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	For
	your consideration...

	

	

	

	

	Though
	I uploaded the prequel to the Chaos
	in the Blink of an Eye series—in
	e-book format—on 09-18-15, I waited until 09-24-15 to include
	this “For Your Consideration” piece in the book. The
	reason? In a nutshell, the increasing number of individuals
	proclaiming to know the exact date of the Rapture of Christ’s
	Church. 
	

	
	While
	this has been ongoing for many years, decades even, there has been a
	sharp increase of false date-setters since the turn of the century.
	According to the Word of God, it will only get worse... 
	

	
	When
	one of these false prophets, whose name I won’t mention,
	foolishly predicted it would happen on 09-23-15, knowing it wouldn’t
	come to pass as he so boldly predicted, I added this the following
	day. 
	

	
	Let’s
	face it, with so many prophecy websites, social media sites and You
	Tube
	videos dominating the Internet, it’s virtually impossible to
	avoid the topic of the end times. Contributors to those sites and
	videos have very strong opinions on the subject, one way or another.
	Some of them are quite informative while, frankly, others border on
	the bizarre. 
	

	
	While
	I agree that we’re
	living in the end times—I’ve
	believed this for quite some time—no one, I repeat NO ONE,
	knows exactly when God’s
	final prophetic clock will start ticking. Even Jesus didn’t
	know when He walked among us. With that in mind, anyone foolishly
	setting such dates must think they are more privileged than Jesus
	was and, consequently, should be avoided at all costs.

	
	With
	regard to the
	Rapture, some flat-out reject the very notion of it. They claim no
	such
	doctrine
	existed before John Nelson Darby invented it in 1830 A.D. Prior to
	that, with the exception of Morgan Edwards, who wrote a short essay
	on a “pre-tribulation” rapture as a college paper for
	Bristol Baptist College, in Bristol England, in 1744, no one else
	had ever heard of it. 
	

	
	Others
	claim the word “Rapture” doesn’t exist in the Word
	of God and, therefore, couldn’t possibly be real. To this I
	say the word “Bible” isn’t found in the Bible
	either, but it certainly exists. 
	

	
	While
	it’s true the word “rapture” isn’t mentioned
	in the Bible, the word literally means to “be caught up”
	or “snatched away”. First
	Thessalonians 4:16-17 states, “For
	the Lord himself will descend from heaven with a cry of command,
	with the voice of an archangel, and with the sound of the trumpet of
	God. And the dead in Christ will rise first.
	Then
	we who are alive, who are left, will be caught up together with them
	in the clouds to meet the Lord in the air, and so we will always be
	with the Lord.”

	
	For
	those who believe a Rapture will take place at some point in the
	future, the question is when will it finally happen? Will it come to
	pass before the long-foretold seven-year Tribulation period, as
	described in the pages of the Book of Revelation? Will it happen at
	the midway point? Or will God’s children be forced to suffer
	through the seven-year Tribulation Period, before Jesus comes back
	for them?

	
	Regarding
	the Antichrist of the Bible, from where will he come? Given today’s
	climate, many now believe the Son of Perdition will come from the
	Middle East and will be a Muslim. Others believe he will come from
	Europe or the United States. Some believe he will be the pope, while
	others believe he will be a Jew.

	
	Then
	there are the children to consider: If there is a Rapture, will all
	children up to a certain age of accountability be removed from the
	planet, along with the true believers? Or will only children whose
	parents are true followers of Jesus Christ be taken with the Church,
	leaving children of parents who aren’t behind? 
	

	
	And
	the debate rages on…

	
	After
	studying the Book of Revelation, the four Gospels, Daniel, and many
	other end-time prophecies in God’s Holy Word for more than 20
	years, a pre-tribulation Rapture makes the most sense to me. 
	

	
	What
	may come as a shock to some of you is that my main reason for
	believing this has more to do with Israel than the Church itself.
	Despite what some might say, God hasn’t completely forsaken
	His beloved Israel. Soon He will finish what He started thousands of
	years ago with His chosen people. He will use the seven-year
	tribulation period described in Revelation to accomplish this
	purpose, further padding my belief that it is meant for the Jews and
	not the Church. 
	

	
	Prophesied
	thousands of years ago, this future time is known as a time of
	Jacob’s trouble. Jeremiah 30:7 states, “That
	day is so great there is none like it; it is a time of distress for
	Jacob; yet he shall be saved out of it.” Who
	is Jacob? Jacob was the son of Isaac. Isaac was the son of Abraham.
	Jacob was later renamed, “Israel”. 
	

	
	The
	seven-year Tribulation period was also prophesied in the Book of
	Daniel, chapter 9:24, “Seventy
	weeks are decreed about your people {the Jews} and your holy city
	{Jerusalem}, to finish the transgression, to put an end to sin, and
	to atone for iniquity, to bring in everlasting righteousness, to
	seal both vision and prophet, and to anoint a most holy place”.

	
	To
	date, 69 of the 70 weeks have come to pass. Each week represents 7
	years. So, in that sense, 483 of the 490 years have already come to
	pass. The final week (7 years) is still to come and, as already
	stated, is known as the time of Jacob’s trouble. By simply
	reading Daniel 9:24, does this sound like a God who has forsaken His
	chosen people? 
	

	
	Certainly
	not! In fact, after the Jews endure this final week of judgment, God
	will bring forth Israel’s redemption; at least for His
	Remnant.

	
	Another
	reason I believe this time is for the Jews and not the Church is
	that, while the seven-year tribulation period is described in vivid
	detail in chapters 4-18 in the book of Revelation, the Church is
	never once mentioned during this time. Chapters 2-3 record the seven
	letters written to the seven churches. After that, there is no
	mention of it until chapter 19, when the Church comes back with the
	Lord Jesus Christ, to begin His Millennial reign here on Earth. This
	will take place at the conclusion of the seven-year tribulation
	period. 
	

	
	Another
	reason I believe the seven-year tribulation period is meant for the
	Jews, and not the Church, is that the 144,000 preachers God will
	raise up during this unprecedented time, will not be Gentiles; they
	will be Jews. Revelation 7:4-8 makes this crystal clear: “And
	I heard the number of the sealed, 144,000, sealed from every tribe
	of the sons of Israel: 
	

	
	

	

	
	12,000
	from the tribe of Judah were sealed,

	
	12,000
	from the tribe of Reuben,

	
	12,000
	from the tribe of Gad,

	
	12,000
	from the tribe of Asher,

	
	12,000
	from the tribe of Naphtali,

	
	12,000
	from the tribe of Manasseh,

	
	12,000
	from the tribe of Simeon,

	
	12,000
	from the tribe of Levi,

	
	12,000
	from the tribe of Issachar,

	
	12,000
	from the tribe of Zebulun,

	
	12,000
	from the tribe of Joseph,

	
	12,000
	from the tribe of Benjamin were sealed.”

	
	

	

	
	Revelation
	7:9-10 goes on to say, “After this I looked, and behold, a
	great multitude that no one could number, from every nation, from
	all tribes and peoples and languages, standing before the throne and
	before the Lamb, clothed in white robes, with palm branches in their
	hands, and crying out with a loud
	voice, “Salvation belongs to our God who sits on the throne,
	and to the Lamb!” 
	

	
	The
	“after this” refers to the sealing of the 144,000, who
	will then preach the Gospel of Jesus Christ to every nation, tongue
	and tribe. 
	

	
	When
	was the last time you heard 100,000+ Jewish preachers causing great
	multitudes from every nation and tongue to turn to a Man who was
	vehemently despised and rejected by the Jews, and receive Christ
	Jesus as Lord and Savior? The obvious answer is never! 
	

	
	But
	that day will surely come...

	
	Finally,
	once Antichrist has been revealed (Rev. 6:1-2), Scripture says he
	will sign a peace treaty with Israel for seven years, which he will
	break at the halfway point. As you can see, all signs point to
	Israel and to Yahweh God’s chosen people, the Jews. 
	

	
	So,
	let’s recap: we have a seven-year tribulation period known as
	“Jacob’s trouble”. 
	

	
	The
	Antichrist will sign a seven-year peace treaty with Israel. 
	

	
	And
	the key players God chooses to spread the Gospel during the
	Tribulation period are Jews, not Gentiles, and certainly not
	Jehovah’s Witnesses, as they falsely and illogically proclaim.

	
	But
	in order for God to shift His focus back to the Jews, I believe the
	Church—who was grafted in due to the Jews’ sin and
	unbelief—must first be removed. This will take place via the
	Rapture, thus cementing my belief in a Pre-Tribulation evacuation,
	so to speak. 
	

	
	Revelation
	1:3
	declares, “Blessed
	is the one who reads aloud the words of this prophecy, and blessed
	are those who hear, and who keep what is written in it, for the time
	is near.” This means despite that the Book of Revelation is
	deep and challenging, and chock full of symbolism, it was meant to
	be understood. 
	

	
	Even
	so, I’m convinced there isn’t a single person anywhere
	on the planet, myself included, who understands God’s final
	prophetic timetable completely. As
	someone who is writing about the end times, I am ever mindful of the
	two most chilling verses in the Bible which pertain to teaching
	end-time prophecy to others. 
	

	
	They
	are found in Revelation 22:18-19. “I
	warn everyone who hears the words of the prophecy of this book: if
	anyone adds to them, God will add to him the plagues described in
	this book, and if anyone takes away from the words of the book of
	this prophecy, God will take away his share in the tree of life and
	in the holy city, which are described in this book.” 
	

	
	This
	is why I wish to reiterate that in no way do I proclaim to know
	God’s
	prophetic timetable perfectly well. I don’t!
	I also wish to state that I believe the Word of God is complete and
	perfect in all ways, and doesn’t need a single thing to be
	added or deleted from it. 
	

	
	In
	conclusion, this story is based on my interpretation of the end
	times as I understand it. While a Pre-Tribulation Rapture is the
	only viewpoint that makes sense to me, I could be wrong. 
	

	
	In
	the final analysis, this is only a novel/series... 
	

	
	No
	matter how it all unfolds in the end, I can assure you that my point
	of view doesn’t
	come from a prideful or “know-it-all” spirit. The last
	thing I’d
	ever want would be to add to or take away from the words of prophecy
	found in the book of Revelation. 
	

	
	Let
	me end by saying this: Regardless of how you may interpret the
	end-times, as
	long as you believe that Jesus Christ died on the cross for the sins
	of many, and has the power to take away your sins, if you repent of
	your sinful ways and place your complete trust in Him for your
	salvation, you will be eternally saved. 
	

	
	Whatever
	happens in the future, you will leave this Earth and live with
	Messiah in perfect peace and harmony forever and ever. In short, it
	won’t
	matter who was right or wrong. We’ll all be in Glory.
	Hallelujah! 
	

	
	The
	question is, are you ready? Do you know for certain where you will
	spend eternity? If not, you can’t afford not
	to read this series!

	
	Naturally,
	with this being the prequel—the 24 hours leading up to the
	Rapture of Christ’s Church—my just-explained
	eschatological viewpoint cannot be fully expressed until after
	the
	silent evacuation takes place.

	
	Please
	keep that in mind while reading this installment... 
	

	
	

	

	
	One
	more thing...

	
	

	

	
	What
	started the Chaos in the Blink of an Eye series for me stems
	from my deep love of sports, which, I admit has diminished
	considerably over the years. Don’t get me wrong, I still enjoy
	watching and attending sporting events whenever I have the time. But
	these days I view them from an entirely different perspective, than
	when I wore a younger man’s face and displayed a weaker man’s
	faith in God.

	
	This
	slow but gradual shrinking away started soon after the Lord
	impressed upon my heart that the fastest growing religion in
	America, and the world for that matter, wasn’t Christianity or
	Islam, but “sports”. 
	

	
	Every
	day of the week—including Sundays—millions of fans fill
	stadiums and arenas (or shall I say cathedrals?) worldwide, to
	worship their heroes. Whatever the sport, fans show up in droves to
	cheer on mere mortals as if they were actual gods. When their teams
	win life is good. When they lose life is miserable. 
	

	
	As
	a guilty participant myself for many years, I should know. 
	

	
	The
	passion most fans have for their favorite players and sports teams
	is the same passion they should have when pursuing the One who saw
	their unformed bodies from the foundations of the world, the very
	One who knit them together inside their mothers’ wombs. 
	

	
	Tragically,
	this is not the case. Hence, the reason for the CHAOS series.
	The sporting event chosen for this story was the famed Michigan-Ohio
	State college football rivalry. 
	

	
	Prior
	to writing the prequel, I traveled to Ann Arbor, Michigan to attend
	the game. I admit I was just as caught up in the mass hysteria as
	everyone else. It was impossible not to be swept up into the vortex
	that had completely engulfed the vibrant college town.

	
	The
	energy was so palpable that I had to remind myself more than once
	that I was there to research and observe everything connected to the
	game, then put it into words for my readers. The sporting event
	itself was secondary. 
	

	
	Though
	the prequel initially centers on the football game, in no way is
	this a sports series. This will become quite clear to you when Bible
	prophecy comes to pass inside Michigan Stadium, causing many to
	vanish into thin air, leaving everyone still inside the stadium
	utterly panic-stricken. 
	

	
	It
	was just the beginning of things to come, as life as humanity had
	known it was forever changed, in the blink of an eye... 

	
	Enjoy
	reading...

	
	

	

	“What
	is your life? 
	

	You
	are a mist that appears for a little while and then vanishes”
	
	

	(James
	4:14b).
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	FOR
	TAMIKA MOSELEY THIS morning wasn’t much different than any
	other. In the quiet of the day, quiet for the Big
	Apple anyway, it was another typical
	workday. 
	

	
	Glancing out of her
	twenty-ninth-floor bedroom window at the New York City skyline, it
	was business as usual. The sun was slowly rising in the east.
	Traffic was steadily building down below. 
	

	
	Even from this high
	up, Tamika could hear the faint sounds of horns honking, brakes
	squealing, corrugated security gates rising—both manually and
	electronically—allowing owners entry into their shops and
	businesses. 
	

	
	The mother of two
	could almost hear the millions of alarm clocks going off in unison
	all-across the overpopulated city, waking people so they could
	continue their pursuit of the Almighty Dollar. Millions of people
	would soon be going in a million different directions trying to
	accomplish a million different things. 
	

	
	Glancing down
	Tamika saw Mario, owner of Lorenzo’s Bakery, opening his shop.
	Even 29 stories up, the Italian baker was easily identifiable
	because of a severe limp he’d sustained after being struck by
	a car as a young boy growing up in Italy. By far, it was his most
	distinguishing feature. 
	




	
	Soon the shelves
	inside his little shop would be stocked full of fresh-baked breads,
	cakes and pies. Locals would line up one after the next to purchase
	them. It wasn’t uncommon for the mouth-watering aroma to hang
	thick in the air for hours on end, tantalizing the senses of all who
	passed by. 
	

	
	It was so rich, you
	could almost taste the air. If only I could smell it from up
	here, Tamika thought, suppressing a yawn. 
	

	
	The windows in
	Tamika’s
	bedroom were frosted in the corners, due to the below freezing
	temperatures. It had dipped into the upper teens the night before,
	which was far below the norm for this time of year. Thankfully the
	old, rundown apartment building still had a pretty good heating
	system in place. That, plus the dual thin panes of glass helped
	create a 50-degree temperature difference on either side of the
	windows, shielding and protecting Tamika and her two sons from the
	near-frigid elements outside. 
	

	
	Tamika loved that
	she was an early riser. She had plenty of motivation for being one.
	By waking an hour or so before Jamal and Dante, she had the
	apartment all to herself to do whatever she wanted. 
	

	
	Most weekdays after
	showering, she would quietly tiptoe on the old, rickety hardwood
	floor down the narrow hallway, past the boys’ bedroom, through
	the small living room into the small kitchen, for her morning cup of
	herbal tea. 
	

	
	This was the only
	time of day when Tamika could sip her tea in peace and quiet. Once
	the kids were up, it was hectic until bedtime. With the wooden floor
	so brittle in so many places, it was a constant challenge to not
	wake them each morning. 
	

	
	Arms spread out for
	balance, the mother of two resembled a circus tightrope walker
	trying to get to the kitchen. A few weeks ago, one of her long, thin
	fingers knocked a framed picture of her two sons off the wall,
	ruining any chance of a peaceful morning all to herself. Jamal, 5,
	and Dante, 4, were both light sleepers. 
	

	
	After eight hours,
	almost anything woke them. Then it was “Mommy this” and
	“Mommy that” until they left for school. 
	

	
	Not counting those
	infrequent accidents, with so much practice over the years, Tamika
	pretty much knew where to step and where not to. As long as she
	didn’t walk onto an unknown creak or crevice on the floor, or
	a cockroach or mouse her pet cat Cocoa hadn’t yet caught
	didn’t suddenly startle her, she was usually able to reach the
	small kitchen undisturbed. 
	

	
	Squeezing in
	sideways, her 5'5", 135-pound frame slid easily onto a brown
	corduroy throw-pillow placed inside a three-foot-deep bench built
	into the kitchen bay window. Tamika grabbed her teacup off the small
	table next to the windowsill, then draped a blanket over herself to
	cut off the chill pressing through the window.

	
	This cozy little
	nook had become her favorite place in the apartment. Not only did
	Tamika do her best thinking from there, it offered the best view of
	the city—limited as it was—and the most sunlight for
	when she was reading. Mostly nursing books. 
	

	
	While most tenants
	lined their benches with makeshift gardens, kids’ toys,
	stuffed animals or various religious artifacts, Tamika kept only the
	oversize throw pillow and blanket there, in case she ever needed it.
	Jamal and Dante knew this was Momma’s place, not theirs. 
	

	
	Cocoa jumped up and
	snuggled next to Tamika. This was the feline cat’s daily way
	of informing her human guardian that she was hungry and wanted food.
	
	

	
	Tamika stroked her
	fur, “I know you’re hungry, girl.” Cocoa got her
	name due to her unique chocolate-brown fur. 
	

	
	Waiting for her
	English muffin to brown, Tamika sipped her Ginseng tea trying to
	decide for the hundredth time which was more nerve-wracking; raising
	two children as a single parent in a huge metropolis, or driving a
	taxicab through it? 
	

	
	She took another
	sip of tea and concluded they were equally nerve-wracking. Raising
	two children as a single parent was a lot like navigating a New York
	City traffic jam. You always had to be on the constant lookout.
	Potential danger lurked at every turn. 
	

	
	Bottom line: you
	never knew what to expect on any given day.
	
	

	
	When the toaster
	popped, Tamika plucked out the English muffin and smothered it with
	butter, then placed it on the table next to her tea cup. As the
	butter melted into the muffin, she filled Cocoa’s bowl with
	cat food. 
	

	
	Before sitting on
	the throw pillow again, Tamika paused upon seeing her reflection
	staring back at her in the glass window. Still visible in her thick
	and tightly coiled hair was a faint orange color from when she dyed
	it last Spring. Her hair was quite uneven, rising a few inches above
	her scalp in some places. Her dark skin was silky smooth, her face
	was round, and her brown eyes were almond-shaped. She had a plump
	nose, big lips and a slight gap in her front teeth. 
	

	
	Tamika sat down and
	took a bite of her food. Though she never worked on weekends, in
	order to have next Thursday and Friday off for Thanksgiving,
	she switched days with another driver. This
	was something she did each year.
	But it also meant she’d have to work ten
	straight days to have this cherished time with her family.

	
	With
	numerous conventions taking place all throughout Manhattan this
	weekend, she just hoped the tips were good. With the holidays
	fast approaching she desperately needed the money. And
	business travelers were usually good tippers. Needed the
	money. What else was new, she thought, taking another bite of
	her English muffin.

	
	Tamika took the
	boys shopping after school the day before for their Thanksgiving
	meal. As was often the case money always seemed to go fast at the
	supermarket, especially with two boys always wanting this and that.
	She had to put a few items back on the shelves when the money ran
	out. 
	

	
	But at least they
	got the turkey and some of the fixins. The boys looked at more than
	20 turkeys before finally choosing what they thought was the perfect
	15-pounder. 
	

	
	“Hopefully,
	I’ll have enough tip-money by Sunday to pay a few bills and
	get the rest of the things needed for Thanksgiving dinner,”
	she told herself under her breath.

	
	As for dessert, she
	already placed her order three weeks ago with Mario Lorenzo across
	the street. No one’s pumpkin pies tasted like his. His
	reputation was legendary. To be guaranteed one of his freshly baked,
	mouth-watering pies for any holiday, orders needed to be placed
	weeks in advance. 
	

	
	Tamika ordered a
	pumpkin pie and an apple crumb cake. Sure, Mario’s cakes and
	pies were a little more expensive than the supermarkets, but it was
	one of the few ways she got to spoil herself and her two sons. The
	aroma from hundreds of freshly baked pies stacked on racks waiting
	to be picked up by hundreds of grateful customers was intoxicating. 
	

	
	“It was a
	smell to die for,” she often said. 
	

	
	Tamika heard the
	first waking sounds coming from the boys’ bedroom. Teatime was
	over. It was time to feed, bathe and dress her children before
	dropping them off at school. 
	

	
	Then it was off to
	transport strangers all over Manhattan and beyond and, in the
	process, not only be their driver but also their advice giver,
	shrink and fill-in friend. In the end, however, Tamika Moseley knew
	she would only be tipped for her driving. 
	

	
	Such was life in
	the big city…
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	SIX
	HUNDRED AND FIFTY miles west of New York City, in Ann Arbor,
	Michigan, lived Brian Mulrooney. Driving eastbound on Route 14, in
	his black Hyundai Sonata hybrid, Mulrooney was mentally rehearsing
	his work schedule for this day. It promised to be a busy one. 
	

	
	Besides the
	many-scheduled check-ins, the business manager at the Marriott Hotel
	in Livonia, Michigan had three must-attend meetings. One was with an
	outside supplier. Another was with his General Manager, Susan
	Marlucci, no doubt to discuss crowd control stemming from this
	weekend’s Michigan-Ohio State football game. 
	

	
	The last meeting
	was with Carter Willis, the Upper Mid-West Regional Manager for
	Marriott. Though it would
	probably be a positive and productive meeting, everyone was on edge
	for it—especially Susan Marlucci.

	
	On the job for
	nearly ten years, Brian Mulrooney spent the first eight years
	working the graveyard shift. He never enjoyed working all through
	the night as everyone else—including
	his girlfriend Renate McCallister—got
	to sleep. 
	

	
	He also disliked
	knowing that by the time his shift began, except for the late-night
	stragglers, most guests were already checked into their rooms. This
	left him to deal mostly with transferring phone calls to his already
	checked-in guests, scheduling wake-up calls, and the like. 
	

	
	In short: he often
	felt trapped dangling on the lowest rung on the corporate ladder. 
	

	
	When his promotion
	came eight years later, he jokingly thanked his bosses for finally
	trusting him enough to actually meet the people staying at the
	hotel. Of course, Brian knew it had nothing to do with a lack of
	trust on their part. He was simply paying the price for being the
	new kid on the block. 
	

	
	Now working the day
	shift, Mulrooney felt even more involved. A true people person,
	meeting his guests face to face was very important to him. 
	

	
	But the greatest
	benefit to working the day shift was that it allowed him to maintain
	a more normal relationship with his girlfriend of five years, and
	soon-to-be fiancée. That is, if Renate accepted his marriage
	proposal this upcoming Christmas. Brian felt pretty good about his
	chances. 
	

	
	Brian Mulrooney was
	a good-looking man. Thirty-three years of age, he stood a speck over
	six feet tall. He had light Caucasian skin and dark auburn hair
	which looked brown from a distance. 
	

	
	His eyes were deep
	set and pale blue. He had an average size nose, full lips and a
	typical Irish smile, to go along with a high jawbone and a slight
	cleft chin. The overall combination helped proportion his face
	nicely. 
	

	
	Mulrooney was
	really looking forward to this upcoming weekend. He was taking a
	week-long vacation, which would include being reunited with two
	childhood friends. The plan was to spend the weekend together in
	Michigan, before all three flew back to their hometown of New York
	City for a brief visit. Brian could already see his mother, Sarah,
	crying tears of joy over Thanksgiving dinner when he announced his
	intent to propose to Renate at Christmas. 
	

	
	But right now, he
	couldn’t think that far ahead. All he could think about was
	the next 24 hours. Having won first place in a customer satisfaction
	contest at work, Mulrooney was awarded two tickets to the
	Michigan-Ohio State football game. 
	

	
	The Michigan
	Wolverines were ranked #2 in the nation. The Ohio State Buckeyes
	were ranked #3. It was being dubbed by many as “the Game of
	the Decade”. 
	

	
	For most residents
	it was the only event that mattered in Ann Arbor and the surrounding
	areas this upcoming weekend. It was the big story on every local
	news and radio station; had been for many days, in fact. Even
	waiting in line at the supermarket or getting a drink at the water
	cooler at work, all conversation was zeroed in on one thing—the
	greatly-anticipated showdown.

	
	Even Brian’s
	co-workers who weren’t avid sports fans had no choice but to
	focus on the game. The hotel was completely sold out this
	weekend—had been for months—mostly with crazed football
	fans and alumni from both respective universities. 
	

	
	Whenever 100,000
	people invaded a small college town like Ann Arbor, many neighboring
	towns, cities and villages within a 30-mile radius also stood to
	reap some of the windfall profits. As soon as college football
	schedules were released for the upcoming season, hotel reservation
	lines lit up with fanatical fans looking for rooms. 
	

	
	Ann Arbor hotels
	were always the first to fill up for each Michigan Wolverines home
	game. Come game time, if you weren’t a celebrity, you weren’t
	with the press or television networks, or if you didn’t have
	personal connections, you had no chance of getting a room anywhere
	near Ann Arbor; especially for a game of this magnitude. 
	

	
	Once the relatively
	small college town filled up, many were forced to look elsewhere for
	lodging, and suddenly the Marriott Hotel—a mere 20 miles away
	in Livonia—no longer seemed so far away.

	
	For the past two
	weeks, sports talk radio stations throughout southeast Michigan were
	flooded with calls day and night, all pertaining to the game. Sports
	fans frantically called in making various predictions. Players
	appeared as guests on these shows, along with graduates who’d
	played in games past. This served two purposes: it helped elevate
	the excitement level a little more, plus keep the nostalgia aspect
	alive. 
	

	
	Producers of these
	shows wanted to have all angles covered. Each time they went to
	commercial break, sound bites of top plays from past games
	tantalized each listener. It made for good radio. 
	

	
	All year, people
	from Michigan, Ohio and beyond, used this day to plan the rest of
	their fall and holiday seasons. In a sense, it was like a holiday,
	in that locals planned their schedules as either before the
	game or after the game. But nothing was planned on Game Day
	except the game.

	
	More than 111,000
	lucky fans would be fortunate to view the game from within the
	confines of Michigan Stadium. Countless millions more around the
	globe would watch it on television, the internet, MP3 players,
	i-Phones and i-Pods, sports blogs, and on the radio. The game would
	even be streamed in outer space. 
	

	
	Even the President
	of the United States of America, Jefferson Danforth—a huge
	Michigan fan and alumnus—was planning a get together with
	family members and friends at Camp David. Of course, the get
	together was put together because of the game. 
	

	
	The winner would
	automatically qualify for the playoffs featuring the nation’s
	four top-ranked teams. Come January, #1 would play #4, and #2 would
	play #3. The winners of those games would then play one week later
	for the NCAA championship. 
	

	
	The loser of the
	Michigan-Ohio State game would drop to as low as #8 in the national
	rankings. While it was still good enough to be invited to play in a
	major bowl game, it could never compare to having a chance to play
	for the national championship. 
	

	
	Truly, there was a
	lot on the line... 
	

	
	Currently, there
	were eight very good college football teams still in the running for
	one of the top four positions. The fact that all eight were
	scheduled to play this weekend only added to the overall excitement.
	
	

	
	Players would give
	their very best come game time, leaving every last ounce of energy
	and strength on the field, as they inched and clawed their way into
	contention for the national championship. 
	

	
	As the college
	football world turns…

	
	Fire and brimstone
	speeches were being delivered with great flare in locker rooms
	nationwide, as gruff-talking coaches made final preparations.

	
	“Instead of
	focusing on possible bowl game scenarios, we need to focus on Ohio
	State tomorrow! The only team we have any control over is our own,”
	Michigan’s Head Coach Frank Mitchell, barked sternly to his
	players, trying to discourage them from paying too much attention to
	the various predictions being made by the so-called experts. 
	

	
	As it was, Michigan
	was only a one-point favorite, according to Las Vegas odds-makers. 
	

	
	For the athletic
	directors of these universities, playing in a major bowl game was
	the ultimate goal. Most good college football programs depended on
	being invited to play in a bowl game, because of the huge financial
	commitment corporate sponsors made to participating schools. 
	

	
	Naturally, the
	bigger the game the bigger the paycheck. In that light, the
	difference between winning and losing meant tens of millions of
	dollars for their respective universities. 
	

	
	Not a bad paycheck
	for a single day’s work. For the university, that is. 
	

	
	As for the students
	playing in these games, no one had to remind them that playing in a
	bowl game was a wonderful opportunity for them to showcase their
	talent on the field. Good players, especially, knew pro scouts
	looked to these games to see how they stacked up in the spotlight
	and handled the big-time pressure that came with playing in big-time
	games. 
	

	
	For most seniors
	playing in a bowl game, emotions were varied. Though honored and
	excited just to participate, for most, it served to end their
	careers as college football players. Only a small percentage—the
	elite few—ever made it to the next level, the NFL. Most would
	graduate like the rest and pursue careers in their chosen fields of
	study. Certainly not the NFL, but they’d nevertheless leave
	their respective universities with many great memories at their beck
	and call. 
	

	
	Compared to the few
	that made it to the NFL, perhaps it was only a consolation prize.
	But just to make it this far in their young lives put them in rare
	company indeed. Playing college football was something for which
	they could all be proud. 
	

	
	And, so it was,
	another eve of a Michigan-Ohio State football game... 
	

	
	Funnily enough,
	Brian Mulrooney wasn’t a Michigan Wolverines or Ohio State
	Buckeyes fan. A proud graduate of the University of Notre Dame, he
	was a huge Fightin’ Irish fan. 
	

	
	Each chance he got,
	he’d drive from Ann Arbor to South Bend, Indiana, to watch his
	#9 ranked Fightin’ Irish play. But thanks to his demanding job
	and active social life—which occasionally included being
	dragged off to environmental protests with his girlfriend and her
	best friend, Rachel Stein—trips to Sound Bend had become less
	frequent the past few years. 
	

	
	This weekend the
	Fightin’ Irish were playing Stanford, currently ranked #16 in
	the nation. Both teams, regardless of outcome, would be invited to
	play in a bowl game, but had no chance of making it into the top
	four. 
	

	
	As much as
	Mulrooney would have liked to travel to South Bend, he had to admit,
	if only to himself, that the game in Ann Arbor was The Game.
	Much like the players being interviewed by the press, he sensed that
	he, too, would cherish the fact that he was fortunate enough to be
	there for the remainder of his life. 
	

	
	It wasn’t
	Notre Dame, but it was the Big Event, and Brian Mulrooney had two
	good seats on the 30-yard line, in section 44, row 13, seats 18 and
	19. 
	

	
	Try as he might, he
	couldn’t contain his excitement. Like everyone else in Ann
	Arbor, he was totally consumed by it. Then again, not being excited
	would be an insult to the countless scores of fans who would do
	almost anything to have his tickets.
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	IN COLORADO
	SPRINGS, COLORADO, Justin Schroeder was just waking, very much
	feeling like a kid on Christmas morning. The lucky recipient of the
	second ticket, Schroeder was actually invited by default. Renate
	McCallister was Brian’s first choice. 
	

	
	But Renate had
	planned an all-day shopping spree with her older sister, Megan, long
	before he won the contest. There was no way she would cancel her
	plans; not even for an event of this magnitude! Besides, she wasn’t
	a football fan. Had she gone to the game, hers would have been a
	wasted ticket. 
	

	
	Justin Schroeder
	was the next choice. One of Brian Mulrooney’s childhood best
	friends growing up, it had been seven years since they last saw each
	other in person. Seven long years. 
	

	
	Just the thought of
	seeing Brian again filled Justin with great joy. Like Brian, after
	graduating from high school in New York City, Justin left the Big
	Apple to attend college, after he was
	accepted to the college of his choice, the University of Colorado.

	
	It was during this
	time that Brian and Justin slowly drifted apart. Except for the
	annual Christmas card, occasional e-mail or text message, they’d
	all but lost contact with each other. But after Justin informed
	Brian that he was going to be a first-time father, they’d
	communicated fairly regularly ever since. 
	

	
	Growing up, they
	were completely inseparable. But it wasn’t just the two of
	them. They were part of a trio. The other third was Craig Rubin. It
	was rare when the three of them weren’t seen together as
	youngsters doing the many things kids did, from mischievous to good
	old-fashioned fun. 
	

	
	This weekend would
	be no exception. Craig Rubin would also be traveling to Michigan,
	but not until after the football game. After all, Brian only had two
	tickets. But as fate would have it, the New York Jets—their
	favorite NFL team growing up—would be in town to play the
	Detroit Lions on Sunday. Brian had three tickets for that game. 
	

	
	But Justin couldn’t
	see past the Michigan-Ohio State game. As long as he could remember,
	he always wanted to see a game from inside Michigan Stadium. The
	very thought of it elevated his excitement even higher. 
	

	
	Schroeder was a
	tall and lanky man. At 6'4" he had a long, narrow frame which
	supported long sinewy arms and even longer legs. His face was long
	and thin. He had big brown eyes, a long thin nose and wavy blond
	hair. Blessed at birth with a sturdy athletic build, Justin wasn’t
	very athletic. He wore thin, wire-framed glasses. According to his
	wife, Heather, they helped magnify his already magnificent features
	all the more. 
	

	
	While the coffee
	was brewing, Schroeder double-checked his itinerary to make sure
	everything was in order. He still couldn’t believe he was
	taking this trip. He thought back to the day he jokingly told Brian
	Mulrooney that if he ever got tickets to a Michigan football game,
	he’d be on the first plane out. He never dreamed it would be
	this soon, or for a game of this magnitude!

	
	From his home in
	Colorado Springs, Justin could almost feel the frenzy still building
	in Michigan. Nevertheless, he managed to keep his enthusiasm in
	check. Though excited about the football game, he had something of
	vital importance to share with Brian and his family and friends back
	East. As exciting as the big game promised to be, it couldn’t
	compare to Schroeder’s unshakable faith in God. 
	

	
	When Schroeder was
	a junior in college, he was invited by one of his fraternity
	brothers to attend an off-campus Bible study in Boulder, Colorado.
	At first, he declined. He declined on several occasions, in fact,
	claiming he had too much studying to do and couldn’t break
	away for ten minutes, let alone for an entire evening. His
	fraternity brother persisted until Justin finally caved in. 
	

	
	Schroeder tried
	talking himself out of it a million times up to the very last
	minute. Unable to come up with a viable excuse, he finally threw in
	the towel. Besides, he was promised a good meal if he went. For many
	college students, a nutritious meal was a rarity to be sure. 
	

	
	If for only that
	reason, he decided to go. At the very least, he remembered thinking
	back then that attending would finally get his fraternity brother
	off his back. Hopefully for good! 
	

	
	The Bible study was
	held at the home of a prominent Boulder businessman. Schroeder was
	instantly impressed by the quality of the people in attendance that
	evening. Black people, White people Hispanics, Asians, Indians,
	athletes, cheerleaders, class nerds, alumni, coaches, local
	businessmen and women, and even a professor from the university all
	came together as one. 
	

	
	Nowhere was there a
	class nerd being bullied by a jock. Nowhere was there a cheerleader
	looking down on the other women as if from a lesser breed.
	Professors didn’t try outsmarting everyone else. Coaches
	weren’t too demanding. Businessmen and women weren’t
	trying to sell their goods to everyone else. Everyone appeared to be
	on the same level. 
	

	
	The positive energy
	flowing that night was truly remarkable. Positive energy was all
	Justin could call it at the time. Now he knew it was the Holy Spirit
	at work. He also knew his initial reluctance to attend that night
	was Satan working behind the scenes doing all he could to prevent
	him from going. 
	

	
	Thankfully God had
	allowed him to overcome the Master Deceiver’s powerful lure. 
	

	
	It had literally
	saved his soul. 
	

	
	Justin remembered
	asking himself that night if the genuineness was real or just some
	ploy to try to win him over. In time, he came to realize what he
	experienced was so real, it got to where he scheduled his entire
	week around those gatherings. The more he went the more friends he
	made; friends he knew he could count on and trust with his very
	life. 
	

	
	As the weeks
	passed, he started feeling better about himself and about life in
	general. The more his faith in God blossomed, the more his old, bad
	habits started fading away. 
	

	
	It was amazing how
	he no longer had the desire to drink alcohol or smoke that
	occasional cigar like he did in the past. Justin was quickly losing
	interest in partying altogether. He was slowly but surely becoming a
	changed man for the better.

	
	The greatest thing
	to happen at those meetings, aside from becoming a Christ follower,
	was meeting Heather Hartman. The moment Justin laid eyes on her, his
	heart skipped a couple of beats. They both started attending the
	Bible study at the same time; give or take a week. They hit it off
	immediately. 
	

	
	The only deterrent
	for Heather Hartman was that she was a Christ follower for much of
	her life, and Justin wasn’t. Because of this, she did all she
	could to suppress her growing feelings for Justin. She didn’t
	want to be what the Bible called “unequally yoked” with
	an unbeliever. 
	

	
	Reading the Gospels
	in bed one cold October evening, Schroeder felt the strong pull of
	the Holy Spirit convicting him of his sins. With his spiritual eyes
	and ears opened, the repentant man dropped to his knees and asked
	Jesus to be his Lord and Savior.

	
	Once he informed
	Heather of his conversion to Christianity, she finally admitted it
	was love at first sight for her as well. It was then that
	Schroeder’s stock went way up with her parents. 
	

	
	Four years later,
	the young couple were married. Justin graduated college with
	excellent grades. He fielded many lucrative offers from engineering
	outfits coast to coast, including a very attractive offer back in
	New York City, nearly thirty grand a year more than the others. 
	

	
	In
	the end, Schroeder ended up choosing a local engineering company in
	Colorado Springs. But it was more than just his deep love for
	Heather that kept him from pursuing offers outside of the Centennial
	State. The simple-truth was that Justin felt so much more at
	home in 15 years in Colorado than he did in 18 years in New York
	City. He was connected to a vast network of believers, and no amount
	of money could pull him away from that. 
	

	
	Yes, Justin
	Schroeder was proud to call Colorado his home. At 33 years of age,
	he had a beautiful wife and home, a child on the way, and a faith in
	God that was so strong he was willing to share it with anyone. Well,
	almost anyone. Anyone except his family and friends back home. If he
	did, they’d think the Rocky Mountain air had shaken a few
	rocks loose in his head. 
	

	
	Oh, how he wanted
	to share the Gospel with his loved ones back in New York! He was
	still waiting for the right approach. Hopefully the ice would
	break this weekend. Lord willing… 
	

	
	Pastor Jacob Monroe
	from his church in Colorado Springs kept reminding him above all to
	be patient. And loving. “The salvation
	God offers through His Son, Christ Jesus, is one-hundred percent
	Grace, one-hundred percent Gift, one-hundred percent God! And it
	happens in God’s perfect timing, not ours!” 
	

	
	Justin had heard so
	many from his church proclaim it was their loving patience for their
	unsaved loved ones, along with constant prayer, that was paramount
	to winning them to Christ Jesus. Each time they tried force-feeding
	their beliefs down a loved one’s throat, it was usually
	countered with skepticism and sarcasm. 
	

	
	“If you wanna
	be brainwashed by some religious kook, that’s on you. But
	don’t try it on me,” was one thing Justin remembered
	hearing from a fellow churchgoer after coming on a little too
	strongly with an unbelieving family member. 
	

	
	Another was, “Keep
	your newly-found religious beliefs away from my sound, traditional
	doctrine!” 
	

	
	With these thoughts
	constantly ringing in his head, Justin remained patient. But being a
	Christ follower for more than twelve years now, how much more
	patient could he be? He believed time was slipping away with great
	rapidity, that the end of the world as Earth’s inhabitants
	knew it was near. 
	

	
	How could he not
	when the signs were all around him?

	
	Schroeder didn’t
	want death to devour any of his unsaved loved ones before they
	finally learned the Truth, that Jesus—and only Jesus—was
	the Way, the Truth and the Life. They needed to know salvation came
	through Him and no one else. 
	

	
	If they learned
	this eternal Truth upon dying, it would be too late... 
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	MOVING EVER SO
	SLOWLY on Route 14 eastbound, windshield wipers intermittently
	wiping freezing rain from the windshield, Brian Mulrooney looked out
	at the landscape—the leafless trees, gray skies and cold
	weather. 
	

	
	Now, this is
	football weather! 
	

	
	Mulrooney reached
	for his mobile device. When life got too hectic, he tended to be
	forgetful. Tapping his finger on the record button on his phone
	screen, he spoke, “Pick up case of beer before heading to the
	airport…Justin lands at eight fifty-one...United flight
	seven-six-five...Weather Channel says possibility of snow in
	Denver…Perhaps four inches...Might be a delay…Sure
	hope not.”

	
	Brian stopped
	recording. 
	

	
	Justin Schroeder
	was scheduled to leave Colorado Springs at 2:45 p.m. MST and connect
	through Denver. He would leave Denver at 4:15 p.m.—6:15 p.m.
	Detroit time—but Brian didn’t record that much. All he
	needed to know and was hoping for, was that Justin’s flight
	would take off on time, and that it would arrive in Detroit at 8:51
	p.m. EST. 
	

	
	With so many
	check-ins and banquets scheduled at the hotel, three of which were
	alumni gatherings, Mulrooney knew he wouldn’t leave work until
	7:30 p.m. at the earliest. He would monitor Justin’s flight
	from his PC at work to make sure his plane left Denver on time. If
	so, there was a pretty good chance his friend would land in Detroit
	on time, or shortly thereafter. 
	

	
	Once he arrived,
	they would have a beer or two back at Brian’s apartment,
	before venturing out into the Ann Arbor nightlife. They would party
	hard tonight, just like old times. The only difference was
	geography. It wasn’t New York City, but partying was partying
	regardless of location.

	
	All bars and
	restaurants would be packed with crazed college football fans. South
	University Avenue and State Street would be full of people wearing
	maize and blue colors for Michigan and scarlet and gray colors for
	Ohio State. 
	

	
	There was even a
	midnight rally and bonfire planned. 
	

	
	After that,
	bar-hopping would fill the remainder of the evening. 
	

	
	Hopefully they
	would get a few hours of sleep before attending the pre-game
	festivities in the morning. If they wanted breakfast, they’d
	need to leave the apartment at 8:30 a.m. It wouldn’t be the
	first time they staggered into a restaurant with the stale taste of
	beer on their breath. They would tough it out like they’d done
	so many times in the past. No pain, no gain! 
	

	
	Besides, Brian
	would officially be on vacation after his shift and would have
	plenty of time to recuperate before going back to work next
	Saturday. 
	

	
	When he and
	Schroeder got together, sleep was rarely an option. But that was
	then...

	
	Mulrooney arrived
	at work with only a minute to spare. It was another close call. What
	once took 20 minutes to drive now took nearly an hour.

	
	Walking to his
	office, Brian couldn’t help but notice the envious looks from
	some of his co-workers. Everyone wanted to go to the football game,
	but there were only so many tickets to go around. And he just
	happened to have two of them.

	
	As far as he knew,
	he was the only employee lucky enough to have tickets for the game. 
	

	
	Some took it well.
	Others didn’t. 
	

	
	Mulrooney didn’t
	take it personally. I won the contest fair
	and square!

	
	With that, he
	greeted everyone and began his day... 
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	JUSTIN SCHROEDER
	POURED HIMSELF a cup of coffee, grabbed his Bible off the living
	room coffee table and went outside. The front porch was his favorite
	place to read the Word of God. 
	

	
	Schroeder sat on a
	padded, wicker love seat and wrapped a black and red checkered,
	flannel blanket around him for added warmth. The cold air felt good
	on his face. 
	

	
	Pikes Peak loomed
	large in the distance, snow-capped for the first time since early
	summer. Situated twelve miles southwest of downtown Colorado
	Springs, the majestic National Historic Landmark towered 8,000 feet
	above the city. It was a breathtaking view—one the Schroeders
	never took for granted. It was one of the key selling points for
	them. 
	

	
	Schroeder sipped
	his coffee and watched the snow falling from the Colorado sky,
	landing peacefully on trees, fences, cars and rooftops. Evergreens
	and cedars, especially, looked spectacular as they struggled to
	support the weight of the snow resting on their many limbs and
	branches. 
	

	
	It was picture
	perfect, especially this early in the morning. 
	

	
	But in no way was
	Schroeder fooled by his peaceful surroundings. 
	

	
	Fascinated with
	Bible prophecy, each time he read the twenty-fourth chapter of the
	Gospel of Matthew, he was convinced Jesus was talking about the
	times in which he was living. There were too many parallels to
	simply ignore it. Jesus talked about wars, and rumors of wars,
	plagues, earthquakes and famine. Jesus said all these signs would be
	the beginning of birth pains. 
	

	
	Like the rest of
	the world, Schroeder was ever mindful of the many wars being waged
	in the world. It seemed every couple of months or so a new war broke
	out. Never in recorded history had there been so much conflict going
	on simultaneously. Even scarier were the new rules of engagement.
	Nothing was out of bounds anymore, including women and children. And
	the weaponry used today was nothing short of horrific! 
	

	
	As a result, troops
	worldwide were low in numbers and even lower in morale. 
	

	
	According to Jesus,
	it would only get worse. 
	

	
	Jesus also talked
	about pestilence and plagues, both of which were on the vast
	increase. More than 50 new diseases had sprung up worldwide over the
	past 20 years, most of which were spawned from animals—cattle,
	monkeys, pigs, birds and mosquitoes, topping the list. Some diseases
	still had no cure. Nor were scientists close to finding a remedy. 
	

	
	Then there were the
	old diseases which had all but been alleviated back in the twentieth
	century; some were coming back with a vengeance. In some cases,
	penicillin, along with many other cures which once helped neutralize
	and prevent the further spreading of various diseases were no longer
	effective. Many had mutated and adapted to the supposed cures. It
	was becoming an epidemic.

	
	Just last Sunday,
	Pastor Monroe explained to the congregation what Jesus meant by
	birth pains, “Like birth pains, which come slowly at first,
	so, too, will come the earthquakes, wars, famines and plagues Jesus
	warned about. Much like a woman in labor, once the birth pains
	begin, they’ll increase in intensity and rapidity until the
	baby is born. Or in this case, until Jesus returns to Planet Earth
	to establish His Millennial Kingdom.” 
	

	
	It was a
	frightening thought, to be sure. 
	

	
	Justin was fully
	convinced what was happening in the world was the increase of birth
	pains Jesus spoke of. Millions of other Christians also believed
	they were living in the end times, including his wife, Heather. 
	

	
	The challenge was
	in getting those who weren’t followers of Jesus to believe it.
	Why wasn’t it crystal clear to them as well? 
	

	
	Schroeder knew the
	answer. They were spiritually blinded, just like he used to be,
	which meant the last thing they wanted was to draw close to the Most
	High God. 
	

	
	Justin understood
	how they felt. Prior to becoming a Christian, he always considered
	himself to be a pretty good guy. A little wild at times, but all in
	all, a pretty good guy. 
	

	
	If anyone asked if
	he was a sinner back then, he would have said, “Sure, I’ve
	done bad things. But I never robbed a bank and I never killed
	anyone. I’ve helped lots of people. Even donated and raised
	money for good causes. The good things I’ve done far outweigh
	the bad. God will let me
	into Heaven when I die!” 
	

	
	Now he knew better.
	Being a good guy and not killing anyone were good and decent traits.
	But good and decent traits couldn’t atone for one’s
	sins. Only Jesus could! 
	

	
	“Thank You,
	Father, for opening my spiritual eyes,” Schroeder mumbled
	skyward, deeply moved by how much Jesus loved him, a wretched
	sinner. He often wondered, who
	am I that the King of kings and Lord of lords would die for me? 
	

	
	Justin
	felt so
	undeserving, so unworthy, especially knowing he could never repay
	his Maker for the wonderful soul-saving Gift he received back in
	college. But the true miracle of Christianity was that he didn’t
	have to pay Jesus back. It all came down to God’s saving grace
	and forgiveness. Nothing more. Now,
	if I can only get my unsaved loved ones to believe it for
	themselves... 
	

	
	“Good
	morning, honey!” 
	

	
	Justin watched his
	wife wobble out the front door. Heather was five-months pregnant and
	really starting to show. She looked beautiful as ever. She plopped
	down next to her husband, kissed him on the cheek and stole a sip of
	his now lukewarm coffee. 
	

	
	“Excited?”

	
	A smile broke
	across his face. “Could
	hardly sleep last night.” 
	

	
	“Finished
	packing?”

	
	“Just about.”

	
	Heather looked out
	at the snow. “Think you’ll get out on time?” 
	

	
	“Hope so. A
	couple inches shouldn’t affect my flight.” Justin
	searched his wife’s eyes, “Are you sure you’ll be
	okay while I’m gone?” 
	

	
	Heather tightened
	her robe to cut off the chill. “Besides
	missing you terribly, I’ll be fine.”

	
	Justin stared out
	at the vast openness in front of him. “I really love it here.
	You’ve made me a happy man. I feel so blessed!”

	
	“We’re
	both blessed. And we have another blessing on the way.”
	Heather rubbed her belly, then wrapped her arms around her husband’s
	neck and softly kissed the back of his head. 
	

	
	“Any more
	advice on how to best share my faith with Brian and Craig?”

	
	Heather bit her
	lower lip—always a sign that she had something important to
	say. “Just this: Like Pastor Monroe’s been saying all
	along; be patient. You know they’re gonna wanna do the things
	you guys did in the past. If you blow ’em away right off the
	bat, you might put a gap between the three of you that four days
	could never bridge. Just be patient. And always pray for God’s
	Divine guidance.”

	
	“Good advice,
	babe. Just hope I don’t blow it. What if all they wanna do is
	party like in the past? I don’t think I’ll be able to
	fake havin’ a good time.”

	
	“Then
	don’t.” A gust of wind blew snow already on the ground
	in
	all directions, before finally settling again. Heather stood to
	stretch her lower back, which was hurting from sitting on the love
	seat. She went on, “Just because you don’t like partying
	anymore won’t make Brian or Craig think you’re a
	religious fanatic. But if you preach to them nonstop, I’m sure
	they will.”

	
	“Wise
	counsel, babe.”

	
	“Thank you,”
	Heather said, with a curtsy and a smile. 
	

	
	Justin went inside
	for more coffee. Knowing how much his wife had been missing her
	morning cup of coffee, though her doctor had sternly advised against
	the consumption of caffeine during the pregnancy, he poured a cup
	for her as well. One cup wouldn’t hurt.

	
	Heather noticed the
	two steaming cups in her husband’s hands and smiled. “M-m-m,
	yummy!” She was back on the wicker love seat buried beneath
	the flannel blanket. 
	

	
	Justin sat next to
	her. The snowflakes were getting bigger. A light dusting had already
	fallen, adding a beautiful pristine white color to the predominantly
	brownish fall landscape.

	
	For Heather
	Schroeder, this was a normal view. A native Coloradan, she was used
	to seeing snow this time of year, sometimes even sooner. But with
	weather patterns so unpredictable these days, no one knew what to
	expect from one day to the next. 
	

	
	At any rate,
	Heather loved snow and was grateful to see it falling this morning.
	An avid skier, she looked forward to teaching her children how to
	ski someday. 
	

	
	Five-six in height,
	Heather had beautiful straight strawberry-blonde hair. But what
	stood out most were her aqua-blue eyes. They were both warm and
	inviting. Her nose was small and thin, her smile captivating. She
	was a caring person who possessed a warm, magnetic personality. 
	

	
	Heather was a
	conservative woman and dresser, but a sharp dresser, nonetheless. On
	top of that, she had the wisdom of those twice her age. Snuggled
	next to her husband beneath the warm flannel blanket, she couldn’t
	help but smile. What more could a woman of 30 years possibly want?
	Couldn’t have scripted a better life if
	I tried.

	
	“So, when’s
	Craig flying out to meet you guys?”

	
	Justin took a big
	gulp of his coffee and swallowed, “Tomorrow
	after the game. Brian has all the details.”

	
	“I’ll
	bet he’s as stoked as you are.”

	
	“Yeah,
	especially about the Jets game on Sunday. As kids, we used to watch
	them play at Brian’s house on Sundays. They weren’t that
	good back then. Should be a great game.”

	
	“All I can
	say is go Broncos!” Heather stuck out her tongue. 
	

	
	Justin laughed. A
	die-hard Denver Broncos fan, he expected his wife to say something
	like that. 
	

	
	“In all
	seriousness, I hope you have a good time, sweetie. You certainly
	deserve it. Just make sure to call me once you land. I’m not
	goin’ to my parents’ house until I hear from you, okay?”
	
	

	
	“Yes, my
	love.” Justin pulled his wife in a little closer. Yes indeed,
	he was a blessed man.
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	CRAIG RUBIN WAS
	TAKING his first break of the day. The restaurant opened at 6 a.m.
	and had been busy ever since. No big surprise there. Rubin spent the
	past few hours trimming the long line of hungry patrons waiting for
	breakfast tables. Without even inquiring, he knew the two-other
	family-owned restaurants were experiencing the same hectic
	conditions. 
	

	
	While his two
	buddies left New York to attend college elsewhere, Craig Rubin
	remained in New York to work the family business, which consisted of
	three Jewish delicatessens
	all bearing the name, Mitzi’s.
	Two were located in Manhattan. The other was in Brooklyn. 
	

	
	Rubin didn’t
	need to be recruited by some big university like Brian and Justin
	had been. He was too busy being recruited—lured was more like
	it—by his two older brothers, Marc and David, and his father,
	Yacov Rubin. While it sounded exciting to leave his hometown to
	attend a great university, Craig Rubin knew his future was in New
	York City.

	
	For the past twelve
	years, Craig had been in charge of the Midtown location at 42nd
	Street and Fifth Avenue. 
	

	
	The other Mitzi’s
	in Manhattan was located in Battery Park, just off the
	corner of FDR Drive and Wall Street. Yacov’s middle son, Marc,
	was in charge of that location. 
	

	
	His eldest son,
	David, was in charge of the Brooklyn deli next to the Fulton Mall,
	just off the corner of Fulton and Adam Streets.

	
	For nearly a
	half-century, 43 years to be exact, Yacov Rubin had a reputation for
	having one of the best breakfasts and lunches in town, and the best
	cheesecake in all of New York City. This was something for which he
	was quite proud. 
	

	
	All three
	delicatessens
	were extremely profitable and not
	for sale. Rubin
	frequently received offers to sell them; some even offered to
	overpay, much like patrons did for a cheeseburger platter in his
	Midtown location—up to $25—but Yacov always refused. 
	

	
	Bottom line: Yacov
	Rubin didn’t want anyone but his three sons to get rich off
	his legendary reputation. The patriarch of the family had developed
	many capable managers and assistant managers over the years, but
	they weren’t Rubins.
	Everyone knew he wanted his own flesh and blood to be in charge of
	the daily operations when he finally retired or died, whichever came
	first. 
	

	
	As the years
	passed, Yacov gradually dialed back the time he spent at his prized
	restaurants. When he wasn’t relaxing in Florida with his wife,
	Selma, he still enjoyed working a few days here and there, mostly at
	the downtown Brooklyn delicatessen. 
	

	
	As much as he still
	loved Manhattan, it had gotten to where navigating its streets had
	become too hectic for the aging man to deal with. Brooklyn was also
	hectic, but nowhere near as bad or as stressful as Manhattan. And
	with Selma battling stage-four breast cancer, Yacov wanted to remain
	close to home in Brooklyn, just in case. Sadly, her prognosis wasn’t
	good. It was day to day. 
	

	
	Not counting his
	wife’s dire health condition, at 63 years of age, Yacov
	Rubin’s lifelong quest for success had otherwise become a
	thriving reality. He always said God gave him three sons for a
	specific reason. Three great sons. Three great delis. Three great
	locations. 
	

	
	According to him,
	it was Divine Intervention, which only served to add another level
	of security and peace of mind to his already huge mountain of
	financial success. 
	

	
	What made Mitzi’s
	so famous was its New York style cheesecake. Nothing
	topped it. It was what had spawned Mitzi’s
	Deli in the first place. 
	

	
	At the ripe young
	age of 20, with his mother Mitzi’s permission, Yacov took her
	cheesecake recipe—a recipe so good everyone had to try it—and
	opened a small corner store in Brooklyn. Each morning, at five a.m.,
	he would bake cheesecakes, then go door-to-door offering his
	mouth-watering desserts for a fair price, either plain or with a
	fruit topping. 
	

	
	What started out
	with 20 cheesecakes a day soon turned into 30 a day, then 50, then
	100. 
	

	
	Two years later,
	Rubin could no longer handle the demand all by himself. He had to
	hire employees. What began in Brooklyn as Mitzi’s
	New York style cheesecake, quickly turned into three
	world-renowned restaurants. 
	

	
	He proudly named
	each one after his mother. 
	

	
	Because it was
	smack dab in the middle of everything, it wasn’t uncommon to
	see famous people frequenting the Midtown Manhattan location.
	Autographed pictures from some of the most famous citizens on the
	planet hung on walls everywhere, thanking Yacov for the wonderful
	dining experience. 
	

	
	In most cities,
	having three of the same businesses in a three-mile radius might be
	considered by some as business suicide. But in New York City, it was
	business paradise. Yacov Rubin learned this at a fairly young age
	and took full advantage of it.

	
	In the Big
	Apple, a person could establish a business
	presence every half-mile or so, if they were so inclined and could
	afford to. 
	

	
	In any three-mile
	radius, tens of thousands of businesses were in operation nearly
	around the clock. The city never slept. Business owners from all
	nations and tongues, all trying to capitalize on the American Dream,
	occupied every available nook and cranny in the overpopulated city. 
	

	
	Not only were
	businesses stacked side by side like sardines, they were stacked on
	top of one another; many in refurbished, decrepit old buildings.
	With severe overcrowding, entrepreneurs rarely had the option of
	building or expanding out in
	Manhattan. There simply wasn’t enough space, unless a building
	was first demolished. 
	

	
	The solution?
	Building up. One of
	the top commodities in Manhattan had long since been the air or
	unused space above the buildings. Hopeful proprietors would bid
	millions of dollars for the privilege of expanding upon already
	established buildings. 
	

	
	Anything to be
	inside The City... 
	

	
	Whatever it took to
	accomplish this task was done. As a result, hundreds of construction
	cranes and scaffolds were seen throughout the bustling city on a
	daily basis. Some business owners needed only a tiny fraction of
	space to conduct every-day business operations. Some needed an
	entire floor, while others needed an entire building or even an
	entire city-block. 
	

	
	In the end it all
	came down to demand, and how big one’s purse strings were. 
	

	
	Even the rooftops
	that weren’t built upon were used as gymnasiums, walking and
	jogging tracks, swimming pools, makeshift gardens, tennis and
	basketball courts, and so on. Not only did rooftops offer a
	tremendous view of the city; they served to cut one off from the
	craziness down below. 
	

	
	But it wasn’t
	free to have such a privilege. Nor was it cheap. 
	

	
	It was once said
	that Manhattan was the only city on Earth where you could feel the
	energy rising up from the sidewalks. The city was electric. It
	boasted an exciting, yet intimidating mystique which served to lure
	millions of people in. It could easily mesmerize and overwhelm a
	person at the same time—visitor and resident alike. 
	

	
	On any given day,
	the streets and sidewalks of Manhattan would get busy at the crack
	of dawn and stay busy until the wee hours of the night. Once a
	traffic light turned green, hundreds of people crossed the street
	like herds of sheep following their master, which, for most, was the
	clock. 
	

	
	New York City
	wasn’t the place for those seeking solitude. 
	

	
	Craig Rubin took
	the last bite of his bagel loaded with smoked whitefish, cream
	cheese, tomato and onion. He washed it down with coffee, his fourth
	cup of the day. He wanted to fly to Detroit after his shift to
	maximize his time with Brian and Justin. But leaving a day early
	would have only elevated the level of stress between himself and his
	older brother, David. 
	

	
	When Craig first
	requested time off for this trip, David angrily reminded his kid
	brother that he already spent a week at their parent’s condo
	in Miami Beach back in July. Craig didn’t need to be reminded.
	He’d already heard it enough. 
	

	
	David
	and Yacov Rubin were like thinkers. Both believed vacations were for
	the weak-minded. Their view of success wasn’t vacationing but
	working hard for 40 years then
	retiring to Florida. Anything short of that was merely
	robbing yourself of your golden years. 
	

	
	Since that
	conversation—argument was more like it—David always did
	his best to leave his younger brother guilt-ridden, by constantly
	reminding him that Poppa should be home tending to Momma, not
	covering for him again.
	
	

	
	The guilt-trip
	worked, but not enough for Craig to cancel his trip. Rubin would
	bring his duffel bag to work in the morning and help with the
	onslaught of breakfast customers. 
	

	
	While his two
	buddies enjoyed the festivities leading up to the football game,
	Rubin would run around like a madman at work, then fly to Detroit,
	via Cleveland, Ohio. 
	

	
	He just hoped Brian
	and Justin wouldn’t be footballed out after the Michigan-Ohio
	State game. The Jets-Lions game also promised to be a good one. Not
	as good as The Game,
	he knew, but a good game nonetheless, featuring two probable playoff
	teams. 
	

	
	The fact that the
	New York Jets were playing in Detroit this weekend was rather
	remarkable. Had the game not been scheduled in the Motor City, Craig
	probably would have remained in New York. The football game was his
	bargaining chip, so to speak. 
	

	
	What
	a wonderful coincidence, Rubin
	thought, getting back to work. 
	

	
	Yes, this weekend
	was going to be unforgettable. 
	

	
	Little did Craig
	Rubin know just how unforgettable it would be... 
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	TAMIKA MOSELEY WAS
	EN route back to Manhattan after dropping off a couple at JFK
	Airport. As soon as her passengers got out of the cab, someone else
	flagged her down for a ride. 
	

	
	This was quite the
	norm. What was unexpected, however, was that her life had turned out
	this way in the first place. Born in Brooklyn, Tamika always had a
	head full of dreams. Growing up, everyone thought she would be the
	most likely to succeed. After graduating from high school with good
	grades, the ambitious young woman enrolled at a local community
	college hoping to become a registered nurse someday. 
	

	
	The problem was
	that she only qualified for a partial scholarship. But Tamika vowed
	not to let that stop her from chasing after her dream. In her
	neighborhood, too many dreams were extinguished due to a lack of
	money. Always one to believe where there was a will there was a way,
	the determined woman worked full time and attended college
	part-time. 
	

	
	Eventually she
	would become a nurse... 
	

	
	She never expected
	that dream to include getting pregnant and bringing a child into the
	world during her sophomore year in college. As much as she wanted to
	become a nurse, she needed to leave school and find a second job.
	But she was determined to resume taking college courses at some
	point in the future to keep her dream alive. 
	

	
	Her boyfriend,
	Isaac Moseley, whom she later married, quickly landed a job as a
	cook in a restaurant in Manhattan, in Seaport Village, on the lower
	east side of the city. 
	

	
	Tamika found work
	at a retail outlet store and worked two jobs up to her ninth month
	of pregnancy, before taking time off to give birth to their son,
	Jamal. 
	

	
	A year later their
	second son, Dante, was born. 
	

	
	The young,
	cash-strapped couple found an apartment on the upper east side of
	Manhattan, just off the corner of 98th
	and Lexington Streets. The 30-story building was
	85-years-old and in desperate need of a complete overhaul. For
	security purposes, the windows on the first five floors were
	protected with security bars. 
	

	
	Isaac and Tamika
	weren’t the slightest bit impressed with the building, but
	they didn’t have the luxury of being too picky. They were
	desperate, and this was one of the few rent-controlled apartments
	they could afford in Manhattan. They reluctantly took it. 
	

	
	The apartments were
	fairly clean, but the decaying hallways and stairways were
	atrocious. Residents knew the only reason their apartments were
	somewhat clean was because the owner was forced to maintain them by
	law or continue paying stiff fines. 
	

	
	But the same
	couldn’t be said for the rest of the building. It wasn’t
	uncommon seeing mice, rats and cockroaches loitering in the hallways
	at all hours looking for food to eat. 
	

	
	And the elevator
	system was nothing short of a deathtrap! And dreadfully slow! It
	would sometimes take the Moseleys fifteen minutes to ride from the
	lobby up to the twenty-ninth floor. 
	

	
	During summer
	months, by the time they finally reached their floor they were
	completely soaked with sweat. But being so high up, they had no
	choice but to use it.

	
	Then there was the
	graffiti: coded words from various city gangs covered just about
	every inch of the building’s interior. Every six months or so,
	the walls would be repainted to cover it up. A week later the
	graffiti was back. It was a vicious cycle that wasted too much time,
	money and effort. 
	

	
	With light covers
	missing all throughout the complex, naked bulbs hung from ceilings
	dimly illuminating the dangerous and illicit artwork on the walls.
	Only those who put it there could decipher its many coded messages
	of racism, hatred, rage, vengeance and even murder.

	
	Everything took a
	drastic turn for the Moseleys two years ago, when Jamal was three
	and Dante was two. Isaac came home from work one day announcing that
	one of the dishwashers at the restaurant helped him convert to
	Islam. 
	

	
	Each day after
	work, before going home, Isaac would stop by the local mosque to
	read the Koran and pray with a growing group of Muslim men. 
	

	
	In no time, he was
	in constant praise of Allah. 
	

	
	The day he changed
	his name from Isaac Moseley to Abdul Muhammad was the day Tamika
	could no longer take it. She was at the end of her rope and refused
	to call him anything but Isaac. 
	

	
	“When I
	married you, you was Isaac! That’s what I’m callin’
	you now!” she would bark. 
	

	
	At this, he would
	fume. As the months passed, Isaac, now Abdul, became more and more
	involved with his newfound religion and less and less involved with
	his wife and two sons. 
	

	
	During the
	holidays—especially Easter and Christmas—Abdul did all
	he could to dissuade Jamal and Dante from participating, claiming
	they were meaningless, pagan holidays, to be avoided by all who
	followed Allah. Tamika knew this both hurt and confused the
	children. She was ultimately forced to ban Isaac from seeing them
	during the holidays.

	
	Things
	progressively deteriorated until the young couple eventually
	separated. Though the
	decision was mutual, Tamika cried for weeks on end. Her whole world
	had fallen apart. 
	

	
	Now alone, raising
	two kids, the limited security she and Isaac had striven for
	dissipated into thin air. At 27 years of age, her dream of becoming
	a nurse was growing more distant with each passing day. As much as
	she still wanted it, she didn’t see it happening. 
	

	
	Even so, she
	continued reading her nursing books every chance she got. Perhaps
	someday...

	
	As for a
	relationship, Tamika had neither the time nor the heart for one.
	Part of her wanted to change her last name back to Ferguson. Why
	remain Tamika Moseley when Isaac was no longer part of her life? Not
	only that, he changed his last name from Moseley to Muhammad. 
	

	
	Why should she be
	stuck with it, when it wasn’t even hers to begin with? She
	finally decided against it because a) she couldn’t change her
	name; she was still legally married; b) she didn’t want to
	confuse the boys by changing their last name too, and c) what if
	Isaac came back one day to reconcile things? 
	

	
	Tamika pushed that
	thought out of her mind. Isaac wasn’t coming back. She had to
	accept it and move on. Thankfully, he still sent child support
	money, but he never included a return address on the envelope. 
	

	
	Tamika’s
	biggest goal now was a modest one—to be the main authority
	figure in her kids’ lives. She didn’t want to rely on
	daycare workers to do what she felt was her job. She was aware of
	the imminent danger kids faced growing up in single-parent homes.
	The odds were definitely stacked against them. 
	

	
	Tamika refused to
	let her two boys become part of those grim, negative statistics. She
	couldn’t rely on a teacher or daycare worker to raise her two
	boys. It had to be Mommy. The more time she spent with Jamal and
	Dante, the more of an influence she would have on their lives. It
	was that simple. 
	

	
	Tamika saw a man
	hailing her down for a ride and snapped out of it. She pulled the
	taxicab to the side of the road and the man climbed in. 
	

	
	“Where to?”
	
	

	
	“Javits
	Convention Center.”

	
	“You got it,
	mister!” Tamika drove off...
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	AS THE PLANE
	DESCENDED through thickening clouds, Justin Schroeder saw the bright
	lights of the Michigan landscape below. 
	

	
	“Ladies and
	gentlemen, as you can see, the captain has turned on the fasten seat
	belt sign, as we are on final approach into the Detroit Metro area,”
	the flight attendant said. 
	

	
	“Please make
	sure your seat-backs and tray tables are in their full and upright
	positions. Also, please turn off and stow all electronic devices you
	may have been using. We should be on the ground in a few minutes.
	Thank you.” 
	

	
	The plane pulled up
	to the jet-way at exactly 8:45 p.m., EST, six minutes early. Justin
	Schroeder was happy to be in Michigan, but part of him still felt
	guilty for leaving his pregnant wife behind. He missed her to the
	point of aching for her. 
	

	
	But Heather had all
	but insisted that he go. “Once the baby’s born,”
	she opined, “you may never get the chance to do it again.”
	Her words had a real numbing effect. It was now or never. 
	

	
	Schroeder turned on
	his phone and sent a text message to his wife: Just
	landed. Call you once I get back to Brian’s place. Love you.

	
	Inside the
	terminal, Brian Mulrooney paced the designated waiting area. He
	hadn’t felt this high-spirited, this energized, in quite some
	time. 
	

	
	After a hectic few
	weeks at work, a seven-day vacation was just what the doctor
	ordered. After a fun-filled weekend in Michigan, the three longtime
	friends, and native New Yorkers, would fly to the Big
	Apple together
	on Monday morning. Whereas Brian would remain in New York until the
	following Saturday, Justin would fly back to Colorado Springs the
	day before Thanksgiving, to spend the holiday with his wife and
	in-laws. 
	

	
	Renate McCallister
	sat quietly and waited patiently as her boyfriend stopped pacing the
	floor to study the faces of all who passed by looking for Justin.
	She could only smile. 
	

	
	Renate was eager to
	meet Justin, but her mind was elsewhere. She, too, had plans. After
	a full night of hopefully intense partying with her sister, they
	would sleep it off at Megan’s apartment then go shopping in
	the morning. 
	

	
	Finally, Justin
	Schroeder reached the designated waiting area. Brian gave his
	longtime friend a punishing bear hug, lifting Schroeder’s
	6'4'' frame off the floor. Finished nearly squeezing the life out of
	him, he released his grip allowing Justin to breathe normally again.
	
	

	
	Brian turned to
	Renate. “Honey, this is Justin.”

	
	Renate got up out
	of her chair. “So, you’re the great Justin Schroeder,
	huh?”

	
	“Well, I
	don’t know about great, but I am he...” Justin extended
	his right hand.

	
	“Come on
	guys, no need to be formal,” said Brian, “give each
	other a hug! You’re practically family!”

	
	They embraced.
	Justin couldn’t deny Renate McCallister was a real head
	turner. If he needed any further proof, he had it in the handful of
	men staring at her, silently wishing they were on the other end of
	her embrace instead of him. 
	

	
	At five-eight, the
	29-year-old woman had long blonde hair, a beautiful face and
	near-perfect figure. Schroeder felt certain that one look from her
	could easily reduce most men to putty in her hands. This was
	something Renate had long grown used to. Brian too.

	
	Driving back to
	Brian’s apartment, Renate couldn’t stop smiling. She
	loved seeing old friends getting reacquainted. As the two walked
	down Memory Lane together, it’s like her boyfriend was
	transformed into a teenager again. It was nice seeing this side of
	him. 
	

	
	Thirty-five minutes
	later, they arrived at the apartment in Ann Arbor. Brian placed the
	case of beer he purchased on the way to the airport in the
	refrigerator.

	
	Renate was anxious
	to leave. “What time do you wanna meet on Sunday?”

	
	“The
	Lions-Jets game should end before five. So somewhere around six will
	be good.”

	
	“Just don’t
	forget all about me among all the hustle and bustle. I want to meet
	Craig before you all head to New York on Monday.” 
	

	
	“I won’t.”
	Brian kissed her softly on the lips. “Be careful out there
	tonight.”

	
	“You too.”
	At that, Renate left the apartment. 
	

	
	Watching her pull
	away, Mulrooney said, “Let’s Paaarrrty!!! Justin my man,
	do you want a beer, a shot or both?”

	
	“A beer
	please,” Schroeder said. Take
	it slow,
	he thought. 
	

	
	“One beer
	coming right up!”

	
	“So, how’s
	life for Mister Hotel man?” 
	

	
	“Great,
	but I don’t wanna talk about work now. I’m on vacation,
	bro!” Much like Justin, Brian no longer was the partying type.
	But this was a special occasion. He was going to let his hair down a
	little, as the saying went, and relive the past with his old friend.
	
	

	
	“Fair
	enough,” Justin said. “What’s on the agenda
	tonight?”

	
	“Well first
	of all, I thought we’d eat something. Hungry?”

	
	“Yes, I am. I
	didn’t partake of the fine dining, ala United Airlines.”

	
	Brian laughed.
	“Good. I’m taking you to one of the most happening
	places in Ann Arbor. After that, we’ll go to the midnight
	bonfire. Then pick a club. They’ll all be packed. Or we can go
	to…” 
	

	
	Justin cut him off,
	“Bonfire?”
	
	

	
	“Yeah. It’s
	gonna be great,” Mulrooney said, patting Justin on the
	shoulder. 
	

	
	“Sounds
	exciting.”

	
	“Afterwards,
	we’ll hit the nightclubs. Ann Arbor’s gonna be
	overflowin’ with thousands of people tonight who all wanna
	party!”

	
	“Before we do
	anything, I want to call my wife.”

	
	“By all
	means.” Brian was somewhat taken aback by Justin’s low
	energy level. “Still tired from the flight?” 
	

	
	“A little, I
	suppose. I admit I’ve mellowed over the years. I’m a
	married man now,” Justin said, flashing his wedding band. 
	

	
	Mulrooney took a
	pull from the beer bottle. “I hope to meet Heather someday.”
	
	

	
	“Come visit
	us in Colorado. You’re always welcome...” 
	

	
	“Sounds like
	a plan.” Brian took another long pull from the bottle. “Well
	Justin, I’m waiting…”

	
	“For?”
	he answered, a confused looked on his face.

	
	“What do you
	think of Renate?” 
	

	
	Schroeder
	smacked his forehead. “What
	a moron I am! Sorry, Brian. To answer your question, she’s
	very nice. And beautiful! You’re a blessed man. Will there be
	wedding bells someday?”

	
	“In all
	honesty, I’m seriously considering popping the question this
	Christmas. As of now, no one knows but you.” 
	

	
	“Well then,
	let me be the first to congratulate you!” They tapped beer
	bottles.

	
	Telling another
	person made it seem all the more real. And frightening. Brian said,
	“Congrats again on the pregnancy! When’s the due date?”

	
	“March
	twenty-second.”

	
	“Do you know
	if it’s a boy or girl?”

	
	“That’s
	out of our control.”

	
	“I hear you.
	That’s the Man upstairs’ job.” Brian downed the
	rest of his beer. “Ready for another one?”

	
	“No thanks.
	Just started this one.” Justin knew there was nothing wrong
	with having a beer with an old friend, but he wouldn’t allow
	himself to get too carried away. Just then, he heard
	an inner voice say, “Relax. You’ll get your chance to
	tell him about Me.” Okay,
	Lord.
	
	

	
	Brian returned from
	the kitchen, “After this beer, we’re outta here.”

	“I’m
	in no hurry. Still need to call Heather.”

	“Take
	all the time you need.” 
	

	“It
	won’t take long...” Justin excused himself and went to
	the spare bedroom.

	
	“Sure, take
	your time.” Mulrooney took another swig of beer. What’s
	up with him? If married life did this to him, I’m staying
	single!

	
	On the third ring
	Heather answered, “Is this the love of my life?”

	
	“Only if his
	name is Justin.”

	
	“Ha-ha-ha.”
	
	

	
	“Glad you
	made it safely, baby. I miss you so much.”

	
	“I miss you
	guys, too,” Justin said, referring to Heather and their unborn
	child.

	
	“Aw, so
	sweet. How’s it going?”

	
	“We’re
	having a beer together.”

	
	“Are you at
	Brian’s apartment?”

	
	Justin sighed.
	“Yes.
	But he has a full night of partying planned.” 
	

	
	“Have you
	prayed about it?”

	
	“Yes. In
	fact, a moment ago I felt a prompting in my spirit to relax—that
	I’ll get my chance later.”

	
	“Well hey, I
	can’t top that. Just be careful out there. And don’t get
	too crazy,” Heather said.

	
	“You know me
	better than that, baby.”

	
	“Just
	teasing. When ya planning to give Brian his Bible?” 
	

	
	“Don’t
	know yet. But I don’t think it’ll be tonight. He’s
	in rare form. Already on his second beer. Probably be on his third
	by the time I rejoin him.”

	
	“You know I’m
	praying for you both. Many from church are praying as well,”
	Heather said.

	
	“I can’t
	tell you how comforting that sounds, honey. Your idea of bringing
	wrapping paper was brilliant,” Justin said in a near whisper.
	“This way, if I don’t get the chance to hand-deliver the
	Bibles to Brian, Craig, or his parents, I’ll wrap them and
	leave them as gifts. 
	

	
	“Just don’t
	forget to include the letters you wrote.” Heather was
	referring to the letters Justin spent several hours writing for each
	of them, explaining the Source behind the many positive changes in
	his life. 
	

	
	“I won’t.”
	In a near whisper, Justin said, “One way or the other, they’re
	getting these Bibles and they’re gonna know I’m a
	Christian.” 
	

	
	“Amen to
	that! Well, I’d better get going. This pregnancy thing can
	really make a girl tired. I’m going straight to bed as soon as
	I get to my parents’ house. Hope you have fun tonight. Be
	careful out there.”

	
	“I will. I
	really miss you, baby.”

	
	Heather yawned, “I
	miss you, too.” 
	

	
	“Please give
	my love to your family.”

	
	“Yes, sir.
	And when you get to New York, do the same for me.”

	
	“You know I
	will.” Pausing a moment, Justin said, “Be careful
	driving to your parents’ house.”

	
	“I’ll
	be fine. The roads have been plowed.” 
	

	
	“Still, be
	careful. You have our precious child inside you.”

	
	Heather laughed.
	“You be careful, too. After all, you have half of our future
	babies inside you!” 
	

	
	“I will, promise. I
	love you, Heather.”

	
	“Love you,
	too.”

	
	Justin Schroeder
	ended the call not knowing this would be the last time he would
	speak to his wife. 
	

	
	At least in this
	lifetime…

	
	“Ready to
	go,” he said, rejoining Brian.

	
	“Let’s
	rock and roll!”
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	BY THE TIME BRIAN
	and Justin were seated at the restaurant, it was eleven p.m. They
	needed to order fast and eat even faster. What was the point of
	going to a bonfire after it was already lit? 
	

	
	The waitress
	approached, and they ordered everything at once: drinks, appetizers,
	and entrées.
	Brian ordered a beer. Justin ordered a Sprite. 
	

	
	Brian shot him a
	look that screamed, “Why in the world are you ordering soda?”
	
	

	
	Justin picked up on
	it and said, “Don’t like eating and drinking alcohol at
	the same time.” It was a bogus excuse for sure, but it worked.
	
	

	
	Twenty minutes
	later, the waitress brought their food; a seafood pasta dish for
	Justin and a medium-rare steak with all the fixins for Brian. They
	shared an order of Buffalo chicken wings. 
	

	
	Everything looked
	delicious. Brian dipped a chicken wing in ranch dressing and stuffed
	it in his mouth. His eyes were glued on a TV to see the score of the
	Pistons game. 
	

	
	Justin bowed his
	head and quietly gave thanks to God for the food. Finished praying,
	Schroeder was disgusted with himself. People
	give their lives for their faith all the time, yet I’m
	unwilling to be embarrassed for mine? Why can’t I just come
	clean! 
	

	
	Justin was
	justifiably upset. An avid Christ follower for nearly 13 years, he
	never felt intimidated or embarrassed when praying aloud in front of
	others back in Colorado. He was always too focused giving thanks to
	the Most High to be concerned with such pettiness. Very seldom did
	anyone object to his praying. They simply figured it was who he was.
	
	

	
	Why this, now?
	Schroeder knew the answer. Being with Brian Mulrooney
	forced him to face his past again. It brought him face to face with
	the old Justin
	Schroeder. Brian thought he knew Justin, but he only knew the old
	Justin. 
	

	
	What really tore
	his stomach up was the realization that not much had changed over
	the years. He still was that same weak, spineless man. Oh sure, with
	the protection of the flock, he was strong, bold even. It was easy
	to talk about Jesus in front of other Christians. 
	

	
	Where was the
	challenge there? Strength truly did come in numbers. 
	

	
	Schroeder pretty
	much understood that whatever a person brought into a new
	relationship was generally accepted by the other person as who
	they really were; whether a spouse, business partner or
	a good friend. That’s just the way it was. 
	

	
	As the relationship
	strengthened and deepened, mental composites were created then
	tweaked a little here and there, before being stored away in memory.
	Once the relationship was firmly established and mental composites
	were fully in place, however, change was almost always frowned upon,
	because it destroyed the mental image that was already deeply
	embedded in the mind of the other person. 
	

	
	Instead of
	re-tweaking mental composites a little here and there to adjust to
	the newly changed person, most refused to believe they’d
	changed at all. They chalked it up as a temporary phase they were
	going through.

	
	In Colorado, Justin
	Schroeder started out a stranger in a strange land. He had no roots
	there, no blood. He was it—the whole ball of wax. When a
	person was suddenly cut loose from those who knew him, it forced him
	to take a good look in the mirror and chart progress and
	soul-search. 
	

	
	Being isolated
	helped set the stage for unprecedented personal growth to occur. It
	was the very climate in which change was most welcomed. 
	

	
	A
	person could re-chart their entire course in life under such
	conditions. But when bogged down by the
	frailties of day-to-day living, surrounded by those who already had
	mental composites cemented in their minds, sound thinking tended to
	be as far removed as China was removed from America, geographically
	speaking. 
	

	
	Had Justin remained
	in New York City after graduating high school, perhaps he never
	would have found himself or his salvation. To find it, he needed to
	leave his childhood hometown. 
	

	
	Spiritually
	speaking, Justin was more related to his family and friends in
	Colorado than his own flesh and blood in New York. As true children
	of the Most High God, Heaven was their final destination when life
	on Earth came to an end. Justin wanted that same assurance for his
	parents and for Brian and Craig as well. While the decision to
	receive or reject the Truth was theirs to make, he felt he had a
	role to play. Yes, he needed to set the stage by sharing the Gospel
	of Jesus Christ with them. 
	

	
	“You okay,
	pal?” asked Brian, interrupting Justin’s train of
	thought. 
	

	
	“Huh? Yeah,
	why?” Schroeder replied.

	
	“You’ve
	been twirling pasta on your fork for the longest time, completely
	oblivious to your surroundings.”

	
	Justin cleared his
	throat. “Sorry. I’m fine, really. Out there in la-la
	land, that’s all.”

	
	“Been there
	many times myself. I should get frequent flyer miles,” Brian
	retorted. They both laughed. “I really thought you’d
	love the food here.”

	
	“I do like
	it.” The food wasn’t the problem. His stomach was!
	
	

	
	Justin shoveled a
	fork full of pasta into his mouth. He decided then and there to stop
	daydreaming and focus all his attention on his longtime friend. He
	only had so much time to plant the seeds of the Gospel into Brian’s
	heart. Phasing in and out of the conversation wasn’t a good
	first step. 
	

	
	Justin remained
	engaged throughout the remainder of the meal. They discussed all
	sorts of topics: life in general, women, their careers, and, of
	course, sports. But the Lord’s name was never mentioned. Be
	patient, Justin
	thought, finishing his meal. 
	

	
	They got the check
	at 11:45 p.m. It was Brian’s treat. They had 15 minutes to get
	to the rally. Normally it was only a five-minute walk from the
	restaurant. But with so many people filling the streets, it would
	take twice that long, if not longer. They had to hustle. 
	

	
	Ann Arbor could be
	likened to an atom bomb this night. 
	

	
	First it was packed
	with the power and energy of a thousand bombs. 
	

	
	Second was the
	mushroom cloud of smoke following the bomb’s impact; one small
	college town—one huge mushroom cloud full of people. They more
	than overshadowed the town, they overtook it. 
	

	
	Third was the
	explosion. But that’s where the two differed. Whereas the
	explosion always preceded the cloud with an atom bomb, here the
	cloud came first, as evidenced by the tens of thousands of people
	invading every square inch of the small college town. 
	

	
	The explosion would
	come at kickoff tomorrow. 
	

	
	Maize and blue and
	scarlet and gray—maize and blue for Michigan; scarlet and gray
	for Ohio State—shirts, sweaters, sweat-suits, jackets,
	baseball caps and painted faces were worn by just about everyone
	walking the streets. Fans, students and alumni sang their school’s
	fight songs. It was an amazing sight to see. 
	

	
	Some resident
	students and locals living in Ann Arbor capitalized on the mass of
	humanity, by charging outrageous amounts of money to park vehicles
	on their property and for the use of their bathrooms. If Ann Arbor
	was overflowing with people, why not profit from them? They’d
	been doing just that for many years. Nothing would change this
	weekend. 
	

	
	The profits they
	raked in now was nothing compared to what they would earn in a few
	short hours. With kickoff at noon, latecomers would be rushed,
	panicked even, looking for any parking space they could occupy. Not
	wanting to miss a single down, they’d pay almost
	anything—perhaps double or even triple what they were charged
	this night—to park their vehicles in a safe spot. 
	

	
	It wasn’t a
	bad way to make quick tax-free cash, if you had a little bit of open
	space. 
	

	
	If you did it was
	like gold in your hands. 
	

	
	The University of
	Michigan Planning Committee was responsible for the bonfire
	festivities, and it showed. Michigan regalia was everywhere.
	Thousands of students, alumni and fans of all ages encircled a
	ten-foot heaping pile of firewood. The pro-Michigan anti-Ohio State
	speech leading up to the lighting of the torches was delivered with
	great flair and eloquence. 
	

	
	You just had to
	love home-field advantage. Surely, if the game were being played in
	Columbus, Ohio, everything would be reversed. The hunter would then
	become the hunted, which was exactly how Ohio State fans felt now. 
	

	
	Atop the enormous
	pile of firewood sat a dummy. Actually, it wasn’t sitting. It
	was dangling with a rope around its neck, dressed in a makeshift
	scarlet and gray Ohio State Buckeye’s uniform. It would soon
	be burnt to a crisp in effigy, just like Ohio State come daybreak.
	At least according to Michigan fans. Ohio State fans didn’t
	take it personally. It was all for fun. 
	

	
	When the command
	was given to light the torches, the crowd erupted. When the torches
	touched the kerosene-soaked wood, flames shot 50 feet in the air,
	instantly killing the chill. The crowd went ballistic. Some danced
	around the fire. Many were too crunched together to do anything but
	sway back and forth with everyone else, somewhat against their will.
	But they enjoyed themselves, nonetheless. 
	

	
	Team flags were
	flying. Menacing signs created for the game were being held up.
	Large foam hands with pointer fingers pointed skyward signifying,
	“We’re Number One,” were raised. Sparklers were
	aglow. 
	

	
	The University of
	Michigan Marching Band circled the burning inferno in their maize
	and blue uniforms playing, Hail to the
	Victors—Michigan’s fight song—as
	the Michigan Men’s Glee Club belted out the lyrics. Michigan
	fans quickly joined them. 
	

	
	It was midnight.
	The Big Day was finally upon them. 
	

	
	Brian Mulrooney and
	Justin Schroeder were 50 rows back but were just as caught up in the
	moment as those closest to the fire. They had no choice but to sway
	back and forth with everyone else, mumbling the lyrics to the song. 
	

	
	Unlike everyone
	else, Brian and Justin didn’t know all the lyrics. Even so,
	each time the crowd shouted, “Hail,” which was often
	throughout the chorus, they raised their fists in the air shouting,
	“Hail!” at the top of their lungs. Thousands of hands
	went up and down in unison, as if scripted. 
	

	
	The celebration
	went on for 45 minutes before the Fire Marshall ordered the huge
	fire extinguished, amid a loud chorus of boos. 
	

	
	“They
	were lucky to get this much,” he
	grunted to himself, before barking orders to the three firemen under
	his employ. Most universities had banned bonfires altogether after a
	few students were killed in freak accidents in the past.

	
	With the
	festivities over, people dispersed in all directions. Many flocked
	to restaurants scattered about the quaint college town for a bite to
	eat, before heading home or back to their hotels. Others attended
	“invitation only” alumni and booster parties. 
	

	
	Everyone else—the
	vast majority—converged on the many nightclubs scattered about
	Ann Arbor. Included in that group were Brian Mulrooney and Justin
	Schroeder... 
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	IT WAS SATURDAY
	MORNING. Game day. The dawn of one of college football’s
	biggest weekends. For many collegiate teams, it was rivalry week. It
	would conclude next weekend, but the majority of rivalry games would
	be played this day—both in-state and out-of-state. 
	

	
	In a few short
	hours, archrival college football teams would declare all-out war on
	each other. The battle would take place on the gridiron and wouldn’t
	end until a victor was ultimately declared.

	
	Besides the famed
	Michigan-Ohio State rivalry, many other storied contests would be
	renewed this day. Florida would play archrival Florida State.
	Virginia Tech would play Virginia. Auburn would play Alabama.
	Georgia would play Georgia Tech. Oklahoma would face Oklahoma State.
	USC would play UCLA. Utah would play BYU (Brigham Young University).
	Washington would battle-it-out with Washington State. Arizona would
	play Arizona State. Oregon would play Oregon State. 
	

	
	And the list went
	on... 
	

	
	Truly, this was the
	best time of year to be a college football fan.

	
	In stadiums all
	across the nation, behind-the-scenes preparations were being
	expedited with great speed and efficiency. University employees and
	volunteers, team boosters, vendors and the like—thousands in
	all—were frantically completing their checklists. Deliveries
	were being made. Food was being prepared. Souvenir booths were being
	stocked with all sorts of paraphernalia. Ticket vendors were setting
	up shop. Ticket scalpers were setting up shop, illegally, of course.
	
	

	
	The
	press was assembling. Come game time, those not fortunate to be up
	in the broadcast booths calling the games would line the fields of
	play, hoping to capture still photographs for newspapers and
	magazines, and sound bites for the evening news and the internet.
	
	

	
	Soon, very soon,
	millions of crazed fans would be in their glory.

	
	At 8:00 a.m.,
	Detroit’s Wayne County Metro Airport was abuzz. Flights landed
	one after another, from all across the country and the world. Most
	planes were full of Michigan and Ohio State fans and alumni. 
	

	
	Delta flight #1463
	arrived from Columbus, Ohio a few minutes ago, loaded with over 100
	exuberant Ohio State Buckeyes fans. Michigan fans inside the airport
	terminal wasted no time heckling them. 
	

	
	They heckled back.
	“We’re gonna crush the maize and blue!” yelled a
	brave OSU fan. His remark got the Buckeyes faithful going. 
	

	
	“Michigan’s
	gonna get beat up in their own house today!” screamed another
	OSU fan on another flight from another city. 
	

	
	But as these
	fired-up passengers continued walking the terminal, proudly sporting
	their school colors, they were quickly reminded that they were in
	enemy territory. Though only 162 air miles from home, this clearly
	was Wolverines country. 
	

	
	Many airport
	merchants had maize and blue “M” decals on their
	windows. Michigan Wolverines merchandise was everywhere: T-shirts,
	sweatshirts, jackets, knit hats, earrings, stuffed animals, books,
	calendars and posters. You name it, they had it for sale. 
	

	
	Airport bars and
	restaurants were completely packed with customers. Ohio State fans
	were outnumbered by at least ten to one. Each time they bragged on
	their Buckeyes, Michigan Wolverines fans countered. Only louder.
	Much louder. 
	

	
	It made for good
	fun. 
	

	
	Most weren’t
	in that much of a hurry. Kickoff wasn’t until noon, and it was
	only a 30-minute drive to Michigan Stadium, an hour tops with
	traffic. They still had plenty of time, which they used getting
	reacquainted with old friends. Some ate breakfast. Others drank it,
	while waiting for more friends to arrive from all across the
	country.

	
	The airport was
	alive and festive. A holiday atmosphere was felt by all. And why
	not? This game happened only once a year, just like Thanksgiving and
	Christmas. For many in Michigan and Ohio, this day helped usher in
	the Thanksgiving and Christmas season (unless, of course, the game
	was played after Thanksgiving,
	which sometimes was the case). 
	

	
	People were being
	extra friendly toward one another, even if their teams were
	archenemies. But this was simply the calm before the storm. Come
	game time, pleasantries would be put aside, and war would break
	out—both on the field and off!

	
	Even the weather
	was cooperating. For football, that is. Light snow was forecast and
	had already started falling. But not enough to affect the game or
	travel. Less than an inch was expected at most; just enough to bring
	the excitement level up another notch, if that was even possible. 
	

	
	Everyone knew
	something big—unprecedented—was about to happen. 
	

	
	But it wasn’t
	what anyone was expecting. Not even close!

	
	

	

	
	JUSTIN
	SCHROEDER SAT ON
	the bedroom floor, legs spread out, wrapping the Bibles he brought
	for Brian, Craig Rubin and his parents. With Craig arriving after
	the game, no doubt it would be another late night. Tomorrow would be
	just as hectic. This very well could be his only chance to wrap
	them. 
	

	
	Justin could hardly
	contain his excitement. He wanted to knock on Brian’s bedroom
	door many times to rouse him from his sleep but thought better of
	it. Brian had too much to drink the night before. It seemed every
	ten minutes or so, he was at the bar ordering another drink. 
	

	
	The money he
	must have spent... 
	

	
	They ended up going
	to four different nightclubs and didn’t get home until 3:30 in
	the morning. Brian said he hadn’t partied like that in many
	years, and probably wouldn’t do it again for many years to
	come. 
	

	
	Justin, on the
	other hand, ordered one beer per club. He nursed his drinks very
	slowly, leaving most of the amber liquid still inside the bottle
	when they left one nightclub to go to another. 
	

	
	In all, he’d
	consumed three beers, including the one he had at Brian’s
	apartment. Still, it was too much for him. Justin no longer enjoyed
	going to nightclubs. Nor did he enjoy drinking alcoholic beverages.
	That kind of lifestyle no longer made sense to him. If anything, it
	was a shallow existence that no longer appealed to him. 
	

	
	The places they
	loitered last night were full of lost souls. Schroeder didn’t
	judge them or consider any of them as hopeless. True, they were
	lost. Most were, anyway, just like he was until God changed his
	heart back in his college days. Justin prayed fervently before
	falling asleep that the Most High would change their hearts as well.
	
	

	
	At 8:30 a.m., just
	as Justin was putting the finishing touches on the last Bible, he
	heard footsteps in the hallway, followed by a knock on the door. 
	

	
	“Justin, are
	you up?”

	
	“Good
	morning, Brian!” Justin panicked and pushed the gifts and
	wrapping paper under the bed as quickly as he could, then remembered
	the door was locked. He relaxed. Once the presents were out of
	sight, he opened the door. 
	

	
	“Good
	morning, pal. Are you jazzed or what?” Brian said. 
	

	
	“Raring to
	go! How do you feel?” 
	

	
	Mulrooney chuckled
	humorlessly. “Don’t
	ask!” It was evident he was experiencing the effects of a
	serious hangover. “Nothing a quick shower and some Tylenol
	can’t cure. I know this greasy spoon where the food’s
	really good. Just hope they’re not too packed. If so, we’ll
	have to settle for Mickey D’s.” 
	

	
	“Whatever.
	I’m hungry!”

	
	“After the
	Tylenol kicks in, I’m sure I’ll be hungry too.”
	Brian rubbed his throbbing forehead, “Make sure you dress
	warm. It’s cold out there.” 
	

	
	“Check.”

	
	“Give me
	fifteen minutes and we’re outta here.” 
	

	
	At that, Brian
	headed to the bathroom. 
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	CHARLES CALLOWAY
	WAS AT Sarasota-Bradenton International Airport, in Florida, waiting
	to board his flight to New York City. Though he’d frequently
	crisscrossed the country on airplanes the past three years, this
	would be his first time flying first-class. 
	

	
	Excitement oozed
	out of him. At 42, Calloway was in better shape than many who were
	half his age. To stay that way, he worked out three times a week. To
	further complement his well-toned 6'2" physique, he was an
	impeccable dresser. Whatever the occasion, he was usually the best
	dressed for it. 
	

	
	From a professional
	standpoint, things were going quite well for Charles Calloway.
	Extremely well. But the same couldn’t be said on the home
	front. 
	

	
	Back in the
	Sunshine State for less than 24 hours, Calloway already felt the
	need to get away again. A day ago, he was on top of the world after
	returning from a successful business trip to Dallas, Texas. 
	

	
	When his wife,
	Monique, fetched him at the airport, his mood quickly soured after
	she went off on him, “All
	you ever do is work, work, work! You never spend quality time with
	us anymore. Not only do you miss church a lot, you never go to CJ’s
	basketball games anymore!” 
	

	
	Monique was
	referring to their oldest son, Charles junior, now eleven. CJ was an
	exceptional athlete. 
	

	
	A few years back,
	Charles never would have missed one of his son’s games. But
	the more his business grew, the more frequently it occurred. Now CJ
	was lucky if his father showed up at all. He was both mad and hurt
	by this. 
	

	
	Charles and Monique
	had two boys and three girls. Their eldest daughter, Frances, was
	ten. Then came the twin girls—Veronica and Sharneece. They
	were four. And finally, there was Terrell. He was two. 
	

	
	The married couple
	argued the entire ride back from the airport. When they arrived
	home, Charles wanted to explode. To avoid further verbal abuse from
	Monique, or vice versa, the man of the house retreated to the
	exercise room and took out his anger and frustration on his weights
	and exercise bike.

	
	After twelve years
	of marriage, Charles didn’t need Monique to remind him again
	that the majority of their arguments—at least of late—stemmed
	from the business he started a year after the twins were born, with
	a network marketing company called Cell-U-Loss International. 
	

	
	Based in Tempe,
	Arizona, the company manufactured nutritional products, all of which
	were considered miracle products by their many consumers. They paid
	huge commissions to those deserving of them. 
	

	
	At the outset,
	Charles worked his business part time and continued driving for
	United Parcel Service, his employer for seventeen years. When his
	wife Monique lost thirteen pounds in just two months’ time,
	from using his weight-loss products, he really saw the big picture. 
	

	
	What better story
	than his own wife losing so much weight in so little time? Calloway
	soon had customers coast to coast faithfully using his products and
	experiencing similar results. He often said it was like taking candy
	from a baby. 
	

	
	After experiencing
	moderate success, Calloway believed that if he really applied
	himself and gave it all he had, Cell-U-Loss would be his big chance
	to strike it rich. The thought of being wealthy consumed the
	entrepreneurial-minded man to the point of obsession. 
	

	
	Six months after
	Terrell was born, Calloway’s income from his part time
	business equaled the salary of his full-time job. With Monique’s
	blessing, he left his job at UPS to pursue his business career full
	time. 
	

	
	All his hard work
	and determination had paid off. Charles now earned a comfortable
	six-figure income, which allowed the Calloways to move into a 4,000
	square-foot, five-bedroom, three-and-a-half-bath home on Siesta Key
	Beach, right on the Gulf of Mexico. Its crescent shaped, white
	powdery sand was rivaled by no other beach in America. 
	

	
	While Monique
	thanked God for the blessing, Charles thanked Cell-U-Loss
	International. And why not? The opportunity they offered was the
	main reason that the world was finally becoming his oyster. Calloway
	was already the most successful African-American distributor in the
	company. But his goal was to be number one, not number three—his
	current status—number one. 
	

	
	To achieve this
	lofty goal, Charles needed to keep the pedal to the metal, so to
	speak, and maintain his rigorous travel schedule. He was determined
	to let nothing stand in the way of his success. Or no one. 
	

	
	Hence, the constant
	friction with his wife of late.

	
	Calloway was headed
	to the Big Apple to
	be the keynote speaker for Cell-U-Loss International’s final
	training seminar of the year. It was being held at the world-famous
	Waldorf-Astoria Hotel in midtown Manhattan. 
	

	
	When Jonathan
	Steinberg—president of Cell-U-Loss International—asked
	him to keynote, Charles proudly accepted the invitation. To him, it
	was the greatest of honors. 
	

	
	Truly, he’d
	come a long way in life. 
	

	
	Born in Atlanta,
	Georgia, Calloway grew up in a black Southern Baptist home. The son
	of a preacher, he never missed church on Sunday. He wasn’t
	allowed to. Unless, of course, he was sick. Church members used to
	marvel at how, as a youngster, he could recite many popular Bible
	verses out loud when asked to by his father. 
	

	
	Growing up,
	Calloway craved action and adventure in a big way; probably because
	he had so little of it during his adolescent years. Aside from the
	annual church camping trips and a handful of other events—mostly
	day trips—his life was totally devoid of action and adventure.
	The little taste he got from those camping trips was never enough to
	sustain him. 
	

	
	Charles wanted
	more, needed more. He wanted to do brave, bold and daring things in
	life. In his mind, being a preacher didn’t qualify. Now
	married, living in Siesta Key Beach, Florida, Charles Calloway was
	living life under his own terms; no longer caught up in his father’s
	authoritative web. 
	

	
	Even so, he still
	remembered those days very clearly, as if it were just yesterday. 
	

	
	Calloway met
	Monique Sampson—Monique’s maiden name—at a
	Christian singles concert in Atlanta. He was 27 at the time. Monique
	was 25. They hit it off immediately. In time, they fell in love. 
	

	
	Three years later,
	they were married. CJ was born the following year. In her heart,
	Monique wanted him to follow in his father’s footsteps and
	become a preacher himself, but Charles wanted nothing to do with it.
	
	

	
	Calloway was taught
	growing up that his faith in God was supposed to be number-one,
	followed by his family, then everything else. His parents had often
	stressed this point to him.

	
	Monique agreed with
	her in-laws and did her best to live by that rule. A devout Christ
	follower for many years, nothing mattered more to the mother of five
	than her deep faith in God. 
	

	
	Charles never
	admitted it to anyone, especially his father, but he was currently
	taking a vacation from God. His family was extremely important to
	him, but thanks to Cell-U-Loss International, instead of the 1-2-3
	approach his wife and parents wholeheartedly believed in—God,
	family, business—Charles’ priorities were the exact
	opposite: 3-2-1. 
	

	
	At any rate, in
	order to make peace with his wife and children, Charles took the
	family out to dinner and a movie last night. This made everyone
	happy. But Monique was equally flustered. The Calloways were hosting
	their first Thanksgiving dinner since moving to Florida eight years
	ago. Twenty-two family members would be coming in from Atlanta. 
	

	
	With less than a
	week to prepare, it would take a total family effort to accomplish
	everything that still needed to be done. As the family ate dinner at
	a fancy restaurant in downtown Sarasota, Monique spent 30 minutes
	going over every last detail.

	
	Every time Charles’
	phone vibrated, Monique gave him a look he knew all too well. It
	screamed, “Don’t even think about it.” 
	

	
	Charles wisely
	complied with his wife’s silent command and let each call to
	go unanswered and each text message to go unread. 
	

	
	Once Monique was
	finished talking about Thanksgiving dinner, the conversation only
	got worse for Charles. The man of the house fended off arrows fired
	at him from his eldest two children, CJ and Frances. This list, too,
	was quite long. 
	

	
	The three youngest
	were still too young to grasp what was going on. They still had
	nothing but love for Daddy. Why
	do kids have to grow up? 
	

	
	Before leaving the
	restaurant, Charles promised last night that after this trip to New
	York, he had no other travel plans until after the new year. In
	short: he was all theirs. 
	

	
	This made everyone
	happy, especially Monique. 
	

	
	What Charles didn’t
	say was, while he was just as eager to see everyone this
	Thanksgiving, his primary reason was different than theirs. More
	than anything, he couldn’t wait to show off his home to family
	members who would be visiting for the first time. 
	

	
	Perhaps after
	seeing firsthand what three years of hard work did for him, they
	would join Cell-U-Loss and finally stake their claim in the Land
	of Opportunity.
	
	

	
	Wouldn’t
	that be great, Calloway thought, keeping it to himself.
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	WITH BREAKFAST
	FINISHED THE lunch crowd was already gathering at Mitzi’s
	Delicatessen. It was 10:30 a.m. Craig Rubin’s flight was
	scheduled for 12:15 p.m. Time to get a serious move on. He went
	outside to hail a cab.

	
	“Send us a
	postcard…” he heard a waitress say. 
	

	
	Craig laughed.
	“Yeah, right!”

	
	Almost immediately,
	Tamika Moseley pulled up. “Where to?” 
	

	
	“JFK, and I’m
	in a hurry,” Rubin said. “If we don’t hustle, I’m
	gonna miss my flight.”

	
	“What time’s
	your flight?” 
	

	
	“Twelve-fifteen.”

	
	Tamika looked at
	the clock on the car radio. “Boy mister, you cutting it real
	close.”

	
	“I know.
	That’s why we gotta hustle.”

	
	Tamika shot her
	passenger a look in the rear-view mirror that screamed, “Hey,
	it’s not my fault! You’re the one who’s late, not
	me”, but thought better of it.
	“Airline?”

	
	“United.”

	
	“I’ll
	do my best, mister.”

	
	Rubin silently
	reprimanded himself for not leaving a little sooner. But the
	restaurant was so busy. He didn’t even have time to shower in
	the basement like he often did after finishing a shift. 
	

	
	Rubin already felt
	sorry for the poor souls seated next to him on the airplane. The
	stale smell of helping his busboy clean tables for four hours wasn’t
	the most pleasant of aromas to encounter.

	
	Oh well, that’s
	life,
	he thought, as Tamika Moseley steadied the cab through the Queens
	Midtown Tunnel, en route to JFK Airport.

	
	

	

	
	CHARLES CALLOWAY
	WAS INSIDE the airport terminal in Sarasota, Florida, laptop turned
	on, when a man approached him. He appeared to be in his late
	fifties. 
	

	
	“Are you
	Charles Calloway?” the man asked in a smooth, Southern drawl.
	The little hair he still had on his head was a mixture of brown and
	gray. He had a full beard. He was noticeably overweight, wearing
	blue jeans, a blue and white striped, button-down shirt, and an old
	pair of cowboy boots. He very much looked like a cowboy, minus the
	hat. 
	

	
	“Yes, I am.
	And you are…?” 
	

	
	“Name’s
	Richard Figueroa. I’m fairly new to Cell-U-Loss. I’ve
	never met you personally, sir, but I’ve heard so many good
	things about you.”

	
	“It’s a
	pleasure meeting you, Richard.”

	
	They shook hands. 
	

	
	“Pleasure’s
	all mine, Mister Calloway. I’m honored to be part of your
	organization. You’re the main reason I’m going to New
	York in the first place,” the Hispanic man said with a smile.
	“I look forward to everything you have to share with us.”

	
	“Hope I don’t
	let you down,” Charles said, jokingly.

	
	“I’m
	sure you won’t.”

	
	“Do you
	receive my monthly online newsletter?” 
	

	
	“I sure
	don’t,” Figueroa said. “Like I said, I’m
	fairly new.”

	
	“If you’d
	like, I’ll add your name to the list.”

	
	“I’d
	really like that.” They exchanged business cards. “I’m
	so thankful for this wonderful opportunity.”

	
	“I hear you,
	man. No better opportunity out there,” Calloway declared, with
	a sense of pride few possessed. 
	

	
	“I can only
	think of one better.” 
	

	
	“Oh yeah?”
	Calloway eyeballed the man, “What’s that?” 
	

	
	“The greatest
	opportunity in the world—eternal life through Christ Jesus!”
	Figueroa’s eyes shone like the brightest of stars. 
	

	
	“Oh yeah,
	right. Amen,” Calloway said, half-heartedly.

	
	“Are you a
	believer, Charles?” Figueroa looked like a man who didn’t
	have a mean bone in his body. Truly, he was at peace with himself. 
	

	
	“I sure am,”
	the successful businessman said, with little authority.

	
	“How long
	have you been saved, if you don’t mind me asking?”

	
	The question caught
	Calloway off guard. He looked around the airport terminal, slightly
	embarrassed. “Uh, for a long time. Since I was a kid.”

	
	Richard Figueroa
	could tell by looking into Calloway’s eyes that he wasn’t
	so sure. He answered the question with much less conviction than
	everything else. 
	

	
	Not wanting to push
	the issue, Figueroa changed the subject. “When we land,
	perhaps we can share a cab ride to the hotel.”

	
	“Sounds like
	a winner,” Calloway replied.

	
	Just then, the
	woman behind the desk announced, “Ladies and gentlemen, at
	this time we will begin boarding our first-class passengers.”

	
	Ah, the
	announcement Charles had long awaited. “That’s me. I
	wanna get on early and have myself a drink.”

	
	“It was a
	great pleasure meeting you. I look forward to the cab ride later.”

	
	“Me too,
	Richard.”

	
	“Enjoy the
	flight.”

	
	“You
	too.” They shook hands. 
	

	
	At that, Charles
	Calloway headed for the jet way, feeling totally elated after just
	putting another face to the many names in his growing database of
	representatives who were putting serious money in his pocket. What
	a wonderful life!

	
	As the airplane
	slowly taxied down the runway in preparation for takeoff, Calloway
	was just finishing his second glass of wine.

	
	Twenty rows or so
	behind him, Richard Figueroa prayed for a safe flight to New York.
	He also prayed for his new friend, Charles Calloway. Clearly,
	nothing mattered more to him than his booming business. 
	

	
	Figueroa prayed
	that God would change all that. 
	

	
	Sure, Cell-U-Loss
	International was a great company. But in no way was it the most
	important thing in life. At least not to Richard Figueroa... 
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	AT CAMP DAVID,
	PRESIDENT Jefferson Danforth and First Lady Melissa Danforth waited
	for their guests to arrive. Today wasn’t a workday. There
	would be no staff meetings or dealings with foreign dignitaries or
	government officials. No peace treaties would be negotiated like
	back in 1979, between Israel and Egypt, when Jimmy Carter was
	President. 
	

	
	Dressed in full
	Michigan regalia—a nylon Michigan sweat suit, T-shirt, and
	Michigan sweat socks—President Danforth looked very much at
	ease. The day he’d anticipated for many months was finally
	upon him. Even when meeting with world officials and dignitaries
	discussing rather pressing issues, he found himself daydreaming
	about today. He wanted nothing to ruin it. 
	

	
	First Lady Melissa
	Danforth looked elegant as always, wearing brown slacks and a
	sweater donning various shades of brown. The most famous couple on
	the planet looked like regular citizens for a change. Both looked
	relaxed. And refreshed. 
	

	
	President Jefferson
	Danforth stood a tone 5'10", with salt-and-pepper-colored hair,
	and grayish-green eyes that would turn steely-gray when someone
	upset him. 
	

	
	Long before winning
	the election two years ago, Jefferson Danforth already had that
	“Presidential” look about him. Even at 58, his prominent
	facial features caused many heads to turn. 
	

	
	Born and raised in
	Madison, Wisconsin, he wanted to be President for as long as he
	could remember. When he was twelve, he spent a weekend in Washington
	D.C. with his family. Visiting the White House was at the top of his
	“must-see” list. 
	

	
	He never did get to
	meet the President that day, but when he saw the many secret service
	agents milling about—all there to protect one man—he
	decided then and there that he would one day become President.
	Forty-three years later, at the age of 55, his dream had finally
	become a reality. 
	

	
	First Lady Melissa
	Danforth was 53 but looked 10 years younger than her actual age. She
	stood a lean 5'6". Her eyes were soft brown, much like her
	hair, which was so short that it hugged her face. Her overall
	features were prominent, sprinkled with a dash of elegance. 
	

	
	Whereas her husband
	spent considerable time in tanning booths, Melissa seldom exposed
	her near-flawless, fair-skinned complexion to the sun, let alone
	take her chances in a tanning booth. In her opinion, the potential
	danger was just too great. 
	

	
	Since the days of
	Jacqueline Kennedy, no other First Lady had graced the White House
	as elegantly as Melissa Danforth. As much as her husband loved being
	President of the United States of America, she loved being First
	Lady.

	
	The only plan
	America’s First Family had this day was to have fun and enjoy
	the game. The last thing they wanted was to be consumed by the
	needs, wants and concerns of the country. 
	

	
	They needed a break
	from it all. 
	

	
	Part
	of them wanted to be in Michigan watching the game from inside
	Michigan Stadium. The other part was happy being at Camp David.
	Being First Family of the United States
	of America did have its perks. 
	

	
	At 9:30 this
	morning, they boarded Marine One for
	the short flight to Camp David. President
	Danforth’s mother, Lydia Danforth and Melissa’s mother,
	Candice Stephenson were also on board, along with two secret service
	agents. The President and First Lady both lost their fathers years
	ago. 
	

	
	Two other choppers
	accompanied Marine One,
	flying a short distance behind. One carried the Danforths three
	children, their spouses and their four grandchildren. 
	

	
	Their first child
	and only son William was 33. He was married to his college
	sweetheart, Christine, for eight years. The couple had a son named
	Jared, who was six. 
	

	
	Their second child
	Janelle was 32. She was married to her husband, Dr. Benjamin
	Richardson for nine years. They had two children, Shane and Tiffany.
	Shane was seven. Tiffany was five. 
	

	
	Their youngest
	daughter Erica was 30. Her husband was Ronald Whittingham. They had
	a two-year-old daughter, Rebecca. Erica was eight months pregnant
	with the couple’s second child. The baby was due this upcoming
	Christmas.

	
	The third chopper
	carried Press Secretary Jordan Kendall, two press members and two
	more secret service agents. The only images the two journalists
	would leave Camp David with were still photographs. Nothing more. 
	

	
	“If you ever
	want to be invited back to Camp David in the future,” Press
	secretary Kendall sternly warned while en route, “you’ll
	respect the President’s privacy at all times. If caught
	secretly recording him, you’ll never be considered again for
	an assignment like this. At least, not while this President’s
	in office.”

	
	Once the First
	Family was settled, Daniel Sullivan, the agent in charge, gave the
	okay for a fourth chopper to leave Washington, carrying a few close
	friends of the Danforths. 
	

	
	Not only were full
	background checks conducted on each person soon-to-be-arriving, each
	had to clear various security checkpoints before boarding the
	aircraft. Close friends or not, the Presidency was an institution
	and the
	secret service never took chances. If
	your name wasn’t on the list to see the President, you didn’t
	see him—irrespective of who you were. 
	

	
	Nestled securely in
	the Catoctin Mountains in western Maryland, 70 miles from the White
	House, Franklin D. Roosevelt—the thirty-second President of
	the United States—started the tradition of American Presidents
	coming here for rest and relaxation back in 1942. It had become the
	retreat of every other President since. 
	

	
	President
	Danforth was no exception. Like his
	predecessors, Camp
	David had become his
	escape-from-the-public eye. It was a place to forget about the
	pressures of being the most powerful man on the planet. Sure,
	everyone knew he was there, but he still felt disconnected from
	them. This allowed him to relax even more.

	
	He flat-out refused
	to watch the game at the White House. He could never relax there.
	For him, it wasn’t home. It was a place to work. A place to
	run the country. A place to hold meetings with world leaders and
	diplomats. A place to honor American heroes and champions. A place
	to host state dinners. A place to be, well, President. 
	

	
	When he and his
	family moved into the White House three years ago, it seemed much of
	the fun in his life had moved out. This day would be an exception to
	that harsh reality. 
	

	
	At least if he
	could help it.

	
	President Danforth
	wanted nothing to be formal today. Instead of a sit-down luncheon,
	originally planned by the First Lady, he vetoed it in favor of a
	get-in-line-and-grab-your-own-food buffet-style set up. He didn’t
	want to be served today. He wanted to get his own food for a change.
	
	

	
	After his brief
	interview on ESPN 30 minutes from now, everyone would help
	themselves to lunch. The 60-inch screen television normally tuned
	into FOX
	NEWS, CNN, MSNBC or
	CSPAN,
	was locked onto ESPN
	where it would
	remain until after the game ended. 
	

	
	The front door
	opened. 
	

	
	“Welcome to
	Camp David!” First Lady Melissa Danforth declared to her
	friends, doing her best to ignore the two press members in the room.
	After being victimized too many times to count, Melissa silently
	loathed the press. 
	

	
	“Greetings
	everyone!” the President said, in a jovial voice.

	
	“Same to you,
	Mister President,” came the reply in unison.

	
	“Now, I will
	not be called Mister President today. Call me whatever you did
	before I assumed this position.” After thinking about what
	he’d just said, he backpedaled, “Well, not whatever.”
	
	

	
	Everyone laughed.

	
	“Okay, Mister
	Governor!” Melissa Danforth’s older brother, Tyler
	Stephens declared, referring to his eight years as Governor of
	Wisconsin. 
	

	
	“Well, I
	guess you could’ve called me a whole lot worse.”
	Everyone laughed again. “Changing subjects,” the
	President said, wiping his brow as if escaping a close call, “I’ll
	be doing a brief interview on ESPN in a few minutes. After that, we
	can eat.” 
	

	
	“Good. All
	these security checkpoints have made me hungry.” said Jim
	Harrigan, jokingly. Harrigan was one of President Danforth’s
	college fraternity brothers from way back when. He had good seats
	for the game, but when invited to watch a football game at Camp
	David with the President of the United States of America, one tends
	to change plans. He, too, sported full Michigan apparel.

	
	“Per
	Jefferson’s request,” Melissa said, giving her husband a
	grimacing look and slight nudge to the gut, “lunch will be
	served buffet-style in the dining room. After you’ve helped
	yourself, feel free to join my husband in the living room. Or you
	can dine at the table with me. Whatever you choose to do, please
	make yourselves very comfortable. We’re honored to have you
	here as our cherished guests.”

	
	Everyone started
	clapping. The President and First Lady had long since grown used to
	this type of reception. Friends or not, it was the proper thing to
	do when spending time with the First Family. 
	

	
	The Danforths
	quickly waved it off, once again reminding everyone that today was a
	fun day. 
	

	
	Little did they
	know they were just moments away from experiencing the most
	devastating event to ever visit Planet Earth...
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	THE CAPTAINS FROM
	BOTH football teams met at midfield for the coin toss. Michigan
	Stadium was charged with anticipation. Michigan fans far outnumbered
	Ohio State fans. 
	

	
	Of the 111,000+
	fans in attendance, roughly 15,000 were Ohio State fans. Most were
	seated directly behind Ohio State’s bench near their school’s
	marching band. The rest were sporadically spread out in smaller
	increments throughout the stadium. 
	

	
	When their beloved
	Buckeyes won the coin toss and elected to receive, their presence
	was instantly felt. They were loud. But when the Michigan captains
	ran off the field with their hands raised high above their heads, it
	was once again obvious who had the huge home field advantage.

	
	Kickoff was just
	moments away... 
	

	
	Bob Matthewson had
	been anchoring the ESPN makeshift studio on the field at Michigan
	Stadium since 9 a.m. Alongside Matthewson were his two colleagues,
	Jared Williams and Reggie Slater. It was so loud inside The
	Big House, as Michigan Stadium was
	called, that the three men could hardly hear themselves think. 
	

	
	Reggie Slater
	finished his analysis of the upcoming #11 Florida Gators versus the
	#5 Florida State Seminoles game—another game with serious bowl
	game implications—and the camera switched back to Bob
	Matthewson. 
	

	
	Looking directly
	into the camera he said, “As promised, we have President
	Jefferson Danforth who, as most of you know, is a proud graduate of
	the University of Michigan and a huge Wolverines fan, joining us
	live from Camp David. Good morning, Mister President.”

	
	“Greetings,
	Bob!” the leader of the free world said in a robust voice. 
	

	
	Donovon Davies was
	back at ESPN studios in Bristol, Connecticut. He had both parties on
	separate monitors cradled into his desk in front of him. A third
	monitor—the one viewers at home saw—showed a split
	screen with the three broadcasters inside Michigan on one side, and
	the President on the other. 
	

	
	Bob Matthewson,
	Jared Williams and Reggie Slater looked straight ahead as if the
	President was seated directly across from them. You just had to love
	television. It could always make the impossible look possible,
	despite that 500 miles separated both parties. 
	

	
	President Danforth
	wore a Michigan Wolverines baseball cap for the interview, donning
	his usual Vote
	for Me campaign
	smile. This was the most relaxed his adoring—and not so
	adoring—public had ever seen him.

	
	Noticing his
	Michigan garb, Bob Matthewson asked, “Mister President, you’re
	not too excited about the game, are you?”

	
	The President
	smiled, flashing two rows of perfect white teeth. “I’ll
	tell you what, Bob, Melissa and I have been waiting for this day for
	a very long time. It’s nice to be surrounded by family and
	friends. We eagerly anticipate kickoff in a few moments.” 
	

	
	Seeing the
	fireplace ablaze, Reggie Slater said, “Looks like you have the
	best seat for the game, Mister President.” His visible breath
	floated skyward before quickly evaporating. “One thing for
	sure is you won’t have to deal with the snow and wind gusts
	like us.” 
	

	
	President Danforth
	responded, “With all things being equal, Reggie, I think I’d
	rather be there with the three of you. I’ve been fortunate to
	attend a few games there in the past. I know how much fun it is. I
	also know how cold it can be.” 
	

	
	Both men nodded
	agreement. They were all smiles. “I can only imagine, Sir,”
	said Slater. “If you were here now, would Michigan fans first
	have to sing ‘Hail to the Chief’ to you before singing
	‘Hail to the Victors’ to the Wolverines?” 
	

	
	Both men laughed.
	Good one, Reggie,
	Slater thought to himself. 
	

	
	Jared Williams
	probed on, “Mister President, how many games have you been to
	at Michigan Stadium?” 
	

	
	The
	President appeared to be in deep thought as he searched his memory.
	“I believe six games, Jared, half of which were against Ohio
	State. As you know, home field advantage in this rivalry switches
	each year. As a student at Michigan, I watched these two great teams
	play in both my sophomore and senior years. Two years after
	graduating, I was fortunate to watch them play again. All three
	games went down to the wire. I’m
	proud to say Michigan won two of them.” 
	

	
	The interview with
	President Danforth was broadcast on the Jumbo-Tron screen inside
	Michigan Stadium. Michigan fans erupted. Ohio State fans, including
	those watching from the Horseshoe—Ohio State’s home
	stadium in Columbus, Ohio—booed and heckled.

	
	After they settled
	down, President Danforth continued, “The first time these
	teams played each other was back in eighteen ninety-seven. However,
	the first Michigan-Ohio State football game ever played inside
	Michigan Stadium took place back in nineteen twenty-one. I’m
	proud to tell you we won the game twenty-one to nothing. It sure
	would be nice to see history repeat itself again today.” 
	

	
	The crowd erupted
	again into thunderous cheering. 
	

	
	When they calmed
	down, Jared Williams said, “Wow, Mister President, you really
	know your Michigan football history!” 
	

	
	“Once a
	Michigan man, Jared, always a Michigan man!” the President
	declared, knowing he had the crowd in the palm of his hand. 
	

	
	“Mister
	President, what’s your prediction for today’s game?”
	asked Bob Matthewson. 
	

	
	“Well Bob, in
	all honesty, it’s anyone’s game to win. Both schools
	have tremendous football programs. I believe it will be a fierce
	battle and defensive struggle right down to the wire. Low scoring
	for sure. And I agree with Reggie that it will probably come down to
	who commits the fewest turnovers.” 
	

	
	“You have
	been watching,
	Mister President. I’m impressed!” Reggie replied. He was
	impressed.

	
	“I sure have!
	You guys are extremely knowledgeable when it comes to college
	football. Every time I watch your show, I learn something new. And I
	agree with Jared that not only will the winner play for the National
	Championship, they will win it! I just hope it’s Michigan!”
	the President said, pointing to the embroidered letter “M”
	for Michigan on his sweat suit. 
	

	
	Once again, the
	crowd erupted. 
	

	
	Reggie Slater said,
	“Wow! Mister President, you may have missed your true calling
	in life. You could have been a pep rally spokesperson. You’ve
	really got this place going bonkers!”

	
	“Thanks,
	Reggie. Perhaps I did miss my calling,” the President said,
	savoring the moment. 
	

	
	“I just hope
	it doesn’t hurt you with Ohio State voters,” he joked.

	
	“Aw c’mon,
	Reggie, they know it’s all for fun.” 
	

	
	“I’m
	sure they do, Mister President.”

	
	The producer of the
	show told Bob Matthewson in his ear-piece that it was time to finish
	the interview. As soon as there was an opening he jumped in, “Mister
	President, we’re outta time. Thank you, Sir, for spending a
	few moments with us.” 
	

	
	“My pleasure,
	Bob.” 
	

	
	“Enjoy the
	game, Sir.”

	
	“You too. Oh,
	just one more thing.” The President leaned up in his burgundy
	leather chair and looked directly into the camera, “Make me
	proud, boys. Win one for me!”

	
	At that, the crowd
	went ballistic. ESPN did all it could to capture the moment. Cameras
	panned the crowd, showing the huge television audience the
	pandemonium taking place inside Michigan Stadium. 
	

	
	The Michigan
	marching band played Hail to the Victors.
	
	

	
	Banners were
	flying. Rally towels were twirling above heads like helicopter
	propellers. People were jumping up and down on their seats
	screaming, cheering and singing their teams’ fight songs. 
	

	
	It made for good
	television. Real good television. 
	

	
	Press Secretary
	Jordan Kendall ran her pointer-finger across her neck. “Cut!”
	
	

	
	The camera at Camp
	David went dead. 
	

	
	“Good,”
	said the President. “I’m hungry. Let’s eat.”
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	TAMIKA MOSELEY
	PULLED UP to the departures gate at JFK International Airport at
	11:20 a.m., leaving Craig Rubin less than an hour before takeoff. He
	was cutting it close. Too close for comfort. 
	

	
	Thankfully he was
	already checked-in for his flight. He did it online last night. 
	

	
	Rubin
	paid the fare then proceeded past the long lines at the
	check-in counter, grateful not to be checking luggage, and
	high-tailed it straight to the security checkpoint area. He arrived
	at the gate at 11:55 p.m. Passengers were already boarding. 
	

	
	Without realizing
	it, his cell phone had fallen out of his coat pocket inside the
	taxicab. It landed in between the back seat and right passenger side
	door. 
	

	
	Tamika Moseley was
	also unaware of it. But her job was to drive people from A to B, not
	diligently search the cab each time a passenger got out to make sure
	they didn’t forget something. 
	

	
	Besides, JFK
	Airport was extremely busy, and Tamika barely had time to catch her
	breath. It seemed everyone needed a cab. 
	

	
	As soon as Craig
	Rubin exited the cab, Charles Calloway and Richard
	Figueroa hailed her down for a ride.

	
	“Where to?”
	she asked. 
	

	
	“The
	Waldorf-Astoria!” Calloway replied proudly, blowing into his
	glove-less hands in an attempt to warm them. A lifelong southern
	boy, he wasn’t
	used to New York’s fall chilly weather. 
	

	
	“You got it.”
	
	

	
	

	

	
	INSIDE MICHIGAN
	STADIUM, A light snow was still falling, but not enough to affect
	the game or impair anyone’s vision. Only a dusting had
	accumulated so far. The field looked to be in excellent shape. 
	

	
	Brian Mulrooney and
	Justin Schroeder did their best to add to the already deafening
	noise level. Mulrooney was screaming at the top of his lungs, which
	didn’t help his headache much. Schroeder had two fingers
	jammed inside his mouth whistling as loudly as he could. 
	

	
	To see a Notre Dame
	Fightin’ Irish fan and a Colorado Buffaloes fan both rooting
	for the Michigan Wolverines was a bit ironic. If their fellow
	university brethren could see them now—cheering for a team
	their teams had storied pasts with—they’d have a lot of
	explaining to do. 
	

	
	Mulrooney thought
	to wear his Notre Dame knit cap to show his true loyalty but decided
	against it at the last minute. He and Schroeder would be Michigan
	fans for one day. 
	

	
	They even purchased
	Michigan baseball hats to serve as mementos. Whenever they wore them
	in the future, they’d be brought straight back to this day, as
	if by time machine. 
	

	
	Both men stood on
	their seats along with everyone else, clearly caught up in the
	moment. 
	

	
	Boy, what a
	sight to see, thought Justin Schroeder,
	drinking it all in.

	
	

	

	
	BACK TO RECEIVE FOR
	OHIO State were the Griffin brothers, Derrick and Darnay. Both were
	highly recruited speedsters from Chicago, Illinois. Derrick was a
	wide receiver; Darnay a defensive corner back. 
	

	
	Not only were they
	exceptional athletes, both were in the running to win college
	football’s highest honor, the Heisman Trophy. Winning the
	Heisman was a lot like winning a gold medal in the Olympics or an
	Oscar in Hollywood; that prestigious title always preceded the
	recipient’s name. 
	

	
	The same was true
	with the Heisman Trophy. The winner this year would join past
	winners in what was dubbed the greatest fraternity in all of college
	football. For the first time in NCAA history, two of the top five
	candidates for the highly touted possession were biological
	brothers. 
	

	
	The Griffin
	brothers were that good. NFL scouts were already beating down their
	door hoping to sign them. They frequently told reporters the reason
	their skills were so refined was that they constantly faced each
	other growing up. Derrick was a senior at Ohio State. Darnay was a
	junior.

	
	When Ohio State
	recruited Derrick four years ago, they knew good fortune would shine
	on them again the following year. Darnay made it no secret that
	wherever Derrick chose to go, he planned to follow him after his
	senior year of high school. 
	

	
	Derrick was already
	being projected as a top-three draft pick in the upcoming NFL draft.
	If Darnay decided to forgo his senior year of college he, too, would
	be a first-round pick. But he planned to remain at Ohio State for
	his senior year, just like his older brother had done. 
	

	
	The Griffin
	brothers were a huge part of their team’s overall success.
	During kickoffs, opposing teams didn’t have the luxury of
	kicking the ball to the #2 returner—they were both #1’s.
	
	

	
	Whenever they
	touched the football, something exciting usually happened, giving
	Ohio State a serious one-two punch! Between the two of them, they’d
	already returned seven kickoffs for touchdowns this season. It was
	an NCAA record. 
	

	
	Despite the
	notoriety both men garnered on the gridiron, they were even more
	impressive off the field. Two of the busiest students on campus,
	they nevertheless still made time for those in need; whether an
	interview, autograph, selfie, advice, prayer, whatever. And they did
	it without ever displaying the slightest hint of arrogance or
	egotism.

	
	Raised in the
	church, both had an unshakable faith in God, and often led the pre-
	and post-game prayers. Few would argue that the Griffin brothers
	were the nicest, classiest, most humble men on campus. 
	

	
	The game of the
	decade, if not the century, was set to begin and all eyes were on
	them. Their silver helmets were full of Buckeye’s
	Leaves—stickers they’d received throughout the season
	for top performance. Their lean, muscular bodies fit perfectly into
	their white and gray uniforms. Scarlet red numbers were posted on
	both the front and back of their pristine jerseys. 
	

	
	With a wet surface,
	their uniforms wouldn’t remain clean for long. Besides, who
	wanted to stay clean? Being wet and dirty showed you were a player. 
	

	
	Surely, one of the
	Griffins would be the first to get dirty, along with those who
	tackled him. That is, if they
	tackled him. To be tackled, one first had to be caught. Opposing
	teams were having difficulty doing that all-season long. 
	

	
	Derrick and Darnay
	Griffin nodded at one another. Adrenaline pumped through their
	bodies. 
	

	
	It was ShowTime. 
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	BRENT JOHANNSEN AND
	CHAD Palmer were the two fortunate announcers chosen to broadcast
	the game. In 15 seconds, they would be seen and heard in more than
	100 countries around the world. They would even be seen and heard up
	in space. 
	

	
	Both were
	ex-football-players-turned-announcers. When advised back in August
	that they were the ones chosen to broadcast this game, they went out
	that night and celebrated. It was a tossup between them and another
	pair of broadcasters. Both considered it a tremendous honor. And it
	sure looked good on their resumes. 
	

	
	For Johannsen and
	Palmer, this was their Super Bowl. In the college ranks, you
	couldn’t be asked to call a more prestigious game than this.
	It was as good as being chosen for a major Bowl Game or even the
	Final Four—college basketball’s annual NCAA tournament.

	
	The whistle blew,
	and the ball was kicked into the air. 
	

	
	The noise level was
	at fever pitch. 
	

	
	The
	football peaked in the snow-filled sky then spiraled back to Earth.
	Derrick Griffin positioned himself directly beneath it. It was
	coming straight toward him, twisting, spiraling, turning. All
	of a sudden, POOF—he was gone! So was Darnay! They simply
	vanished! Disappeared! 
	

	
	The football hit
	then bounced off of Derrick’s football uniform. But Derrick
	wasn’t there! Nor was Darnay! They were nowhere to be found. 
	

	
	They weren’t
	the only ones to vanish. Players on the field and sidelines
	disappeared. Coaches disappeared. Referees disappeared. Cheerleaders
	disappeared. Students from both marching bands disappeared.
	Representatives from the media disappeared. Alumni from both schools
	disappeared. Thousands in the bleachers disappeared, including many
	who were still trying to get to their seats. 
	

	
	“Did you see
	that, Brent?” Chad Palmer shouted in a growing panic. 
	

	
	“What the...”
	Brent Johannsen shouted, using expletives to finish his sentence,
	not caring that his ill remark was broadcast worldwide. Under the
	circumstances, he was too shocked to care.

	
	“I don’t
	know. Should we go to commercial break?” Chad Palmer may have
	been a star quarterback in his day, but right now he felt like a
	scared, helpless man. 
	

	
	After a stellar
	career at the University of Arizona, Palmer played quarterback for
	the Dallas Cowboys. Injuries prematurely forced him from the game,
	cutting a potential Hall of Fame career short. He often said being
	up in the broadcast booth was the next best thing to being on the
	field. Right now, that thought wasn’t helping him much. Fear
	paralyzed him. He completely shut down. 
	

	
	“I don’t
	know, Chad.” Johannsen started hyperventilating. 
	

	
	Sydney Levin, the
	producer of the game screamed into their ear-pieces, “No!
	We’re not going to commercial break! Keep broadcasting! Keep
	broadcasting!” 
	

	
	Even at a time like
	this, all Levin cared about was ratings. 
	

	
	Seeing Chad Palmer
	totally unresponsive, Johannsen
	said to Levin, “What should we, I, say?” 
	

	
	“I don’t
	know. Just keep talking,” came the stern reply. “Keep
	talking!”

	
	

	

	
	BRIAN MULROONEY
	STOOD ON his seat clinging to his soft drink, shouting at the top of
	his lungs when it happened. Like everyone else inside Michigan
	Stadium, he was staring directly at the Griffin brothers when they
	suddenly vanished into thin air. Having consumed so much alcohol the
	night before, he thought his eyes were playing tricks on him. 
	

	
	When he finally
	realized his eyes weren’t
	playing tricks on him, that the Griffin brothers really
	had disappeared—along with many others—he dropped his
	soda to the ground in total shock. Foam and ice scattered in all
	directions. What’s going on,
	he thought. 
	

	
	Instinctively, he
	turned to Justin Schroeder and saw that he, too, was gone. All that
	remained was the clothing he wore a few moments ago, his wedding
	band, cell phone, and what appeared to be tooth fillings. 
	

	
	Like most other
	remaining spectators, Brian Mulrooney was frightened to the core. 
	

	
	

	

	
	MEANWHILE,
	AT PRECISELY THE same time in New York City,
	just as Tamika Moseley was entering back into Manhattan, Richard
	Figueroa suddenly vanished inside her cab. Figueroa and Calloway
	were engrossed in deep conversation about Cell-U-Loss International,
	when Figueroa vanished! Everything he was wearing was still there,
	but he was nowhere to
	be found... 
	

	
	“Whoa! What’s
	going on?” screamed Charles Calloway.

	
	“Whatchu
	mean, mister?” replied Tamika Moseley.

	
	“Where’s
	Richard? What’s going on here? Is this some kind of sick
	joke?” Calloway was growing more terrified with each passing
	second. 
	

	
	“Whatchu
	talking about, mister?” Tamika responded in a cocky tone.

	
	Glancing at her
	surroundings, the taxicab driver didn’t need a reply back from
	him. 
	

	
	Something wasn’t
	right. The car next to hers was suddenly driver-less. Tamika saw
	three more cars without drivers, yet they were still moving! 
	

	
	Moseley and
	Calloway were both jolted from their seats when one of them smashed
	into her front passenger door. It then went off in another
	direction, causing another accident, which, in turn, caused a major
	pileup directly behind them involving ten to fifteen cars. 
	

	
	Vehicles of all
	types were driving in all different directions, even against
	traffic, causing many more accidents. Some drove onto crowded
	pavements, stopping only after hitting something—a building,
	railing, mailbox, kiosk, fruit stand, hot dog cart or a body. 
	

	
	Some vehicles
	crashed through department store windows, decapitating mannequins
	showcasing the store’s top clothing lines. Others smashed
	through the windows of some of New York City’s finest
	restaurants, bookshops and coffeehouses. 
	

	
	Many inside those
	places were killed... 
	

	
	The impact from the
	collision caused the bullet-proof Plexiglas divider separating
	driver from passengers to unloosen and fall partly onto Calloway’s
	lap. One of the screws holding the glass in place ripped into his
	head, leaving a serious gash atop his right eye. It was badly
	bleeding. 
	

	
	Tamika somehow
	managed to maintain control of the vehicle, but it wasn’t
	easy. They narrowly escaped serious injury and could have easily
	been killed. Dodging and zigzagging around driver-less cars wasn’t
	something she learned in driving school. This was pure reflex. 
	

	
	Tamika gazed out
	her window in total disbelief. Accidents were piling up as far as
	the eye could see. The walkways of Manhattan were less cluttered
	than they were a few short moments ago. Dead bodies littered the
	sidewalks. And many appeared to be missing. All that was left of
	them was their clothing, similar to the man occupying her backseat
	just a few short moments ago. 
	

	
	Tamika pulled the
	cab to the side of the road, so she could think before making
	another move. Actually, she was halfway in the street and halfway on
	the sidewalk. 
	

	
	She took a few deep
	breath, exhaled, then freaked out, “Omigod! Omigod! What’s
	going on here?” 
	

	
	

	

	
	AT THE HORSESHOE IN
	Columbus, Ohio, cheers turned into loud desperate screams, after
	everyone watched their school heroes, Derrick and Darnay Griffin,
	vanish into thin air on the Jumbo-Tron screen. It soon became
	apparent that hundreds inside the Horseshoe also disappeared. 
	

	
	Pandemonium
	ensued...
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	AT CAMP DAVID,
	PRESIDENT Danforth had his feet propped up, shoes off, plate full of
	food on his lap when it happened. 
	

	
	He was taking his
	first bite of food when the Griffin brothers vanished into thin air.
	He stared blankly at the television screen, then blinked a few times
	to make sure his eyes weren’t playing tricks on him. 
	

	
	They weren’t.
	Whatever just happened, his mind couldn’t process what his
	eyes had just seen. There was loud screaming at Camp David and what
	sounded like a dish breaking. 
	

	
	The secret service
	sprung to action with their guns drawn. All but one: Bryce Davis. He
	disappeared. The only things left were his clothing, wedding band,
	watch, gold chain necklace and his secret service gear—two
	guns, ear-piece and his ID badge. 
	

	
	But agent Davis was
	nowhere to be found. 
	

	
	First Lady Melissa
	Danforth was dining with her two daughters, Erica and Janelle,
	discussing Erica’s pregnancy, when Erica vanished into thin
	air. 
	

	
	The First Lady
	started choking on her food. Janelle was stunned into utter
	disbelief. Melissa’s daughter-in-law, Christine was getting
	coffee at the beverage table when it happened. She didn’t see
	Erica disappear, but returned to find her mother-in-law turning blue
	in the face. 
	

	
	“The First
	Lady’s choking,” she screamed.

	
	Special Agent
	Daniel Sullivan, the agent in charge of Camp David, positioned
	himself behind the First Lady to administer the Heimlich maneuver.
	Before he could begin, Melissa somehow dislodged the food herself,
	thus stabilizing her breathing again. 
	

	
	There were more
	screams. Melissa’s mother, Candice Stephenson, was eating with
	her four grandchildren, along with the President’s mother,
	when all four children suddenly disappeared. 
	

	
	“The
	children are missing!” screamed Candice. 
	

	
	Lydia Danforth went
	into cardiac arrest. Hands covering her heart, panicked expression
	on her face, she tried standing but instead collapsed onto the
	dining room floor. 
	

	
	Daniel Sullivan had
	no idea what to do. He wasn’t trained for this sort of thing.
	He tried to remain calm. What should I do?
	What should I do? 
	

	
	After ordering all
	remaining agents to completely-surround the premises, Sullivan
	barked, “No
	one’s allowed in or out, period!” 
	

	
	Save for the First
	Family—what was left of them—everyone else, including
	the press, were hurried into the living room. They were ordered to
	sit on the floor with hands behind their heads. 
	

	
	The two press
	members demanded that they be allowed to record the unfolding events
	but were denied. Even at a time like this, they bickered and moaned
	as cameras and mobile devices were confiscated. 
	

	
	The secret service
	could take no chances at this point. Something very strange was
	transpiring and no one knew what it was. Until they had a better
	understanding of what was going on, they couldn’t risk a
	thing. 
	

	
	White House chief
	baker Edna Brown was in the kitchen when it happened and was among
	the missing. Chief baker for the last four Presidents, she was the
	best pastry chef this side of the Atlantic Ocean. 
	

	
	A devout Christian
	for many years, every four years she would say, “If the new
	administration no longer needs my services, that’ll be my sign
	that God wants me to go back to Georgia.” God changed all of
	that in the twinkling of an eye.

	
	Brown’s two
	assistants were the last ones escorted to the living room. Hands
	raised high above their heads, they were crying hysterically. Wanda
	Robinson and Sven Ulkelev were working alongside their boss
	when—POOF—Brown suddenly disappeared. 
	

	
	Brown was putting
	the finishing touches on her homemade peach cobbler pie, President
	Danforth’s favorite dessert, when it happened. Just as she was
	handing it to Wanda Robinson to put in the refrigerator until the
	President was ready for it, she vanished into thin air. Robinson
	screamed and dropped the pie, smashing the glass plate into a
	hundred pieces upon hitting the floor. 
	

	
	President Danforth
	was paralyzed with fear. His head was spinning. He was having an
	anxiety attack and couldn’t catch his breath. After a few
	moments, he somehow regained his composure, “What’s
	going on here, Sullivan?”

	
	“I don’t
	know, Sir!” The stunned agent was frantic.

	
	Something was
	terribly wrong. 
	

	
	“Is
	anyone hurt?” President Danforth asked, trying his best to
	forget the many screams already heard. He wanted to be in denial. 
	

	
	“As of right
	now, Sir, I don’t know. But people are
	missing.”
	Agent Sullivan sighed. “Sir,
	your daughter Erica is gone, along with her husband and your four
	grandchildren. They vanished or something.” 
	

	
	“What? This
	can’t be!” he cried. 
	

	
	Sullivan could see
	the pain etched on the President’s face. Clearing his throat,
	he continued, “Sir, your mother…”

	
	No,
	not my mother too, he thought. “What
	is it Agent Sullivan?”

	
	“She’s
	dead. Heart attack. Agents Hargrove and Ellis are with her now. But
	your son-in-law, Doctor Richardson, has already pronounced her
	dead.” 
	

	
	The
	President started trembling.
	What’s
	going on? He
	glanced back at the television. Cameras panned Michigan
	Stadium in total silence. Some strange eerie Phenomenon had just
	transpired not only at Camp David, but inside Michigan Stadium as
	well. 
	

	
	The President saw
	the Griffin brothers vanish into thin air with his own two eyes. But
	what had caused it? Was it a nationwide occurrence? Was it global?
	Not having answers to these troubling questions, the most powerful
	man on the planet was completely bewildered and didn’t know
	what to do next. 
	

	
	“It happened
	in Michigan too,” the President finally said to Agent
	Sullivan, pointing to the television screen with a growing tension
	in his voice. “Football players also disappeared, apparently
	along with many others.” 
	

	
	There was no reply
	from Secret Service Agent Daniel Sullivan, only utter confusion.
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	IN AN INSTANT, THE
	biggest game of the year, if not the decade, was suddenly
	insignificant. The crowd size went from more than 111,000 spectators
	to maybe 90,000 just like that.

	
	But where did they
	go? Most could only wonder in silence... 
	

	
	It went from
	unbelievably loud inside Michigan Stadium to eerily quiet, just like
	that. After the initial wave of shock had passed, you could hear a
	pin drop inside the stadium. 
	

	
	Outside the stadium
	it was altogether different. Loud noises, crumbling and hissing
	sounds, car wrecks, explosions and sirens filled the moist air in
	all directions. 
	

	
	Brent Johannsen did
	his best to report the story to millions of stunned viewers around
	the world. But what could he possibly say to them at a time like
	this when he, too, had no idea what was going on? He was just as
	scared and confused as the next person. 
	

	
	Chad Palmer was
	even worse. It was evident he’d suffered a mental meltdown.
	And why not? These men were sportscasters, not newscasters. They
	were retired athletes. How could they possibly know what to do or
	say at a time like this? 
	

	
	Until Johannsen had
	a better understanding of what was happening, he dared not venture a
	guess. He sat in stunned silence along with everyone else as the
	cameras panned the stadium. It was eerie to say the least.

	
	Most reporters
	lived for a story like this. Many brilliant careers were launched in
	this fashion. But Johannsen wasn’t thinking along those lines
	right now. He just wanted to get out of Michigan Stadium as quickly
	as possible. 
	

	
	Or did he...

	
	

	

	
	AT JFK
	INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT, Craig Rubin was in line waiting to board his
	plane when the disappearances occurred. 
	

	
	He was staring at a
	girl who was doing her best to finish eating her pizza before
	boarding the plane, when she suddenly vanished into thin air right
	before his eyes, sending pizza crust and her bottled water to the
	floor. 
	

	
	One minute he was
	looking at her, admiring her beauty, then poof, she was gone.
	Clothing, two hair barrettes, a handbag, plane ticket and carry-on
	bag littered the area where she once stood. But she was nowhere to
	be found.

	
	Startled, Rubin
	jumped back and tripped on what was left of the man standing behind
	him a few moments before. He lost his footing and fell to the ground
	hard, spilling his soft drink all over himself. 
	

	
	“What’s
	going on?” Rubin screamed to no one in particular. 
	

	
	Looking around the
	airport, it was far less crowded now. Something very strange and
	frightening had just transpired, and Craig Rubin hadn’t the
	foggiest idea what it was. 
	

	
	He wasn’t the
	only one. 
	

	
	Everyone still
	inside the airport was just as perplexed...

	
	

	

	
	“MISTER
	PRESIDENT, WE HAVE to get you back to the White House immediately,”
	said Agent Daniel Sullivan, trying to somehow gain control of the
	situation. “I fear for your safety, Sir. Whatever’s
	going on needs to be addressed immediately. This is a matter of
	national security. We must get you back to Washington now!”

	
	“What about
	the others?” the President shouted, trying to compose himself.
	
	

	
	Agent
	Sullivan’s job was to protect the President, not everyone
	else. “For
	now, Sir, they’ll remain here at Camp David. I’ll leave
	two of my agents behind until we get things sorted out. For now, no
	one leaves this place except you and the First Lady.” 
	

	
	Melissa Danforth
	demanded that their two remaining children and her mother be allowed
	to accompany them. She wasn’t about to take no for an answer. 
	

	
	Agent Sullivan
	reluctantly agreed to her emotional wishes. He wasn’t about to
	argue with her at a time like this. The First Lady was clearly in
	shock. There was no need to make matters worse. 
	

	
	Melissa’s
	mother, Candice Stephenson lamented over and over again, “Not
	my grandbabies! Not my grandbabies!” 
	

	
	Within five
	minutes, the Danforths were whisked out of their Camp David retreat
	and placed on board Marine One,
	back en route to the very last place they wanted to be this day, the
	White House. 
	

	
	Fun Day was over. 
	

	
	Agent Daniel
	Sullivan had always admired and respected the First Family for
	treating him like a human being instead of just another secret
	serviceman. They treated his entire staff that way. 
	

	
	From what he’d
	heard about former Presidents, this wasn’t always the case. 
	

	
	For this reason
	alone, Sullivan would protect them to the best of his ability. 
	

	
	Even if it was the
	last thing he ever did...
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	BRIAN MULROONEY
	DIDN’T KNOW what to do, what to say, or where to go. He was
	too frightened to move for fear that one false move might cause him
	to vanish into thin air as well. 
	

	
	Mulrooney was
	sweating and shivering at the same time. He felt weak, faint. His
	thoughts shifted to his girlfriend, Renate McCallister. Did
	she vanish too? He
	blinked the thought
	away...

	
	Suddenly, the P.A.
	system, which was silent for what seemed an eternity, roared to
	life, “Players and coaches, please go back to your locker
	rooms immediately,” the male voice crackled. “Those of
	you still in the stands please remain seated where you are. Do not
	attempt to leave the stadium. I repeat, do not leave the stadium!
	We’re trying to get immediate assistance. We’ll need all
	aisles and walkways cleared so we can better do our job to get you
	out of here as quickly and safely as possible. Until then, do your
	best to remain calm. Thank you.” 
	

	
	How could anyone
	remain calm when the voice on the P.A. system emanated sheer panic? 
	

	
	Few people
	listened. For most, it shook them from their shock. People dispersed
	in all directions. But there was nowhere to run. The walkways
	leading up to the stadium and the aisles inside were completely full
	of people trying to get to their seats when the Great Disappearing
	Act took place. Even though thousands had disappeared, it was still
	gridlock inside the stadium. 
	

	
	It was suddenly
	loud again, but not with cheering. Instead, Michigan Stadium was
	filled with terror-laden screams. 
	

	
	Those who obeyed
	orders and remained seated exchanged looks of disbelief. Except for
	the constant sounds of weeping and sniffling, most sat in total
	silence. 
	

	
	Whether seated, or
	in a panic trying to leave, most inside Michigan Stadium were
	completely terrorized. The only ones who weren’t
	terror-stricken were those who were high on drugs and thought their
	imaginations were playing tricks on them. 
	

	
	Once they sobered
	up from their chemically induced la-la land and realized they hadn’t
	been cast into some Sci-Fi flick, the reality of the situation would
	hit them twice as hard. 
	

	
	Brian Mulrooney was
	afraid to touch anything or talk to anyone. He needed comforting,
	but who could possibly console him when they, too, were part of this
	unthinkable nightmare? 
	

	
	He reached for his
	cell phone and tried calling Renate, his parents, his work,
	anyone—but couldn’t get through to anyone. All circuits
	were jammed, compounding his fear all the more. 
	

	
	

	

	
	TAMIKA MOSELEY WAS TREMBLING
	so ferociously that she thought she might have a nervous breakdown.
	Her chest heaved up and down as she fought for every-last breath. 
	

	
	Charles Calloway
	wanted to somehow console her, but he was just as shaken himself,
	with a serious head-wound which needed tending to. Being such a
	strong leader and decision-maker in the business arena wasn’t
	helping him right now. He had no idea what to do or say to possibly
	improve the situation. 
	

	
	Tamika was the
	first to speak, “You okay, mister?” 
	

	
	“No, I’m
	not okay!” came the harsh reply.

	
	“Don’t
	freak out on me, I’m just as scared as you.” 
	

	
	After taking a
	moment to think things through, Tamika said, “I gotta check on
	my children!”

	
	“Where are
	they?” Calloway asked.

	
	“They with my
	mother at my apartment on ninety-eighth and Lexington.”

	
	Calloway had no
	idea where that even was. He glanced at Richard Figueroa’s
	remains—his clothing, jewelry, tooth fillings and briefcase.
	What in the world happened to him? Where did he go? In a
	demanding tone he said, “I need to get to the hotel to make
	sure my colleagues are safe!” 
	

	
	“I’m
	sorry, mister, but I’m heading home. You free to get out and
	walk to the Waldorf if you want, but ain’t nothing gonna stop
	me from going home!” Tamika burst out in tears. 
	

	
	What kind of a
	man am I to make her drop me off first? “All
	right,” Calloway said, in an apologetic tone. “Go on by
	your house. I’m sorry. Hope your kids are okay.” Mine
	too...

	
	“Thank you,”
	was all Moseley could say through her tears. 
	

	
	Traffic was at a
	standstill. After dodging around a dozen or so wrecked vehicles,
	Tamika was only able to advance her cab two blocks in 20 minutes
	time. Accidents were as far as the eye could see. Fires were
	breaking out in large numbers. The more Moseley saw, the more
	panic-stricken she became. 
	

	
	After numerous
	attempts, Calloway had no luck contacting his family, or anyone else
	for that matter. Not even text messages were going through. 
	

	
	Tamika was faced
	with the same dilemma. Each time she called her mother’s cell
	phone, she got a busy signal. 
	

	
	The pressure kept
	mounting. 
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	BRIAN MULROONEY
	REMAINED SEATED inside Michigan Stadium, in section 44, row 13,
	still in total shock. That is, until he heard a loud, screeching
	sound coming from afar. The closer it got, the louder it was. 
	

	
	Out of nowhere, an
	airplane appeared through the gray, snow-filled clouds. It was
	spiraling out of control, headed straight toward the stadium. Sheer
	panic kicked in. Mulrooney was too frightened to move. He couldn’t
	catch his breath.

	
	The helium-filled
	Goodyear blimp hovering above the stadium, providing aerial shots
	for television viewers at home, was at the wrong place at the wrong
	time. It did all it could to get out of the way of the
	out-of-control airplane, but to no avail. 
	

	
	The Air France
	Airbus 321, en route to Chicago, Illinois—from Paris,
	France—suddenly became pilot-less and nose-dived, colliding
	straight into the blimp. 
	

	
	It exploded on
	impact. Flames shot out everywhere. 
	

	
	As the burning mass
	inched closer to the ground, the smell of fuel, burning rubber,
	metal, paint and human flesh was everywhere. Everyone still inside
	the stadium looked up in frozen horror as the burning airship
	hurtled toward them at blinding speed. 
	

	
	The blimp’s
	cockpit slammed into the stadium, causing the blue fiberglass
	benches it struck to buckle under the pressure of its weight. Some
	of them even burst into flames. 
	

	
	Many were killed
	upon impact.

	
	Fifty feet away
	from Brian Mulrooney, what appeared to be a TV camera from the blimp
	hit the bleachers with a loud echoing noise, instantly killing the
	couple seated there, and badly injuring many others. The impact sent
	shivers up his spine. He was so frightened he nearly jumped out of
	his skin. 
	

	
	Fire and death lay
	on the ground everywhere. 
	

	
	About the only good
	thing for everyone still alive inside the stadium was the trajectory
	of the falling airplane. It descended at a 45-degree angle, carrying
	the plane just over the stadium wall into the parking lot. Had it
	not cleared the wall, everyone inside the stadium would have surely
	been killed. 
	

	
	The plane crashed
	into the parking lot with a deafening explosion. Flames shot out
	everywhere, causing most cars to burst into flames. Billowing smoke
	rose high into the air. Those still alive inside the stadium felt
	the impact. It literally shook the air.

	
	Crisler Center,
	home of the Wolverines men’s and women’s basketball
	teams, along with the men’s wrestling team and women’s
	gymnastics, just missed a direct hit. Had the plane crashed 200 feet
	from where it had, Crisler Center would have surely been leveled. 
	

	
	But the building
	didn’t escape damage altogether. Many of its windows were
	blown out from the pulse created by the explosion. The round
	building also suffered structural damage after being struck by
	falling and even ricocheting debris. 
	

	
	Given the choice,
	if one of the two buildings had to take a direct hit from the
	burning mass, Crisler Center was the better of the two, because it
	was void of spectators.

	
	Many who ignored
	the command to stay inside the stadium were killed trying to get to
	their vehicles. The parking lot was instantly turned into an inferno
	of death. Dead bodies outnumbered cars ten to one. The temperature
	felt a hundred degrees warmer—at least that much. 
	

	
	Though it was
	snowing in Ann Arbor, snowflakes couldn’t be seen anywhere
	near Michigan Stadium. The heat from the many fires had turned the
	snow into rain. 
	

	
	It didn’t
	look like summertime, but it certainly felt like it. 
	

	
	It looked like a
	bad dream. Yes, a nightmare. Only it was daytime. 
	

	
	Tragically, this
	unspeakable horror was just the beginning of things to come for all
	of Planet Earth’s remaining inhabitants…

	
	

	

	“Listen,
	I tell you a mystery: We will not all sleep,

	but
	we will all be changed—in a flash, in the twinkling of an eye,
	at the last trumpet.

	
	For the trumpet will sound,
	the dead will be raised imperishable, and we will be changed.

	
	For the perishable must
	clothe itself with the imperishable, and the mortal with
	immortality.

	When
	the perishable has been clothed with the imperishable, and the
	mortal with immortality,

	
	then the saying that is
	written will come true: “Death has been swallowed up in
	victory.”

	“Where,
	O death, is your victory? Where, O death, is your sting?”
	(1
	Corinthians 15: 51-55).

	

	

	“For
	the Lord himself will come down from heaven,with a loud command,

	with
	the voice of the archangel and with the trumpet call of God,and the
	dead in Christ will rise first.

	After
	that, we who are still alive and are left will be caught up together
	with them in the clouds

	
	to meet the Lord in the air.
	And so we will be with the Lord forever.

	Therefore
	encourage one another with these words” (1
	Thessalonians 4:16-18).

	

	

	Thanks
	for taking the time to read the prequel to Chaos
	in the Blink of an Eye.
	
	

	
	I
	would be most grateful if you shared your thoughts on Amazon. 
	

	
	Even
	a short review would be appreciated. 
	

	
	May
	God continue to bless and keep you. 
	

	

	

	
	Why
	did so many people vanish? Where, if anywhere, did they go? Was this
	silent evacuation confined to the United States only, or was it a
	global occurrence? What will President Jefferson Danforth do to
	protect the nation? Is it even possible? Can Tamika Moseley, Brian
	Mulrooney, Renate McCallister, Charles Calloway, Craig Rubin survive
	the mayhem? If so, how will they function in this strange, new
	world? Is there a definite reason for all the chaos? If so, what is
	it? 
	

	
	Find
	answers to these questions and so much more as you continue in this
	prophetic series. Each page will give you a panoramic view, a front
	row seat to witness future events that MUST come to pass sometime in
	the future. You will relate to each character as if you were right
	there with them. You will laugh with them, cry with them, hurt with
	them, as they try to survive in a strange, new world. More
	importantly, you will rejoice with them. 
	

	
	

	

	
	The
	sixth installment is now available.

	
	Once
	completed, this series will consist of approximately
	twelve books.
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