Nick Toth

Period 5

5/3/11

The Restoration of Lucifer

To Whom It May Concern:


Hello reader, my name is George Dante Sinclair; I am a psychologist in Southern California.  I have been a psychologist for ten years now and got my Masters Degree five years ago in Clinical Psychology.  I have my own office and usually take clients from my church and others that have a referral.  As I mentioned, I attend a church and have been involved for many years and continue to serve and do what I can to benefit the Kingdom of God.  


Anyway, with what I just said, I have a new life now; I never thought my life would have changed in this way.  This could be God or this could be what was destined for me.  I must apologize for not filling you in a little sooner but I just wanted to inform you on a few things so you may understand my confusion and situation.


Approximately four day ago, I was in a rush to work and had a banana peel in my hand and as I walked into my office I tried to throw the banana peel into the trash can but failed miserably and didn’t bother going to pick it up (biodegradable?).  As I walked into my office, the atmosphere got cold and a man with horns on his head approached me and he told me that I had to go with him.  Long story short, I soon found out that the banana peel that I “littered” gave me a one-way trip straight to Hell.  I tried pleading with the man/demon and told him that I was a Christian and psychologist and all I do is help people.  He suddenly paused and told me that he had a new job for me.  


We approached a wall and he took his staff and hit the wall with immense force and an old-fashion elevator appeared and we got in and he pushed the button with a star on it and we started going down.  As the elevator made it’s way down to the “Star Level” the man/demon cleared his throat and gave a little chuckle before he told me how Dante Alighieri would be furious knowing that we are taking an elevator to the last level.  He continued to say that he remembers the day when Dante and Virgil were going down each level and almost dying or getting into trouble and having to put some effort into their journey.  Before I knew it, the doors opened up and we walked into a room.


I am sitting in the same room as the Prince of Darkness, Satan or as I like to address him, Lucifer.  I am going to be his psychologist for as long as he needs me.  I am going to assist him and try to help him even though I am a Christian and he is, well, Satan.


As much as I would like to tell you about my feelings, whoever you are, I am more interested in showing you my newest and admirable patient, Lucifer.  Here is our first session together:


Hello, my name is Lucifer and well, I don’t really know what to say to this 
little device.  Well I think I’m just going to go off on random tangents and rants, here goes nothing.


I think it all started about ten years ago, I remember I wanted some cigarettes but I didn’t have any nor did I have a lighter, so instead of sending one of my maids to go get them I decided it would be fun and great to go on Earth and see something different for once.  I arrived at the liquor store and asked for some Marlboros and a lighter, I asked for the one with the “Hello Kitty” on it, I personally thought it was hot! But then the man with the crazy purple bed sheet on his head and dirty beard asked for identification.  Luckily I have an ID card and passport for every location in the world, so I proceeded to give him my ID and he jumped back and pulled out a shotgun and started screaming for someone in the back named Allah.  After five minutes of us screaming at each other I noticed that no one was there so I quickly grabbed the goods and sprinted out of the store before he could bust a cap in me.  I feel absolutely terrible that I just ripped this guy off and stole cigarettes and a “Hello Kitty” lighter, even though she is one cute pussy.


Unfortunately, that isn’t the only time I have been abused or unwelcome on earth.  Five years ago I was bored and decided to roam around the streets of New York when I saw an old man in all black from across the street.  I noticed that he had a hunched back and that his staff looked flimsy and he was yelling for help and no one would help him.  So I quickly hid in an alley and made a strong, stiff, thick and long staff that would support him and as I walked up to him he poked me in the chest with his not so flimsy but erect staff and proceeded to tell me that if I didn’t leave that he would poke me where it hurts most.  I don’t understand why people are being so mean to me; I was trying to help the poor old man.  And what does that even mean? Poke me where it hurts most?


And from then on I have been having the worst encounters with people.  Even in Hell I don’t get no respect; I feel like Harvey Dangerfield.  And now I’m constantly having bad dreams and waking up with piss all over me, I guess that is why it is called a wet dream.  Take for example, in one of the many reoccurring dreams I have, one of my maids comes up to me and asks me if I know how to use DVR and I usually respond with a sarcastic “NO” and she walks away all disappointed and I tell her I was being sarcastic and then she goes on telling me that I am the meanest person ever.  That is when I wake up realizing I am drenched in piss and sweat and realizing that I have no idea what a DVR is, that is the scariest dream ever to come across my mind.


I remember the good old days when all we would do in Hell was have a barbeque going and have a game of badminton and drink some cold apple martinis and talk about the latest in fashion.  But now I feel like I am an outcast and that no one wants to be my friend or they just want to make my life a living Hell.  It’s not funny and I’m sick of all of this garbage and criticism.  I have feelings and all I try to do is be as nice as possible to everyone.  I don’t know what I did to cause all of this! God, help me I am trapped in this darkness and I hate this torture!!! 


I need help Doctor; I don’t want to feel any of this pain.  I want to stand tall; I want people to know where I stand and that I can’t be pushed around liked this! How do I go about all of this? I can only look to you for help Doctor.  You are my only hope of getting all these people to back off.  I think that is all I can think of right now.  Man, did that feel good! Well, I think I am ready to grab my snuggie and watch some Pretty Little Liars and Glee on my TIVO.  I can’t wait for the next session; same time tomorrow?


What you just read is the true Lucifer.  All those stories and emotions and scars are really his.  It may seem like a joke but I watched him in the eye and heard the emotion in his voice and in his eyes.  He is truly an amazing being.  I know that it may seem odd that I am saying that as a Christian but Lucifer as admitted so much and was open and genuinely wants help.  I am, to be honest, extremely excited to be working with H.I.M. (His Innocent Majesty).  


This is Doctor George Dante Sinclair and you have just witnessed and are now going to be a witness to the restoration of Satan, the Prince of Darkness, Lucifer, etc…I hope you are just as surprised as I am when dealing with this.  I could only imagine what will soon be released from his mind, soul and heart.  He needs me and I will be there for him.

Sincerely,

Dr. George Dante Sinclair
