
Publicerad 2023-02-08 09:40 av Daaba 77

Hell

The return

7 heavens in layers.

Lamps in the lowest, sometimes

blazing fire thrown at devils

the companiens of the blaze.

Conceal or don't conceal,

the secrets of hearts.

Does The suptle the aquated not know?

He who creates?

Then walk slow on His Earth and eat of His provision.

Or do you feel secure He will not send to destroy you?
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