
                                          
 My body is weak and shriveled. I am nothing without a host. I hunger and I’m 

exposed. I have no shell nor armor to protect me, so how is it that you fear me? I am 

nothing without you. I am only a pitiful being, with no true strength of my own. It is you 

who quenches my hunger. It is you who gives me my strength.  

 I feed on your fear; it gives me my power. I feed on your blood; it fulfills my 

thirst. At first, it bothered me to hurt another. I tortured myself with guilt after feeding on 

my first prey—I was weak then—but it tasted so sweet I couldn’t resist. So I attacked 

another and another until the guilt eased away and the true purpose of my existence was 

revealed to me. 

 Your scarlet blood is a ruby to me; its taste is that of honey. Without it I die. So 

why shouldn’t I attack you? Should I sacrifice myself so that you do not feel pain? 

 It is sad that something so weak, so pitiful is feared by a stronger creation. That I 

am able to steal your strength and gain power as you become the weakling. But the fear I 

have is blinding isn’t it? It is an alley that I have conquered and misuse as a weapon that 

can shatter your body and mind. That is my true strength, being able to blind you with 

lies. I bleed, so I can be killed, but you cannot see that can you? I have stolen your eyes 

and made you think that you are nothing. I have abused you until you cried and screamed 

into the air, but I did not stop. I will not stop until you’re crushed and beg me for mercy. 
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 Do not hate me. Take pride. You are the one who made me what I am. You are 

my strength, my power. You are the one who sustains my life. YOU ARE THE ONE 

WHO HAS HANDED ME THE KEYS TO YOUR LIFE! I did not take them, you 

handed them to me as a gift. I now have absolute power over you, and I thank you for 

your pitiful sacrifice. 

  

As for you, you were dead in your transgressions and sins, in 

which you used to live when you followed the ways of the world and 

of the ruler of the kingdom of the air, the spirit who is now at work in 

those who are disobedient. All of us also lived among them at one 

time, gratifying the cravings of our sinful nature and following its 

desires and thoughts. Like the rest, we were by nature objects of 

wrath. But because of his great love for us, God, who is rich in 

mercy, made us alive with Christ even when we were dead in 

transgressions—it is by grace you have been saved. And God 

raised us up with Christ and seated us with him in the heavenly 

realms in Christ Jesus, 

                 Ephesians 2:1-6 NIV 
 


