could no longer 
contain it. “You dare to come into my domain, to stand before my throne, and speak to 
me of suffering? I was cast down. I was thrown from the heights. I was the morning star, 
and I fell, and you speak to me as though I know nothing of pain?” 

Jesus did not move. He did not raise his voice. He simply stood, and the light he carried 
grew brighter, not because he willed it, but because the darkness around him was so 
absolute that even the smallest light became blinding by contrast. 

“You chose your fall,” Jesus said. “And you have spent eternity trying to make others fall 
with you. But your dominion over them ends here. Not because I force it. But because I 
offer them another choice.” 

Lucifer stepped closer, and the heat intensified. David felt sweat running down his face, 
felt his lungs burning with each breath. The demonic forces that had parted to let them 
enter were pressing closer now, their forms more distinct, their eyes glowing with 
malice. Wings beat the air, creating gusts of hot wind that smelled of decay and 
brimstone. 

“Choice,” Lucifer said, and the word was venomous. “You speak of choice as though it is 
sacred. But choice is what brought them here. They chose doubt. They chose 
bitterness. They chose death. And now you offer them the choice to follow you, as 
though that undoes their previous choices. But it does not. Their choices have 
consequences. Their choices have weight. And those consequences belong to them, 
not to you.” 

Jesus’s voice, when he spoke, was so quiet that David had to strain to hear it over the 
roar of the flames and the beating of wings. 

“Yes,” Jesus said. “Their choices have consequences. And I have borne those 
consequences. Every one of them. The weight you speak of, I carried. The death they 
chose, I died. And now I offer them life, not because their choices do not matter, but 
because mine matters more.” 

The silence that followed was absolute. Even the flames seemed to still, and the 
demonic forces stopped their pressing, as though something in Jesus’s words had 
struck a chord that could not be ignored. 
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Lucifer stared at him, and for a moment, something flickered in his eyes. Not 
repentance. Not surrender. But recognition. The recognition of something true, 
something that could not be argued away or twisted or denied. 

Then the moment passed, and Lucifer’s face hardened. 

“You think you have won,” he said, and his voice was cold again, controlled. “You think 
that by dying and rising, you have defeated me. But I am still here. My throne still 
stands. And these souls, these precious souls you have come to liberate, they can still 
choose to remain. They can still choose darkness over your light. And many will. 
Because your grace is not irresistible. Your love is not coercive. You will not force them 
to follow you. And that, carpenter, is your weakness.” 

Jesus met his gaze, and there was no fear in his eyes. No doubt. No hesitation. 

“It is not weakness,” Jesus said. “It is the only way love can exist. Without choice, there 
is no love. Only compulsion. Only slavery. I will not enslave them to grace. I offer it 
freely. And they will choose freely. That is the difference between your throne and mine.” 

Lucifer’s smile returned, but it was bitter now, twisted. 

“Then let us see,” he said. “Let us see how many choose you. Let us see how many are 
willing to risk the pain of hope again, the vulnerability of trust again, the possibility of 
being abandoned again. Because that is what you are offering them. Not certainty. Not 
safety. But risk. And I have spent aeons teaching them that risk is foolishness.” 

He turned away, ascending the steps back to his throne, and as he sat, the shadows 
around him deepened and thickened until he was almost invisible, just a pair of burning 
eyes in the darkness. 

“Speak your proclamation, carpenter,” Lucifer said, and his voice echoed through the 
hall. “Offer them, your grace. And we will see who follows.” 

Jesus turned to face the souls, and his gaze swept over each of them. David felt that 
gaze, felt it see him, know him, and he wanted to weep. Because in that gaze was 
everything he had been searching for, everything he had sung about in his psalms, 
everything he had hoped for in the long grey years of waiting. 

Rachel was trembling, her face wet with tears, but she was still standing. Judas was 
weeping openly, his hands covering his face, but he had not turned away. The woman of 
bitterness had her arms wrapped around herself, her walls rebuilding, but Sarah’s hand 
was still on her shoulder, and she had not pulled away. Moses stood with his jaw 
clenched, his eyes fixed on Jesus, waiting. Abraham and Sarah, their faces lined with 
the cost of the descent, stood together, their hands clasped. And the Forgotten Ones, 
quiet and steady, were still singing, so softly it was almost inaudible, but present. 

The Lord is my light and my salvation; whom shall I fear? 
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Jesus’s voice, when he spoke, was not loud. But it filled the throne room, filled the 
space between the souls and the throne, filled the darkness and the heat and the fear. 

“You have been held captive long enough,” he said. “You have been told that your 
choices define you, that your failures are final, that your darkness is permanent. But I 
am here to tell you that it is not true. Your choices matter. Your failures are real. Your 
darkness is deep. But none of it is final. Because I have descended into the deepest 
darkness, and I have brought light. I have entered into death, and I have brought life. 
And I am offering you freedom. Not because you deserve it. Not because you have 
earned it. But because you are loved.” 

He paused, and the silence was profound. 

“Will you follow me?” he asked. “Will you choose life, even though it means risking pain 
again? Will you choose hope, even though it means being vulnerable again? Will you 
choose me, even though I cannot promise you that the road ahead will be easy?” 

David’s throat was tight. His hands were shaking. But he stepped forward, and his 
voice, when he spoke, was firm. 

“Yes,” he said. “I will follow you.” 

And one by one, the others stepped forward. Moses. Abraham. Sarah. Rachel, her 
voice barely a whisper. Judas, his face still wet with tears. The woman of bitterness, her 
grip on Sarah’s hand tightening. And the Forgotten Ones, their voices rising, no longer 
whispers but declarations. 

“Yes.” 

Jesus turned back to face Lucifer’s throne, and the light he carried flared, pushing back 
the shadows and illuminating the throne room in stark, brilliant clarity. 

“Then hear this,” Jesus said, and his voice was no longer quiet. It was a proclamation, a 
declaration, a truth spoken into the heart of darkness. “The captives are free. The 
prisoners are released. Your dominion over human souls ends here. Not because I have 
taken it by force. But because they have chosen to leave.” 

The throne room shook. The ground cracked. The braziers flared and then went out, 
one by one, until the only light in the hall was the light Jesus carried. 

And in the darkness, Lucifer’s eyes burned, but he did not move. He did not speak. He 
simply watched as Jesus turned, as the souls turned with him, and as together, they 
began to walk toward the threshold. 

The great exodus had begun. 
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Chapter Eleven: The Proclamation of Liberty 
Jesus stopped at the threshold of the throne room and turned to face not only those 
who had followed him into the depths, but all the souls who lingered in the shadows 
beyond. His voice, when he spoke, was not loud. But it carried, filling the throne room, 
spilling out into the corridors and chambers beyond, reaching into the farthest corners of 
the uttermost depths. 

“You have been told lies,” he said. “And you have believed them because they sounded 
like the truth. You have been told that you are too guilty to be forgiven. That you are too 
broken to be healed. That you were abandoned when you needed help most. That you 
deserve this darkness because of what you have done, or what was done to you, or 
what you failed to do.” 

The silence that followed was profound. David could hear breathing, could hear the faint 
rustle of movement as souls in the shadows shifted, listening. 

“But these are lies,” Jesus continued, and his voice was steady, grounded in something 
unshakeable. “You are guilty. You are broken. You have been wounded, and you have 
wounded others. But guilt is not your identity. Brokenness is not your destiny. And you 
were never abandoned, even when it felt like the silence would swallow you whole.” 

Rachel’s breath caught. She was trembling, her hands clenched at her sides, and David 
saw tears streaming down her face. But she did not look away. 

“I am here,” Jesus said, “to proclaim liberty to captives. Not because captivity is a 
metaphor, but because it is real. You have been held by lies that told you there was no 
way out. You have been imprisoned by shame that whispered you were unworthy of 
love. You have been bound by bitterness that promised safety but delivered only 
isolation. And I am here to tell you that the prison door is open. You can walk free. Not 
because you have earned it. Not because you deserve it. But because you are loved, 
and love does not leave its own in darkness.” 

He paused, and the light he carried seemed to pulse, brighter for a moment, illuminating 
faces in the shadows. David saw souls he had not noticed before, souls standing at the 
edges of the throne room, souls who had been listening but had not yet moved. 

“Freedom is a choice,” Jesus said. “I will not force you to follow me. I will not drag you 
into the light against your will. Because love that coerces is not love. It is only another 
form of captivity. So I offer you this: come with me, and I will lead you out of this place. 
Choose life, even though it means risking pain again. Choose hope, even though it 
means being vulnerable again. Choose me, even though the road ahead will not be 
easy.” 
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He turned slightly, his gaze sweeping over the souls who had already chosen to follow, 
and then back to the shadows. 

“Or remain here,” he said, and there was no condemnation in his voice. Only sorrow. 
“Remain in the darkness you have chosen, in the bitterness you have cultivated, in the 
despair you have embraced. I will not stop you. Because even here, even now, your 
choice matters. Your agency is sacred. And I will honour it, even when it breaks my 
heart.” 

The throne room was utterly still. Even the demonic forces that had pressed so close 
before seemed to have withdrawn, as though the proclamation had created a space too 
holy for them to inhabit. 

Then, slowly, souls began to move. 

David saw a man step forward from the shadows, his face gaunt and lined with years of 
suffering. He did not speak. He simply walked toward Jesus, his steps hesitant but 
deliberate. Behind him, a woman followed, and then another, and then a child, small 
and uncertain, clutching the hand of someone who might have been a mother or a sister 
or a stranger who had become family in the long grey years. 

Rachel was weeping openly now, her whole body shaking. She took a step forward, 
then stopped, her face twisting with fear. 

“My son,” she said, and her voice was barely audible. “You said he was not lost. But 
how do I know? How do I know he’s not here, in this darkness, waiting for me?” 

Jesus turned to her, and his expression was so tender that David felt his own throat 
tighten. 

“He is not here,” Jesus said. “He is in the place I prepared for him. And you will see him 
again, Rachel. Not because you earned it. But because he is loved, and so are you.” 

Rachel’s knees buckled, and Sarah caught her, holding her upright. For a long moment, 
Rachel simply stood there, supported by Sarah’s arms, weeping. Then she 
straightened, wiped her face with trembling hands, and nodded. 

“I will follow,” she said. “I will follow you.” 

Judas was still weeping, his hands covering his face, his shoulders shaking. Jesus 
moved toward him, and Judas flinched, as though expecting a blow. But Jesus simply 
placed his hand on Judas’s shoulder, and the touch was gentle. 

“You chose death because you thought it would end your pain,” Jesus said quietly. “But 
death does not end pain. It only makes it permanent. Unless someone enters into death 
and breaks it from the inside.” 

Judas looked up, his face wet and raw. 
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“I betrayed you,” he said, and the words were choked. “I sold you for silver. I kissed you 
and handed you over to be killed. How can you offer me grace?” 

“Because grace is not about what you have done,” Jesus said. “It is about who I am. 
And I am the one who forgives. Will you receive it?” 

Judas’s face crumpled, and he nodded, unable to speak. Jesus helped him to his feet, 
and Judas stood there, trembling, his shame still visible but no longer his prison. 

The woman of bitterness had not moved. She stood with her arms wrapped around 
herself, her face hard, her walls rebuilding brick by brick. Sarah stood beside her, not 
speaking, not urging, simply present. 

“I don’t know if I can,” the woman said, and her voice was tight. “I don’t know if I can let 
it go. The bitterness is all I have left. If I let it go, what will I be?” 

Sarah’s hand found hers, and the woman did not pull away. 

“You will be yourself,” Sarah said gently. “Not the armour you built. Not the walls you hid 
behind. Just yourself. And that is enough.” 

The woman’s face twisted, and for a moment, David thought she would turn away, 
would retreat back into the shadows. But then her shoulders sagged, and she let out a 
long, shuddering breath. 

“I’m afraid,” she whispered. 

“I know,” Sarah said. “But you do not have to be brave alone.” 

The woman looked at Jesus, tears filling her eyes. 

“Will you help me?” she asked, and her voice was small, like a child’s. 

“Yes,” Jesus said. “I will help you.” 

She nodded, and slowly, painfully, she let her arms fall to her sides. The walls did not 
crumble all at once. But they began to crack, and light seeped through the fissures. 

Moses stood at the edge of the group, his face turned back toward Lucifer’s throne. The 
throne room was emptying now, souls streaming toward Jesus, and the darkness that 
remained seemed deeper by contrast. Moses’s jaw was clenched, his hands fists at his 
sides. 

“I spent my life trying to lead people out of captivity,” he said, and his voice was rough. 
“And I failed. I brought them to the edge of the promised land, but I could not bring them 
in. And now I stand here, and I see that you have done what I could not. You have led 
us out. Not by law. Not by strength. But by grace.” 

He turned to face Jesus, and his eyes were wet. 
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“I doubted you,” he said. “I questioned whether the cross was just, whether one death 
could be enough. But I see it now. I see that justice is not arithmetic. It is relational. And 
you have satisfied it not by counting sins but by bearing them.” 

Jesus met his gaze, and there was no rebuke in his eyes. Only understanding. 

“Your doubt was honest,” Jesus said. “And honesty is the beginning of faith. Will you 
follow me now, Moses?” 

Moses nodded, and his voice, when he spoke, was firm. 

“I will follow you.” 

Abraham and Sarah stood together, their hands clasped, their faces lined with the cost 
of the descent. They did not speak. They simply turned toward the path of ascent, and 
their presence was steady, a quiet anchor for those who wavered. 

The Forgotten Ones began to sing again, and their voices were no longer whispers. 
They sang the psalm they had sung in the deepest darkness, but now it was a 
declaration, a proclamation of their own. 

The Lord is my light and my salvation; whom shall I fear? 

And as they sang, other souls joined them. Souls who had been silent for aeons. Souls 
who had forgotten what it was to hope. Souls who had believed the lies and were now 
choosing to believe the truth. 

David felt something shift in his chest, something that had been tight and fearful, 
loosening. He was not the leader here. He was simply one among many, following the 
one who had descended into the uttermost depths to set them free. And that was 
enough. 

But not all the souls moved toward the light. 

The defiant soul, the one who had stood unmoved in the unfaithful realm, remained in 
the shadows. His arms were crossed, his face hard, and when Jesus looked at him, the 
soul met his gaze without flinching. 

“I will not follow you,” he said, and his voice was steady. “I chose this. I chose myself. 
And I stand by that choice.” 

Jesus did not argue. He did not plead. He simply nodded, and there was sorrow in his 
eyes. 

“Then I honour your choice,” he said. “Even though it grieves me.” 

The soul’s expression did not change. He turned away, walking back into the shadows, 
and the darkness swallowed him. David watched him go, and the finality of it was like a 
weight in his chest. But Jesus did not chase him. He did not force him. He simply let him 
go. 

72 



Other souls remained as well. Some stood frozen, unable to choose, paralysed by fear 
or doubt or the weight of their own guilt. Some deliberately turned away, choosing the 
familiar darkness over the uncertain light. And some simply stood there, watching, as 
though waiting for something more, something that would make the choice easier. 

Jesus looked at them, and his expression was filled with compassion. 

“The door remains open,” he said. “Even now. Even after I leave. The choice is always 
yours.” 

Then he turned toward the threshold, and the souls who had chosen to follow turned 
with him. 

The path of ascent was not easy. The ground was still jagged, though less so than 
before. The air was still cold, though it no longer burned. The darkness remained, 
though the light of Jesus and the ascending souls pushed it back, creating a corridor of 
illumination through the depths. 

Rachel stumbled, and David caught her arm, steadying her. She looked at him, her face 
pale, and he saw the fear in her eyes. 

“I don’t know if I can do this,” she said. 

“You do not have to do it alone,” David said. “We are all walking together.” 

She nodded, and he kept his hand on her arm as they walked. 

Judas was weeping still, but his steps were steady. The burden of shame was still 
visible on his face, but it was no longer crushing him. He walked with his head down, his 
hands trembling, but he walked. 

The woman of bitterness walked beside Sarah, and her face was tight with effort. Every 
step seemed to cost her something, as though she were shedding layers of armour with 
each movement. But she did not stop. She did not turn back. 

Moses walked with his eyes fixed ahead, his jaw set. The questions that had plagued 
him were not gone, but they no longer paralysed him. He had chosen to trust, and that 
choice was enough. 

Abraham and Sarah walked together, their steps slow but steady. They had waited so 
long, and now the waiting was ending. The promise was being fulfilled. 

And the Forgotten Ones sang as they walked, their voices rising and falling, creating a 
rhythm that others could follow. Their obscurity had become their strength, and now 
their faith was a beacon for those who struggled. 

The ground beneath their feet began to change. The jagged stone became worn 
smooth, as though countless feet had walked this path before. The ash that had coated 

73 



everything began to thin, and beneath it, David could smell earth, real earth, the scent 
of growing things. 

The temperature warmed, fractionally at first, then more noticeably. The cold that had 
burned began to fade, replaced by a manageable coolness, almost refreshing. 

And the light increased. Not suddenly, but gradually, as though they were ascending 
toward a dawn that had been waiting for them all along. 

Behind them, the throne room grew quieter. The souls who had chosen to remain stood 
in the shadows, and the light from the departing souls illuminated what they had chosen 
with terrible clarity. The throne room was emptier now, more hollow, and the darkness 
that remained was no longer held by force but by choice. 

Lucifer sat on his throne, his eyes burning, but he did not move. He did not rage. He 
simply watched as his captives walked free, and his silence was more terrible than any 
scream. 

Jesus paused at the edge of the throne room and turned to look back one final time. His 
gaze swept over those who remained, and his expression was filled with sorrow. 

“I love you,” he said, and his voice was quiet but clear. “Even now. Even here. And the 
door remains open.” 

Then he turned away, and the procession continued. 

The path stretched ahead, winding upward through the realms they had descended. 
The unfaithful realm, where some souls had chosen to follow, and others had chosen to 
remain. The chasm, which they would cross again, this time ascending rather than 
descending. And beyond that, the healed realm, where colour and warmth and light 
awaited. 

David could see it now, faintly, in the distance. A glow that was not grey but golden, a 
warmth that was not oppressive but welcoming. The scent of incense reached him, faint 
but unmistakable, and he felt something in his chest loosen further. 

They were going home. 

Not to the grey waiting place they had known for so long. But to something new, 
something they had only glimpsed in psalms and prophecies and promises whispered in 
the dark. 

Jesus led them forward, and the light he carried grew brighter with each step. The souls 
followed, some steady, some stumbling, some weeping, some singing. But all of them 
are moving. All of them are choosing. All of them are free. 

And behind them, in the uttermost depths, the throne room stood empty and hollow, a 
monument to captivity that had ended not by force but by the simple, terrible, beautiful 
power of choice. The great exodus continued, and the gates of hell could not hold them. 
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Chapter Twelve: The Ascent Through the Realms 
The ground beneath their feet began to change almost immediately. 

David felt it first in the soles of his feet, the jagged stone that had torn at them during the 
descent now smoothing, becoming merely rough rather than actively hostile. The 
change was subtle, gradual, but unmistakable. Each step upward brought them onto 
ground that was fractionally less broken, fractionally more solid. 

The burning cold began to fade as well. It did not disappear, not yet, but the quality of it 
shifted. Where before it had seared like fire turned inside out, now it simply numbed. 
David’s fingers ached with it, but the ache was bearable. He flexed his hands, feeling 
the stiffness in his joints, and kept walking. 

Jesus moved ahead of them, his light steady and unwavering. It no longer seemed quite 
so brilliant by contrast to the darkness around them, because the darkness itself was 
thinning. Not retreating, exactly, but loosening its grip, as though it had held on with 
clenched fists and was now, reluctantly, opening its fingers. 

Behind them, the throne room receded into shadow. David did not look back. None of 
them did. The pull to turn, to see what they were leaving behind, was strong, but 
stronger still was the pull forward, toward the light that grew with each step. 

The Forgotten Ones were singing again. Their voices were soft at first, barely audible 
over the sound of footsteps on stone, but they grew steadier as the procession climbed. 
The melody was simple, almost childlike, but it carried weight. David found himself 
listening to it, letting it guide his steps, and he realised that the song was doing for all of 
them what it had done in the uttermost depths: grounding them, reminding them that 
they were not alone. 

Rachel was trembling. David could see it in the way her shoulders shook, in the way her 
hands clenched and unclenched at her sides. She had been silent since they left the 
throne room, her face pale and drawn, and now, as they climbed, she stumbled. 

David caught her arm before she fell, steadying her. She looked at him, and her eyes 
were wide with something that looked like panic. 

“I can’t,” she whispered, and her voice was choked. “I can’t do this. I remember, I 
remember descending, and it was, it was too much, and now we’re going back, and 
what if I can’t, what if I fall again?” 

David held her arm gently, his grip firm but not forceful. 

“You are not descending,” he said quietly. “You are ascending. And you are not alone.” 

Rachel’s breath hitched, and tears spilled down her face. She did not pull away, but she 
did not move forward either. She simply stood there, frozen, her whole body shaking. 
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Sarah appeared beside them, her presence calm and steady. She placed her hand on 
Rachel’s other arm, and her touch was warm. 

“One step,” Sarah said softly. “You do not have to see the whole path. Just take one 
step.” 

Rachel looked at her, then at David, and then at the procession moving ahead of them. 
The Forgotten Ones were still singing, their voices rising and falling in gentle waves. 
Jesus had paused, waiting, his light casting long shadows on the stone. 

Rachel took a breath, shuddering and uneven, and then she took a step. And then 
another. David and Sarah walked beside her, their hands still on her arms, and she did 
not stumble again. 

Judas was weeping openly. His face was wet, his shoulders shaking, and he made no 
effort to hide it. The shame that had defined him for so long was still there, visible in the 
way he hunched his shoulders, in the way he kept his eyes down. But it was no longer 
crushing him. It was simply there, a weight he carried but did not carry alone. 

Moses walked beside him, silent but present. When Judas’s steps faltered, Moses 
steadied him with a hand on his shoulder. When Judas’s weeping grew too loud, too 
raw, Moses did not tell him to be quiet. He simply walked with him, his presence a quiet 
affirmation that grief was not weakness. 

The woman of bitterness held Sarah’s hand so tightly that her knuckles were white. Her 
face was tight with effort, her jaw clenched, and every step seemed to cost her 
something. The walls she had built around herself had cracked during the proclamation, 
but they had not crumbled entirely. They were still there, fragments of them, and she 
could feel them trying to rebuild with every breath. 

“It hurts,” she said, and her voice was small. “Letting go. It hurts.” 

Sarah did not let go of her hand. 

“I know,” she said. “But you are not letting go alone. And the pain you feel now is not the 
pain of bitterness. It is the pain of healing.” 

The woman’s face twisted, and she let out a sound that was half sob, half laugh. 

“I don’t know the difference,” she said. 

“You will,” Sarah said. “In time, you will.” 

The ground continued to smooth beneath them. The jagged edges that had torn at their 
feet were gone now, replaced by rough stone that was uneven but no longer hostile. 
The temperature was shifting as well, the burning cold giving way to ordinary cold, the 
kind that made breath visible but did not sear the lungs. 
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David could hear the demonic whispers fading. They had been constant during the 
descent, a low hiss of accusation and despair that had pressed against the edges of his 
mind. But now they were growing quieter, more distant, as though the voices 
themselves were being left behind in the depths. 

He heard one last whisper, faint and venomous, directed at Rachel. 

You will fail again. You always do. 

Rachel flinched, her steps faltering, but David tightened his grip on her arm. 

“Do not listen,” he said firmly. “That voice has no power here. Not anymore.” 

Rachel looked at him, her eyes wet, and then she nodded. She took another step, and 
the whisper faded into silence. 

The procession climbed higher, and the darkness around them began to shift. It was no 
longer absolute, no longer the kind of darkness that had weight and texture. It was 
simply the absence of light, and as they climbed, even that absence was being filled. 

Ahead, David could see the faint outline of the unfaithful realm. The grey that had 
defined it was still there, but it was lighter now, almost silver, as though the proclamation 
of liberty had touched even this place. The air was no longer heavy with despair. It was 
simply still, waiting. 

Jesus paused at the threshold, and the souls gathered behind him. He turned to look at 
them, and his expression was gentle. 

“This is the place where some of you were held,” he said. “Where you believed the lies 
that told you there was no way out. But you are not held anymore. You are free. And as 
you pass through, remember that freedom is not the absence of struggle. It is the 
presence of choice.” 

He turned back toward the unfaithful realm, and the procession followed. 

The realm was transformed, though not entirely. The grey was still there, but it was no 
longer oppressive. The ground was still hard, but it was no longer jagged. And the souls 
who had chosen to remain, those who had refused the proclamation, stood in the 
shadows, watching. 

David saw them as he walked. Their faces were hollow, their eyes empty, and they did 
not move. They simply stood there, witnessing the exodus, and the weight of their 
choice was visible in the way they held themselves, in the way they did not reach out, 
did not call for help. 

One soul, a man David did not recognise, stood at the edge of the path. His arms were 
crossed, his face hard, and he watched the procession with something that looked like 
defiance. But beneath the defiance, David saw something else. Regret, perhaps. Or 
longing. It was difficult to tell. 
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Jesus paused as he passed the man, and their eyes met for a moment. Jesus did not 
speak. He simply looked at him, and his expression was filled with sorrow. Then he 
turned away, and the procession continued. 

The man did not move. He simply stood there, watching, and the light from the 
ascending souls illuminated his face with terrible clarity. He had chosen this. He had 
chosen to remain. And now he was witnessing what he had refused. 

Rachel moved through the realm with her eyes fixed ahead. This was the place where 
she had suffered, where she had lost faith, where she had believed herself abandoned. 
But now, as she walked, she felt something shift. The memories were still there, sharp 
and painful, but they no longer trapped her. She was moving through them, not away 
from them, and that movement was itself a kind of healing. 

She stumbled once, her breath catching, and David steadied her again. 

“I was here,” she said, and her voice was tight. “I was here for so long. And I believed, I 
believed I deserved it.” 

“You did not deserve it,” David said. “And you are not here anymore.” 

Rachel nodded, and she kept walking. 

Judas wept as they passed through. The realm was familiar to him: the grey, the cold, 
the silence. He had chosen death to escape his guilt, and he had found only that death 
made guilt permanent. But now, as he walked, he felt the weight of that choice lifting, 
not disappearing but becoming bearable. 

Moses walked beside him, his hand still on Judas’s shoulder, and Judas felt something 
he had not felt in aeons. Gratitude. Not for what he had done, but for what had been 
done for him. For the grace that had reached into the darkness and pulled him out, even 
when he had believed himself beyond reach. 

The woman of bitterness held Sarah’s hand and walked with her eyes down. The realm 
was familiar to her as well, the place where she had built her walls, where she had 
chosen isolation over vulnerability. But now, as she walked, she felt those walls cracking 
further, and the effort of keeping them up was exhausting. 

“I don’t know how to do this,” she said, and her voice was raw. “I don’t know how to be 
soft. I’ve been hard for so long.” 

Sarah squeezed her hand gently. 

“You do not have to know,” she said. “You only have to keep walking. And you do not 
have to walk alone.” 

The woman nodded, and she kept walking. 
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The Forgotten Ones sang as they moved through the realm, and their voices filled the 
silence with something that was not quite joy but was close to it. Hope, perhaps. Or 
faith. They had been forgotten by the world, but they had not been forgotten by the one 
who mattered, and their singing was a declaration of that truth. 

The procession moved through the unfaithful realm, and the souls who remained 
watched in silence. Some of them wept. Some of them turned away. And some of them 
simply stood there, their faces blank, as though they could not comprehend what they 
were witnessing. 

Jesus did not stop. He did not plead with them. He simply walked, and the light he 
carried illuminated the realm with a clarity that was both beautiful and terrible. The 
choice was theirs. It had always been theirs. And he would honour it, even when it 
broke his heart. 

The procession reached the far edge of the unfaithful realm, and ahead, David could 
see the chasm. The great divide that separated the unfaithful from the righteous, the 
place where they had descended into the abyss. But now they would ascend it, and the 
path that had appeared before was still there, waiting. 

Jesus paused at the edge, and the souls gathered behind him. The chasm stretched 
below them, vast and dark, but the darkness was no longer absolute. The light from the 
healed realm above was visible now, faint but unmistakable, a golden glow that seemed 
to pulse with warmth. 

“The chasm is still here,” Jesus said, and his voice was steady. “But it is not what it was. 
You descended into it, and you crossed it, and now you will ascend. The distance is 
shorter. The darkness is thinner. And the light above is waiting.” 

He stepped onto the path, and the souls followed. 

The ascent was steep, but the path beneath their feet was solid. The stone was smooth 
now, worn by countless feet, and it did not shift or crumble as they climbed. The air was 
cool, no longer cold, and the scent of incense reached them, faint but growing stronger 
with each step. 

Rachel hesitated at the edge of the chasm, her eyes fixed on the darkness below. She 
could see the place where they had descended, the abyss that had seemed endless, 
and the memory of it made her breath catch. 

“I can’t,” she whispered, and her voice was tight with fear. “I can’t go down there again.” 

David turned to her, his expression gentle. 

“You are not going down,” he said. “You are going up. Look ahead, Rachel. Look at the 
light.” 
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Rachel lifted her eyes, and she saw it. The golden glow above, warm and welcoming, 
growing brighter with each moment. She took a breath, shuddering and uneven, and 
then she stepped onto the path. 

Judas struggled with the ascent. The psychological weight of it was almost unbearable, 
the belief that he deserved to fall back into the abyss, that his choice to follow was a 
mistake. But Moses walked beside him, his presence steady, and when Judas’s steps 
faltered, Moses steadied him. 

“You are not falling,” Moses said quietly. “You are rising. And you are not alone.” 

Judas nodded, his face wet with tears, and he kept climbing. 

The woman of bitterness felt the effort of the ascent in her muscles, in the way her legs 
trembled with each step. The climb was physical, yes, but it was more than that. It was 
the effort of choosing vulnerability, of choosing to move forward rather than retreat into 
the safety of her walls. And it cost her. 

Sarah walked beside her, her hand still holding hers, and the woman clung to that touch 
as though it were the only thing keeping her upright. 

“I’m afraid,” she said, and her voice was small. 

“I know,” Sarah said. “But fear does not mean you are failing. It means you are choosing 
something that matters.” 

The woman nodded, and she kept climbing. 

The Forgotten Ones sang as they ascended, their voices echoing off the walls of the 
chasm. The melody was the same one they had sung in the uttermost depths, but now it 
was louder, more confident, as though the ascent itself was giving them strength. 

The Lord is my light and my salvation; whom shall I fear? 

The words filled the chasm, bouncing off the stone, and David felt something in his 
chest loosen further. He was not leading. He was simply following, one among many, 
and that was enough. 

The light from above grew brighter as they climbed. The golden glow grew more 
defined, more tangible, and David could now see the outline of the healed realm, the 
place where they had begun their descent. The grey that had defined it was gone, 
replaced by something that looked almost like sunlight, warm and welcoming. 

The distance was shorter than during the descent. The chasm that had seemed endless 
now felt manageable, as though the proclamation of liberty had collapsed the space 
between captivity and freedom. The darkness was thinning, fading, and the light was 
filling the void. 
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Abraham and Sarah walked together, their steps slow but steady. They had waited so 
long, and now the waiting was ending. The promise was being fulfilled, and they could 
see it ahead of them, golden and radiant. 

“We are almost there,” Abraham said, and his voice was filled with something that 
sounded like wonder. 

Sarah nodded, her eyes wet, and she squeezed his hand. 

The procession reached the top of the chasm, and the souls stepped onto solid ground. 
The healed realm stretched before them, and it was transformed. 

The grey was gone entirely, replaced by golden light that seemed to come from 
everywhere and nowhere at once. The ground beneath their feet was no longer stone 
but earth, brown and soft, with grass beginning to grow in patches. The air was warm, 
not oppressive but gentle, and it carried the scent of incense and growing things, rich 
and overwhelming. 

David stood at the edge of the healed realm, tears streaming down his face. This was 
the place where they had waited for so long, the grey twilight where hope had been a 
whisper and faith had been a choice made in darkness. But now it was healed, 
transformed, made new. 

Adam and Eve stood at the centre of the realm, and they were radiant. Their faces were 
no longer lined with shame or sorrow. They were filled with something that looked like 
joy, deep and unshakeable, and when they saw the procession approaching, they 
moved forward to meet it. 

“You have returned,” Adam said, and his voice was filled with wonder. “You descended 
into the depths, and you have returned.” 

Jesus smiled, and his expression was gentle. 

“They chose to follow,” he said. “And now they are free.” 

Eve moved toward Rachel, and her eyes were filled with compassion. She reached out 
and took Rachel’s hands, and Rachel, who had been trembling, felt something in her 
chest break open. 

“You are not alone,” Eve said softly. “You were never alone. And you are loved.” 

Rachel wept, and Eve held her, and the two women stood there, weeping together, as 
the procession moved past them into the healed realm. 

John the Baptist was there as well, his face alight with something that looked like 
triumph. He had been the forerunner, the one who had prepared the way, and now he 
was witnessing the fulfilment of everything he had proclaimed. 
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“The captives are free,” he said, and his voice was filled with awe. “The prisoners have 
been released. The proclamation has been fulfilled.” 

Jesus nodded, and his expression was filled with something that looked like satisfaction. 

“It is finished,” he said quietly. “The descent is complete. And now the ascent begins.” 

The souls gathered in the healed realm, and the transformation was visible in each of 
them. Rachel was still fragile, still trembling, but she was no longer trapped by despair. 
Judas was still weeping, still grieving, but he was no longer crushed by shame. The 
woman of bitterness was still learning to be vulnerable, still struggling with the effort of 
softening, but she was no longer alone. 

Moses stood with his eyes closed, his face turned toward the light, and he was smiling. 
The questions that had plagued him were not gone, but they no longer paralysed him. 
He had chosen to trust, and that choice had been enough. 

David stood among them, and he felt something he had not felt in aeons. Peace. Not 
the absence of struggle, but the presence of something greater than struggle. The 
knowledge that he was loved, that he was known, that he was free. 

Abraham and Sarah stood together, their hands clasped, and their faces were filled with 
quiet joy. The long wait was ending. The promise was being fulfilled. And they were 
witnessing it, together. 

The Forgotten Ones sang, and their voices filled the healed realm with something that 
was unmistakably joy. They had been forgotten by the world, but not by the one who 
mattered, and their faith had become a beacon for others. 

Jesus stood at the centre of the realm, and the light he carried seemed to pulse, 
brighter and warmer, filling the space with radiance. He looked at the souls gathered 
around him, and his expression was filled with love. 

“You have walked through darkness,” he said, and his voice was steady. “You have 
faced your fears, your doubts, your shame. You have chosen to follow, even when the 
path was uncertain, even when the cost was high. And now you stand here, in the light, 
and you are free.” 

He paused, and the realm seemed to hold its breath. 

“But the journey is not over,” he said. “There is one more threshold to cross. One more 
ascent to make. And when you cross it, you will step into the resurrection itself. You will 
step into life, not as it was, but as it was always meant to be.” 

The souls stood in silence, and the weight of his words settled over them like a blessing. 

Jesus turned toward the far edge of the healed realm, and there, barely visible, was a 
threshold. It was not a door, not a gate, but simply a place where the light seemed to 
intensify, where the air seemed to shimmer with something that looked like anticipation. 
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“Come,” Jesus said, and his voice was gentle. “The final ascent awaits.” 

The souls moved toward the threshold, and as they walked, the healed realm seemed 
to sing. The grass beneath their feet was soft, the air was warm, and the scent of 
incense and earth filled their lungs. The light grew brighter with each step, and the 
sense of anticipation grew stronger. 

Rachel walked with David beside her, and she felt something she had not felt in so long. 
Hope. Not the fragile, tentative hope she had felt in the unfaithful realm, but something 
deeper, something that felt almost like certainty. 

Judas walked with Moses beside him, and he felt the weight of his shame lifting, not 
disappearing but becoming bearable. He was still weeping, but the tears were no longer 
only grief. They were grateful as well. 

The woman of bitterness walked with Sarah beside her, and she felt the walls around 
her heart cracking further. The effort of vulnerability was still exhausting, but it was no 
longer unbearable. She was learning, slowly, that softness was not weakness. 

Abraham and Sarah walked together, their steps slow but steady, and their faces were 
filled with quiet joy. The promise was being fulfilled, and they were witnessing it 
together. 

The Forgotten Ones sang as they walked, and their voices filled the air with something 
unmistakably worshipful. They had been forgotten by the world, but they had not been 
forgotten by the one who mattered, and their faith had become a light for others. 

David walked among them, and he felt something he had not felt in aeons. Readiness. 
Not the readiness of one who has all the answers, but the readiness of one who has 
chosen to trust, who has chosen to follow, who has chosen to believe that the one who 
leads is worthy of being followed. 

The souls gathered at the threshold, and Jesus stood before them. The light behind him 
was almost unbearable in its brightness, but his eyes were gentle, and his expression 
was filled with love. 

“You have walked through darkness,” he said, and his voice was steady. “You have 
faced your fears, your doubts, your shame. You have chosen to follow, even when the 
path was uncertain, even when the cost was high. And now you stand here, at the 
threshold of the resurrection, and you are free.” 

He paused, and the souls stood in silence, waiting. 

“I am going ahead of you,” he said. “I am returning to my body, to the tomb, to the world 
above. And when I rise, you will rise with me. Not because you have earned it. Not 
because you deserve it. But because you are loved, and love does not leave its own in 
darkness.” 
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He reached out, and his hands were open, welcoming. 

“Follow me,” he said. “Into the light. Into life. Into the resurrection.” 

And then he turned, and he stepped through the threshold, and the light swallowed him 
whole. 

The souls stood at the edge, and the light before them was overwhelming, radiant, filled 
with something that looked like life itself. They could feel it calling to them, pulling them 
forward, and they knew that when they stepped through, everything would change. 

Rachel took a breath, shuddering and unevenly, then stepped forward. David followed. 
Judas followed. The woman of bitterness followed, her hand still in Sarah’s. Moses 
followed. Abraham and Sarah followed together. The Forgotten Ones followed, singing 
as they walked. 

And one by one, the souls stepped through the threshold, into the light, into the 
resurrection, into the life that had been waiting for them all along. 

The healed realm stood empty now, silent and radiant, a monument to the journey 
completed. The grey was gone. The cold was gone. The darkness was gone. 

And in the world above, in the tomb where a body lay wrapped in linen, something 
stirred. 

The descent was complete. 

The ascent had begun. 

And the resurrection was at hand. 
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Chapter Thirteen: The Resurrection Moment 
The cold was relentless, an ache that gnawed into emptiness, demanding surrender. 

Not the cold of uttermost depths, not the burning cold like fire turned inside out. This 
was the simple, final cold of death. It was the cold of a body that had ceased, emptied, 
wrapped in linen, and sealed in stone, left to the silence of the grave. 

Jesus felt it first in his extremities, panic threading through numbness. His fingers were 
stiff and unmoving. His toes, rigid beneath the burial wrappings, throbbed with trapped 
fear. The cold had settled into his flesh like a weight, pressing down and holding him in 
place. For a moment, there was only that: the awareness of cold, of stillness, of a body 
abandoned and, impossibly, being reclaimed. 

Warmth began at his centre. 

It was not gradual. It was sudden, a spark igniting in his core, where spirit met flesh. It 
spread outward like fire through dry wood. His heart, which had been silent for three 
days, convulsed once, twice. Then it began to beat. It was slow at first, hesitant, as if 
remembering motion, then stronger and steadier. The rhythm of life returned to a body 
that had known only death. 

His lungs filled. 

The sensation was overwhelming. Air rushed into passages that had been empty, filling 
spaces that had collapsed, expanding his chest until it ached with the pressure of it. He 
gasped, and the sound was raw, desperate, the sound of someone drowning who had 
just broken the surface. The linen wrappings pressed against his face, against his 
mouth, and he could taste the spices that had been used to anoint his body. Myrrh and 
aloes, bitter and cloying, the scent of burial. 

His eyes opened. 

Darkness. Absolute and complete. The tomb was sealed. The stone was in place. No 
light penetrated the space where he lay. But he could feel the stone around him: its 
weight, its finality. He could feel linen wrapped tight, binding his arms and legs, a 
covering on his face. He could feel the cold slab beneath him, hard and unyielding. 

And he could feel life. 

It was not the life he knew before. It surged with more, transcending the fragile shell of 
flesh and blood. This was life that had braved death itself and reemerged, battered but 
unbroken. Life had plunged into utter darkness and battled back, triumphant. It could 
never be extinguished, because it had already chosen the agony of return. 

He moved. 
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The linen tore as he sat up, the fabric that had bound him falling away. The napkin that 
had covered his face slipped to the side. He reached up with hands that were solid and 
real, marked by wounds of the cross but no longer bleeding. The holes in his palms 
were visible, even in the darkness. They were healed, transformed, no longer symbols 
of death but of victory. 

The stone that sealed the tomb began to tremble. 

It was not an earthquake, not yet, but a vibration that started deep in the earth and 
spread upward, a resonance that seemed to come from the very fabric of creation itself. 
The stone, massive and immovable, began to shift. Not because hands were pushing it, 
not because ropes were pulling it, but because the reality of resurrection was pressing 
against the finality of death, and death could not hold. 

The stone rolled. 

The sound was deafening in the enclosed space, a grinding roar of rock against rock, 
and then light broke through. Not the pale light of dawn, though dawn was breaking over 
Jerusalem, but something brighter, something that seemed to come from within the 
tomb itself, from the risen Christ who stood now, his grave clothes fallen at his feet, his 
body radiant with the glory of God. 

The guards outside fell to the ground. 

They had been standing watch, Roman soldiers tasked with ensuring no one stole the 
body; no disciples came in the night. Now they were on their faces. Weapons forgotten. 
Training was useless before what they saw. The earth shook beneath them, the stone 
moved on its own, and light poured from the tomb like water from a broken dam. 

One tried to stand. His legs trembled, his face pale with terror. He looked into the tomb. 
What he saw made him cry out, not in triumph or joy, but in fear. The kind of fear when 
the impossible becomes real. When the boundary between life and death shatters. 
When the eternal intrudes into the temporal with overwhelming force. 

The earth convulsed. 

Jerusalem shook. The tremor began at the tomb and spread outward in a wave. 
Buildings swayed. Stones fell from the walls. In the temple, the great veil that separated 
the Holy of Holies tore from top to bottom, ripped in a way no human hands could 
accomplish. The priests who saw it fell to their knees in terror and awe. 

Graves broke open. 

Not just in Jerusalem, but in the surrounding hills. In the valleys where the dead had 
been laid to rest for generations. The earth split. The stones that sealed the tombs 
cracked and fell away. The bodies of the saints who had died in faith began to stir. Not 
all of them. Not yet. But enough. Enough to bear witness to what was happening. 
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Enough to proclaim that death itself had been defeated. The resurrection was not a 
distant hope but a present reality. 

The living world trembled at the power of God. 

Meanwhile, in the underworld, the souls ascending through the threshold felt the shift. 

Rachel stumbled as the ground beneath her feet solidified. A moment ago, she had 
been in the insubstantial, shifting realm of spirits; now, something real bore her weight. 
She looked down and saw her feet, solid and whole, standing on rich, living earth. 
Grass grew beneath her, green and soft. She could feel it against her skin. 

“What is this?” she whispered, and her voice was filled with wonder. 

David stood beside her, and his face was alight with something that looked like 
recognition. 

“This is the resurrection,” he said. “This is what we were waiting for.” 

Ahead, the light intensified, and a figure stepped forward. It was not the Jesus they had 
followed through the descent, nor the ghostly, intermediate presence from the realms of 
the dead. This was something more. Someone more. 

He was solid. 

That was the first thing Judas noticed. The Christ who stood before them was not a 
spirit, not a shade, but a man. A living, breathing, glorified man whose body bore the 
marks of the cross but was transformed by resurrection. The wounds in his hands were 
visible, the scar in his side, the marks on his feet, but they were no longer bleeding. 
They were healed, radiant, proof of what he had endured and what he had overcome. 

Judas fell to his knees. 

He could not help it. The weight of what he saw pressed him down, unbearable even to 
stand. He had trailed after Jesus through the descent, heard the proclamation of liberty, 
and clung to the belief that grace was real. But now, seeing him risen and glorified, that 
grace struck him like a tidal wave, fierce and overwhelming. 

“You are real,” Judas said, and his voice was choked with tears. “You are alive.” 

Jesus knelt beside him, and his hand on Judas’s shoulder was warm, solid, 
unmistakably real. 

“I am alive,” he said. “And so are you.” 

The woman of bitterness stood frozen, her eyes fixed on Jesus. She had built walls for 
so long, protected herself from pain. Now, she saw vulnerability made powerful. The 
wounds in his hands and the scar in his side were not weaknesses. They proved love 
that chose to suffer, to descend, to die, so that others might live. 
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Sarah stood beside her, and her hand was still holding hers. 

“Do you see?” Sarah said softly. “Vulnerability is not weakness. It is the only way to life.” 

The woman nodded, and tears streamed down her face. She did not speak. She could 
not. But she understood. 

Moses stood with his eyes closed, his face turned toward the light, weeping. The law 
had been fulfilled. Not destroyed, not discarded, but fulfilled in a way that transcended 
death itself. The sacrifices he had overseen, the rituals he had taught, the 
commandments he had given, they had all been pointing toward this. Toward a sacrifice 
that was sufficient, toward a priest who was perfect, toward a covenant that could not be 
broken. 

“It is finished,” he whispered, and the words were both grief and joy. 

Abraham and Sarah stood together, hands clasped. Their faces were filled with quiet 
wonder. The promise made to them so long ago, the covenant that had seemed 
impossible, was now fulfilled before their eyes. Not only for them, but for all who 
believed. The seed of Abraham now blessed all nations. The blessing was present, not 
distant. 

David stood among them and felt something new: completion. Not the completion of 
one who finishes a task, but of one made whole. He had followed Jesus through the 
descent, witnessed the confrontation with Lucifer, and heard the proclamation of liberty. 
Now, standing before the risen Christ, everything he had sung and hoped for was real. 

The Forgotten Ones were singing. Their voices were loud, joyful, triumphant; no longer 
soft or tentative. The world had forgotten them, but not the one who mattered. Now, in 
the presence of the risen Christ, their faith had been vindicated. 

The Lord is my light and my salvation; whom shall I fear? 

The melody filled the air, and the souls joined in, their voices rising together in a chorus 
that seemed to shake the very fabric of creation. They were singing not just with their 
voices but with their whole beings, with the joy of those who had been captive and were 
now free, who had been dead and were now alive. 

Jesus stood at the centre of them, and his face was radiant with love. He looked at each 
of them, and his gaze was personal, intimate, as though he were seeing them not as a 
crowd but as individuals, each one known and loved and cherished. 

“You have walked through darkness,” he said, and his voice was steady. “You have 
faced your fears, your doubts, your shame. You have chosen to follow, even when the 
path was uncertain, even when the cost was high. And now you stand here, in the light 
of the resurrection, and you are free.” 

He paused, and the souls stood in silence, waiting. 
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“But the journey is not over,” he said. “The descent is complete, yes. The ascent has 
brought you here. But now the true work begins. You will return to the world of the living, 
not as ghosts, not as shades, but as witnesses. You will bear testimony to what you 
have seen, to what you have experienced, to the reality of resurrection and the power of 
grace.” 

He turned slightly, and his gaze swept over them, lingering on Rachel, on Judas, on the 
woman of bitterness, on Moses, on David, on Abraham and Sarah, on the Forgotten 
Ones. 

“You are the firstfruits,” he said. “The beginning of the new creation. And the world will 
see you and know that death has been defeated, that captivity has been broken, that 
love is stronger than the grave.” 

The souls stood in silence, and the weight of his words settled over them like a blessing. 

In the underworld, the throne room of Lucifer went silent. 

Not the silence of reverence, but the silence of defeat. The screams that had filled the 
uttermost depths ceased. The whispers that had assaulted their souls during their 
descent faded into nothing. The darkness that had pressed against them, that had 
seemed so absolute, so overwhelming, was simply empty now. No longer active. No 
longer pressing. Simply there, inert and powerless. 

Lucifer stood at the base of his throne, and his face was twisted with something that 
looked like rage and despair mingled together. He had witnessed the exodus. He had 
seen the souls walk out of his domain, had seen them choose to follow Jesus, had seen 
them ascend through the realms and step into the light of the resurrection. And he 
understood, with terrible clarity, that his dominion had been broken. 

Not by force. Not by violence. But by love and justice. 

The souls who had chosen to remain stood in the shadows, and they felt the shift as 
well. The realm around them seemed smaller now, less absolute, less real than it had 
been before. The captivity that had held them was no longer enforced. It was chosen. 
They could leave, if they wanted to. The door was open. The proclamation of liberty had 
been made. But they had refused it, and now they were witnessing the consequences of 
that refusal. 

One soul, the defiant one who had stood before Jesus and rejected grace, stood at the 
edge of the throne room and watched the light fading in the distance. His face was hard, 
his arms crossed, but beneath the defiance there was something else. Regret, perhaps. 
Or longing. It was difficult to tell. 

He had chosen this. He had chosen to remain. And now he was witnessing what he had 
refused, and the weight of that choice was visible in the way he held himself, in the way 
he did not move, did not call out, did not reach for the light that was disappearing. 
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Lucifer turned to look at him, and his expression was filled with something that looked 
like contempt. 

“You see?” Lucifer said, and his voice was bitter. “This is what they offer. Freedom. 
Grace. Love. And you refused it. You chose to remain here, with me, in the darkness.” 

The defiant soul did not respond. He simply stood there, watching, and the silence 
between them was heavy with unspoken things. 

Lucifer turned away, ascending the steps to his throne, and when he sat, the throne 
seemed smaller than it had before. Less imposing. Less absolute. The realm itself 
seemed diminished, as though the exodus had taken something vital from it, something 
that could not be replaced. 

The souls who remained stood in the shadows, and they understood, with terrible 
clarity, that their captivity was no longer a prison. It was a choice. And that choice, freely 
made, was more binding than any chains. 

In the tomb, Jesus stood in the light of the risen sun. 

The guards had fled, their terror driving them back to the city to report what they had 
seen, though no one would believe them. The stone lay to the side, massive and 
immovable, proof that something impossible had happened. The grave clothes lay on 
the slab where his body had rested, folded neatly, a silent testimony to the orderliness 
of resurrection. 

He stepped out of the tomb, and the morning air was cool against his skin. The garden 
around the tomb was quiet, the birds beginning to sing, the dew still fresh on the grass. 
The world was waking, unaware that everything had changed, that the boundary 
between life and death had been shattered, that the eternal had intruded into the 
temporal with overwhelming force. 

He looked up at the sky, and the light of dawn was breaking over Jerusalem. The city 
was stirring, the tremors having woken those who slept, and the guards' reports 
spreading through the streets like wildfire. The temple was in chaos, the priests trying to 
understand what had happened to the veil, why it had torn, and what it meant. 

But Jesus stood in the garden, and his face was filled with something that looked like 
peace. The descent was complete. The three days were finished. The work that had 
been given to him was accomplished. Sin was defeated. Death was overcome. Captivity 
was broken. Grace was made manifest and real. 

And now the true work would begin. 

The souls ascending through the threshold felt the ground solidify beneath them, felt the 
air fill their lungs, felt the warmth of the sun on their faces. They were no longer in the 
underworld. They were no longer in the intermediate state. They were stepping into 
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resurrection life, into the reality of the new creation, into the world remade by the power 
of God. 

Rachel felt the grass beneath her feet, and she wept. It was real. Solid. Alive. She was 
not trapped in the grey anymore, not held by despair, not abandoned by the one she 
had prayed to. She was here, in the light, and she was loved. 

Judas felt the weight of his shame lifting, not disappearing but becoming bearable. He 
was no longer defined by his betrayal, crushed by his guilt, or held by the belief that he 
was beyond redemption. He was here, in the presence of the risen Christ, and he was 
forgiven. 

The woman of bitterness felt the walls around her heart crumbling, not all at once but 
piece by piece. She was learning to be vulnerable, to trust, to learn that softness was 
not weakness but the only way to life. And she was not alone. Sarah was beside her, 
and Abraham, and the Forgotten Ones, and the risen Christ who had descended into 
the depths to bring her out. 

Moses felt the law and grace reconciled, felt the tension that had plagued him for so 
long resolved in the person of the risen Christ. The law had been fulfilled. Grace had 
been made manifest. And he understood, finally, that they were not opposites but two 
sides of the same reality, two expressions of the same love. 

David felt the completion of everything he had sung about, everything he had hoped for, 
everything he had believed. The Lord was his shepherd. He would not want. He was 
walking through the valley of the shadow of death, and he feared no evil, because the 
risen Christ was with him, and his rod and his staff comforted him. 

Abraham and Sarah felt the promise fulfilled, the covenant made real, the long wait 
ending in joy. They were standing in the presence of the risen Christ, witnessing the 
blessing of all nations, and their faith had been vindicated. 

The Forgotten Ones felt the joy of being remembered, of being known, of being loved. 
They had been forgotten by the world, but they had not been forgotten by the one who 
mattered, and now they were standing in the light of the resurrection, and their singing 
was a declaration of that truth. 

Jesus stood among them, and his presence was both gentle and overwhelming. He was 
the risen Christ, the firstborn from the dead, the one who had descended into the 
uttermost depths and returned victorious. And he was looking at them with love, with 
pride, with joy. 

“You are witnesses,” he said. “You have seen what I have done. You have walked 
through darkness and emerged into light. You have faced death and found life. And now 
you will go into the world and bear testimony to the reality of resurrection, to the power 
of grace, to the love that is stronger than the grave.” 
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The souls stood in silence, and the weight of his words settled over them like a 
commission. 

The earth trembled one last time, a final convulsion that seemed to mark the end of one 
age and the beginning of another. The veil in the temple hung in tatters. The graves 
stood open. The guards were fleeing. The city was waking to the reality that something 
impossible had happened: the boundary between life and death had been shattered, 
and the world would never be the same. 

And in the garden, in the light of the risen sun, Jesus stood with the souls who had 
followed him through the descent, who had chosen to believe, who had stepped into the 
light of the resurrection. The three days were complete. The descent was finished. The 
ascent had brought them here. 

And now the true work, the work of bearing witness, the work of proclaiming the reality 
of resurrection to a world that did not yet know it had been remade, was only beginning. 

The tomb stood empty behind them, a monument to the victory of life over death, of love 
over hatred, of grace over judgment. The stone lay to the side. The grave clothes lay 
folded. The darkness had been defeated. 

And the light of the resurrection was breaking over the world like the dawn of a new 
creation. 
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Chapter Fourteen: The Women at the Tomb 
The path was steep. With each aching step, Mary Magdalene clutched the jar tightly, 
her hands trembling. Her exhaustion pressed down heavier than the jar itself, and grief 
sliced through her with every breath. 

She had walked it before. Three days ago, she followed the men who carried his body 
wrapped in linen. She watched them roll the stone into place and saw the seal pressed 
into wax. She turned away with the others. There was nothing left to do but grieve. Now 
she was returning. The jar of spices she carried was heavy. It cut into her hands. 

Beside her, Mary, the mother of James, walked in silence. She clutched her shawl, face 
etched with exhaustion, blinking away tears. Neither had slept; how could they, with 
grief pressing on their chests? The Sabbath passed in a fog. When restrictions were 
lifted, they gathered spices with trembling hands and set out before dawn. There was 
work to do: a body to anoint, the practicalities of death no one else would attend to. 

The sky began to lighten. The stars faded into the grey that preceded dawn. The air was 
cool, almost cold. Mary pulled her shawl tighter around her shoulders. The garden was 
quiet. The city still slept. The only sound was the soft crunch of their sandals on the path 
and the occasional rustle of leaves in the breeze. 

“Who will roll the stone away?” Mary of James asked, her voice low and hesitant. 

Mary Magdalene had wondered the same. The stone was massive, far too heavy for 
two women. They would need help—perhaps the gardener or one of the men who 
tended the tombs. She did not know. She had not planned that far. She only knew she 
needed to come. She could not leave him there: unwashed, unfinished. 

“We will find someone,” she said, though she did not know if that was true. 

As they approached a sharp turn, the tomb finally came into view ahead on the path. 

Mary halted abruptly. A chill shot through her, muscles tensing, as dread crawled up her 
spine. Something was wrong. She could feel it in the air. 

The ground beneath her shifted. A sudden, violent tremor knocked her off balance. She 
stumbled. She caught herself against a tree. The jar of spices slipped from her hands 
and shattered on the stones. The sound was sharp, jarring. She barely registered it. The 
earth was still moving. The air filled with a low rumbling from everywhere at once. 

Mary of James cried out and reached for Mary Magdalene's arm, gripping tightly. Both 
women clung to each other, bodies rigid until the tremor faded. 

“What was that?” Mary of James whispered, her voice thin and trembling with exposed 
fear. Her hands shook so violently that she pressed them to her chest to steady herself. 
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Mary Magdalene stood with her hands shaking, her gaze fixed on the tomb, struggling 
to process what she was witnessing. 

The stone was moved. 

Not shifted slightly. Not cracked. Moved. The stone was rolled aside. Its massive weight 
was displaced, as if nothing. The tomb's entrance was open, dark, and empty. 

“How.…” Mary of James began, but the word died in her throat. 

They stood frozen. Neither would move closer. Neither could look away. The stone lay 
to the side. There were no ropes, tools, or any sign of how it had been moved. The seal 
was broken, the wax crumbled. The entrance gaped like an open mouth. 

Mary Magdalene’s heart hammered in her chest, breath tight and shallow. Cold sweat 
trickled down her neck. Her mind reeled. This was impossible. Stones like that did not 
move on their own. Tombs did not open to darkness on their own. She felt terror bloom 
in her gut. 

“Someone has taken him,” she said, and her voice was tight with panic. “Someone has 
moved the body.” 

Mary Magdalene forced herself forward despite her shaking legs. Mary of James 
followed close behind, placing a reassuring hand on Mary's back. At the tomb entrance, 
Mary bent low, peering inside, blinking to adjust to the dimness. She scanned the empty 
slab, noticed the linen wrappings folded to one side, and saw the napkin once on his 
face set apart. 

And then she saw the figure. 

He was sitting on the stone. His form was radiant, his garments white as snow. Not a 
man, not exactly; something more. The air shimmered with light. Mary stumbled back. 
Her breath caught. Mary of James gasped, her hand flying to her mouth. 

“Do not be afraid,” the figure said, and his voice was calm, steady, though the words 
themselves were impossible. 

Mary could not speak or move. Every muscle locked with fear and awe. Her mind 
whirled with terror and wonder. Her throat was tight as she stared at the impossible. 

“You are looking for Jesus of Nazareth, who was crucified,” the figure continued. “He is 
not here. He has risen.” 

The words hung in the air, and Mary felt them like a physical blow. Risen. Not taken. Not 
stolen. Risen. 

“See the place where they laid him,” the figure said, gesturing toward the empty tomb. 
“But go, tell his disciples and Peter that he is going before you to Galilee. There you will 
see him, just as he told you.” 
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Mary turned from the tomb and raced back down the path, breath quickening as she 
fled. 

She did not think. She did not plan. She just ran, feet pounding, breath ragged. Mary of 
James ran beside her, face pale, eyes wide with terror. There was something else, 
hope, too fragile to name. 

They ran through the garden, past the trees, past the other tombs. The city was 
beginning to wake. The first light of dawn broke over the rooftops. Mary’s lungs burned, 
her legs ached. Still, she did not stop. She could not stop. She had to tell them. Find 
Peter. Find James. Find anyone who would listen. 

As she ran, Mary looked up and saw him ahead in the path. 

He stood in their path. Mary stopped so suddenly she nearly lost her balance. Her heart 
hammered. Mary of James caught up and grabbed Mary’s arm for support. 

“Mary,” he said, and his voice was the same, the voice she had heard a thousand times, 
the voice that had called her by name and told her she was forgiven, that she was 
loved, that she was free. 

She fell to her knees and wept, sobs shaking her whole body. Her hands reached for 
him, trembling so violently she feared she might shatter. He let her touch his feet. They 
were warm, alive. The touch confirmed everything her heart and mind barely dared 
believe. 

“Go to my brothers,” he said gently, “and tell them I am ascending to my Father and 
your Father, to my God and your God.” 

Then he was gone. Mary was left kneeling on the path with Mary of James beside her. 
The sun rose over Jerusalem, and everything had changed. 

They ran faster now. Their fear became something else, too large to contain. It looked 
like joy. They burst into the upper room, breathing hard. The words tumbled out, 
desperate and incoherent. 

“He is risen. We saw him. The tomb is empty. He spoke to us.” 

Peter stood, his face pale, his eyes wide with disbelief. James was beside him, and 
Thomas, and the others, and they were all staring at the women as though they had lost 
their minds. 

“What are you saying?” Peter demanded, and his voice was sharp, edged with 
something that sounded like fear. 

The tomb is empty," Mary said again. Her voice was steadier, more certain. "The stone 
was moved. There was an angel. He told us Jesus has risen. We saw him, Peter. He is 
alive." 
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Peter turned to James. Something passed between them, unspoken. Then Peter 
moved, grabbing his cloak, heading for the door. James followed. The others stood 
frozen, uncertain, their faces a mix of hope and terror. 

Mary sank onto a bench, her body quivering with exhaustion and the violent surge of 
something new. She replayed each moment: the dread at the tomb, the stone flung 
aside, the angel’s thunderous words, the overwhelming vision of Jesus alive. Each 
memory sent fresh shockwaves, clarifying what her soul already knew. 

The room was silent. The disciples stood in stunned disbelief. Slowly, the air began to 
change. At first, it was subtle, a warmth that had not been there before, a presence that 
seemed to fill the space without announcement. 

And then he was there. 

He was there. Not gradually, not as a vision, not a ghost. Solid and real, he stood in the 
centre with his hands open. His face showed love, grief, and joy, all mingled together. 

Peace be with you,” he said. The voice was the same. It was the voice they had 
followed for three years. It called them from their nets, tax booths, and their ordinary 
lives. 

The disciples fell back, their faces pale, their eyes wide. Thomas stumbled, catching 
himself against the wall. Peter stood frozen, his mouth open, unable to speak. 

Jesus held out his hands, and the wounds were visible, the holes in his palms, the scar 
in his side. Not bleeding. Not raw. But there was undeniable proof of what he had 
endured and what he had overcome. 

“It is I,” he said. “Do not be afraid.” 

Gradually, disbelief faded. Hope took root, trembling, as tears brimmed with awe and 
longing. Stunned, battered hearts began to beat with new belief. 

The work had begun in the uttermost depths. The proclamation was made in the throne 
room of Lucifer. The exodus led captives from darkness into light. Now it broke into the 
world of the living. The resurrection was not distant or abstract; it was here, immediate, 
embodied, and undeniable. The stone was moved. The darkness was defeated. 

And the light of the new creation spread, one witness, one encounter, one transformed 
life at a time. The ascent was finished. 

And now the true work began. It was the work of bearing witness to a world that did not 
yet know it had been remade. 
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Chapter Fifteen: The Communion 
In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. 

And now, in this moment that was not a moment, in this place that was not a place, the 
Word rested in the presence from which all words came. 

Jesus stood, though standing was not the right word. He existed. He was present. His 
body lay in the tomb below, newly risen, the wounds still fresh in his hands and side, the 
linen wrappings folded neatly where the women would soon find them. But here, in this 
space between spaces, he was fully conscious, fully aware, fully alive in a way that 
transcended the categories of flesh and spirit. 

The light had no source. It simply was. Not bright in the way sunlight is bright, not warm 
in the way fire is warm, but present, pervasive, filling everything without overwhelming 
anything. It was the light that had been spoken into existence on the first day, the light 
that existed before the sun and moon were made, the light that was not created but 
simply revealed what had always been true. 

The silence was full. Not the absence of sound but the presence of something deeper 
than sound, something that held all music and all speech within itself without needing to 
utter a single note. It was the silence that had existed before the first word was spoken, 
the silence from which all language emerged and to which all language returned. 

And in that light, in that silence, Jesus felt the presence of the Father. 

Not as a figure standing before him. Not as a voice speaking from a cloud. But as a 
knowing, a being known, an intimacy so complete that the boundaries between self and 
other dissolved without either being lost. The Father was here, and Jesus was here, and 
the Spirit moved between them like breath, like wind, like the space in which love 
becomes real. 

Time collapsed. 

Jesus saw the past, present, and future simultaneously, not as a sequence but as a 
single reality held in the Father’s hand. He saw the garden where Adam first walked, 
saw the flood and the ark, saw Abraham’s knife raised over Isaac, saw Moses at the 
burning bush, saw David dancing before the ark. He saw his own birth in Bethlehem, his 
baptism in the Jordan, his temptation in the wilderness, and his teaching on the 
mountainside. He saw Gethsemane, saw the cross, saw the descent into the depths 
and the ascent through the realms. 

And he saw what was to come. 

The Father showed him, not with words but with vision, not with explanation but with 
direct seeing. And Jesus looked, and he understood, and the understanding was both 
joy and grief mingled together in a way that only love could hold. 
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He saw the upper room, fifty days hence. The disciples gathered, still uncertain, still 
afraid, still struggling to believe that what had happened was real. And then the wind, 
the fire, the Spirit descending like a dove and like a storm, filling them, transforming 
them, turning their fear into boldness and their doubt into proclamation. 

Peter stood before the crowd, his voice no longer trembling, his words no longer 
hesitant. The same Peter who had denied Jesus three times now declared him risen, 
declared him Lord, declared him the fulfilment of every promise ever made. And the 
crowd listened, and some mocked, but others believed, and the church was born in that 
moment, fragile and fierce, small and unstoppable. 

Jesus saw Stephen, his face shining like an angel’s, stones raining down on him, his 
voice lifted in prayer not for vengeance but for forgiveness. “Lord, do not hold this sin 
against them.” The same words Jesus had spoken from the cross now echoed by one 
who had learned what grace truly meant. And as Stephen died, Jesus saw a young man 
named Saul standing nearby, holding the coats of those who threw the stones, his face 
hard with certainty and zeal. 

And then Jesus saw that same man on the Damascus road, struck blind by light, 
hearing a voice that asked, “Why do you persecute me?” Saul became Paul, the 
persecutor becoming the apostle, the one who had sought to destroy the church 
becoming the one who would carry the gospel to the ends of the earth. Grace reaching 
even there, even to him, even to the one who thought himself beyond redemption. 

Jesus saw small communities gathering in homes and catacombs, in secret and in 
danger, breaking bread together, singing hymns in the darkness, their faith not naive but 
tested, not easy but costly. He saw a woman in Rome hiding believers in her home, 
feeding them, sheltering them, risking everything because she had encountered the 
risen Christ and could not go back to the life she had known before. He saw a man in 
Antioch teaching children the stories of Jesus, his voice gentle, his hands scarred from 
labour, his faith quiet and unshakable. 

He saw the Forgotten Ones of every age, the ones whose names would never be 
written in history books, whose deeds would never be celebrated, whose witness would 
be known only to God. A mother in Carthage was singing hymns to her children as 
soldiers approached. A farmer in Gaul sheltering the persecuted in his barn. A slave in 
Alexandria copying Scripture by candlelight, her fingers cramped, her eyes straining, 
her heart full of something she could not name but knew was real. 

Their faith was the same faith that had sustained the Forgotten Ones in Sheol, the same 
quiet trust, the same refusal to let go of hope even when hope seemed foolish. And 
Jesus saw that it was their witness, more than the witness of emperors or bishops or 
theologians, that would hold the church together through the centuries to come. 

But he also saw the darkness gathering. 
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Not the darkness of hell, which he had already defeated. Not the darkness of Satan’s 
throne room, which he had already emptied of its power. But a different kind of 
darkness, subtler, more insidious, more dangerous because it wore the mask of light. 

He saw spiritual forces learning, adapting, shifting their tactics. They could not destroy 
the church from outside; persecution only made it stronger, martyrdom only multiplied 
the faithful. So they would work from within. They would whisper to the church that 
safety was more important than witness, that power was more important than service, 
that being right was more important than being loving. 

Jesus saw the gospel being twisted, sold, and weaponised by those who claimed his 
name but had forgotten his heart. He saw crusades launched in his name, inquisitions 
justified by appeals to truth, slavery defended with Scripture, and the poor oppressed by 
those who called themselves his followers. He saw the church forgetting grace and 
returning to law, forgetting mercy and returning to judgment, forgetting the cost of love 
and retreating into the safety of exclusion. 

He saw denominations fracturing over doctrine, communities splitting over power, 
believers condemning one another with the same certainty that the Pharisees had 
condemned him. He saw the church becoming what it feared rather than what it was 
called to be, choosing the security of walls over the risk of open hands. 

And yet, even in that vision, even in that grief, Jesus saw something else. 

He saw that the real battle was not between himself and Satan. That battle was already 
won. The real battle was between the church and its own capacity for grace. Would it 
become what he had proclaimed in the depths, or would it become what it feared? 
Would it extend the same mercy he had extended to Rachel, to Judas, to the Woman of 
Bitterness, or would it demand that others earn what it had freely received? 

The spiritual forces had learned that they could not defeat the resurrection. But they 
could make the church forget what the resurrection meant. They could make it forget 
that grace was costly, that love was risky, that the way of Jesus was the way of descent 
before ascent, of death before life, of losing everything to gain what could not be taken 
away. 

Jesus saw the church standing at a crossroads in every generation, faced with the 
same choice that the souls in the underworld had faced: Would it trust the voice that 
called it deeper, or would it cling to the safety of what it already knew? 

And he saw that the answer was never simple, never final, never settled once for all. 
Every generation would have to choose again. Every community would have to decide 
again. Every individual believer would have to hear the call and respond, or refuse, or 
hesitate, or stumble forward in fear and hope mingled together. 

But there was more. 
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The Father showed him something that went beyond history, beyond the church, 
beyond even the long centuries of faithfulness and failure. The Father showed him the 
mystery of the parousia, the second coming, the return that all creation was waiting for. 

Jesus saw that the victory was already accomplished. The descent was complete. The 
resurrection was real. Satan had been defeated, death had been overcome, and the 
captives had been set free. All of that was finished, done, irreversible. 

And yet. 

The Father revealed that the “not yet” of the parousia was not a mere delay, not a 
postponement, not a matter of waiting for the right moment in human history. Something 
was waiting for that return. Some final mystery that could not be accomplished until a 
certain work was done, a certain surrender was made, a certain completion was 
reached. 

Jesus saw that the parousia was not simply judgment and closure, not simply the end of 
history and the beginning of eternity. It was something far more mysterious, something 
that even the angels did not fully understand, something that required not just his victory 
but the church’s participation in that victory. 

He saw that creation itself was groaning, waiting, longing for the revelation of the sons 
and daughters of God. Not waiting passively but actively, not waiting for rescue but 
waiting for partnership, waiting for human beings to become fully what they were always 
meant to be, so that creation could become fully what it was always meant to be. 

And Jesus understood, in that moment of seeing, that what he was about to do, 
ascending to the Father, sending the Spirit, building the church through centuries of 
struggle and grace, was itself a kind of hidden descent. A work of diving into human 
history, culture, and suffering that paralleled the descent into hell. 

The descent into the underworld had been three days. But the descent into history 
would be centuries, millennia, ages upon ages of presence and absence, of revealing 
and concealing, of calling the church deeper into the mystery of love. 

He saw that the church, in its faithfulness and its cost, was itself a kind of underworld 
work. Every act of mercy was a descent into the suffering of another. Every choice to 
forgive was a descent into the darkness of human betrayal. Every risk of love was a 
descent into the possibility of loss. And in those descents, small and large, public and 
hidden, the work of redemption continued, the light of resurrection spread, the kingdom 
came in ways that looked nothing like triumph and everything like grace. 

The Father showed him a vision of the parousia itself, but it was shadowed, not fully 
visible. Jesus saw himself returning, saw the heavens opening, saw every eye turned 
toward him. But there was something about that return that remained veiled, something 
that even he, in this moment of communion, did not fully see. 
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He sensed that the parousia would not be what anyone expected. Not the warriors’ 
victory or the judges’ verdict or the kings’ coronation. Something else. Something that 
would require not just his presence but the church’s readiness, not just his power but 
creation’s consent, not just the end of suffering but the transformation of suffering into 
something that could bear the weight of glory. 

And with that mystery came a sense of purpose, of work yet to be done, of depths yet to 
be descended. 

The Father did not speak in words, but Jesus heard the commission as clearly as if it 
had been shouted from the heavens. He was being sent into history through the Spirit 
and through the church. He would be present in the breaking of bread, in the whisper of 
conscience, in the faces of the suffering, in the quiet courage of the forgotten faithful. 

He would be absent from the thrones of power and the safe places, absent from the 
certainty of those who claimed to speak for him without listening, absent from the 
structures that sought to control rather than serve. He would draw the church always 
back toward grace, always calling it deeper into love, always reminding it that the way 
down is the way up, that the way of the cross is the way of resurrection, that the way of 
descent is the way of ascent. 

But there was also something unrevealed, something held back, something that the 
Father was not yet showing him. A final mystery about the parousia, about what it would 
require, about what it would accomplish. Jesus sensed that this mystery was connected 
to the church’s long work in history, to the slow transformation of human hearts, to the 
patient labour of grace working through generations of believers who would never see 
the fruit of their faithfulness. 

He saw a glimpse, just a glimpse, of something beyond the parousia itself. Not the end, 
but a new beginning. Not closure but opening. Not the final word but the first word of a 
story that had no end because it was rooted in the eternal love of the Father, the Son, 
and the Spirit. 

And in that glimpse, Jesus understood that the descent into hell had been only the 
beginning. The resurrection was only the beginning. The ascension would be only the 
beginning. The church’s long witness through history would be only the beginning. Even 
the parousia, when it came, would be only the beginning of something so vast, so deep, 
so full of mystery that all of human history was only the first chapter. 

The light around him intensified, and Jesus felt his consciousness beginning to return 
downward, toward his body in the tomb, toward the world of the living, toward the 
disciples who were even now beginning to believe, toward the women who had seen 
him in the garden, toward the work that awaited him in the forty days before the 
ascension. 
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But he carried with him the knowledge of all that was to come. The joy and the grief. 
The faithfulness and the failure. The long centuries of witness and the mystery of the 
parousia. The work that was finished and the work that was only beginning. 

He thought of Rachel, ascending from the depths, her faith fragile but real. He thought 
of Judas, weeping but following. He thought of the Woman of Bitterness, choosing 
vulnerability over safety. He thought of the Forgotten Ones, singing in the darkness, 
their names unknown but their witness eternal. 

And he knew that the same grace that had reached them in the underworld would reach 
countless others in the world above. The same choice that had been offered in the 
throne room of Lucifer would be offered in every human heart. The same light that had 
shone in the uttermost depths would shine in the darkest corners of human history. 

The descent was complete. The ascent was finished. The resurrection was 
accomplished. 

But the true work, the work of bearing witness to a world that did not yet know it had 
been remade, the work of calling the church deeper into grace, the work of preparing 
creation for the mystery of the parousia, was only beginning. 

And beyond that work, beyond the parousia itself, beyond even the new creation that 
would emerge from the old, there was something else. Something waiting. Something 
that even now, in this moment of perfect communion with the Father, remained veiled in 
mystery. 

Jesus opened his eyes, though he had not been aware of closing them. He was 
standing in the upper room, his hands outstretched, the disciples staring at him with 
wonder and fear and the first trembling edges of belief. 

“Peace be with you,” he said again, and his voice was steady, gentle, full of all that he 
had seen and all that he carried. 

The work was only beginning. 

And the mystery, the deep and terrible and beautiful mystery of what was yet to come, 
waited in the heart of the Father, patient and purposeful, until the time when all things 
would be ready, and the final word could be spoken. 

Not an ending. 

A beginning that had no end. 
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	There are questions we do not ask aloud. 
	What happened in those three days? What did Jesus encounter in the depths? And what does it mean that grace, not judgment, breaks the chains? 
	The Descent is a theological fiction. It reimagines Christ's descent into hell. This event is not portrayed as punishment or condemnation. Instead, it is the culmination of redemption. Through Adam, Moses, David, and the forgotten faithful, readers descend with Jesus into the depths. There, captive souls have waited in darkness for centuries. 
	There, Jesus confronts the spiritual forces that hold creation captive. He also faces deep questions. These include suffering, justice, and human freedom. He speaks to those who despaired. He addresses those who turned away. He comforts those whose names were never recorded, but whose faithfulness endured. He offers something greater than law, judgment, or fear. He offers the freedom to choose. 
	The resurrection is not an ending. It opens a mystery. This mystery spans centuries and extends into eternity. In this mystery, grace still works in secret. 
	This narrative asks hard questions. It invites readers to seek grace in darkness. It frames Christ's descent and resurrection as the ultimate act of love. It redefines what redemption means. 
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