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Chapter 1 
 

Lucifer becomes Satan 
 
In the beginning, there was an angel of God called Lucifer son of the 
morning, he was a magnificent being, a seal of perfection, full of wisdom 
and perfect in beauty. 
 
He lived in the garden of Eden, the garden of God. The most beautiful 
land between the earth and heaven. It was paradise, it had many fruitful 
trees, vegetation and other edibles. It had four rivers that flowed through 
it. There were plenty of harmless animals both domestic and wild. The 
garden was a garden to God but to a human, It was the size of several 
countries. It once existed in the clouds from where Lebanon is all the way 
to Egypt and as far east as some ways east of the Jordan river, and a little 
south of the Dead Sea. The climate was tropical globally and especially in 
the garden. The garden was perfectly peaceful, pleasant and delightful. It 
was truly heavenly. 
 
In the garden, two unique trees existed: the tree of life and the tree of the 
knowledge of good and evil. God created two human beings named Adam 
and Eve and put them in charge of tending and keeping the garden with 
these instructions:  "And the LORD God commanded the man, saying, 
'You may surely eat of every tree of the garden, but of the tree of the 
knowledge of good and evil you shall not eat, for in the day that you eat 
of it you shall surely die”. 

Lucifer was adorned with precious stones which are carnelian, chrysolite, 
emerald, topaz, onyx, jasper, lapis lazuli, turquoise, and beryl. His settings 
and mountings were made of gold. He was anointed as a guardian cherub. 
He walked among the fiery stones. He was nicknamed the god of music.  
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Everyday God came down from heaven to the garden of Eden to enjoy 
time with Adam and Eve. They would talk, laugh, play and eat together. 
They were best friends. Lucifer watched how God loved Adam and Eve. 
He wanted God to love him the same way. Instead of asking God to also 
talk and play with him, he became jealous of Adam and Eve. He wanted 
the garden for himself so he started planning on how to kill God, Adam 
and Eve so that he can have the whole garden. 

Lucifer’s heart started to turn from beautiful, warm heart to dark and evil 
one. He said in his heart, “I will ascend to heaven; I will exalt my throne 
above the stars of God, I will sit upon the mount of assembly in the 
uttermost north. I will ascend above the heights of the clouds; I will make 
myself like the Almighty God.” 

He started planning on how he will take over the throne. He changed his 
form to a snake so that he could come and talk to Adam and Eve. When 
he arrived at the garden he found Eve picking flowers. He pretended he 
was her friend and told her that God had lied to her about the fruit of the 
tree of the knowledge of good and evil.  And that everything in the garden 
was for them to eat. He convinced her to try it and to see if she will die. 
Eve ate but did not die. She was excited because it was the sweetest fruit 
she had ever tasted in the garden. She ran and looked for Adam to share 
the fruit. Adam ate it too. 

God was very angry with Adam and Eve for eating the fruit. God chased 
them out of the garden. Now Adam and Eve could not stay in the garden 
because of disobeying God. God did not want them back to the garden so 
He placed a cherubim at the gate of the garden of Eden with a flaming 
sword to guard and keep Adam and Eve from the garden.  

 

(A picture of Adam and Eve being chased from the garden of Eden) 
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Lucifer was very happy that his plan had worked. Now he was ready for 
the next plan which was to kill God. 

Lucifer went and recruited other angels to become his soldiers so that they 
can fight and defeat God. They started training underground in a hidden 
cave. When they felt they were strong Lucifer went to heaven with his 
army where God sits. He told God to get out of the throne so he can take 
over. God had a strong angel called Michael. Angel Michael challenged 
Lucifer and they started to fight. War broke out in Heaven. Michael and 
his helpers fought Lucifer and his angels. Lucifer and his angels fought 
back, but they were no match for Michael. They were thrown out of heaven 
to the earth. 

From there onwards his name was changed from Lucifer to Satan, the 
devil and his angels were named demons. His form changed to a scary 
animal-like black angel as below but still, he had the ability to take any 
form he desired. 
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By now people on the earth had multiplied and increased, they build 
houses and big cities to live. They were very happy and they loved each 
other. People were busy doing work. Some were waiters, dentists, nurses, 
electricians, doctors, soldiers, secretaries, scientists, news reporters, 
construction workers, teachers, gardeners, pilots, postmen, 
photographers, housekeepers, farmers, engineers, carpenters, 
sportsmen and singers. 
 
They did not know what had happened in heaven because God was not 
speaking to them. So, they did not know that Satan was now on earth. 
When Satan came to earth, he was furious for loosing the war in heaven. 
He set up to take revenge on God by destroying all mankind. He was 
determined to destroy everything and kill everyone. Now he wanted the 
whole earth for himself. Because he could take any form, he decided to 
take the form of a handsome tall man. 
   
He came up with a plan of how he was going to influence people to follow 
him. He remembered how he deceived Eve in the garden. In his heart he 
knew if he did it once he could do it again. But this time he wanted to be 
worshipped like the way he saw God being worshipped in heaven. He 
wanted all human beings to praise him, glorify him and bow down to him. 
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Chapter 2 
 

Daizy meets the cult members. 
 
From the first moment she crossed through the doorway into that building, 
she sensed that there was something different about the place. A hovering 
of darkness, as it were. Something she could not define, but knew was 
there. She knew also that it was something that she had never 
experienced before. Daizy is a doctor. She was just entering Memorial 
Hospital for the first time to begin her training in internal medicine. She 
had finished medical school the previous month and had now moved away 
from home really for the first time in the 30 years of her life. She had no 
idea that the tragedies she would see in that 
hospital would forever change both her and the course of her life. The 
brooding darkness she sensed in her spirit seemed to be watchfully 
waiting ... waiting. 
 
Suddenly it would strike, plunging Daizy into a series of events that would 
test to the utmost her commitment to her Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ. 
The first test was quick to come. Daizy had been working as a doctor at 
that hospital for about 2 months. One night while she was working in the 
Emergency Room, a man in his 30’s was brought in about 2 A.M. Daizy 
recoiled in horror as she viewed his mangled and torn body. She had 6 
years of experience working in Emergency Rooms (E.R.) in large city 
hospitals as a Registered Nurse prior to becoming a doctor, but she had 
never seen anything like this!  
 

 
 
As she worked rapidly with the other personnel in the E.R. to save the 
young pastor’s life, her mind raced. How could this be? Who would do 
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such a thing? He had obviously been tortured. His body was partially 
skinned, he had multiple burns, stab wounds, lashes from whips, and most 
horrifying of all, holes in the palms of his hands from spikes being driven 
through them. He was unconscious and in deep shock. 
After the initial medical care was done, the patient stabilized and then 
transferred to the Intensive Care Unit, Daizy looked for the police officers 
who had brought him in. They had little to say other than the fact that this 
was a kidnapping case. They had found the body and at first thought he 
was dead. They refused to talk about the incident any further and left 
quickly, mumbling something about having to file their report. 
 
Everyone else in the E.R. went on with their work as if nothing unusual 
had happened. No one seemed particularly surprised or upset about the 
condition of the patient. Again, Daizy felt overwhelmingly that brooding 
darkness. She was greatly puzzled and concerned, but was, herself, 
quickly caught up in the pressure of the work at hand. Nothing in her 
background could possibly have prepared her for the shock of that young 
pastor’s testimony of what had happened to him prior to coming into the 
Emergency Room that night. She did not know that the next blow would 
come to one of her own patients who was very dear to her. 
 
But first, let us trace the training the Lord gave Daizy to prepare her for all 
that was to happen. Daizy had the tremendous privilege and blessing of 
being born to faithful Christian parents who prayed daily for her. She had 
accepted Jesus as her Savior at a very young age, but knew nothing about 
a personal walk with Him. She was raised in a very tight and narrow 
religious group and was not permitted to form friends or interact with 
anyone outside the group. She was rejected both within 
the group and without, mocked and ridiculed at school and by the other 
members of the religious group; she grew up very lonely. She also had 
much illness, spending her childhood in and out of the hospital. Then as 
she got older, she was discovered to have an incurable and debilitating 
neuromuscular disease. But her loving parents provided stability in her life 
and their prayers surrounded and protected her, no doubt keeping her 
from entering the occult world that snares so many other young people 
with similar backgrounds. 
 
During the first year of medical school, she came to the point of finally 
committing her life to the Lord in all areas, making Jesus the master in her 
life as well as Savior. The four years of medical school were an intense 
struggle because of the neuromuscular illness and also because of the 
lack of finances. During those four years Daizy learned to trust the Lord, 
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to walk with Him day by day, to hear Him speak to her in her spirit, to 
follow His guidance, and to experience His provision for her every need. 
 
Before medical school she had been a Registered Nurse for seven years. 
Then, as a result of the Lord’s powerful working in her life, and a whole 
string of miracles, she left nursing, returned to school and then on to 
medical school. At the time Daizy entered Memorial Hospital she knew 
absolutely nothing about Satanism or of Lufiaus, a powerful witch who 
lived near by. Daizy never dreamt that her walk with Christ in that hospital 
would cause such shock waves in the spirit world that the forces of 
darkness would become enraged. She became involved in a titanic 
struggle as Lufiaus, one of the top witches in the led an organized attack 
by many witches using all of their powers and skills of witchcraft to try to 
kill Daizy. 
 
The internship year is the first year of training that a doctor receives after 
graduating from medical school, if he or she is going to specialize in 
something. It is by far the most intense year of training, and the most 
frightening one. It was no different for Daizy at Memorial than anyone else 
except that she was constantly aware of something so strange but 
undefinable about that hospital. No one else seemed to notice it, including 
her few Christian colleagues. From the first she found an overwhelming 
atmosphere of hatred, back-biting and fighting within the whole 
department, and indeed, within the whole hospital itself. It was 
an extremely cold atmosphere. This on top of the tremendous physical 
and emotional pressures of the year were used by the Lord to greatly 
increase her closeness to Him. 
 
She found almost from the beginning that there was an unusual resistance 
to the gospel. Over and over people with whom she tried to share Jesus 
would flatly refuse to even listen. In fact, within six months of the start of 
her training at that hospital, the hospital administration had all the Gideon 
bibles removed from the patient rooms and a memo was posted on each 
nursing unit stating that the hospital would fire, on the spot, any employee 
who was caught “evangelizing” the patients. Also, any minister that was 
coming to the hospital to visit patients was not permitted to visit with 
anyone except their own private parishioners, 
and, if the nurses found them “evangelizing” other patients they were to 
have them escorted from the hospital by security and asked not to return 
again. A chaplaincy service was not permitted, which was also unusual. 
Indeed, it seemed as if an effort was being made to wipe away any 
mention of Christianity within the walls of the hospital. 
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Daizy was first assigned to the intensive care unit and immediately was 
plunged into a whirl-wind of activities. She spent up to 120 hours per week 
working at the hospital. Because of this schedule she attributed the steady 
worsening of her physical condition to her exhaustion. 
Then the Lord began steadily laying upon her heart that she must go into 
the hospital early each morning to spend an hour in prayer before work 
asking the Lord for that institution and that city, that the gospel would be 
proclaimed and bear fruit. As she began obeying the Lord and praying 
each morning an hour before work, repeatedly she found herself 
compelled by the Holy Spirit to pray asking the Lord to restrain the powers 
of darkness in that place.  
 
She did not know why she was praying in this manner, and indeed 
sometimes thought that it was strange to do so, but over and over the Holy 
Spirit compelled her to pray in such a manner. As the Lord steadily 
increased the burden on her heart for the souls in that place, she began 
to pray daily asking the Lord to permit her to stand in the gap for the 
hospital and the city. She was not sure just what was involved in “standing 
in the gap” but asked the Lord to use her if He could. 
 
During Daizy first few months at Memorial, God taught her a very valuable 
lesson in total dependence on Him in her medical work. Late one night a 
patient was admitted to the Care Unit with severe chest pain, high blood 
pressure and a possible heart attack. It was Daizy’s responsibility to 
examine the patient and care for him that night. He gave her a list of the 
medicines that he was taking and among them was a particularly good 
one to use for lowering blood pressure while simultaneously taking the 
work load off of the heart. He adamantly stated that he was taking a 
particular dose and Daizy accepted his 
word. She elected to give him that dose in an effort to lower his blood 
pressure and to relieve the work load on his heart in hopes of preventing 
a heart attack. What she did not know was that that dosage is very 
dangerous to give unless she had herself gradually worked the patient up 
to that amount. 
 
One hour later, the nurses called her and told her that the patient’s blood 
pressure had dropped very low, that he was in shock and looked as if he 
were dying. Pure terror and dismay overwhelmed her. She called her 
superior and told him about the situation and asked what could be done 
to reverse the effects of the medicine she had given. He coldly told her 
that she had made a stupid mistake and that there was absolutely nothing 
that could be done, except to see if the patient lived or died. No medicine 
was available that could be used to reverse the effects of the one she had 
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administered. He went on to add that he, too, had made a similar mistake 
as an intern and that his patient had sustained greatly extended damage 
to his heart as a result of that period in shock and had nearly died. 
 
Many thoughts were madly racing through Daizy’s head as she walked 
down the lonely, dark halls to the Care Unit that night to see the 
patient. Guilt and fear and self-chastisement were uppermost amongst 
them. 
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Chapter 3 
 

Lufiaus kills hospitalized patients. 
 
Cold sweat ran down her back as she anguished over the fact that in all 
probability she had killed the patient. Suddenly the Holy Spirit showed her 
the error of the thoughts uppermost in her mind. She had been thinking, 
“God made an orderly universe where cause and effect take place in an 
orderly manner. Because of your stupid mistake, this man will probably 
die. Since this medicine is absolutely irreversible, the effect will take place, 
so there is no need even to pray or to expect God to break into his orderly 
universe just for you and your stupidity.” 
 
Gently the Holy Spirit flooded into her entire being the sure knowledge 
that she was different! She was a child of the King! And, in so being, had 
a special privilege that the other doctor had not had. She had the right to 
ask God the Father, in Jesus’ name, to correct her mistake. That was one 
of the many things for which Jesus had died on the cross. 
She abruptly turned and ran to the chapel and fell on her knees before the 
Lord and prayed earnestly asking the Lord to correct her mistake, laying 
claim to the fact that she was a child of the King. 
 
She arose from her knees and went back down to the care unit. When she 
arrived she found that the patient’s blood pressure had returned to normal 
and he was pain free! A new Electrocardiogram showed his heart had 
returned to normal. He was discharged two days later without any heart 
damage at all. Daizy also learned to hear the Lord’s guidance more 
acutely on an hour to hour basis. Time after time He would speak in that 
soft voice in her spirit, bringing a mistake to her attention before it could 
be carried out, or bringing to her attention something she had forgotten or 
overlooked, or something that she had read or learned about in the past.  
 
She learned to fast and pray, asking the Lord to reveal to her the key to 
the diagnosis of particularly obscure cases. She also learned to rely on 
the Lord to give her skill in her hands, and never performed any procedure 
on any patient without first praying and asking the Lord Jesus, the Great 
Physician, to put His hands within hers and guide them 
with His skill. In all of her years so far, the Lord has continuously been 
faithful and she has never had a serious complication resulting from any 
procedure she has done.  
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About six months into her internship, just as Daizy was again assigned to 
the Intensive Care Unit (ICU), the young pastor she saw in the emergency 
room finally recovered enough to talk. Daizy had followed his progress 
closely, constantly praying for him and was drawn by the Lord to 
frequently stop by his room to talk with him. One day he told her what had 
really happened just prior to his admission to the hospital. 
 
Nib was the pastor of a small Christian church in that city. He had become 
involved in ministering to some people who worshiped Satan. He told 
Daizy that there was a very large satanic community in a town close by, 
and that Satanism was rampant in that city. He had, at the Lord’s leading, 
been steadily bringing a number of these people to Jesus. They had 
turned from serving Satan and made Jesus Christ their Lord and Savior. 
He also helped them cast out the demons that they had asked to dwell in 
them to gain powers of witchcraft.  
 
The night Daizy first saw him, he had been kidnapped by the satanists 
and taken to one of their meetings. He was taken up on stage in front of 
the group and tortured. They were in the process of nailing him to a cross 
when one of the members shouted out that someone had seen something 
suspicious and called the police. The satanists had a police scanner radio 
and monitored all the calls. Nib had passed out while being crucified and 
knew nothing more until he awoke 
in the hospital bed. 
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Daizy was astounded, she had never heard of such a thing. “Perhaps this 
was the explanation for the brooding darkness she could feel in that 
hospital?” she thought privately.  The next revelations were quick to follow. 
 
As she started into her second rotation in the Intensive Care Unit, her 
uneasiness continued to grow. Each night she was on call, she had the 
responsibility for all of the patients in the critical care units. She began 
noticing as she was prayerfully working with the patients that there were 
many deaths that, to her, were unexplainable. 
 
There is normally an orderly traceable sequence of events in the illness 
and death of any patient. For example, if someone went into shock (low 
blood pressure) because he was bleeding somewhere, once the bleeding 
was stopped by surgery or whatever and the blood volume, he had lost 
replaced by blood transfusions, the patient’s blood pressure should not 
suddenly drop unless he started bleeding again, or developed some other 
complication such as an overwhelming infection. 
 
However, many of the patients Daizy worked with would just reach a  
stabilized condition and then suddenly, for no traceable reason, take a 
turn for the worse. Their heart would suddenly stop beating, or they would 
stop breathing, or their blood pressure would drop to zero. Many of these 
died shortly despite all measures taken medically to save them. Daizy 
followed up on the autopsies of many of these patients and was even 
more puzzled when no cause for their death was found other than the 
original problem which had brought them into the hospital. 
 
The other problem which greatly concerned her was the frequency and 
content of what is called, in the medical field, an “acute ICU psychosis.” 
When patients undergo the great stress of a critical illness, they are placed 
in an ICU (Intensive Care Unit) for a number of days, usually with the lights 
on 24 hours a day, monitors going, and no window to look out of. Because 
of this, a certain percentage will become disoriented and start to have 
hallucinations. (That is, see things that are not real.) However, in this 
hospital, the incidence of ICU psychoses was many times more than 
anything Daizy had experienced in any of the several other hospitals she 
had worked in, both as a nurse and a medical student. 
 
Daizy felt led by the Lord to take the time to talk to many of the patients 
about just what they were “seeing.” Much to her surprise, almost all of 
them told her that they had seen demons in their rooms!  
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Greatly concerned about all of this, Daizy started mentioning the incidence 
of deaths and ICU psychoses in the medical conferences held with all the 
interns and residents each morning. Nobody else seemed concerned, or 
even to believe her. After her third attempt to discuss the problem, she 
was called down to the office of the director of the training program and 
told to shut her mouth on the subject, that she was not experienced 
enough to know what she was talking about.  
 
When Daizy pointed out that she also had ten years experience as a 
Nurse in addition to medical school, she was told that if she continued to 
create trouble, she would be kicked out of the training program. Her 
morning prayer sessions took on a new intensity as she earnestly sought 
a revelation from the Lord as to what was going on. The first break through 
came through one of her own patients. 
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Chapter 4 
 

The attacks 
 
Pearl was an elderly lady from the village who had been under Daizy’s 
care for about six months. Pearl was a very strong Christian and Daizy 
had come to know her well and love her very much. One evening Pearl 
came to the hospital very ill and Daizy admitted her to the Intensive Care 
Unit. The next morning as Daizy went to the ICU to start making rounds 
the nurses told her that Pearl was having an ICU psychosis. Daizy was 
somewhat startled because she knew Pearl was a very strong Christian, 
a lady who had suffered much and didn’t panic easily. 
 
As she went into Pearl’s room, she found her crying. When she asked her 
why Pearl told her that if she did not transfer her out of the ICU that day 
that “that night nurse would kill her.” Then Pearl told Daizy about how the 
night shift nurse caring for her had come in and talked to her and told her 
that there was no need for her to fight to stay alive, that she could so easily 
be reincarnated into her next life. The nurse also told Pearl that she would 
call on “the higher powers” to come and escort Pearl into her next 
“beautiful life.” When the nurse laid her hands on Pearl and spoke words 
of a foreign-sounding language, Pearl recognized it to be an incantation. 
Pearl knew from her own birthplace about voodoo and black magic and 
demons, and she declared that she had seen demons in the room. She 
told Daizy that she was too weak to fight anymore and if the same thing 
would happen tonight, she knew she would die. 
 
Daizy was astounded! She knew Pearl well enough that she didn’t think 
she was lying and she was sure that she wasn’t disoriented in any way. 
The nurse Pearl was referring to happened to be the nurse in charge of 
the ICU on the night shift. She was an older lady, pleasant, attractive, and 
an excellent nurse. She was well organized, and knowledgeable and saw 
to it that the patients got good care. She was highly respected by the 
medical staff and the rest of the nursing staff. 
 
Daizy had always found her a bit cold and withdrawn but had thought it 
was the pressures of her workload. She could not find fault with her work 
in any way. Daizy knew she could not talk to any of her colleagues about 
the problem because they would all say that she was crazy. Neither could 
she accuse the nurse of anything because she had no proof.  
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At that time Daizy had very little knowledge of witches and almost no 
knowledge about demons. There was only one thing she could do. She 
took the problem to the Lord in prayer. Every spare moment she had that 
day was spent on her knees in prayer down in the chapel. She always had 
the chapel to herself because no one else ever used it. Late in the day, 
the Lord confirmed to her heart that Pearl was telling the truth. The Lord 
also commanded Daizy to go and sit at Pearl’s bedside all night that night 
as Pearl was too ill to be safely transferred out of the ICU. This was 
possible as Daizy was not on call that particular night. 
 
What happened that night was to change Daizy’s life forever. As she sat 
at Pearl’s bedside, not really expecting anything to happen, she felt direct 
demonic oppression as she had never felt it before. Helen, the nurse in 
charge of the ICU did not come into Pearl’s room at all that night. But 
Daizy felt an incredible unseen power coming against her. She felt as if 
there was a giant unseen hand trying to squash her into a little grease 
spot on the floor and as if some unseen force was trying to suck the very 
life out of her. She tried to scientifically reason the feeling away, tried to 
convince herself that it was just her own imagination, 
but none of this helped. She felt her body beginning to weaken to the point 
where she could hardly sit up. Pearl felt it too. So, she and Pearl joined 
hands, and Daizy prayed quietly asking the Lord to cover them with a 
shield of the precious blood of Jesus. 
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That night was a tremendous struggle, but Pearl came through the night 
safely and Daizy transferred her out of the ICU that morning. The next 
revelations came quickly. Daizy was teaching a weekly bible study 
to some of the nurses whom she had led to the Lord. One of these nurses, 
Jean, finally started talking to her one day about the Satanism that she 
had become involved with prior to her conversion. She told Daizy that 
Helen had been training her to become a medium and that she had been 
ready to be initiated into the group of Satanists just when Daizy came to 
the hospital and started talking to her about the Lord. As a result, she 
made Jesus her Lord and saviour and refused to have anything more to 
do with Helen or the other witches. 
 
However, Jean was obviously very afraid of Helen and her friends. 
Jean told Daizy that she knew that Helen considered it her “ministry” to 
assign herself to care for the most critically ill patients in the ICU. Then 
while she was caring for them, she would talk to them and tell them that 
there was no need for them to struggle to live as they could be so easily 
reincarnated into their next life and have no more suffering. Then, with or 
without their consent, she would lay her hands on them and call up demon 
spirits which she called the “higher powers” to come and usher these 
patients on into their next life. Often, these patients would soon take a turn 
for the worse and die.  
 
Jean was afraid to tell anyone else about the problem because Helen was 
held in high regard by the head nurse and other authorities, and knew that 
they would not believe her. In fact, after Jean had turned to Christ, she 
had arranged a transfer to another shift so that she would not be working 
with Helen. Jean also told Daizy about the occult community close to that 
city which had a very large training camp for witches and also had a 
Satanist church. She confirmed to Daizy all that the young pastor had told 
her and was very afraid that the same thing might happen to her. No one 
around seemed to take the community very 
seriously, but that, of course, was precisely what Satan wanted. 
 
Then Daizy learned from several other sources about other nurses and 
doctors at the hospital that were involved in the occult, and about the 
Satanist cult and community. Again, she took the situation to the Lord and 
received confirmation. She began studying her Bible earnestly to learn 
more about Satan and his demons. She learned that people could be 
inhabited by demons and could use demonic powers to do all sorts of 
things.  
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It was at that point that she began to enter into active warfare against 
Helen and the other Satanists who worked at the hospital. In her morning 
prayer sessions, she began to ask the Lord to bind the demonic 
powers within that place and in the specific people she knew were 
involved. Daily, in the evenings before Daizy left the hospital, she would 
walk through the ICU and other wards, and very quietly but out loud, take 
authority over every demon spirit in those places that either were there 
already, or that would come there the rest of the day and night, and bind 
them with the power of the name of Jesus Christ. She also asked the Lord 
to place a special shield around the patients 
to protect them from the demonic forces. 
 
Many nights when she was on call, she would be called up to the ICU, or 
one of the wards to see a patient who had taken a turn for the worse. As 
God gave Daizy discernment as to which problems were the result of 
demonic interference. She would stand on one side of a patient’s bed 
silently battling in prayer, binding the demons and commanding them to 
leave, and claiming a shield of faith in Jesus Christ over the patient, while 
Helen (or one of the other nurses who was a witch) stood on the other 
side of the bed directing all the demon power available to her, both at 
Daizy and against the patient.  
 
Daizy would also, or course, use all of her medical knowledge to try to 
reverse the downward course of the patient, but she quickly learned that 
all of her medical knowledge was of little help if it was not combined with 
the spiritual battle in prayer. Of course, Helen, Satan, and the other 
witches did not take kindly to Daizy’s activities, and the battle mounted.  
 
Daizy tried to share with a couple of her Christian co-workers what was 
going on, but they refused to believe her and told her that she was just ill, 
overtired, and imagining things. As the battle increased in intensity, 
Daizy’s neuromuscular disease worsened. She came under the care of 
one of the top doctors on the staff of that hospital. Despite all her prayers 
and the medical efforts made on her behalf, she was 
dying and knew it. Finally, on the last day of her internship year, she 
became too ill to work anymore. A consultation was held with several of 
the specialists involved in her case and she was told that they did not think 
she had long to live. 
 
There was nothing more they could do. They asked her if she wanted to 
be admitted to the hospital there or to go home. She decided to go home. 
So, Daizy left that city and hospital thinking that she would never see it 
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again, but her heart was so heavy and grieved for the many, many people 
in that place so lost and held captive by the powers of darkness. 
 
Then followed an agonizing month in which her illness progressed to the 
place where she was so weak that she could not walk, or even get out of 
bed by herself. But through it all she had a complete and beautiful peace. 
Jesus was in control, that was all that mattered. Night after night as she 
lay awake, in too much pain to sleep, she had sweet communion with her 
Lord and fervently hoped that it would be His will to call her home soon. 
 
One day towards the end of that long month, the pastor of her home 
church, Pastor Jack, came to visit her. Being the man of God that he was, 
Pastor JACK had not just accepted the fact that Daizy was to die, but had 
taken the matter to the Lord in prayer. He came and talked with her and 
told her that the Lord had revealed to him that it was not His will for Daizy 
to die. 
 
Then he said, “I know this sounds crazy, but I believe the Lord has 
revealed to me that what is happening to you is that you are being 
attacked by a group of very powerful witches. Your illness has worsened 
to this point because of the demonic powers they are sending to you.” Is 
this possible? Have you been in contact with any witches that you know 
of?” Suddenly Daizy understood! “Why hadn’t she associated the 
worsening of her own condition with the battle she had been fighting 
against the Satanists in that hospital? She had never talked to Pastor Jack 
about any of her experiences, so she told him about all that had been 
happening the past year. 
 
He paced the floor in deep concern, then turned to her and said, “I know 
it is not the Lord’s will for you to die. I have no doubts at all now that your 
illness is a direct result of witchcraft. We must pray and block the power 
of those witches.” And praying he did! Not only the pastor, but the elders 
and also about 300 members of that church fasted and prayed around the 
clock for a whole week, interceding for Daizy, asking the Lord to shield 
her and break the power of the witches who were coming against her. 
 
Toward the end of that week, one night as Daizy lay in bed, drifting on the 
edge of unconsciousness, the Lord brought to her mind these words, 
“Unless a Christian plainly knows his work is finished and he no longer is 
required by the Lord to remain, he should by all means resist death. If the 
symptoms of death have been seen already in his body before his work is 
done, he positively should resist it and its symptoms. To concede by sizing 
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up of our environment, physical condition, and feeling that our time has 
come is an error on our part. We instead need to possess 
definite indications from the Lord. As we live for Him, so must we die for 
Him.” 
 
Any call for departure which does not come from the Lord ought to be 
opposed. To overcome death believers must alter their attitude from one 
of submission to one of resistance towards it. Unless we cast off our 
passive approach, we will not be able to overthrow death but will be 
mocked by it instead and finally come to an untimely end. Numerous 
Christians today misapprehend passivity for faith. They reason that they 
have committed everything to God. If they ought not to die, He 
verily shall save them from it: if they ought to die, then He doubtless shall 
allow them to die: let the will of God be done. Such a saying sounds right, 
but is this faith? Not at all. It is simply lazy passivity. When we do not know 
God’s will, it is fitting for us to pray: “not my will, but yours Lord, be done.” 
 
This does not mean we need not pray specifically, letting our requests be 
made known to God. We should not submit passively to death, for God 
instructs us to work together actively with His will. Except we definitely 
know God wants us to die, we must not passively permit death to oppress 
us. Rather we must actively cooperate with God’s will to resist it. Why 
should we adopt such an attitude as this? The Bible treats death as our 
enemy.”  
 
As the Lord brought to her memory the above passages, the Holy Spirit 
quietly spoke to Daizy and told her that it was not the Father’s will for her 
to die, that she had much work yet to do. She must begin to stand up and 
resist Satan, and refuse to accept illness or death from him. She struggled 
for awhile, because in her heart of hearts, she did not want to live. She 
did not want to struggle any longer, she wanted to go to heaven with her 
Lord and have all the peace and joy that she knew awaited her there. But 
the quiet, soft, voice of the Holy Spirit was 
insistent. 
 
Finally, with many tears, she placed her feet on “The Rock” and began to 
rebuke Satan and command him in the name of Jesus to leave that she 
would not accept any more of the illness he sought to put on her, and that 
she would not accept death. Later the Lord revealed to Daizy that the only 
reason He had been able to break through that night and reveal to her 
that He wanted her to stand up and fight and resist death, was because 
of the powerful intercession by Pastor Jack and the church people. 
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Daizy had so much muscle damage that she had a three months recovery 
period, but the Lord raised her up and completely healed her. So, she 
returned to Memorial Hospital to finish her last two years of training, ready 
at last for the meeting the Lord was arranging with Lufiaus, the head witch 
who had led the attempt to kill her. 
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Chapter 5 
 

Lufias talks 
 

My mother and father’s marriage was a very shaky one. My father was a 
drunkard who believed that he was God’s gift to women. He mistreated 
my mother very badly. When I was born, he stood at the foot of her bed 
and told her that he wished I was dead over and over, until she finally 
threw a vase at him. My birth was like any other birth, like hundreds born 
on that same day all over the world, except that I was born deformed. I 
had no nose, no upper lip, no roof in my mouth. This is what is called a 
severe hair-lip with a cleft-palate. My mother wanted to see me right away 
as soon as I was born, and to her I was a beautiful baby, even with the 
deformities. Her first question was, “Can she be fixed?” 
 
She was in absolute poverty. She had no money and no way of making 
any. In those days the welfare programs were not available as they are 
today, but my mother was not the type to give up just because she was 
poor. It so happened that in that same hospital there was a nurse called 
Helen. She had assisted at my birth. Helen knew my mother’s 
circumstances and also of my father’s attitude of hatred. Helen wasn’t just 
an ordinary nurse; she was also a powerful witch and a member of what 
has become one of the most powerful but little-known cults in our country 
today. This cult calls themselves The Satan-worshiping cult.  
 
Helen was, at that time, what is known within the cult as a “contact 
person.” Her contact with my mother was to affect the rest of my entire 
life, as well as the life of Daizy. The day following my birth Helen 
approached my mother with a proposition. If my mother would give Helen 
permission to take a very small amount of my blood, she and her “friends” 
would provide a way to get finances and the help she needed to obtain 
the best surgical and medical care for me that was available.  
 
My mother could not understand just why Helen would do all this in 
return for seemingly so small a thing. She could never seem to grasp the 
meaning of what Helen explained to her. But, as there seemed to be no 
other source of the desperately needed help, and as Helen repeatedly 
reassured her that she would not harm me, my mother finally agreed to 
the proposition. Helen was an attractive young lady who seemed 
genuinely concerned and sincere in her desire to help both me and my 
mother. What Helen did not explain to my mother was that my blood was, 
for her, a very important “sale.” The small container of blood taken from 
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me was given to another woman called Grace. Grace was also in the 
Satanist cult. She was what is known as a high priestess. The selling of 
my blood was to give Grace more power, more activity and a higher 
position within the cult. Helen, too, obtained more power through this 
transaction. 
 
The blood was taken by Helen and given to Grace. Grace then drank my 
blood during a ceremony which gave both Grace and Satan possession 
of me, and opened me up as a home for many demons from that moment 
on. Grace, at Satan’s direction, sent many specific spirits into me which 
would mold and shape my life and personality and future. 
 
My mother was not a Christian, neither did she know that what she did 
would make me a marked person, carefully watched by the Satanists, and 
would, later in my life, result in my own involvement in the cult. Had she 
known that, my mother never would have said, “okay, you can have a little 
of her blood.” 
 
Later on, in my life as a member of the cult myself, I was to witness a 
number of such sales and always my heart grieved as I thought about the 
consequences in the baby’s future life. Satan now had a prized 
possession. A new born baby where demons and spirits could have a 
home and could grow and become very powerful and agile in my life. As I 
became more and more aware of myself, even in my younger days, I knew 
something different and special was going on within me, but didn’t know 
what it was. 
 
Four days after my birth, my mother was approached and told that she 
could take me to a children’s hospital at a nearby large medical centre. 
There I would have a number of surgeries. Very many. As a matter of fact, 
it took sixteen years of plastic surgery to build a face for me. I also had to 
have long hours of speech and hearing therapy, dental work, everything.  
 
This was the beginning of many years of pain, loneliness, and rejection. 
Pain, because plastic surgery burns with agonizing pain during the days 
of healing after a surgery. Loneliness, because I was not like the other 
children. Rejection, because of their reaction to my disfigurement. I had 
very few friends. I became very rough, a fighter. I learned to fight and fight 
very well in order to be able to stand up for myself. I had so many 
interruptions of my schooling because of the surgeries that it was difficult 
for me to maintain the few friendships I did form. 
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The children at school seemed to enjoy prodding me and poking me and 
pushing me and making fun of me until I could hardly stand it anymore. 
We moved from school to school so that I never went to the same school 
two years in a row. My parents thought it would help if I never had to face 
the same group of school children a second year. But, I did face the same 
children again and again. Every school was the same, the reactions were 
the same. Nothing changed, year after agonizing year. 
 
My mother remarried shortly after my birth. My parents didn’t go to church. 
They didn’t deny me the right to go, but they did not go. They were “waiting 
on each other.” And, like most people, if you wait on someone long 
enough, you’ve waited too long if you don’t take the first step yourself. I 
finally did join a youth group at a church. It was quite an active group in a 
Pentecostal Church. I was sixteen years old by then and was accepted by 
the church youth group because I could sing, and play the guitar and 
drums.  
 
I had many talents in the musical field as well as the art field. It was a 
rather happy time for me for a short while. As I grew up I found that I had 
unexplainable powers and I didn’t know what to do with them, or what they 
were, or where they came from. Some people told me I had special “gifts.” 
I have an aunt who is deep into witchcraft and spirits. She used to have 
all of us kids over to show us occult “games.” I always had far 
superior abilities with the ouiji board, tarot cards, etc.  
 
As I reached my teens I realized that I had a fast growing ability to 
influence others, to make them do as I wanted. I had unusual physical 
strength as well. I remember that in my first year of high school I was 
approached by a girl who tried to pull some of her tricks on me after gym 
class one day. I went into an uncontrollable rage and nearly drowned her 
in a toilet. She was much bigger than I, but I would have killed her had not 
several adults intervened. 
 
I remained in the same school throughout high school. The kids there 
made fun of me too. The worst thing in the world at that age is to have 
your own peers abuse you and make fun of you. I reached the point where 
I couldn’t cope with it anymore. When I was in the year 12, I was walking 
down the hall one day when the leading player of the football team called 
out, “Look at the ugly hairlip.” I remember dropping my books and running 
towards him. The next thing I remember is five teachers pulling me off of 
him. I had nearly beaten him to death. I had broken his nose, jaw and a 
number of the bones in his face. I had 
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unnatural strength. That boy weighed close to two hundred pounds and I 
only weighed ninty-eight pounds at the time. I didn’t have a single bruise 
from the fight, not even on my fists. 
 
This power seemed ominous to me and yet I enjoyed it. It was the only 
way I could get a little peace. No one could push me around. I look back 
on it with heart break now, but at the time it seemed worth it just to have 
a little peace. But all peace, I was soon to find out, was going to be 
obliterated by a lie from Satan that I would regret for a long, long time and 
still do. I’m thankful that Jesus loved me all that time, although I did not 
realize it then. I loved the power that I had. I didn’t know where it was 
coming from, but I wanted to find out how to get more of it.  
 
That is when I met a friend named Sandy in my youth group at church. 
She also attended the same high school as I. Sandy was seventeen and 
so was I. Sandy was a “recruiter” for the Satanist cult and led me into the 
next step in Satan’s plan for my life. 
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Chapter 6 
 

The Youth Camp 
 
Sandy became a friend of mine, about the only friend I had. I met her at 
the church in the youth group I mentioned earlier. I didn’t go to church to 
hear about the Lord, I went to get involved with the other kids. Sandy and 
I worked together on various youth programs in the church and at high 
school, we also chummed around, studied together, and went out for 
snacks. 
 
Sandy was a pretty girl. She was richer than I was, very well-dressed, and 
very popular. She didn’t seem to let that bother her too much where I was 
concerned. I thought she was my friend more out of pity than anything, 
but that was because I didn’t know she was a recruiter for The Satanists. 
Shortly after the incident with the football player, Sandy mentioned to me 
that she noticed that I had a special power that few others had. She said 
she knew where I could learn to have more of that same power. She also 
said, “Hey listen, I know that you’re lonely and down, and I think I have 
something that can help you. The church we’re going to doesn’t really care 
about you, and God doesn’t really care about you. If He did, you wouldn’t 
have been born the way you were.” She then offered me a chance to go 
to a “youth camp” with her run by the “group” that she and her family 
belonged to. She called it a “church camp.”  
 
It was located in a small town a few miles away. It was held during the 
summer. School was out at the time and as I had nothing else to do, I 
decided to go. I told my parents I was going to a church camp; they really 
didn’t care what I did. I was fearful and yet elated. I thought that I had 
finally found a friend and that maybe this was the answer to both my 
loneliness and my questions about the strange power inside me.  
 
Sandy talked to me about the camp for days before we actually went. She 
described it as the ideal place where I would be accepted and 
wanted and needed. My powers were needed, she told me, and they could 
be perfected. I would be able to become great and famous, or rich, 
whatever I wanted I could have. As she talked, I felt that strange power 
within me beginning to stir and build. 
 
What Sandy did not do was mention the word “cult,” or tell me the truth 
about this group. I will stop here and give you a capsule summary of the 
group. 
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This group which secretly calls itself, The satanists is made up of people 
who are directly controlled by, and worship, Satan. It is a rapidly growing 
and very dangerous cult.  They are divided into local groups, or chapters, 
called covens. The covens range in size from 5-10 people to several 
thousand. This cult is extremely secretive. No written records of 
membership are kept. Even the contracts with Satan signed in blood by 
the members are burned by the high priests and high priestesses. This is 
not common knowledge among the lower-ranking members. These 
Satanists infest every level of society, the poor and the rich. The very well-
educated, the police force, government officials, businessmen and 
women, and even some so-called Christian ministers. Most all 
of them attend local Christian churches and are considered “good citizens” 
because of their involvement in local civic activities. This is all done as a 
cover-up. They lead double lives and are experts at it. They are the 
masters of deception. 
 
They all go by code names at their meetings so that, should they meet 
each other on the street, often as not they would not know each other’s 
real name. They are rigidly disciplined by Satan and his demons. They 
practice human sacrifice several times a year and animal sacrifice on a 
monthly basis. The human sacrifices are most often babies. Other 
sacrifices are kidnapped victims, a cult member who is being disciplined, 
or who volunteers, I suspect because they can no longer live with 
themselves.  Many of them are cold-blooded murderers, extremely skilful. 
 
Each coven is led by a high priest and a high priestess. These people get 
to their position by obtaining favour with Satan by various means and by 
obtaining greater and greater powers of witchcraft. There is much in-
fighting within the group. There is an elite society of witches within the cult 
called The Sisters of Light. They date back to the dark ages in Europe, 
but indeed have their roots back to the sorcerers of ancient Egypt and 
Babylon who were powerful enough to be able to actually reproduce three 
of the ten plagues sent upon Egypt during Moses’ time. 
 
These witches are incredibly powerful. They are able to produce disease 
and kill without ever physically touching the victim, even over a distance 
of thousands of miles. This is all accomplished by demons of course, and 
these people are deluded into thinking that they control the demons when 
actually Satan and the demons are just using them. 
 
Incredible atrocities are committed within the cult by humans so controlled 
by the demons within them that they lose all emotions of love and 
compassion and become cruel beings that hardly seem human.  
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I stepped directly into this cult when I went to that summer camp with 
Sandy. I was very excited by the time we arrived. With excitement, you 
lose a lot of what you see and hear. We were taken first to the dorms 
where we were to stay and made to feel very welcome. The camp had 
many facilities: museums, libraries, and different houses where you could 
go to clairvoyants, hypnotists, palm readers, tarot card readers, voodoo 
experts, and so on. Some of these people lived there all year round, some 
didn’t. This was the place where the cult officially meets with the 
unknowing public. 
 
We attended many classes which taught us how to extend and use our 
“powers.” Sandy took me to the first meeting with the Sisters of Light. 
Much later I found out that they had been watching me carefully 
throughout my childhood, from the time of the sale of my blood made by 
Helen and Grace. Sandy took me into the large Satanic church on the 
grounds about two hours before the main evening meeting. The sun was 
setting and the entire church was dark except for 13 candles in a circle on 
the floor at the front of the church which cast shadows on the 13 figures 
also seated on the floor, one behind each candle. As we drew closer, I 
could see that the figures were 13 women, all dressed identically in long 
white robes with attached cowl-like hoods up over their heads.  
 

 
 
They were each sitting cross-legged on the highly polished wooden floor, 
backs straight, arms folded across their breasts, staring with absolute 
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concentration into the candle in front of them. The candles were each 
about two feet tall and three inches in diameter. They were made of black 
wax and each one sat on top of a long narrow sheet of paper 
that was covered with fine writing. The wax from the candles dripped down 
onto the papers. The women did not wear jewellery or ornamentation of 
any sort. There was no movement by any of them except for their 
continuous low-voiced chanting and humming as they offered their 
prayers to Satan.  
 
There was a power there that held me both fascinated and awestruck. I 
could feel a mighty stirring of the unexplainable power within myself as I 
sat and watched them throughout their two-hour ceremony. I found myself 
drawn back again the following night to watch the same ceremony. I knew 
that they were the Sisters of Light only because Sandy told me so. Other 
cult members referred to them as “Mothers,” and few knew that they were 
actually this elite group. They never told men of their identity as men were 
strictly excluded from the group.  
 
However, they are the powerhouse and main strength of the cult, and a 
strictly guarded secret even within the cult itself. They do not tolerate 
weakness in any of their members, anyone weak is destroyed. There are 
very few younger women among them. 
 
After the ceremony the second night I was approached by one of the 
women. She told me that they had noticed my interest and already knew 
of my unusual power and that they would very much like for me to enter 
into their training program. They were casual and kind and told me that 
they could train me to greatly increase and extend my power as no other 
group could. I swallowed the bait hook, line, and sinker. 
 
At first, they told me of the greatness I could have, of how I could use the 
power within me to get what I needed, and also, whatever I wanted I could 
have. This power was of Satan, not of God. They were the first to tell me 
that and they also told me that Satan is the only true God. They taught me 
how to chant and hum. Told me that if I wanted anything, all I needed to 
do was to light my candle and put my prayers underneath it.  
 
Requests are not only for me, of course, because I must not be selfish. I 
could pray either for another person’s uplifting or for his downfall. It made 
no difference as long as there was someone else’s name on the 
paper as well as my own. 
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At last, the final day of the camp came and I prepared to go home. 
Suddenly I was faced with the fact that all the kindliness of the people at 
the camp was a front and that my involvement was no longer a game, nor 
was it voluntary. When I met Sandy for the trip home, she told me that she 
had just had word from the Sisters of Light that they were offering special 
training to myself and some others who were “specially gifted.” Sandy said 
that they and the high priest and high priestess wanted to speak with me 
briefly over at the church before we left. 
 
I went over to the church and entered with several others. After we got 
into the church, we saw that armed guards immediately stepped in front 
of the doors and we were told to stand before the small group at the front 
of the church. The high priest then told us that we had been selected to 
join The Satanists, which meant signing a contract with Satan in our own 
blood at a meeting the following night. I asked what was in the contract 
and was told that I would be giving myself body and soul and spirit to “our 
great father Satan” in return for many “blessings” from him.  
 
We were also told that if we did not want to do so that they would use 
certain “persuasion” to change our minds. I told them that under no 
circumstances would I sign such a contract. At this point the high priestess 
took over and informed me that I had no choice. I looked her square in the 
eye and said, “Go to Hell! You witch! I think you are all weird, I will do no 
such thing.” 
 
Immediately a very large guard armed with a submachine gun came up 
behind me and grabbed my arm at the wrist pulling it behind me and 
upwards with such force that I felt as if he had broken it. He told me that I 
was to bow my knee to force that I felt as if he had broken it. He told me 
that I was to bow my knee to the high priestess and ask her forgiveness 
for my disrespect and that if I did not do so he would beat me until I did. 
Outraged, I shouted, “Then go ahead and start, 
because I’m not bowing myself to any woman!” 
 
He swung at me, his fist catching me full force in the temple. I don’t 
remember anymore until I awakened in a small 5 X 5 foot cell. It was 
completely bare with a hard wooden floor. The door had a small window 
out to a hallway so that I could be observed. It was almost completely 
dark. I was in that room for 24 hours. It seemed like days. I was not 
allowed to sleep, speakers blared constantly.  
 
I was told over and over again that all glory and honour and homage was 
due to Satan. That I needed to ask Satan’s forgiveness. That Satan was 
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the God of the universe. I was also told that my family was being watched 
and that if I did not adhere to the rules and regulations and sign the 
contract, they would all be tortured and killed. I was not given any food or 
water during that time. 
 
The following evening, I was taken from the room by two guards into 
another room where I was met by two women from the sisters of Light. 
They helped me to bathe, then placed a satiny white robe over my nude 
body. My feet were left bare. The robe reached the floor and was tied at 
the waist with a white cord. It had a cowl-like hood and long loose sleeves. 
It did not have ornamentation of any kind. The women told me that I should 
not fight anymore, that I could not avoid my destiny. They told me what 
wonderful “blessings” I would receive by giving myself to “my father 
Satan.” 
 
I was transported to the meeting in a closed van so that I could not see 
where we were going. This meeting was not held at the Satanic church on 
the camp grounds. I caught only a glimpse of the outside of the building 
as I was hurried inside. It had no windows and was back in the woods. It 
looked like it was some sort of storage building on a farm, though isolated, 
and there was some straw on the wooden floor inside. 
 
The building was dimly lit by many large flickering candles around the 
walls. The candles were in groups of three, a black, red, and white candle 
in each group. There were 200 to 300 people present, seated on plain 
wooden benches facing the front of the room. At the front was a wooden 
platform with torches burning around the edge on about 5-foot-tall poles. 
There was a rough-hewn stone altar down in front in the middle of the 
platform which looked like it was sitting on saw horses. I was to learn later 
that this was indeed the case to provide easy 
movability. The stone was grey with many brownish stains these stains 
were from the blood of the many sacrifices performed on that altar, both 
animal and human. 
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Chapter 7 
 

Lufias signs the contract 
 
In spite of my exhaustion and fear, I felt a stirring of excitement as I felt 
the tremendous invisible power within that room and a responding stirring 
of the power within me. Incense was burning, filling the room with its 
odour. I think it had some sort of drug in it because it quickly made me 
quite dizzy. The room was absolutely silent as the robed and hooded 
figures looked expectantly at the empty stage. At some unseen signal 
many small hand-held bells started ringing as the high priest and high 
priestess stepped noiselessly onto the stage out of the shadows. 
 
The high priest and high priestess wore identical robes. The robes were 
both of a black satin material, the same style as my own, trimmed with red 
around the hood, down the front edges, and around the edges of the long 
full sleeves. Each was tied at the waist with a golden cord. Their feet were 
also bare as were everyone else’s. Each carried a sceptre about 3 feet 
long. The high priestess’ was gold. At the top was an inverted cross with 
a serpent curling around the handle and up onto the cross. The high 
priest’s sceptre was of the same design but made 
of silver. The sceptres were carried reverently in the crook of their arms.  
 
Their presence was commanding and I became aware really for the first 
time of the tremendous power they had, and I envied them. There were 
many heavily armed guards at that meeting both inside and outside 
of the building. This was my first attendance at a real cult meeting. All the 
rest had been games and play and show. After the opening remarks, I 
was taken forward to the front of the altar by the two guards. I and the 
others were introduced to the congregation as new members anxious to 
join.  
 
The high priest first centred his attention on me. He said, 
“Brothers and Sisters of Satan, we bring you this child, this one called 
Sister Courage (that was my new name). We bring her to you for she has 
asked to become one of us, and now unto our lord and god our master, 
the master of the universe, and also the destroyer, Satan, we say: this 
child, Sister Courage, we give unto you to do your bidding to be what you 
want her to be. We have promised her as you have given us the word to 
promise, your blessings.” 
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I was then given a knife to cut my finger with, but I refused to do so. 
Instantly one of the guards brought a whip down hard on my back causing 
me to writhe in agony, but I was determined not to bow to them. With a 
flick of her hand, the high priestess signalled the guard to stop beating 
me. She spoke in a voice dripping with disdain and said that there were 
much more effective ways of showing me my error. I watched in 
amazement as she and the high priest took up positions on opposite 
sides of a large pentagram (five-pointed star) drawn on the floor in the 
middle of the stage. The pentagram was drawn inside of a circle and a 
black candle sat at each point of the star. With merely a wave of her hand 
the high priestess lit all the candles at once without touching any of them.  
 

 
 
Then she started an incantation, the high priest joining in with the chant. 
The audience also chanted at certain points when directed to do so by the 
ringing of the little bells. Suddenly the pentagram was engulfed in a 
whoosh of smoke and blinding light. The room was instantly filled with a 
foul odour as of burning sulfur. A huge demon appeared in a physical 
manifestation in the centre of the circle, flames surrounding him. He was 
huge, about 8 feet tall. He glowered menacingly at me, weaving back and 
forth. The high priestess Grace turned to me and told me 
that if I did not obey and sign the contract, I would be given to that demon 
to torture until he finally killed me. That was enough for me!  
 
Never had I felt such fear, but at the same time, I lusted after the power 
displayed by Grace (the high priestess). I was determined to become as 
powerful as she so that I could get revenge on those people for all that 
had been done to me. When I signalled my willingness to sign the 
contract, two women came forward and placed a black robe over my white 
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one. The black robe was made of a cotton material and was of the same 
design as the white one. The black was a sign that I was no longer a 
novice. I took the knife offered me and cut my finger deeply. Then I dipped 
a quill pen in my own blood and signed the contract with my name stating 
that I was giving myself body, soul and spirit to Satan. 
 

 
 
Immediately after signing the contract, I was engulfed in an electronic 
charge of energy which surged from the top of my head down to my toes. 
It was so strong that I was knocked to the floor. As I lay on the floor trying 
to recover, I realized that Grace was doing another incantation. I struggled 
to my feet to find that she had called up another demon. This one came 
down to where I stood and told me that he was going to live in me. He 
reached out and roughly grabbed me by the shoulders before I had time 
to say anything. Immediately I felt agonizing, searing heat go through my 
body and smelled sulfur strongly again.  
 
In the midst of the agony, I passed out and knew nothing more until I was 
roughly loaded into the van for the return trip to the camp. By that time, I 
was so exhausted and dizzy from the lack of sleep, the beatings I had 
endured, and the lack of food and water, that I did not fully comprehend 
the significance of what was happening to me. 
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I stayed at the camp for a week afterward so that the most noticeable of 
my cuts and bruises could heal. When I went home, I thought and felt that 
I was now one of the most powerful people on earth. I knew that I had 
power that was beyond most peoples’ imagination. I thought that nothing 
and no one could destroy me. 
 
How wrong I was! 
 
I was now a member of The Satanists, had a new name, and was what is 
known as a witch. About one month after I had signed the contract with 
Satan I had my first meeting with the local high priestess. The coven in 
my hometown was fairly large, about a thousand people. The high 
priestess contacted me and told me that she wanted to see me in her 
home. I was very surprised to be called by such a high authority. Very few 
girls are ever called to see the high priestess unless they are to be 
punished, or if she has something specific for them to do. 
 
Her home was elaborate and very beautiful and she ruled with an iron 
hand. She told me, “You have been specially selected by Satan to be 
trained for his work and to become a high priestess if you can qualify.” 
Within the satanist cult this is a great honour. You must be highly ranked 
to be accepted for that type of training. The high priestess was an elderly 
lady. She had been a high priestess for many many years. She was very 
pretty even though she was old. Her personality was one of friendliness 
and yet there was something very cold about her. She knew that I was to 
replace her. A high priestess is always destroyed when she is replaced by 
another witch. She is commanded by Satan or one of his high demons to 
train another witch to take her place. She has no choice but to obey the 
command. 
 
I thought it strange that she should ask me to be trained for such a position 
as I was so young and a new member. What I didn’t know at the time was 
that the demons that I already had were far stronger than hers and that 
Satan had commanded her to teach me exactly what they were, how to 
use them, and how, in the end, to destroy her. 
 
In my heart of hearts, I was not, and never would be, one for destruction. 
I enjoyed living and I did not want to hurt this lady, but I knew that if I did 
not, she would kill me. I received intensive training in several areas for the 
next 20 months. I met with the high priestess mostly at her home or at 
other meeting places where we met off in another room away from the 
other members of the cult. We met often, at least weekly. 
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The contents of my training by the high priestess consisted mainly of 
incantations. I learned how to conjure up spirits to do my bidding. She 
taught me how to project and use that strange power that I had felt within 
me for so long.  She taught me that those powers came from demons 
dwelling within me. She also taught me protocol and how to conduct cult 
meetings as a high priestess. 
 
The Sisters of Light also participated in my training. They were the 
principal ones responsible for training me to increase in power as rapidly 
as I did. Through their training, I learned many secrets that most other 
high priestesses never know. They asked me to join their society but I 
refused. Secretly I always thought they were very strange.  
 
Arrangements were made for training in martial arts as well. I already 
knew some Karate and Judo, but knew nothing about Kung-Fu. I was 
given into the hands of a middle-aged Chinese man who was a master of 
all three. He was a well-known lawyer in my hometown. He was kind to 
me, but a very tough taskmaster. I learned much from him. He trained 
many cult people from the whole surrounding area. He thought that I had 
much potential and wanted me to participate in a public competition. I 
never did and never wanted to. 
 
 
Learning martial arts was a rigorous and tormenting type of training. I 
asked special demons to come into me to give me the abilities I needed. 
The mind and the body must be trained to move as one. I could jump 
many feet in the air, land on my feet, make somersaults and come up and 
destroy someone with my feet and/or hands. I became an expert also in 
the use of knives, num-chucks, swords, guns, bows and arrows, stars, 
and many types of oriental weapons that are not well known in this 
country. Not only do high-ranking members of the cult 
receive such training, but a number of the lower-ranking members also 
receive it so that they can serve as guards, assassins, etc. 
 
I was taught much about Satan, almost all of it lies. I was taught about his 
power, about his love for me. How I had been rejected by God. How Satan 
loved me and wanted me as his own and about how I had been chosen 
among all women to be his high priestess. The Sisters of Light also told 
me much about the opportunity to become a regional Bride of Satan. 
 
There are only 5 to 10 regional Brides of Satan at any one time. It is a 
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position of great honour and power. The Sisters of Light told me they were 
sure I had the ability to attain this high position. They constantly talked 
about all the benefits I would gain if I reached it. I became determined to 
gain that position. 
 
The first demon that I actually saw, manifested to me in a physical form 
during that first ceremony when I signed the contract. The next demon I 
actually saw, was the first “conjured-up” demon of my own. As I performed 
the appropriate incantation, he appeared in a cloud of smoke which 
smelled strongly of sulfur. The whole episode was a very elaborate, very 
staged type of thing, but he was very real. Again, he was in a physical 
form. He was huge, about eight feet tall. He had a body much like a man, 
yet different. 
 
He was all black. We have since come to know this class of demons as 
Black Warriors. He had fiery red eyes, and huge hands, and his armour 
was really his skin. It was made up of thick, black, hard scales, something 
like a tortoise’s shell. Each scale was about six inches square. I knew that 
this was a powerful demon and I had called him up just to see if I could do 
it. As he stood silently staring at me, I told him that I was the “chosen one.” 
His response was, “I know who you are, and I know that I am sent here to 
guard you and that nothing will ever harm you as long as I’m here, and as 
long as you serve the almighty Satan, our lord and 
our god.”  
 
He fought many battles both for me, and, when I was disobedient to Satan, 
then against me. I saw and conversed with many demons after that. As 
my skill grew in being able to see the spirit world, I was able to see and 
talk with demons without them taking on a physical form. Indeed, I rarely 
asked them to appear physically except on occasions when I wanted to 
impress or frighten someone lower in the cult than myself. 
 
I had come too far to go back. 
 
 


