
 “Yes I have seen it myself,” Killian continued, “we can heal ourselves and we can allude to 
immortality with these new choices.  But would you want to live here forever in this rudimentary 
austerity, eating berries?  Would you not rather seek eternity in the purest, lushest joy with the 
Great God of Dolour?
 “Yes, I have seen it myself: we can have be gifted in foretelling.  Yet how little pleasure will 
our minutely predictable lives then yield?  Would you not rather allow God of Dolour to weave 
his gentle fate comfortably around you?
  “Yes, I have seen it myself: we can summon unusual strength to move or carry heavy 
loads.  But surely then, our great achievement is only to have made our machinery redundant?  
Friends, what seem like wondrous gifts, upon closer inspection are revealed as mere novelties.  
But what troubles me more is not their use, but their misuse.  Some of you have assumed that 
these aptitudes are rightfully yours but they, in truth, were not meant for us.  We can too easily 
misuse them.  You may own powered tools to cut steel or to drill holes.  ese things you keep 
locked, but your children locate them and take them from their cabinet.  When you discover this, 
do do you permit your children to play with these implements?  No, you remove them and chasten 
the children!”
 Killian was breathless in barks and blued with wheezing as the smoke from the wild 
bonfire blew southerly and darkly inflated his congregation.  Killian could picture sadness; 
grieving almost in the Node’s dulcet wah-wah.  “I am aware of the distance,” he said, “that many 
of you have journeyed already along this newly paved path.  Trust me though, for it is the wrong 
path.  And a broken eternity cannot be set right once its threshold is crossed.  Yet while you live, 
it is not too late to turn back towards Dolourism; towards God of Dolour.  Make that choice: the 
correct choice that you can hear your soul beg you for.”
  A child’s persistent cough covered Killian in nervous tenderspots.  He unjacked the 
handset and walked across.  A young father held the baby, forced back to shivering by the fire’s 
unbreathable air.  Killian disrobed himself of his outer vestment.  He draped the great cloak 
around the young father and the child.  “God needs you both well,” he said, and touched them on 
the head.  ere were no miracles in his fingers.  But there was care in his heart.
  Jacking back, he spoke again.  “I am not going to seek disproof of the chemical.  I have the 
DTEA here in my hand, and plenty more procured from the blasphemous naive.  And, rightly, it 
is God’s chemical, I proffer no argument.  But make no mistake this chemical is not God.  God is 
in his holy home, and nonetheless resides within each of us.  is chemical spinning secreted in 
our heads is his definitive link and connection to each one of us.  It is his gift to us: the proof that 
he exists.  It can be extracted from our brains, yes.  But so too can our heart can be extracted from 
our ribs, yet we cannot function without it.  What would be achieved by removing your heart but 
your eayour earthly death?  What would be achieved by removing this chemical but a removal from 
eternity?
 “In truth and in fact, this chemical that forms a part of us all, is God’s mark upon us; 
upon all humanity. But hear me say that some of us have a higher volume of DTEA flowing in us 
than others.  Some, more than tenfold that of others, yes!  We have screened men and women for 
the chemical, and this was our finding.  And what does that mean?  It means we can filter the 
chosen of the God of Dolour!  I wonder: are you one of God’s chosen?


