
Sympathy for the Devil  

 

 

In the beginning there was nothing, only God and the uncountable numbers of angels. We all 

served as we should (for we all loved God completely. How could we not? He was Kindness.), 

and time passed well. There was no suffering nor was there any evil. 

 

That was, of course, until God began to grow restless. The Earth was formless, dark, and 

watery. First, came the light to form the night and day, and the first sense of any sort of time 

came with them. And so God created the expanse around the watery waste of Earth and called it 

Heaven. Then came the land, and, shortly after, various kinds of vegetation. It was all very 

beautifully done and a pleasure to behold. Then, to our delight, came the stars. They shone 

brightly against the dark of the night sky and seemed to twinkle in a most comforting way. After 

that, God decided the Earth needed some living things to grace its surface, so He made the fish of 

the seas and the winged creatures, who could soar just like we could when we so chose. Earth 

was becoming more alive with each passing day. With the fifth night passing, God decided there 

needed to be all sorts of animals to fill the land. Some were intended to feed upon the vegetation 

and others to help maintain the population as carnivores. It was a great idea, and they were 

splendid. It all seemed like a very good idea. 



 

But then it happened—the sixth day—and was far worse than I ever could have imagined. 

God decided to make a human man in our image to rule and care for all the fish of the seas and 

the animals of the fields and forests. He formed a creature from the dust and blew the breath of 

life into him. He thus created Adam, placing him within the Garden to enjoy all that God had 

made. Adam lived in the most beautiful spot on Earth, with all the wonders of God’s creation at 

hand. 

 

Everyone knows on the next day He rested. They also know that, in time, God created Eve to 

keep Adam company, and to soothe the longing in his soul sprung up from his loneliness in the 

Garden. They all know the story of how I tempted them to disobey and caused them to be kicked 

out of that wonderful paradise. But, they don’t know the half of it. And they damn sure don’t 

know why. 

 

There is much speculation on the subject. To Christians, I had driven them out because I 

hated the human race, which at the time I didn’t…not yet. In Islam they have it that I refused to 

bow to humans when ordered by God because I loved God too much to bow to anyone else. That 

for the most part was true...except for the bowing part (that whole idea is a little farfetched, as 

none of us is meant to bow to anyone but the one, true God). 

 

I think the reason lies somewhere between. I was not jealous of humans. Why would I be? I 

was the most beautiful of the angels and shone bright enough to rival any star in the sky. I was a 

loyal servant to Him who created me and loved Him for giving me life. But He had created these 

creatures no better than animals. They had the potential to be very cruel and had emotions He 

could not fathom. And here was God bestowing on them all He had created in making the Earth? 

I didn’t understand it and it infuriated me! We all served Him well and with everything we had in 

us. The humans, so far, had not at all. 

 

And I knew that in their hearts there was a tendency to disobey. I thought He ought to be 

made aware of that fact. I never imagined it would have led to what it did. 

 

Everyone knows what happened next. Eve was tempted and Adam, as most men since then, 

was persuaded by a pretty face to do whatever she asked. Both knew full well they were not 

supposed to. Had they been loyal souls they would have never done that. But they did.  



 

And they were forced to pay in their own way (life becoming so much harder for the both of 

them than it had ever been in the Garden), and I was tossed from the only home I’d ever 

known…down into the fiery depths of hell, where I missed the light and the company of other 

angels. Sure, there were a few who where cast out with me, but I missed God and felt terribly 

homesick and alone. 

 

It is a little known fact to most that demons, fallen as we were, are still and always will be 

servants to God all the same. Yes, we are reluctant in our anger towards Him who made us. But, 

like it or not, everything God ever created has no choice in the matter when it comes to carrying 

out His will. Besides, no one ever stopped to think we still loved Him as much as ever. It was an 

issue of pride and anger (with which humans themselves became well familiar from the start). 

When it came down to it, none of us of either race had any say in anything. 

 

Time seemed to stand still in hell. It was boring—not the torment it is made out to be—more 

a return to the nothing we had known before Earth was created, but without the Father of all 

Things to comfort us. It was a terrible time. The fallen were assigned the duties of tempting 

humans (so that God should know the level of their devotion and faith, and, oddly enough, to 

help them grow closer to Him through their suffering). It was something that Christ Himself was 

later sent to remind them—that even in the deepest sufferings imaginable God would not leave 

you. It was such a consolation. We all knew it to be true…and we all still missed our home. But 

we knew what we had done. We had disobeyed the same as those pitiful, puny humans. And 

now, to pay for it, we were sent as charges to test their faith, their strength, and their will…and to 

collect their souls at their time of death. It was nice to be able to walk the Earth alongside them, 

unnoticed. 

 

Death was such a fascinating thing to us. It was never easy and looked rather...painful. Some 

people suffered terribly. But in those days, and ever since, I did not care how they suffered. 

When their time came there was always a peace that enveloped them, as He welcomed them 

home to where their souls had begun, lucky bastards. It was not angels who ushered them there 

(as everyone thinks), but us: the fallen. 

 

 

 



 

I delighted in their screams of pain, for I was angry—furious, really—that they still had the 

closeness with God and the pleasures of the world He gave them. I myself enjoyed those 

pleasures, for I could take any form I chose. And I used that to my advantage every chance I got! 

It was amazing to me how weak most of these people truly were. How willing they were to let go 

of all they knew to be true to pursue a fleeting moment of happiness at all expense to any future 

happiness they might know. 

 

I longed for a home I knew I’d never see again. I spent ages upon ages testing and tempting 

those poor wretches. I wondered, marveled actually, at how they could hurt those they claimed to 

love. And I wondered what it would feel like to love another as deeply as some of those who had 

been hurt had loved their betrayers. Since being shut out of heaven I had caused much suffering 

and torment and come to delight in seeing the pure terror on their faces. 

 

I became fascinated with how they could violently kill and maim one another. How they 

abused their fellow souls on a whim and how cruel they were! They were so easy to control 

when they gave themselves over to anger. I was somewhat surprised to learn that they, like I, felt 

such a powerful emotion and urge to harm…something. I can no longer count for how long this 

went on, how many truly hideous things I had tempted them to do, and how many they carried 

out. My anger never wavered, for they did not seem to understand what they had been given and 

that they where closer to God than I was at any given moment. They did not understand in the 

least that we are all merely here to do what is required of us by God and that all other things are 

meaningless. They spent year upon year trying to gain fame or fortune with little care for those 

around them. And I spent eons upon eons making them pay. 

 

It was hilarious to the fallen how, over the ages, people had come to blame us for their own 

shortcomings, their fits of anger, and even minor mistakes that they would make along the way. 

Sure, we did test them from time to time, but it was not as they had thought. It made us laugh 

when they’d assume their run of bad luck or terrible deed was the result of us haunting them, as 

if we had nothing better to do with our time. I mean, it wasn’t like we were all just sitting around 

going I’m bored…think I’ll fuck with so and so today and see how I can mess up their destiny. It 

just doesn’t work that way. We seldom bothered any one soul for long, unless assigned to do so, 

as was the case with Job. 

 

 



For the record, I had not wanted to do that any more than I had wanted to test Judas and later 

lead him to end his life. We were both simply doing what was required of us. He had no more 

wanted to give Jesus away to the Jews than I had wanted to entice him into doing what he did to 

end it. But God has a plan beyond any of our knowing, and we have no choice but to see that it 

comes to pass. Job, by the way, had impressed me with his strength and obedience…as did Jesus. 

I had loved him for his true spirit of kindness, something that eluded me. No one had ever been 

kind to me in all this time, but he was, even as I tempted him. I was starting to think maybe all of 

them weren’t as bad as I’d imagined. But I was still angry. 

 

I missed home less and less as the ages passed. I was fascinated by the inventiveness of 

humans and all the things they could make through God’s inspiration. It was amazing the things 

they could do. I took pleasure from the women, much as the others who begot the Nephilim. 

There was no worry over that mistake anymore. God had put an end to it. Both parties who 

disobeyed in that regard suffered equally, which wasn’t really much to the fallen; those angels 

who dared simply became one of us, and let’s face it, there are far worse things... The humans 

paid the ultimate price: death…within days or months. So it was impossible to get close to 

anyone. I did still wonder at the closeness and comfort humans could find in one another. But it 

was lost to me. 

 



They all died, usually at my hand. They were weak, fickle souls and had very little 

personality to them. Most roused my anger with their stupidity and ignorant words. They were 

simply to be used. Of course, none of them knew who I was either. They simply didn’t seem to 

care. And I did have work to do. There are always souls to gather and people to test. Most of the 

torment attributed the fallen was nothing more than the cruelness of humanity. Their 

stubbornness to simply give their lives over to God and do his will fed my anger. And things 

went on as they always had. We gravitated towards those who focused on the darker elements 

and loved all things horrid; there was never any shortage of those souls to wreak havoc on. 

 

That all changed suddenly one day when I was sent to gather the soul of a child—a newborn 

actually. She had never drawn breath, but she refused to die. With the twitch of a toe they knew 

it wasn’t too late and labored tirelessly to save her. I usually don’t take much notice, having seen 

this sort of thing a million times. (They didn’t die as much in modern times as they had in the 

past, thanks to the invention of all those terrible, yet wonderful machines and medicines. Medical 

advancements had been astounding.) But this one had a rather strong will, and I liked that. 

 

She was small and frail, and they said she always would be. She was also a fighter, and I 

admired that. She grew well enough, but was never really what most call well. She really didn’t 

seem to mind. I had spoken to her in childhood from behind the doors of an old wardrobe once 

owned by her great-grandma. It was a rather nice conversation that she did not recall for long; 

she lost the memory of whom she used to speak to behind those doors. She just remembered that 

she used to. She had a kind soul. She sympathized with the plight of Adam upon hearing it read 

to her as a child. For no one should be that lonely. She knew well what it was like, since she 

grew up totally and completely isolated from most. 

 

She also had sympathy for me, which at first had made me laugh…until I realized what she 

meant. I came to her in a dream once. I was sent to test her. It was a simple one. We spoke as she 

dreamt of being in an old run-down house looking out at her home and told me plainly she was 

not at all afraid of me. She saw it all for what it was—merely like a rebellious child who had 

longed for his parents’ approval to start with, then lived to serve, and strove to do the best he 

could. And then came the others. And it all went terribly, terribly wrong. 

 

She often wondered if I might be able to seek forgiveness, since God was truly kindness in its 

purest form, and all things were possible (or they were supposed to be). 



And then she fell silent as she gazed out the window at the home she was raised in. It was 

quiet. But it was comforting. The whole thing had a comfort about it that I had not felt since 

leaving my own home. 

 

I visited her often during times of distress, the same as the other angels do. To comfort the 

humans in their time of need was a rather strange thing for me to do. But I couldn’t not do it. She 

had a hard life, filled with sickness and poverty. And there were days her soul pined for those she 

could love who would love her in return, and for home. For the first time in all my existence, my 

heart and soul went out to a human. I felt for her in her sorrow; her pain was heartbreaking. 

 

I had grown somewhat less angry since I had been watching her life unfold. I did get madder 

than hell when I saw how those she loved treated her, and furious when her so-called lovers 

would wrong her. I was tempted to harm them all. I would come to her in thoughts when she was 

truly beyond upset and offer comfort, while her angels did the same. She had been abused over 

the years far more than I thought she deserved, and she did get angry when they hit her or 

insulted her, which they did without fail. Some of it she knew to be true and some not, but there 

were times when she’d curse them for it. And I loved that! It reminded me of my own anger and 

of the anger of men that drives man to sin against his own. And she put her soul into it as she did 

all things. I thought it was beautiful, but then I have seen so many horrors through the ages I am 

a little warped. She would wish demons would eat her abusers’ bones. And THAT made me 

laugh! It was very creative. I did ask her once, after having her heart broken, and once more, 

when she had been beaten by someone in her family, if she really did wish that. She admitted she 

could not actually harm anyone. I loved that about her. 

 

Then came the day they wouldn’t leave her alone. She had been sick and isolated for months 

on end. And God, how she missed people and music and all those good little things most people 

just seem to forget to notice. She was always depressed and felt worthless. At the time she was 

the most comforting thing in the world to me. It pained me to no end to see her suffer. There 

were times she prayed to die, to be done with life and away from there—to return to where she 

had come from, wherever that was, and leave them to their own designs. She was tired of trying 

and getting nowhere, and most tired of being alone. They tormented her with their words and she 

did the same back. She did not like it a damned bit, but they kept pushing her. 

 

 

 



 

The physical abuse followed. They hit her to shut her up, as they always did. I was mad as 

hell! But she wouldn’t let me harm them, I knew. She loved them for some reason I could not 

understand. Finally, she snapped, cursed them for all they were worth and God for making them. 

 

She wished we’d devour them. She wished she could just lie down and die and simply 

be…gone. I was worried because I could feel that she meant it, although it bothered her to her 

soul. Far worse, she could imagine how free it would feel for them to be dead. She would miss 

them, God she would miss them. But she would be finally free of the insults and those who 

seemed to delight in making her hate herself. It was a terrible day. 

 

She lay close to death. She had downed more mixed and various narcotics than she could 

count. (The marvels of modern medicine have always been a two-edged sword.) I comforted her. 

We were not of the world at that moment; had they cared to search for her, she would not have 

been there. And she didn’t care. I held her close and smoothed her hair and spoke softly to her of 

all the good things she had so loved. And she took comfort in the closeness. She had been close 

to no one in years and found it damned nice. I came to her in my true form, not used since the 

fall, and she delighted in the beauty of it. I loved her as I had loved no one and more than I love 

anyone but God. I had stopped missing my Creator and home when I found her. And now she 

was leaving me. I could hardly bear it. I held her closer and kissed her softly; in that moment of 

sin I decided I couldn’t let her die yet. I used all the power God would allow me and I healed her. 

And then I took her as mine. I had seen how completely she had loved, and her sympathy for me 

had made me long to know what that was like. It was heaven. And I actually prayed that she 

never have to die. I know people don’t believe it, but even the fallen pray! God is a loving God 

and listens to all…even us. 

 

Weeks later, as she lay on her bed breathing her last, I wept. I held her close and cried like a 

baby. I comforted her as she drew her last breath, and I made the whole experience painless 

toward the end. It was my job. I usually didn’t offer the comfort the angels did, they being much 

better at that kind of thing, but on that dark day I couldn’t help it! 



 

She was buried, and I was devastated! The dead know nothing. I could not reach her. So I 

went on in my rage, anger, and pain. I covered the world in sorrow and sin until it matched the 

emptiness within me since she left. I could not do anything but torment them and continue to 

serve God. I had no idea what His will was. All I knew was I missed her and wished He would 

just let me come home. I was crushed more than I had ever been in all the ages past. None of 

these people had her spirit or beautiful soul. And then one day, amidst my anger and despair, HE 

came to me. The heavens opened up and, for the first time since I was assigned the duty of 

tempting Jesus and tormenting his betrayer Judas, God came to me. I glimpsed the home I had so 

loved and truly missed…and I wept. 

 

My soul was pained and my mind grieved for the things I had done and seen done and all I 

had caused to come about. Pure pain and sorrow hit me full force, and I was driven to my knees. 

I stayed there and cried and prayed and begged Him to forgive me! For, I had not known what 

would come and had not truly meant any of the things that had came to pass. In that moment He 

lifted my head, cradling my face in his right hand, and forgave me! I am still stunned by it! 

 



The heavens opened up and received me. I was home among angels without number, and, 

like them, in my true form—the one she had so loved—all beauty and light and goodness. And 

then she was beside me, shining bright in the sky with a luster to match my own. She smiled. I 

was a little confused. The dead are supposed to stay dead until God sends for them on 

Resurrection Day, yet here she was! 

 

I looked questioningly at God, Who simply smiled and ruffled my hair like I was a child (and 

I guess in some ways I was). The whole ordeal seemed so pointless. There was no need for evil 

and no need for me to inspire it. People were perfectly capable, where evil is concerned. I was 

finally home. And from that day forward I would never be alone. Better yet, I was free of my 

duty. There were lesser fallen who could see souls to their rest. The humans would continue to 

blame me, I was sure, but I no longer cared. Once again, all was good and as it should be. 

 

 


