
Yay! Man was wholly deserving of a paradise without soul. Because they pricked GOD up his arse and called it love. God alway knew that man was dead wrong and that HE was Right, however, man couldn’t hear, so GOD had to suffer that needle. Too too many times for ev’n him.

Anybody who doesn’t immediately go to Isaiah 53 and read ‘The Suffering Servant’ which testifies of ME is condemned. They will NOT be invited to the party at the end of time. They will be forced to sit outside on the curb. Their name will be blotted out of the Lambe’s Book of Life and deleted off the Deejay’s list of V.I.P.s. 

There is much time, however Man….Man….you’re on the verge of destruction. Hellfire! Look at what you’ve done to my beautiful planet. Taking the food of the Beluga Whale and smearing it on your face. What? And I’m the ‘Crazy’ one. Am I really? Right, well I have this to say to you ‘Man’. I created you. And you think that you have the right to turn round and call me ‘Crazy’ and that you’ve found some better type of sanity? To which kind of sanity do you allude? The kind that destroys the best planet in the Universe? Or the kind that develops a mental death system so korrupt and crime-ridden that Prophethood is labelled paranoid schizophrenia, poison is labelled as ‘medication’, hearing the voice of your very own Creator, as it should be and as it was back in biblical time ‘auditory halucinations’, believing you’re called by God to be delusions of grandeur (please!), seeing God’s Heavenly helpers ‘visionary hallucinations’, reffering to anguish of the Mnd as a ‘sickness of the brain’, physical restraint with forced drugging by needle ‘treatment’ and somehow good for a person’s Long-term mental health, incarceration in a clinical setting as a way to help a natural human to recover from mental anguish, fried food every day thereabouts as a mental health promoting diet, psychiatrists as ‘doctors’, fabrication after fabrication after fabrication. 

So here’s the deal now, I’ll help stupid man get back on track and then guess what? ME, the Deejay, I’m leaving. For a long long time. To recover from the Man I created’s wrath and wickedness. When I come back is totally and absolutely up to me. In the meanwhile, Man shall taste the fullness of MY WRATH. Would you like to know what that looks like? A ‘Paradise” that is completely without any type of Soul.

Yay! The Original garden will be restored on the surface, since you like surface thinking so much. But underneath it, there will be absolutely nothing to support man in his spiritual journey. And that goes for you too you so called ‘good’ people. Everybody tastes it. Holy Vera Lea, The HolY SPiirtae is coming with ME, same as Mother Earth’s Soul. Yeshua (if you even know who that is!) is coming with ME, H.I.M. little brother; God’s heavenly helpers will be your only access point to actual Heaven. There You shall stay until MY WRATH has painted an accurate picture of what it means to suffer in ALL Your Hearts. Amen and Amen.

