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Prologue...





A
synopsis from the first two installments of the series,

Chaos
in the Blink of an Eye






On
a cold and blustery, snowy Saturday afternoon in late November, more
than 111,000 people were crammed inside Michigan Stadium, in Ann
Arbor, Michigan, to watch the Michigan Wolverines play the Ohio State
Buckeyes. It was a heated college football rivalry that had spanned
more than a century. 



No one inside the stadium was
prepared for what transpired after long-foretold Bible prophecy came
to pass before their very eyes, causing many to vanish into thin air.
Fear and panic filled the hearts and minds of everyone who
miraculously survived the mayhem. 



But what happened inside
Michigan Stadium was only a drop in the bucket compared to the rest
of the world. In the blink of an eye, life as humanity had known it
was forever changed, when the Great Disappearing Act came to pass. 



More than a billion people
either vanished or were killed in the aftermath of the Rapture. As
for the remaining survivors, with all banks and businesses closed,
they were suddenly
separated from their assets. 



ATM machines were no longer
spitting out cash, and credit cards were no longer being accepted
anywhere. World leaders were frantic; they had to find a way to bring
the world back online, so to speak, in order to prevent a global
recession from swallowing them whole.


An emergency summit was called
at NATO Headquarters in Brussels, Belgium. With NATO and UN embargoes
temporarily lifted from all insurgent countries, leaders from every
nation were expected to attend. 


Little
did most know who would rise up to lead the way, or how quickly he
would do it...







Main
Characters:







Tamika
Moseley – 27 – NYC taxi driver. Lost her two sons,
Jamal and Dante, and mother, Ruth Ferguson, on the day of the
Rapture. Tamika was driving two businessmen from LaGuardia Airport to
the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel when all hell broke loose, and one of her
passengers vanished in the back seat of her taxicab. 








Brian
Mulrooney – 33 – Moved from New York City to Ann
Arbor, Michigan, after graduating from Notre Dame University and
being recruited by the Marriott Corporation. Mulrooney was at
Michigan Stadium with his childhood friend, Justin Schroeder, to
watch the Ohio State-Michigan football game, when Schroeder suddenly
disappeared along with thousands of others. 








Justin
Schroeder – 33 – Moved from New York City to
Boulder, Colorado to attend the University of Colorado. Met his wife
Heather at a Bible study in his sophomore year and became a Christ
follower soon after that. Both were taken in the Rapture, along with
their unborn child. Before going to the football game, Schroeder left
a Bible at Brian Mulrooney’s apartment—wrapped as a
gift—with a handwritten letter stuffed inside, explaining the
many positive changes in his life. His hope was that God would use
both items to open his friend’s eyes and ears to the Gospel of
Jesus Christ. 








Renate
McCallister – 29 – Like everyone else on the
planet, Renate was completely rocked by the disappearances. But she
was too blinded spiritually to know what had happened on that fateful
day. In her mind, if she couldn’t see, hear or feel it, it
didn’t exist. Renate was the main reason Brian Mulrooney had
remained in Michigan the last five years, when he could have
transferred elsewhere. 








Charles
Calloway – 42 – Successful Florida businessman who
was in New York City to teach success principles to his fellow
colleagues at the time of the disappearances. Calloway was inside
Tamika Moseley’s cab when his colleague, Richard Figueroa,
suddenly vanished in the backseat next to him. The son of a preacher,
it didn’t take long for Calloway to piece things together and
realize it was the Rapture of the Church, and that he had been left
behind. 








Jacquelyn
Swindell – 29 – Lost her husband at Michigan
Stadium when he was killed by an object that fell from the sky, after
a plane collided with a Goodyear blimp hovering above the stadium.
Swindell also lost the child in her womb at that time. After meeting
Brian Mulrooney inside the stadium, she offered to drive him home
after his car was destroyed in the mayhem. As she did her best to
cope in this strange new world, without her husband and unborn child,
she was grateful for Brian’s friendship, and agreed to join him
in his quest for answers...







Craig
Rubin – 33 – While his two buddies, Brian
Mulrooney and Justin Schroeder, left New York to attend college
elsewhere, Craig Rubin remained in the Big Apple to work the
family business, which consisted of three Jewish delicatessens all
bearing the name, Mitzi’s. Rubin was en route to Ann Arbor,
Michigan to join his two friends when the Rapture occurred. Craig
never left New York City. 








President
Jefferson Danforth and First Lady Melissa Danforth – The
First Family were at Camp David with family and friends when the
disappearances happened. Many vanished at the Presidential retreat,
including the President’s and First Lady’s daughter,
their son-in-law, and all five of their grandchildren (including the
unborn child). President Danforth’s mother also perished that
day. She suffered a fatal heart attack after seeing her grandchildren
vanish into thin air. 








Salvador
Romanero – 30 – As the world mourned the loss of
more than a billion people—either by death or
disappearance—Satan raised up the young lawyer from Spain as
his main agent in human form. No one knew it yet, but the young
phenom was about to take the world completely by storm and become the
unchallenged leader of the world…
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	FOR THE FIRST TIME
	in history, world leaders from every country on the planet were
	assembled at NATO (North Atlantic Treaty Organization) Headquarters
	in Brussels, Belgium. 
	

	
	Known for being an
	international alliance, in reality, NATO
	only represented 28 countries, and only those from North America and
	Europe.
	
	

	
	The
	United Nations (UN), on the other hand, had more than 190-member
	states, worldwide. In that light, the
	UN would have been the better choice of the two to
	host the Summit.
	
	

	
	But
	with so much widespread devastation pulverizing the Big
	Apple—far
	worse than what Brussels suffered two days ago—most felt the
	European city was the safer location of the two. 
	

	
	Hundreds
	of heavily armed NATO peacekeeping troops patrolled the perimeter of
	the iconic cavernous building, where they would remain until the
	Summit concluded.

	
	Another reason Brussels was
	chosen over America was that Europe had long since been a testing
	ground, and later a launching pad, for many of the global plans and
	ideas in the world today. 
	

	
	For decades, Europe’s
	leaders feared that if they didn’t join forces and come
	together as one, it would be impossible to compete in the
	twenty-first century with the likes of the United States, China,
	Taiwan, and Japan. 
	

	
	In 1999,
	after decades of
	failures and setbacks, Europe’s new monetary system—the
	Euro—was
	born, even despite
	strong opposition from the United Kingdom. 
	

	
	On January
	1, 2002, notes and coins started circulating, replacing all former
	national currencies. Throughout
	much of Europe, citizens loved that they were free to shop in
	Brussels, dine in Paris and have a cocktail or two in Barcelona if
	they chose to, without having to exchange currencies or check
	exchange rates. 
	

	
	By becoming one, the EC grew
	stronger, eventually catapulting close to the top of the financial
	world. 
	

	
	But the main reason Brussels was
	chosen was, unbeknownst to most Europeans, they were laying the
	foundation for the eventual One-World global system which would
	ultimately be governed by the Antichrist himself.

	
	Everything they were doing was
	recorded many years ago in the Word of God. It was all coming to
	pass before the eyes of the world—just
	as prophesied—carried
	out by some of the most heinously evil individuals ever known to
	man. 
	

	
	With dinner finished, it was
	time to get down to the serious task at hand. For added security
	purposes, unlike most NATO meetings, news cameras were prohibited
	from being inside the general assembly. Hundreds of journalists were
	camped outside, eager to report any and all news the instant it
	became available. 
	

	
	“Before we take roll
	call,” NATO Secretary-General Jurgen Staat said wearily,
	“let’s observe a moment of silence for the many
	departed, shall we?” 
	

	
	Silence fell upon the general
	assembly as each of the nearly 3,000 attendees bowed their heads and
	closed their eyes. 
	

	
	A few seconds later, the
	secretary-general looked up and shifted uncomfortably in his seat,
	“President Danforth said in his address at the U.S. Capitol
	Building that more than a billion people were presumed gone. It’s
	time to do the real math, spotty as it may be, and see what we can
	come up with. With so many population experts crunching numbers back
	home, we should at least be able to hypothesize at this juncture. 
	

	
	“In order to save time and
	be most effective, instead of jumping back and forth from one
	continent to the next in alphabetical order, I will call each
	country according to region.” Staat paused a moment to let his
	gaze wander over the room. “Since we’re gathered in
	Europe, I’ll begin here starting with our most populated
	countries.” 
	

	
	What the secretary-general
	didn’t say was that all estimations would be saved onto the
	most lavish hi-tech computer on the planet, then tweaked as numbers
	became more concrete to them in the coming days and weeks.
	Nicknamed, “The Beast” it was theoretically able to
	perform 18 quintillion calculations simultaneously per second, as
	compared to the second most powerful system at a meager 70 trillion.
	
	

	
	So advanced was this computer
	that it had the capacity to store every detail from every person on
	the planet—including their complete DNA make up and the
	numbers of hairs on their heads—with the slightest of ease.
	Those in charge of overseeing this international database felt the
	Beast had a godlike mind of its own. 
	

	
	With so much power at their
	fingertips, their goal was to closely monitor all social media
	activity, travel patterns, favorite hangouts, shopping places and
	complete purchasing histories from every human being on the planet,
	thus creating complete blueprints for the sole use of the Powers
	That Be. 
	

	
	But first the entire global
	populace needed to be recalculated. To accomplish this, a simple yet
	structured format would be used. The secretary-general would ask
	each country’s delegate the same questions. All they had to do
	was fill in the blanks, so to speak, with numbers provided from
	population experts back home. 
	

	
	Germany,
	which was Europe’s most populated country, and just happened
	to be Jurgen Staat’s country of birth, was the first to
	be tallied. 
	

	
	“Total
	population before Saturday?” asked Secretary-General Staat. 
	

	
	“Eighty-three
	million,” was the reply of the German delegate, seated next to
	the Chancellor of her country. 
	

	
	“How many
	children are feared missing?” 
	

	
	“Nine-million,
	five-hundred thousand.”

	
	“How many
	grownups are feared among the missing?” 
	

	
	“Six-million,
	five-hundred thousand.”

	
	“How many are
	feared dead?” 
	

	
	“Four
	million.”

	
	“Combined
	total?”

	
	“Twenty
	million.” 
	

	
	“Approximate
	remaining population?” 
	

	
	“Sixty-three
	million.” The numbers were logged. Roughly 30 percent of
	Germany’s population was gone, just like that. It was a
	sobering realization. 
	

	
	The
	secretary-general nervously jotted the numbers onto a sheet of
	paper. Before moving on to the next country, Staat offered his
	heartfelt condolences to the Chancellor of his country. 
	

	
	It was a gesture he
	would repeat to each world leader. 
	

	
	France
	was next. “Total population before Saturday?” asked the
	secretary-general.

	
	“Sixty-eight
	million.” 
	

	
	“How many
	children are feared missing?” 
	

	
	“Eleven
	million.”

	
	“How many
	grownups are feared among the missing?” 
	

	
	“Five
	million.”

	
	“How many are
	feared dead?” 
	

	
	“Two
	million.”

	
	“Combined
	total?”

	
	“Eighteen
	million.” 
	

	
	“Approximate
	remaining population?” 
	

	
	“Fifty
	million.” The numbers were logged.

	
	The United
	Kingdom—England, Scotland, Wales and Northern Ireland—was
	next, followed by Italy, Spain, Netherlands, Belgium, Greece,
	Portugal, Sweden, Austria, Switzerland, Denmark, Finland, Norway and
	Ireland. 
	

	
	Their numbers were
	all logged. 
	

	
	North
	America was next, beginning with the United States. 
	

	
	“Total
	population before Saturday?” 
	

	
	“Three-hundred
	and twenty million.” 
	

	
	“How many
	children are feared missing?” 
	

	
	“Fifty
	million.” 
	

	
	“How many
	grownups are feared among the missing?” 
	

	
	“Forty-two
	million.” 
	

	
	“How many are
	feared dead?” 
	

	
	“Twenty-eight
	million.” 
	

	
	“Combined
	total?” 
	

	
	“One-hundred
	and twenty million.”

	
	“Approximate
	remaining population?” 
	

	
	“Two-hundred
	million.” The numbers were logged. 
	

	
	Mexico
	was next. 
	

	
	“Total
	population before Saturday?” 
	

	
	“One-hundred
	and twenty-two million.” 
	

	
	“How many
	children are feared missing?” 
	

	
	“Eighteen
	million.” 
	

	
	“How many
	grownups are feared among the missing?” 
	

	
	“Eight
	million.” 
	

	
	“How many are
	feared dead?” 
	

	
	“Five
	million.”

	
	“Combined
	total?” 
	

	
	“Thirty-one
	million.” 
	

	
	“Approximate
	remaining population?”

	
	“Eighty-nine
	million.” The numbers were logged. 
	

	
	Canada
	was next. 
	

	
	“Total
	population before Saturday?” 
	

	
	“Thirty-six
	million.” 
	

	
	“How many
	children are feared missing?” 
	

	
	“Five
	million, six-hundred and fifty-thousand.”

	
	“How many
	grownups are feared among the missing?” 
	

	
	“Three
	million, three-hundred and fifty-million.”

	
	“How many are
	feared dead?” 
	

	
	“One
	million.”

	
	“Combined
	total?” 
	

	
	“Ten
	million.”

	
	“Approximate
	remaining population?” 
	

	
	“Twenty-six
	million.” The numbers were logged. 
	

	
	Central America was
	next, followed by South America. All numbers were logged.

	
	For the next two
	hours, they took their time going from one continent to the next,
	making sure to include every country on the planet. 
	

	
	At 8:13 p.m. Brussels time, they
	were finished. By far, this was the longest and most grueling roll
	call in NATO’s relatively short history. In the blink of an
	eye, the population of each country was forever changed.

	
	Full of overwhelming emotion,
	NATO Secretary-General Jurgen Staat called for a short recess.
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	AS WORLD LEADERS
	STOOD to stretch their legs and use restrooms, President Jefferson
	Danforth remained seated. His legs were too weak to stand. He
	couldn’t stop his mind from racing with wild thoughts. 
	

	
	If early
	estimations were correct, as the President had fully anticipated,
	his country was the hardest hit by the tragedy. The United
	States of America went from being the third most populated country
	on Planet Earth to number four, just like that.

	
	Indonesia was now
	the third most populated country on Planet Earth. 
	

	
	But America wasn’t
	the only country to drop in the populace rankings. Of the world’s
	50 most populated countries, 19 others also dropped for a total of
	20 countries. More precisely, 40 percent. But the United States was
	the only top ten country to drop; at least for now... 
	

	
	President Danforth
	gulped hard. He was shaken to the core. How can this be explained
	away? Fear snaked through him. 
	

	
	When everyone
	returned from recess, the next task was to match the names of all
	the confirmed missing against the religious databases of each
	country, to see what patterns, if any, would develop. 
	

	
	At precisely 11:37
	p.m., Brussels time, they were finished. 
	

	
	With only 20
	percent of the world’s population accounted for thus far, the
	tally was nowhere near complete. Nevertheless, patterns were
	starting to form. Anyone who had anything of importance to share
	with the general assembly was urged to do so. 
	

	
	Almost immediately,
	a delegate from India stood and slowly made his way to the podium.
	Beads of sweat were clearly visible on his forehead. Did he know
	something the others didn’t? 
	

	
	Were they finally
	getting somewhere? Many wondered... 
	

	
	The slightly
	overweight, dark-skinned man cleared his throat and, in broken
	English, began, “Before Saturday’s disappearances, the
	top five religions in my country were Hinduism, Islam, Christianity,
	Sikh—which is considered a Hindu sect, and lastly, Buddhism.
	Hinduism makes up roughly eighty percent of my country’s
	bountiful population. The Muslim religion accounts for approximately
	fourteen percent, Christianity two-point-four percent, Sikh religion
	makes up two percent, and lastly, Buddhism accounts for
	approximately zero-point-seven percent.” 
	

	
	“I know
	communications are extremely limited in many places in my country.
	Even so, we still managed to verify approximately ten percent of our
	population through our census bureau. This equates to more than
	one-hundred million people. 
	

	
	“If the
	update I just received is correct, only those listed as ‘Christians’
	are among the missing. Of course, countless bodies have yet to be
	recovered from plane crashes, fires and explosions. And many are
	still trapped under collapsed buildings. But everyone whose clothing
	and personal effects were found without bodies came from those who
	professed faith in Jesus Christ.” 
	

	
	The Indian delegate
	looked up from his notebook over thick, bifocal glasses and let his
	eyes wander the assembly room. He took a deep breath, scratched his
	head, and resumed in a tone which begged for everyone’s
	understanding, “Barring
	computer error, the experts back home feel certain that even at ten
	percent, whatever struck our planet two days ago has devastated the
	teenage and adult population of the Christian community of my
	country, and no other demographic. 
	

	
	“While it’s
	true that many who proclaim to be Christians are still alive back
	home, most admitted during interviews that their faith in God was
	nominal at best and could never compare to the strong faith their
	departed loved ones had in their Savior, Christ Jesus. Guess you
	could say their faith was more of a religious status than anything
	else.”

	
	The man looked out
	at everyone with deeply troubled eyes. “In conclusion,
	regardless of religion, we all have lost our precious young
	children. This cannot be denied. However, except for those who
	perished as a result of the disappearances in my country, adults and
	teenagers from all other religious sects were unaffected. Suffice it
	to say, whatever happened last Saturday, I can confidently say it
	was Christian in nature, to the extent that the Sikh and Buddhist
	populations in my country have now surpassed the Christian
	population.” 
	

	
	At that, he left
	the podium before anyone could ask questions. You could hear a pin
	drop inside NATO Headquarters.

	
	President Danforth
	was astonished. Is
	the Rapture theory correct after all? If
	so, it wouldn’t come as a total surprise to him. His daughter
	and son-in-law were professing Christians in every sense of the
	word. Ronald and Erica Whittingham were the nicest, most
	kind-hearted individuals President Danforth had ever known. 
	

	
	If anyone was in
	Heaven now, it was them. And that went double for his four
	grandchildren, five including the unborn child. But
	did Heaven and hell really exist? Or were they merely metaphorical
	places? Did his loved ones simply cease to function? Had they been
	vaporized or taken by aliens to some unknown planet? 
	

	
	With zero understanding of all
	things spiritual, the President had no answers to these most
	troubling questions. He knew nothing about the afterlife, which
	meant he was totally clueless about the whereabouts of his mother,
	who didn’t vanish, but died of a heart attack at Camp David,
	when the disappearances happened. Were they in two separate places? 
	

	
	The leader of the
	free world felt like weeping. Just the other day, he was playing
	catch on the White House South Lawn with his two grandsons, Jared
	and Shane. They were at that perfect age. It now seemed like eons
	ago. He wondered if life would ever resemble what it once had. How
	could it? 
	

	
	The President
	blinked these vulnerable thoughts away and refocused his attention
	on the podium. More than 20 delegates from various countries were
	waiting to be heard. 
	

	
	Had they made
	the same discovery? 
	

	
	In time, his
	question was answered in the affirmative. 
	

	
	Each concluded
	that, to the best of their knowledge, only Christians were among the
	missing in their countries. This explained why the adult populations
	of all communist countries, much of Asia, India, Northern Africa,
	and the Middle East, were largely unaffected—they weren’t
	Christian nations. 
	

	
	Oddly enough, what
	wasn’t disclosed was that more teenagers and adults had
	vanished in China than any other country on the planet; to the tune
	of nearly 80 million Christians. Chinese officials failed to include
	this staggering discovery in the final tally. 
	

	
	But China wasn’t the only
	country to fail from reporting its “true” numbers.
	Countries where Christians had been imprisoned for their faith in
	Jesus never bothered mentioning that prison guards in North Korea,
	Afghanistan, Somalia, Libya, Pakistan, Sudan, Yemen and
	Iran, to name a few, were shocked upon realizing many had vanished
	from inside their cells. 
	

	
	Even more telling
	was that all had professed faith in Christ Jesus. Some had been
	incarcerated for many years, decades even, for their faith. 
	

	
	Now they were gone…

	
	At any rate, there
	finally was a trend that could be monitored. It all came down to
	one’s religion. Geography had absolutely nothing to do
	with it. The pieces to the puzzle were starting to come together.
	Everything had to be reconfigured.

	
	The moment the
	press got wind of this earth-shattering discovery, journalists the
	world over got busy thoroughly investigating the Christian religion
	at break-neck speed to validate the claim for themselves. For all
	intents and purposes, this was the most important news story ever
	aired in the history of television, even topping last Saturday’s
	unimaginable mayhem. 
	

	
	What they didn’t
	know was that a much bigger story would unfold in Brussels, Belgium,
	come sunrise. It would be so earth-shattering that they would
	quickly abandon this story and focus all their time and energy on
	something else. 
	

	
	More precisely,
	someone else...
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	CHARLES CALLOWAY
	SAW THE breaking news flash on his TV screen: DISAPPEARANCES
	CHRISTIAN IN NATURE. He took a break from his
	reading and listened to the reporter’s last words. 
	

	
	“Though still
	sketchy, world leaders have just concluded that whatever happened
	two days ago, it was
	Christian in
	nature.” 
	

	
	“What took
	you so long?” Calloway scoffed, turning the TV off. As far as
	he was concerned, nothing else helpful would come of the Summit in
	Brussels. Whenever world leaders got together, it seemed little was
	ever accomplished. 
	

	
	How much worse now
	in a planet thrust into total chaos?

	
	Then again, the
	42-year-old Florida businessman had no idea what was going on behind
	the scenes across the Atlantic Ocean, or anything about the man who
	would soon be made known throughout all the world. 
	

	
	Still stranded at
	the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel in New York City, whenever Calloway wasn’t
	sharing the Word of God down in the lobby of the aristocratic hotel
	with anyone who would listen, he was in his hotel suite reading the
	Scriptures. Whenever he was able to secure a good connection, he
	searched online hoping to learn all he could about the times in
	which he was living, from those now gone.

	
	Though
	convinced his family was gone, hearing from the top minds on the
	planet that it was Christian in nature served to rock his world all
	the more. It was sort of like hearing of the death of a loved one a
	few days ago and having the funeral now, only in absentia.
	
	

	
	If Calloway needed
	any more proof that his loved ones were among the missing, he hadn’t
	heard from anyone in any capacity since the disappearances. No phone
	calls. No emails or text messages. No posts on his wife’s
	Facebook wall. Nothing. 
	

	
	Had his wife,
	Monique, still been alive, there would have been constant urgent
	pleas on Facebook to contact her immediately. As it was, her last
	post came at 11:59 a.m., two minutes before all hell broke loose,
	further cementing what he already believed. 
	

	
	She was gone. They
	were all gone. 
	

	
	Calloway’s
	knees grew weak. He was already an emotional wreck, had been all
	day, consumed with thoughts of his family; a family he took for
	granted. The countless opportunities where he could have, should
	have, spent more time with them, but didn’t, tore at his
	insides. The guilt was unbearable. 
	

	
	A lump formed in
	his throat. “I need to get out of here!”

	
	Calloway threw on
	his jacket and left the Waldorf-Astoria. He aimlessly walked the
	near-empty streets of Manhattan looking for a place to eat. Seeing a
	pizzeria that was actually open, he went inside and ordered two
	slices of pepperoni. It was so good he ordered a third slice. 
	

	
	Best breakfast I’ve had
	in a long time! But
	only his belly was satisfied. The rest of him was still in shambles.
	Calloway left the pizzeria and strolled along Fifth Avenue to clear
	his head and burn a few calories. Walking past the many still-closed
	ritzy stores, it’s like the plate glass windows were suddenly
	transformed into movie screens of sorts.

	
	Charles stopped
	dead in his tracks, as images of Monique and his five children
	stared back at him. It’s as if they were right there alongside
	him. 
	

	
	He saw his
	11-year-old
	son, CJ, and 10-year-old daughter, Frances, checking
	their ebony reflections in the window, making sure they still looked
	hip. They were at that age. 
	

	
	He saw his
	four-year-old twin girls, Sharneece and Veronica, holding hands as
	they always did, staring back at him through the glass with innocent
	eyes. 
	

	
	And he saw his
	wife, Monique, carrying their two-year-old son, Terrell, smiling at
	him the way she did when things were good between them. He could
	almost touch them. 
	

	
	Tears flooded his
	eyes. At 40 years of age, Monique was a beautiful woman inside and
	out. Having five children had changed her figure only slightly over
	the years. 
	

	
	Calloway remained
	frozen in his tracks. His mind drifted back to when they first moved
	to Florida eight years ago, a year after his mother, Beatrice, died
	of liver cancer. 
	

	
	Her death forced
	him to reevaluate so many things in life. He quickly concluded that
	he didn’t like the direction his life had taken, and that he
	needed to make changes, many in fact. 
	

	
	The first was
	geographical. 
	

	
	When his employer
	at the time, United Parcel Service (UPS) gave him a transfer to
	Tampa, Florida, everything was set. At that time, only CJ and
	Frances were born. 
	

	
	Calloway vividly
	recalled family members and friends circling the U-Haul truck in
	Atlanta, as his father, Benson Calloway, prayed for God’s
	protection and blessing on their new venture. 
	

	
	Included in that
	prayer circle was fellow stranded Cell-U-Loss International
	colleague, Santana Jiles. At
	least I wasn’t the only fake Christian praying that day,
	Charles thought
	sarcastically. He couldn’t help but wonder if there were
	others. 
	

	
	The Calloways
	arrived in Tampa and signed a lease on a small, two-bedroom
	apartment. It was all they could afford at the time. 
	

	
	Just as they
	started unpacking the U-Haul truck, a vicious thunder and lightning
	storm welcomed them to the neighborhood. It rained so hard they
	couldn’t see two feet in front of them. When lightning struck
	close by, baby Frances jumped into her mother’s arms,
	frightened to the core. 
	

	
	A neighbor out
	smoking a cigarette saw the fear in the little girl’s eyes. He
	took a long drag, blew it skyward and said, “Get used to it!
	Tampa’s the lightning capital of the world!”

	
	Monique replied,
	“If I knew that before moving here, I’d still be in
	Georgia!”

	
	Charles was
	laughing and crying at the same time, reliving this brief moment of
	his family’s history. 
	

	
	Three years later,
	Monique was pregnant again. They were expecting twins and needed a
	bigger place to live. A friend of a friend had a three-bedroom house
	for rent in Sarasota. 
	

	
	Charles wanted to
	leave immediately. Monique, on the other hand, wasn’t nearly
	as enthusiastic as her husband was. It wasn’t the money. She
	knew they could afford the place. The problem was that she’d
	grown to love the Tampa area, especially the church they attended.
	She hated the thought of leaving it. 
	

	
	Not only that,
	Sarasota was yet another hour south of their home state of Georgia.
	Weren’t they already far enough away? But she also knew how
	badly her husband wanted to go. 
	

	
	In the end, when
	UPS once again allowed Charles to transfer his route to Sarasota,
	Monique submitted to her husband’s wishes. 
	

	
	Three weeks later,
	the family was packed up and ready to begin a new chapter in their
	lives, a new adventure. 
	

	
	The rental house in
	Sarasota was located just off U.S. 41 (also known as Tamiami Trail,
	because it connected Tampa to Miami). The house itself was a typical
	Florida-style rancher, built on a quarter-acre of land. 
	

	
	Monique loved that
	for the first time in her life she had fruit-producing trees in her
	back yard—two orange trees, a grapefruit tree, a lemon tree, a
	mango tree and a banana tree. 
	

	
	Though only renting
	that place, the Calloways were responsible for maintaining the
	property. Charles saw this was a wonderful way to prepare himself
	and his family for the responsibilities of owning their own home
	someday. 
	

	
	Two months after
	they were moved in, the twins were born—Veronica and
	Sharneece. That
	was when Charles was introduced to Cell-U-Loss International. He
	seized the opportunity and quickly built a
	successful
	business for himself and his family. 
	

	
	It suddenly seemed
	so long ago. Had the Rapture not happened, he’d
	be back in Florida with his family preparing to host Thanksgiving
	dinner at their
	dream house on Siesta Key Beach.
	
	

	
	As much as Charles
	looked forward to having a nice meal with everyone, his main
	motivation for inviting them was to remind them yet again—with
	plenty of eye candy on display in his home—of what Cell-U-Loss
	International could do for them too. 
	

	
	It was enough to
	choke on now. 
	

	
	Charles Calloway
	was never more ashamed of himself. Back
	then, he was 100 percent certain they’d made the right
	decision by moving to Florida. Now he was unsure. 
	

	
	Then again, moving
	to the Sunshine State wasn’t the reason he lost his family. 
	

	
	It all came down to
	his lack of belief in Jesus. 
	

	
	Geography had
	nothing to do with it. 
	

	
	Calloway couldn’t
	shake the thought of going back home to face the reality of the
	situation. One
	thing was painfully certain: his family wouldn’t be there.
	Would his house still be standing? Or would it be among the many
	that had been looted then burned to the ground? 
	

	
	It was a question
	for which he had no answer... 
	

	
	He called and
	texted friends from church, and even his next-door neighbor, but had
	yet to hear back from anyone. He would find out soon enough.

	
	It was too much to
	absorb. The once confident businessman who’d traveled from
	Florida to New York to teach success principles to his fellow
	colleagues collapsed to his knees and started hyperventilating on
	Fifth Avenue. 
	

	
	“How
	could You love someone like me,” he cried out to Jesus. 
	

	
	At one point,
	Calloway’s sobs were so loud that an elderly woman taking her
	dog for a late morning walk heard his desperate cry. Placing a
	gloved-hand on his shoulder, she spoke very softly, “It’ll
	get better. It’ll take time, but everything will be okay
	soon.” 
	

	
	Calloway didn’t
	bother looking up at her. But if he did, the expression on her face
	would have conveyed to him that her words were meant more for
	herself than for him.

	
	Charles appreciated
	her concern, but it didn’t help. The pain in his heart was
	worse than any physical pain he’d ever felt before. His mind
	kept torturing him, tormenting him. 
	

	
	Though convinced
	his sins were forgiven and he was truly saved this time, he
	couldn’t help but feel worthless, despicable, powerless. He
	whispered skyward, “Lord,
	please take away this pain. It hurts real bad. I miss my family so
	much. I know I deserve to feel this way because of my prior unbelief
	in You, but if it’s Your Will, take away the pain.”

	
	Charles Calloway
	picked himself up off the pavement and somehow managed to make it
	back to the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel, a remorseful spirit leading the
	way. For someone who always prided himself on being in such great
	shape, he hardly had any strength at all. 
	

	
	Lord, help me
	get through this day...
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	BRIAN MULROONEY
	STARED AT the breaking news alert on his cell phone: DISAPPEARANCES
	CHRISTIAN IN NATURE. 
	

	
	After discussing
	the possibility with Jacquelyn Swindell—the woman he met at
	Michigan Stadium whose husband was violently killed after the
	disappearances—this didn’t come as a total surprise to
	him. After all, the three people they knew who were among the
	missing were professing Christians. 
	

	
	Whereas Jacquelyn
	had known for many years that her brother, Dennis, and sister in
	law, Michele, were solid Christians, it took reading a letter
	stuffed inside a Bible that his late friend, Justin Schroeder, left
	as a Gift for Mulrooney to ever consider him a Christian. 
	

	
	I was supposed
	to be the Christian, not him! he
	thought in disgust. 
	

	
	Ironically, what
	separated the
	three of them from Brian’s brand of Christianity was that each
	proclaimed to be born again Christians. 
	

	
	Mulrooney
	wondered what it meant to be
	“born again” and if that really was the true
	distinguishing mark of being a Christ follower. The fact that he was
	a Catholic all his life, yet he didn’t
	have a solid answer to this question didn’t
	sit well with him. 
	

	
	All he knew was,
	prior to the disappearances, if ever asked to make a top ten list of
	the Christians he knew, Justin Schroeder would have never made the
	list. He wouldn’t have even made Mulrooney’s top one
	thousand! 
	

	
	The letter changed
	everything. Had Brian not read it, he would have never uttered the
	words “Justin” and “Christian” in the same
	sentence. What was it that separated Catholics from born-again
	Christians? Were the differences between them minor or vast? 
	

	
	Once again,
	Mulrooney did not know. Aside from a co-worker who was always
	talking about Jesus on the job, and nearly got fired for it, Brian
	wasn’t sure if he personally knew any other born-again
	Christians. If he did, they never openly discussed it with him.

	
	All Brian Mulrooney
	knew was the Catholic way. Baptized and raised a Catholic, until
	this week, he had every intention of one day dying a Catholic. And
	why not? The Catholic Church was the one true Church. At least
	that’s what he was taught to believe. 
	

	
	Like most
	Catholics, Mulrooney felt comforted knowing that being part of the
	one true Church meant he would one day ascend to Heaven with all
	other good Catholics. With such assurance, why would anyone want to
	leave?

	
	During his
	childhood and teenage years, Brian seldom missed a week at church.
	Raised in a strict Irish-Catholic household—at
	least on his father’s side—missing church was never an
	option. 
	

	
	That all changed
	once Brian graduated from Notre Dame and moved to Michigan, to work
	for the Marriott corporation. Now 33, the hotel business manager was
	lucky to attend mass once a month, if that. But
	even had he gone to mass each Sunday, would that have made any real
	difference in his overall spiritual growth? Aside from the few times
	Brian felt something stirring deep in his soul at church, it could
	never compare to the closeness Justin appeared to have with his
	Maker. 
	

	
	In short, what he felt was never
	sustained. 
	

	
	Not only did his departed friend
	have tremendous peace with God, he seemed completely contented in
	all other ways. The one exception was when they went to all those
	bars on what turned out to be Justin Schroeder’s last night on
	Earth; he looked like there were a million other places he would
	have rather been than there. 
	

	
	Yet he graciously went through
	the motions of pretending to have a good time, if only for Brian’s
	sake. This
	was nothing like the Justin Brian knew growing up. 
	

	
	Did it really have
	to do with his faith in God? Was
	the Rapture theory true after all? 
	

	
	As his girlfriend,
	Renate McCallister, cleaned up after breakfast, Mulrooney Googled
	the word “Rapture” on his cell phone. As expected, it
	got millions of possible results.

	
	Brian clicked on a
	link which happened to be a video. A chart appeared on his phone
	screen showing a timeline which started at the birth of Christ and
	ended at the Great White Judgment. 
	

	
	In
	between those two events were the life of Jesus, His earthly
	ministry, His death and resurrection, the lengthy Church age, the
	Rapture, the Seven Year Tribulation period, and Jesus’
	Millennial
	Kingdom on Earth.

	
	With a thumping,
	pulse-pounding music playing in the background, several Scriptures
	flashed onto his phone screen, all pointing to the Rapture of
	Christ’s Church. 
	

	
	A
	female voice spoke, “‘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.’ First
	Corinthians, chapter fifteen, verses fifty-one and two.”

	
	Then, “‘For
	the Lord himself will come down from Heaven, with a loud command,
	with the voice of the archangels 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.’ First Thessalonians, chapter four, verses sixteen
	and seventeen.”

	
	Whoa! That’s
	in the Bible? Brian
	Mulrooney was completely astounded! That’s
	precisely what happened to Justin! Why
	wasn’t I taught this?

	
	The
	female voice continued, “‘Because
	you have kept my word about patient endurance, I will keep you from
	the hour of trial that is coming on the whole world, to try those
	who dwell on the Earth.’
	Revelation,
	chapter three, verse ten.”

	
	Then,
	“‘After
	this I looked, and behold, a door standing open in heaven! And the
	first voice, which I had heard speaking to me like a trumpet, said,
	“Come
	up here, and I will show you what must take place after this.’
	Revelation,
	chapter four, verse one.”
	
	

	
	As
	more Scriptures flashed on his cell phone screen another voice, this
	time a male said, “Whereas Revelation
	three, verse ten offers a comforting promise to all believers of
	being spared the hour of trial which will follow this silent
	evacuation, chapter four, verse one will be the actual event itself.
	
	

	
	“First
	Corinthians fifteen and First Thessalonians four merely explain how
	the
	Rapture will be carried out. Revelation four is when
	it
	will happen. Only no one knows the exact date. 
	

	
	“Of course, there are many
	out there who
	flat-out reject the notion of a Rapture. Some,
	namely Roman Catholics and Orthodox Christians, believe in a rapture
	of sorts, but only in the sense of a final resurrection when Christ
	returns a single time. Others
	claim
	the word ‘Rapture’
	doesn’t exist in the Bible and, therefore, couldn’t
	possibly be real.”

	
	The voice went on, “Then
	there are some who say no such
	doctrine
	existed before John Nelson Darby invented it in the year
	eighteen-hundred and thirty A.D. Prior to that, with exception to
	Morgan Edwards, who wrote a short essay on a pre-tribulation rapture
	as a college paper for Bristol Baptist College in Bristol England in
	seventeen-forty-four, no one else had ever heard of it. 
	

	
	“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 Word of God, it literally means to ‘be
	caught up’
	or
	‘snatched
	away’,
	as clearly stated in First
	Thessalonians, chapter four, verses sixteen and seventeen.

	
	“For
	those who believe in the Rapture the question then becomes, will it
	happen before the seven-year Tribulation period described in the
	pages of the Book of Revelation? Will it occur 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? Many believe
	the Son of Perdition will come from the Middle East and will be a
	Muslim. Others believe he will be a Jew. Some believe he will be the
	Pope; while others believe he will be a Gentile either from Europe
	or the United States.

	
	“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? Or will only children whose parents are true followers of
	Jesus Christ be taken with the Church, leaving all other children
	behind? And
	the debate rages on... 
	

	
	“After
	studying the Book of Revelation, Daniel and many other end-time
	prophecies in God’s Holy Word for more than thirty years,”
	the voice went on, “I believe once the last of God’s
	elect receives Jesus as Lord and Savior, the Rapture will occur. 
	

	
	“Even
	the Apostle Paul said in Romans eleven, verse twenty-five that a
	partial hardening has come upon Israel, until the fullness of the
	Gentiles has come in. This
	is why I believe it will happen before total annihilation strikes
	the planet, during the seven-year Tribulation period.”
	
	

	
	“Looks
	like you were right after all,” Mulrooney said to his cell
	phone screen. 
	

	
	The voice continued, “The
	reason I believe this is that the Rapture will be an isolated event
	with no judgment attached to it. For Christians, that is. That’s
	why it’s
	called the blessed hope. Believers are urged to be comforted by it,
	to not let their hearts be troubled. So, the question is, are you
	Rapture ready? If not, the time to
	repent
	and turn to Jesus is now!”

	
	Interesting!
	Mulrooney’s
	deep
	set, pale blue eyes gazed at a spot on the wall opposite him. Now
	that he was left behind, these future tense passages were suddenly
	past tense to him. He had no choice but to believe in a
	pre-tribulation Rapture. He also knew beyond all certainty that all
	young children would be taken. 
	

	
	Other
	than that, he
	was
	totally clueless about the Book of Revelation, or the Rapture, to
	further connect the dots or voice an intelligent opinion on the
	topic. It sickened him knowing that, as a Catholic, the
	one Book he should have been reading all along was the Book he
	always avoided. It’s
	like he read everything else except the Word of God. 
	

	
	It
	dawned on him that no
	one had ever encouraged him to read it, not even his university
	professors. No
	wonder I feel so spiritually bankrupt! How
	can I profess faith in Someone I know so little about?
	This
	Savior Justin cherished so much, I know only by name, nothing more.
		

	
	Mulrooney had a
	sudden urge to call the Catholic priest he’d contacted last
	week to get his take on everything. But if Father Tom Dunleavey
	couldn’t explain the disappearances last time they spoke, how
	could he possibly shed light on this new gripping revelation?

	
	If it was Christian
	in nature, and everyone now gone were in Heaven, as Brian sensed
	more and more was the case, how could Father Dunleavey justify the
	Rapture when countless scores of Catholics were still on Planet
	Earth? Would he even dare venture a guess? 
	

	
	Brian
	didn’t
	know. What he did know was that he couldn’t
	keep these uncertain, overwhelming thoughts bottled up inside. 
	

	
	The only person he
	knew who seemed mildly interested in this topic was Jacquelyn
	Swindell. But after the episode between her and Renate at his
	apartment the other night, he wanted to call her many times since,
	if only to apologize again for his girlfriend’s childish
	behavior.

	
	But how could he
	when Renate’s insecurity was so bad that whenever he checked
	his cell phone, she stopped everything she was doing to monitor his
	every move?

	
	This
	was so out of character of her. If anything, Brian tended to be the
	clingy and jealous one at times, not Renate. It’s as if they’d
	switched personalities overnight. 
	

	
	Brian knew the
	reason: the woman he was desperate to talk to. 
	

	
	Renate
	finished what she was doing in the kitchen and sat next to Brian,
	cell phone in hand, waiting for her best friend and fellow
	environmentalist, Rachel Stein, to arrive. The two would visit their
	friend, Molly, who was in a bad car wreck last Saturday after the
	disappearances. 
	

	
	Molly
	ended up being trapped upside down in her vehicle for 36 hours,
	before someone came to her rescue. She suffered a broken right arm,
	collarbone and a ruptured spleen. 
	

	
	With
	hospitals so overcrowded, she was treated then sent her home with
	pain medication. 
	

	
	Thankfully,
	her prognosis was good. 
	

	
	Brian
	silently rejoiced when he heard a horn honking. The 45 minutes they
	waited for Rachel to arrive passed like hours. More than anything,
	he wanted to be left alone so he could think things through in peace
	and quiet without so many distractions. Finally!

	
	Renate
	kissed her boyfriend on the lips and grabbed her coat. “Be
	back later.”

	
	“Be
	careful out there,” he replied. 
	

	
	The instant they
	pulled away Brian called Jacquelyn Swindell. 
	

	
	It
	went to voice mail: “Hey, Jacquelyn, did you hear the news
	from Brussels? Looks
	like your brother may have been right after all. Love to further
	discuss it with you. Hope you’re okay there. Call if you need
	me for anything.”

	
	Mulrooney
	sighed. After
	all this waiting, a voice mail?

	
	But at least he was
	alone for a change. Now he could think and read the Word of God in
	peace and quiet, without Renate constantly looking over his
	shoulders. 
	

	
	Brian made a cup of
	hot chocolate, turned on the overhead light above his chair, and
	opened the Bible to the very beginning, to the Book of Genesis... 
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	TUESDAY…TWO
	DAYS BEFORE THANKSGIVING

	

	

	SALVADOR
	ROMANERO STRODE INTO NATO Headquarters ever so confidently, as if
	nothing tragic had befallen his world. The 30-year-old was calm and
	resolute, like the entire universe was under his complete control.
	Everyone else in Brussels appeared to be falling apart, but not him.
	
	

	
	When he was free of
	the two goons sent to Belgium on the ailing king of Spain’s
	behalf—to spy on him among other things—Romanero got to
	rub elbows with some of the world’s elite. Mostly because he
	was a total non-factor the night before, few knew who he was. 
	

	
	Mostly because he
	was a total non-factor the night before, few knew who he was. But
	last night was nothing more than roll calls, charting world
	religions and protocol. As far as Romanero was concerned, it was
	outdated protocol. This is my coming out
	party! 
	

	
	What began as a few one-on-one
	high-minded discussions with some of the world’s elite,
	quickly turned into a two-on-one, then three. The manner in which
	this young man spoke, and the way he carried himself, made heads
	turn and audiences gravitate toward him. Including the press. 
	

	
	Just being in his presence made
	world leaders feel hopeful again. Word quickly spread that Romanero
	was a delegate from Spain. Even though most didn’t know him,
	they took pictures and recorded him on their cell phones, while
	hanging on to his every spoken word. 
	

	
	They had no choice—it’s
	like they were under the ether. The more he spoke, the more the
	press gobbled it up. 
	

	
	And he was so good
	looking! At 5'8", Salvador Romanero wasn’t particularly a
	tall man. But what he lacked in height he more than made up for with
	confidence and charisma. It oozed out of him. He had dark brown
	hair, and near-perfect olive skin. 
	

	
	It was hard to find
	a single blemish on the man. What stood out most on his
	well-proportioned face were his dark brown eyes: they could easily
	pierce a person deep down to the soul.

	
	Each time someone
	asked him about the current tragic state of affairs, Romanero
	responded with solid, practical, easy-to-implement solutions. It was
	as if he’d been through this many times already. His very
	presence alone seemed to soothe everyone’s nerves, even if
	only slightly. 
	

	
	“How can peace be restored
	in the streets of the world?” asked a reporter from Italy, who
	just happened to be a plant from within the secret society.

	
	Not only did leaders from this
	clandestine group have the power to create recessions anywhere in
	the world, they controlled stock markets and had the power to make
	war. Their main goal was nothing short of world domination. 
	

	
	The Powers
	That Be
	were
	eager to establish a universal cash-less system, so all transactions
	would be monitored by them and no one else. Without a cash-less
	system, total control would be impossible to achieve. 
	

	
	All they
	needed was a major catastrophe to strike the planet and the world
	would freely accept global transformation. 
	

	
	What
	happened last Saturday was
	the sign they’d long awaited. As
	the world mourned, they rejoiced. Now
	that they had found their front man; it was time to make him known
	worldwide. 
	

	
	Romanero smiled
	warmly and said, “Not with force, but with love. What better
	way to begin the healing process than by having citizens of the
	world lining the streets tonight, as one, to show our respect for
	the many departed. Honoring those who are no longer with us is a
	vital first step to rebuilding our lives, towns and communities,”
	he declared, to the growing group of world leaders, delegates and
	press, with a certainty no one else there possessed.

	
	The reporter smiled
	and nodded agreement. The interview was being done just outside the
	main entrance of NATO Headquarters. Even this was choreographed by
	the secret society so the press could have direct access to their
	man. 
	

	
	When asked why
	tonight by a well-known press member from the BBC—another
	secret society plant—Salvador Romanero said, “What
	better way to end the summit than by having world leaders all
	joining hands to honor our many dead? Sure, many local vigils have
	already taken place, but what we really need is one global vigil to
	bring us all closer together.” 
	

	
	What he said next
	wasn’t choreographed by the Powers
	That Be.
	“And let me just say that not a single drop of precipitation
	will fall anywhere in the world during the vigil. Even if it’s
	presently raining or snowing in your town or city, not a single
	raindrop or snowflake will fall from the sky when you join hands and
	hearts with the rest of the world! So leave your raincoats and
	umbrellas at home!” 
	

	
	Looking out at
	everyone, Romanero knew his remark had landed hard. Many had this
	“Who is this person?” look on their faces, but in a good
	way. 
	

	
	“While
	tonight’s vigil will come and go,” he continued, “I
	challenge each of you to continue showing true solidarity toward
	your neighbor long afterward. If we are to overcome this tragedy and
	prosper again, each of us must do our part!”

	
	At that, the
	30-year-old man went inside the cavernous NATO Headquarters. The
	media took his idea and ran with it. 
	

	
	What started out as
	one man’s humble opinion quickly gave birth to a brilliant
	plan. It was an idea that would soon place Salvador Romanero in the
	limelight and champion him as a true fighter for peace. 
	

	
	It wasn’t the
	idea itself that had sparked them to action. After all, he was only
	proposing a vigil. It was the confidence behind his words, not to
	mention his bold promise of no precipitation. 
	

	
	They would wait
	with bated breath to see if his prediction would come true or not.
	Deep down inside, they needed it to come true;
	they needed someone to rise up at this extremely uncertain time and
	predict future events with 100 percent clarity. 
	

	
	Would
	Romanero be the one to do it? They silently hoped so. 
	

	
	There
	was just something about this young man, many thought. He had the
	ability to make everyone believe everything would soon be okay.
	Perhaps the vigil would be the first step to breaking many out of
	the stupor they’d slipped into last Saturday and reinstate
	their will to want to continue on. 
	

	
	The
	very thought was therapeutic. He was therapeutic! His courage in
	this time of great adversity was awe-inspiring.

	
	Romanero’s
	universal plea quickly dominated the headlines. The “Human
	Love Chain” as dubbed by the press, would begin in New Zealand
	at twelve midnight, New Zealand time, and slowly work its way around
	the globe, until finally reaching the South Pacific 23 hours later. 
	

	
	As the press
	reported the story to the far corners of the Earth, the first thing
	on the docket for world leaders inside the general assembly was to
	try and prevent an international recession from happening. It was
	agreed that an immediate trillion-dollar cash infusion needed to be
	made into the world’s economic systems. 
	

	
	This way, citizens
	could withdrawal money from ATM machines and make necessary
	purchases using their credit cards. But strict limits needed to be
	placed on both withdrawals and purchases for the foreseeable future.
	
	

	
	Hopefully it would
	work... 
	

	
	The next item of
	discussion was to do all they could to halt the serious price
	gouging taking place in the world. Prices had skyrocketed since last
	weekend, with no end in sight. Even though many
	countries had anti-gouging laws on their books which, essentially,
	curbed price increases during disasters, with no way of tracking
	sales in this temporary cash-only climate, those laws were all but
	worthless. 
	

	
	People with access
	to cash were paying outrageous amounts to stock up on food, bottled
	water, toiletries, batteries, blankets, medical supplies, candles
	and flashlights, sometimes paying as much as $20 for a gallon of
	gasoline or bottled water, and $50 for a durable flashlight. Those
	without cash were forced to barter other things to obtain these
	essential items. 
	

	
	Until
	a solution could be found, price-gouging
	would only continue, especially regarding water. Due
	to the many fires the past three days, some of the world’s
	water supplies were running dangerously low. In some cases,
	reservoirs were scraping rock bottom. Brownish-yellow water flowed
	and, in some cases, trickled out of showers, faucets and hoses,
	making it dangerously unsafe for human consumption. 
	

	
	With demand for
	their product at an all-time high, bottled water companies stood to
	expand their businesses by as much as five-thousand percent. 
	

	
	Once
	the trillion-dollar cash infusion trickled through the system and
	the world was back online, a new international price-gouging law
	would be enacted. This would allow the maximum retailers could
	charge for goods and services to be ten percent above list price,
	and not a percentage point higher. 
	

	
	Those
	breaking this law, once enacted, would be heavily fined. Second time
	offenders would be jailed, without exception. 
	

	
	Before breaking for
	lunch, the Pope, who arrived earlier from Rome, weighed in, “Could
	you imagine being a youngster now? Imagine those who are
	fast-approaching adolescence and are suddenly the youngest people on
	the planet again? From a psychological standpoint, it must be
	excruciatingly traumatizing.” 
	

	
	The Pontiff sighed,
	“This would explain the growing number of suicides among them.
	We must do all we can to quell this growing problem, by opening more
	crisis centers for the youth and by flooding the airwaves with
	public service messages of hope.” 
	

	
	Secretary-General
	Jurgen Staat nodded agreement and said, “Before we recess,
	please take a moment to watch this short video. It very well may be
	the first step to bringing hope to so many, especially among our
	youth.” 
	

	
	In an instant,
	Salvador Romanero’s early morning interview was shown on two
	big screens inside the general assembly. 
	

	
	While watching,
	world leaders turned on phones and checked e-mails and text messages
	and were quite surprised that most were centered on the man whose
	image was up on the big screens in front of them. 
	

	
	When the interview
	ended, the young Spaniard received a rousing ovation from most in
	the room—world leader and delegate alike. Romanero bowed his
	head in a show of humility. 
	

	
	A lone cameraman
	was granted access to broadcast it worldwide. It was instantly
	picked up on all other networks. 
	

	
	Leaving NATO
	Headquarters, Romanero was flanked by Secretary-General Jurgen Staat
	on one side and the Pope on the other. The media was there waiting
	to capture every last moment. 
	

	
	Out of nowhere
	Salvador Romanero, a complete unknown for most of the world, was the
	big story in Brussels, Belgium, even topping the earth-shattering
	Christian discovery the night before, which, in and of itself, was
	rather astounding. 
	

	
	With dark forces
	leading the way, this was just the beginning of things to come for
	the young man from Spain...
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	LEAVING THE GENERAL
	ASSEMBLY, President Jefferson Danforth was checking his cell phone
	and nearly collided into the very last person he wanted to see,
	Russian President Uri Osolovich. 
	

	
	After two years of
	heated negotiations with the Russian nationalist leader over who
	should lead the way in protecting the Middle East from the constant
	threat of Islamic terrorism, their relationship was anything but
	cordial. 
	

	
	“Excuse
	me, President Osolovich,” President Danforth said, nodding as
	politely as he could without breaking stride. 
	

	
	“Mister
	President,” the Russian leader said, loud enough that many
	heard him, “with your troops completely decimated, how do you
	plan to keep democracy and diplomacy alive and well in the streets
	of the world, without the proper manpower to accomplish such a
	task?” His voice dripped of arrogance. 
	

	
	Jefferson Danforth
	stopped dead in his tracks, as did many others. He wasn’t
	ready for his foe’s blunt questioning. Not now, anyway. After
	last night’s
	discovery that it was Christian in nature, it was no big surprise
	that many for whom he was Commander-in-Chief were among the missing,
	as many had professed a deep faith in Jesus Christ, thus explaining
	the many losses.

	
	The President
	turned to face the
	glum-faced Russian leader, “As
	of right now, President
	Osolovich, we
	cannot calculate with any great certainty just how many of our
	troops have vanished or perished. But I’ve
	been assured by my top military advisers that we still have more
	than enough manpower to maintain a formidable presence anywhere in
	the world. We may have been weakened, but we’re
	certainly not crippled.” 
	

	
	President Danforth
	was lying, and the Russian leader knew it.

	
	President Osolovich
	shook his fist victoriously. “Mother
	Russia remains strong and very much intact!” His icy blue eyes
	ripped into the American leader like a grizzly bear shredding a
	freshly-caught salmon, with its razor-sharp claws and teeth. 
	

	
	President Danforth
	gulped hard then flinched, knowing his adversary was telling the
	truth. But Russia was only one of his mounting concerns. If push
	ever came to shove, China could easily assemble 200,000,000 soldiers
	in a moment’s notice. India too. And with a combined
	population of nearly two billion people, if the armies of Islam ever
	gathered, they could do the same. 
	

	
	It was a
	frightening realization, to be sure. Jefferson Danforth silently
	feared that it was only a matter of time before those countries
	started flexing their military muscles along with their many allies.
	The very thought nearly stopped his heart from beating inside his
	chest. 
	

	
	Not wanting to
	cross swords with his arrogant nemesis, especially with so many
	cameras rolling, Danforth changed the topic. “What do you
	think of this Salvador Romanero fellow?” 
	

	
	“I must admit
	he is quite impressive. Who could have ever predicted it?” 
	

	
	President Danforth
	studied the Russian leader’s face, looking for any sort of
	change of expression that might show he was lying. He saw nothing. 
	

	
	Even so, President
	Osolovich was quite mindful that Romanero was the new puppet on the
	world stage. Only he was no puppet at all. Soon, the young Spaniard
	would be the one pulling all the strings, and the present world
	leaders would be his puppets, not the other way around. 
	

	
	President Danforth
	excused himself from President Osolovich’s company. He needed
	time to think and bounce ideas off some of his top cabinet members,
	and somehow find a way to top Salvador Romanero’s very timely
	idea. 
	

	
	Yes, he needed to
	hatch a brilliant plan of his own, something that would sway the
	press back into his corner, instead of following Romanero everywhere
	he went like untrained puppy dogs. 
	

	
	If not, he feared
	world leaders might no longer seek the wisdom of the United States.
	This brief encounter dictated that much. In
	this strange and uncharted climate, it wouldn’t take much to
	lose control of the power he’d fought so hard to obtain. Just
	yesterday, he had no clue who Salvador Romanero was. Now he appeared
	to be in direct competition with the man. Go
	figure.
	
	

	
	The moment he was
	alone in his quarters, President Danforth called Vice President
	Everett Ashford, who was still underground in Colorado, using a
	secure connection.

	
	“Can you
	believe this Romanero fella?” the President snapped. 
	

	
	“He’s
	already dominating the airwaves over here, Mister President.”

	
	“Can’t say I’m surprised.” 
	

	
	“It’s
	like he came out of nowhere.”

	
	President Danforth
	coughed into his fisted hand, “Have the Secret Service dig
	deep into his past. I want to know all I can about that man.”

	
	“Already
	being done, Sir.” The Vice President scratched his head, “No
	one in Spain seems willing to talk about him. All we know for now is
	that, prior to today, he had hundreds of thousands of followers on
	his social media accounts, mostly in Western Europe. In the past few
	hours his Facebook, Instagram and Twitter accounts have all gained
	tens of millions of followers, and still counting. Soon he’ll
	reach the stratosphere.” 
	

	
	President Danforth
	winced. “Something about him just isn’t right.”

	
	“I agree. It’s
	like he’s cast a spell upon the whole world.” 
	

	
	“Forward
	everything you can about him to me as quickly as possible.”

	
	“Already
	being done, Sir.”

	
	“Good. In the
	meantime, I need to come up with a good plan of my own.”

	
	“Have you
	considered the mounting transportation problem? Namely, the aviation
	industry?”

	
	“In what
	way?”

	
	“Millions are
	stranded in foreign countries far from home, right?”

	
	“And?”
	the President said impatiently, causing his grayish-green eyes to
	turn steely-gray. 
	

	
	“Your offer
	to bring stranded journalists to Brussels with you was brilliant.
	World leaders viewed it as an act of good will on your part.”

	
	“What are you
	getting at, Everett?”

	
	“After
	brainstorming all day, we feel whoever takes the lead on bringing
	stranded travelers back home first will have the upper hand. The
	fact that Americans are stuck in every country on the planet means
	we can pressure world leaders to follow your lead again, by bringing
	all stranded travelers home, not just Americans, dead or alive.”
	
	

	
	“Let me mull it over. I’ll
	get back to you.” The call ended. 
	

	
	There was nothing to mull over.
	President Danforth loved the idea. Of the many problems world
	leaders faced, the currently paralyzed transportation industry was
	one of the biggest. Yet, with so many other crises on the table, it
	was pushed to the bottom of the list. 
	

	
	The President sent a secure text
	message to his chief speech writer, Martin Feingold, informing him
	of his plan, and ordering him to write a speech that he could share
	with the American people immediately following the vigil in
	Brussels. 
	

	
	By the time it
	ended, it would be roughly 7:30 p.m. in Washington, D.C. 
	

	
	Primetime.
	Perfect! 
	

	
	Yes, before
	Americans lined the streets to honor the many dead and missing,
	President Danforth would hopefully provide another positive shot in
	the arm for so many.

	
	After that, he
	would board Air
	Force One for
	Madison, Wisconsin to bury his late mother. He envisioned himself
	praying nonstop on the flight back to the States that Romanero’s
	prediction would backfire in his face, and that rain and snow would
	cover the entire Earth during the vigil, thus discrediting him. 
	

	
	The President was
	slightly amused by his own ponderings. He chuckled to himself but
	quickly sobered up. Now wasn’t the time for joking. It was
	time to remain sober and do all he could to protect what he’d
	fought so hard for so many years to obtain. 
	

	
	As President of the
	United States, Jefferson Danforth was still the most powerful man on
	Earth. But as the seconds passed, he felt everything potentially
	slipping away. Even more strange was this overwhelming premonition
	that he might lose his power to a man he didn’t even know 24
	hours ago. 
	

	
	It was downright
	sinister.
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	WITH
	LUNCH BREAK OVER, before reconvening, everyone focused their
	attention on the large monitors inside the general assembly of NATO
	Headquarters. It was 45 minutes past midnight in New Zealand, and
	the worldwide vigil was already in full swing. 
	

	
	Hundreds of
	thousands of New Zealanders lined the streets, honored to be the
	first to show respect for the many departed. Energized by Romanero’s
	speech, save for those who were hospitalized or at home nursing
	serious injuries, nearly 100 percent of those 30 and under were
	among the large gathering. 
	

	
	Some prayed in
	circles. Others stood side by side singing songs, lit candles in
	hand. Many held hands. Some hugged. Some meditated. Others stood in
	silence. 
	

	
	Still on their
	emotional roller coasters, emotions varied from one person to the
	next.

	
	This same pool of
	emotions would be repeated in each country and time zone. 
	

	
	World leaders
	nodded enthusiastically and flashed thumbs-up gestures at Salvador
	Romanero. Now seated with the Pope, he nodded back and left it at
	that. His dark brown eyes momentarily locked onto Crown Prince
	Javier. Just seeing him bristling in silent annoyance the way he was
	satisfied Romanero immensely.

	
	News makers in
	Brussels were frenzied, trying to obtain as much information on the
	young Spaniard as they possibly could. All they knew was that he was
	on the Prime Minister of Spain’s advisory board, and that he
	had an extremely loyal following back home. 
	

	
	Reporters hounded
	the secretary of the Prime Minister of Spain, and even Prince
	Javier, during their lunch break, hoping they would shed some light
	on Salvador Romanero. 
	

	
	Both declined to
	comment on their young delegate. 
	

	
	Even deathly ill,
	the King of Spain was in a total state of shock. Watching the events
	unfolding in Brussels, he thought for sure he would suffer another
	heart attack. He never saw this coming. 
	

	
	But who did? 
	

	
	Knowing what was
	going on behind the scenes, the Pope was unable to remove the wry
	smile from his face. He drank it all in.

	
	As the clock struck
	midnight in Kamchatka—part of the Russian Federation—citizens
	braved the frigid night air to participate. The vigil would commence
	in Australia in one hour, followed by scores of Asian countries. As
	of yet, there had yet to be a drop of precipitation reported
	anywhere. 
	

	
	Utterly convinced
	that the world was going through a spiritual cleansing of sorts,
	some participants, while still grieving the loss of friends and
	loved ones, believed last Saturday’s phenomenon needed to
	occur, so this beautiful moment could be made possible. They were
	honored to be part of this life-altering moment. They were all
	making history together. 
	

	
	Future generations
	would celebrate them as heroes, pioneers, trailblazers. 
	

	
	Or so they
	thought... 
	

	
	Large groups of New
	Agers took Salvador Romanero’s brilliant idea of a global
	vigil one step further. Those who were able to get online, millions
	in all, met in various chatrooms and agreed to sit atop the
	mountains of the world at exactly twelve midnight, their time, to
	collectively meditate for world peace. 
	

	
	“The higher up we are,”
	they proclaimed, “the closer we can connect to our gods!”
	
	

	
	Other New Agers agreed to
	participate, but they had no intentions of climbing any mountain
	tops. Why bother? With “God is all and all is God,”
	being their pantheistic mantra, they didn’t need to
	practically freeze to death on some mountain to get closer to their
	gods. Since they, too, were gods, they were already there. 
	

	
	Those who believed
	in extra-terrestrial life from outer space were also filled with an
	overwhelming sense of anticipation. Many agreed to meet at various
	locations so together they could await the Mother Ship to beam them
	up and take them to another planet, where they would reside with
	alien beings, in perfect peace and harmony, for all eternity. 
	

	
	Despite what global
	citizens chose to believe, thanks to Salvador Romanero, many who had
	barricaded themselves inside their homes—two billion in
	all—would bravely line the streets of the world, lit candles
	in hand. 
	

	
	Just 24 hours ago,
	it would have been unthinkable.

	
	Entrepreneurs out
	to make a quick buck downloaded and printed Romanero’s image
	online and embroidered it on T-shirts, sweatshirts, knitted caps and
	the like. Millions proudly wore them. Many who were cash-strapped
	bartered other items to obtain these things. 
	

	
	Many held handmade
	signs, thanking Romanero for single-handedly orchestrating this
	world-healing moment, suggesting, even begging, that Salvador
	Romanero become President of the world. 
	

	
	When interviewed by
	the press, those responsible for producing these things said it was
	purely an inner-calling. They couldn’t quite put it into
	words, but something deep down inside, whatever it was, made them do
	it. 
	

	
	The press ate it
	up. 
	

	
	A large number of
	new Christ-followers around the globe also partook of the vigil. It
	was an honorable way to pay final respects to family members and
	friends who were among the missing. 
	

	
	Even so, seeing the
	many T-shirts and sweatshirts parading Salvador Romanero’s
	face and the many signs and slogans being held, many who’d
	been churchgoers all their lives and had a limited understanding of
	the Word of God, were chilled to the bone. Could
	he be the Antichrist?
	
	

	
	The gut feeling
	among most was yes. The very thought of the Antichrist orchestrating
	an event as beautiful as this was difficult for new believers to
	conceive, let alone participate in. 
	

	
	If Salvador
	Romanero was the soon-to-come Antichrist of the Bible, it was easy
	to see why the masses would fully submit to his leadership and his
	One-World system. He would have unforeseen powers never before
	manifested in man. In the end, the billions he would deceive would
	ultimately learn their fate: by placing their trust in him, they
	were doomed for all eternity. 
	

	
	In just a few short
	hours, the media had somehow taken someone who was a complete
	unknown to most and elevated him to a household name. Unlike the
	numerous others they’d elevated in the past, and later took
	even greater pleasure destroying, no one saw this happening with the
	young Spaniard. 
	

	
	Salvador Romanero
	was someone worth protecting at all costs. Sure, he was young, they
	reasoned, but he had this deity-like presence to him. 
	

	
	Was he God? 
	

	
	They were unsure.
	All they knew for now was that, whoever he was, he seemed destined
	to do great and wonderful things. 
	

	
	So blinding was his
	meteoric rise that it quickly overshadowed all other things,
	including the earth-shattering discovery the night before that last
	Saturday’s mayhem was Christian in nature. 
	

	
	Few seemed to care.
	It was suddenly old news. 
	

	
	All they could
	think about now was Salvador Romanero...
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	TAMIKA MOSELEY WAS
	AWAKENED by a fierce rainstorm. Not
	that she was really sleeping anyway. Her eyes were closed the past
	couple of hours, but her mind was nowhere near at rest. She hadn’t
	slept soundly for more than three hours at a time since her mother
	and two sons were taken from her last weekend.

	
	A cold front had
	muscled its way into the Northeast, bringing with it three inches of
	cold, windy rain. Had it been a few degrees colder, surely New York
	City would have seen a significant snowfall. Rain was forecast
	throughout the day. But with such crazy and unpredictable weather
	patterns these days, who really knew what to expect on any given
	day?

	
	Tamika sat on the
	edge of her bed and listened to the rain slapping her bedroom
	window. At times, it sounded like a bunch of island natives pounding
	on drums. The water flooded the leaf-filled rooftop gutters, and
	rapidly flowed down the drains leading into the streets. 
	

	
	Usually, a storm
	like this would comfort Tamika and soothe her nerves, but not now.
	Nothing was helping. With every light off in her apartment, and with
	gloomy clouds hovering above, near total darkness enveloped her. It
	looked more like 7 p.m. instead of 7 a.m.

	
	It
	was just Tamika, her pet cat, Cocoa, and the rain. And
	God?

	
	Mostly thanks to
	the inner peace Charles Calloway exuded, despite that his life was
	in total ruins, Tamika actually toyed with the idea of praying the
	past few days. Life was too crazy to manage on her own. She could no
	longer ignore whatever was gnawing away at her insides. 
	

	
	Nor could she
	ignore what was headed Planet Earth’s way. At least according
	to Charles...If his closeness to God was the reason for the peace he
	seemed to have, perhaps it might work for her as well? 
	

	
	Tamika
	sat on her bed a few moments more with her hands on her lap,
	deciding whether or not to go through with it. Oh, why
	not? she finally reasoned. What do I have to lose?

	
	She bowed her head,
	“God, if You really exist like Charles say You do, then You
	must be listenin’ right now. If You there, I need a sign.
	Somethin’ I can know for sure is from You. Somethin’
	that’ll allow me to put my faith in You and You alone. Just
	give me a sign. Something…Anything...Please…Uh…Amen.”

	
	After waiting five
	minutes in total silence, the only thing Tamika felt was that she’d
	just wasted her time. She foolishly looked around the room to make
	sure no one was listening to her ridiculous cry for help. 
	

	
	“That’s
	what I thought. Nothing!” 
	

	
	Tamika went to the
	kitchen to make herself a cup of tea. Sitting on a brown corduroy
	throw-pillow inside the windowsill in the kitchen, listening to the
	rain falling from the sky above, not even her favorite place in the
	apartment could comfort her. She felt terribly alone.

	
	The New York City
	taxicab driver had battled with depression off and on throughout the
	years, especially after her ex-husband, Isaac, converted to Islam
	two years ago, destroying what she thought was a great family.
	Compared to now, those other moments weren’t worth complaining
	about. 
	

	
	If the journey from
	doubt to despair was short, Tamika was on the verge of coming
	completely apart at the seams, and there was nothing she could do to
	stop it. For someone who was only 27, she’d already
	suffered enough pain in her life for someone twice her age.
	
	

	
	Already on
	information overload, she chose not to listen to the news or watch
	TV. And this meant she knew nothing about the Summit in Brussels,
	the billions now gathered outdoors for the universal vigil, or
	anything about Salvador Romanero or his bold weather prediction. 
	

	
	Even if she knew,
	there was no chance she would participate. Tamika didn’t have
	the strength or the mental capacity to absorb it all, at least not
	now. Life was suddenly one big blur to her. 
	

	
	Part of her anxiety
	stemmed from not knowing how she would fill the hours in the coming
	days. With her four-day vacation set to begin, she begged her boss
	to let her keep working.

	
	As much as he wanted to
	accommodate her request, her hours had already been filled. “With
	so many drivers and far less taxis in service,” he had told
	her on the phone, “there are only so many hours to go around.”
	He then said, “Regarding your text message about the Plexiglas
	divider being gone in your cab, and that you no longer have
	that added security barrier
	between yourself and the backseat, once again, thousands of taxicabs
	were severely damaged last weekend; hundreds more are in total
	disrepair…”

	
	Tamika had countered, “Should
	I remind you that…”

	
	Cutting her off, her boss had
	said, “No, Tamika, you don’t need to remind me again
	that taxicab drivers are sixty times more likely to be robbed at
	gunpoint than any other profession. I’m quite mindful of that
	fact. Like all other cabbies requesting new vehicles, if your cab is
	still functional, meaning the lights and turn signals still work,
	you’re to keep it for now, regardless of outward appearance.
	Once the entire fleet’s been inventoried, upgrades might then
	be possible. Until then, you’re stuck with what you have!”
	
	

	
	The way he said it left no room
	for negotiation. But a dented taxicab was only one of Tamika’s
	problems. After not seeing a single young child walking the streets
	the past few days, she reluctantly gave up searching for her two
	sons, Jamal and Dante, and her mother, Ruth, as well. 
	

	
	As much as she
	wanted to still be in denial, Charles Calloway was right; they were
	gone. That much she now believed. But Jesus causing His true
	believers—including all young children—to vanish all at
	once? What about the scores of other organized religious groups in
	the world also offering, promising, eternal bliss to their flocks?
	Each had many loyal followers. 
	

	
	Who really knew which path was
	the right one? 
	

	
	Maybe they were all right. Maybe
	they were all wrong! 
	

	
	Who really knew... 
	

	
	Though Charles
	sounded so convincing, her ex-husband, Isaac, was just as convinced
	that Allah was the only way. So much so that he boldly proclaimed it
	everywhere he went when they still were together. 
	

	
	What was the
	difference between God and Allah or Jesus and Mohammad? 
	

	
	Tamika had always
	heard many good things about Jesus. And despite that Allah had all
	but ruined her marriage, she’d heard good things about him
	too. Then again, he had scores of lunatic followers running around
	killing and even beheading infidels in his name. 
	

	
	Where was the peace
	in that? 
	

	
	And what about the
	Dalai Lama, Gandhi, Confucius and Buddha? They also had huge flocks
	of committed believers. Tamika once read that some people in India
	worshiped more than 300,000,000 gods. 
	

	
	If so, how could
	anyone possibly narrow it down to just one, when each made so much
	sense to their scores of followers? 
	

	
	Tamika was
	convinced that even in these crazy times, if she walked the streets
	of her city, she would nevertheless still encounter lots of folks
	out there seeking new converts for the hundreds of faith-based
	spiritual enlightenment groups represented. 
	

	
	With so many, how
	could anyone know for sure they’d chosen the right one? Having
	only one God for billions of people seemed a bit shallow to her,
	especially considering the many diverse cultures and different
	languages in the world.

	
	Yet, according to
	Charles Calloway, Jesus was the Way, the Truth and the Life, and no
	one came to the Father except through Him. 
	

	
	The man seemed so
	sure of his salvation. He wasn’t the only one. Millions around
	the world were just as fanatical about the gods they worshiped as he
	was. In that light, how was it possible to choose only one? 
	

	
	Stroking
	Cocoa’s
	fur, Tamika said, “I
	must really be on God’s
	bad list, girl. Seems He’s
	gotten everyone’s
	attention except mine!” 
	

	
	Taking
	the last sip of her tea, she placed the cup in the kitchen sink and
	went to shower. 
	

	
	Looking in the
	mirror, her
	normally dark silky-smooth skin looked ashen. Her face looked
	skeletal; bones protruded through her cheeks. Her lively brown
	almond-shaped eyes looked dead. Having lost so much weight the past
	few days—at least ten pounds—she didn’t look or
	feel healthy.

	
	The only thing that looked normal to her was the tightly coiled hair
	on her head. Other than that, Tamika Moseley very much resembled the
	walking dead. 
	

	
	Just
	the motivation I need to get me through the day, she
	thought turning on the shower. 
	

	
	

	

	
	

	

	
	

	

	






	9

	

	

	

	

	

	

	
	WHEN THE CLOCK
	STRUCK Midnight in Brussels, world leaders, dignitaries and
	delegates stood side by side, holding hands with thousands of
	Belgian citizens who’d made their way to NATO Headquarters to
	participate in the vigil. 
	

	
	NATO peacekeeping
	troops had no choice but to stand down after being ordered to by
	Secretary-General Jurgen Staat. His orders were firm: “Let the
	people come!” 
	

	
	And they did;
	especially the 30 and under crowd! But Belgians weren’t the
	only ones storming NATO Headquarters. Many from neighboring
	countries traveled all day just to join them. 
	

	
	While honored to be
	part of the human love chain circling the massive building, more
	than anything they wanted to catch a glimpse of the rising superstar
	from Spain. 
	

	
	Citizens fortunate
	to be close enough to see Salvador Romanero screamed hysterically.
	Others fainted on the cold pavement in total awe of the man. 
	

	
	The press had it
	covered from all angles. Romanero was right. This really was
	the perfect way to end the Summit. Hundreds of cameras were trained
	on him at all times. 
	

	
	Standing to his
	right was the Pope. To his left was NATO Secretary-General Jurgen
	Staat. Smiling and nodding for the cameras, it was evident that both
	world leaders were elated just to be in the young man’s
	presence. 
	

	
	But Romanero’s
	head remained down the whole time. Was he meditating? Praying?
	Whatever he was doing, reporters respectfully spoke in hushed tones,
	not wanting to break him from his reverie.

	
	The vigil lasted only 30
	minutes, but with the entire world watching, the impact was
	immediately felt everywhere. 
	

	
	Before dispersing, the Pope
	clasped hands with Romanero, ever so endearingly, and blessed the
	young man, amid a flurry of flashes from thousands of cameras and
	cell phones. 
	

	
	The two men smiled as if they’d
	been the best of friends for many years. It was both remarkable and
	bizarre at the same time.

	
	Mostly thanks to Salvador
	Romanero, world leaders would leave Brussels, Belgium with a new
	sense of synergy never before felt. They lined up one after the next
	to have a moment with the Spaniard and take a few selfies with him.
	Just having a photograph with the young phenom would become
	cherished possessions for each of them. 
	

	
	Thousands of common citizens
	observed it all unfolding, with smiles that
	hadn’t crossed their faces since last weekend. They
	frantically shouted Romanero’s name and begged for
	autographs and selfies with him. He promised to remain outside NATO
	Headquarters long after world leaders dispersed, to accommodate
	every last request.

	
	Once again, the
	press ate it up. The whole world ate it up!

	
	President Jefferson
	Danforth observed the mayhem a short distance away and was filled
	with great angst. He rubbed his throbbing forehead, hoping to
	release the mounting pressure that had built over the past 24 hours.
	He wasn’t overly concerned if it made him look weak to some. 
	

	
	Then again, save
	for the three reporters and lone cameraman standing in front of him,
	no one else seemed to notice him. They were too focused on Salvador
	Romanero. 
	

	
	It was a bitter
	pill for the leader of the free world to swallow.

	
	Even thousands of
	miles aPresident Jefferson Danforth observed the mayhem a
	short distance away and was filled with great angst. He rubbed his
	throbbing forehead, hoping to release the mounting pressure that had
	built over the past 24 hours. He wasn’t overly concerned if it
	made him look weak to some. 
	

	
	way from home, the
	President could feel the growing tidal wave of support being
	generated for Romanero in America. Midnight was still five and a
	half hours away on the East Coast, yet millions of Americans had
	already lined the streets anticipating the vigil. 
	

	
	It was all too surreal. I’m
	their leader! Not this unknown radical from Spain! Sensing
	democracy, and perhaps ultimately his power, dwindling among the
	people he governed, the pressure was on to deliver a flawless speech
	like Salvador Romanero had done all day. 
	

	
	But how could he remain positive
	under such conditions, especially amid constant shouts of “Salvador!
	Salvador! Salvador!” filling the night air? Not only that, not
	a single drop of participation had fallen anywhere in the world
	where the vigil was taken place, churning the President’s
	stomach even more violently. 
	

	
	You just had to love
	politics, he thought to himself, gulping hard.

	
	It was showtime.
	Standing in front of the camera, President Danforth was banking on
	the decision he’d made earlier, to hopefully turn the
	overwhelming tide of support back in his favor again. But first he
	had other news to share with the American people. He began by
	telling them that in a hopeful attempt to stimulate the global
	economy, a trillion-dollar cash infusion would be made into the
	world’s banking and economic systems sometime next week. 
	

	
	“Of course, a
	cash infusion guarantees nothing,” the President warned, his
	salt-and-pepper-hair blowing wildly in the stiff wind, “but
	without it, total economic collapse is imminent. Once the funds have
	been pumped into the system, cash withdrawals can then be made at
	ATM machines, but only in fifty-dollar increments to start. Debit
	and credit cards will also be processed at that time, but also with
	strict purchase limits. Though small, it’s a vital step in the
	right direction.”

	
	After informing the
	people he governed on other key issues discussed earlier with world
	leaders, from the imminent threat of global terrorism, to global
	hunger and everything in between, it was time to deliver the most
	tragic bit of news. 
	

	
	Said he, “My
	fellow Americans, as you have undoubtedly heard by now, last
	Saturday’s mayhem was
	indeed Christian in
	nature. This explains our many losses three days ago. Going by the
	percentages, it pains me to report that more Americans were lost
	last Saturday than any other body of citizens.” 
	

	
	Sighing, he went
	on, “We now know what
	happened and who
	was affected by it.
	What still remains unknown is why
	it happened in the
	first place. I believe in time we will know.” 
	

	
	It was time to
	share the good news. Though totally against the idea a day ago,
	President Danforth was about to single-handedly solve the
	transportation problem, at least in America. 
	

	
	“Immediately
	after the disappearances, I ordered work crews to begin clearing our
	many cluttered runways, railways and highways. After being assured
	that some are in good enough condition to be reopened, I have
	ordered some modes of transportation operational come sunrise,
	including air travel, but on a limited basis.” 
	

	
	He paused a moment
	to let his words sink in before continuing, “At first, I was
	only going to authorize the transport of deceased bodies, to prevent
	from the possible spread of various diseases. But after tonight’s
	touching display of solidarity, the only way to make it truly
	complete is by reuniting all stranded travelers around the globe
	with their grieving families. Imagine the constant anguish stranded
	travelers have endured all this time, by being so far from home
	among the horror? 
	

	
	“In a few
	minutes, I’ll be leaving for Wisconsin to bury my late mother.
	I couldn’t imagine not being able to attend her funeral. Then
	again, no one should be denied such a thing.” Sighing, he
	said, “It’s with that in mind that we must do all we can
	to bring friends and family members stranded in foreign countries
	back home immediately, whether dead or alive.”

	
	President Danforth
	shifted his weight and continued, “America is prepared to do
	our part. If the rest of the world will only follow our lead and do
	the same, millions of stranded travelers can be home with their
	families within the next twenty-four to forty-eight hours.”

	
	The President
	looked beyond the glaring light of the camera trained on him. From
	what he could see on the faces of the three reporters, risky or not,
	they seemed to be in favor of the idea. 
	

	
	Seeing their
	smiling faces strengthened his resolve. With newfound energy, he
	ended his speech by saying, “I know this is but a small token
	when compared to what we’ve all been forced to endure but
	having our loved ones back home can only help.” 
	

	
	His last words
	were, “My sincere hope is that you all enjoy tonight’s
	vigil. And let me be the first to wish you and yours a blessed
	Thanksgiving. God Bless America!” 
	

	
	At that, the Secret
	Service formed a human wall around President Danforth and hurried
	him off to his waiting limousine. Within minutes, he was on board
	Air Force One for the
	long flight to Madison, Wisconsin. 
	

	
	In a flurry
	of activity, no one in Brussels noticed that the American President
	never even bothered to take the time to say goodbye to Salvador
	Romanero. 
	

	
	This would soon come back to
	haunt him in a very big way…
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	CHARLES CALLOWAY
	LOOKED OUTSIDE his hotel room window and saw the many mourners
	lining the streets below. He looked skyward and was astonished to
	see stars in the sky. 
	

	
	Last
	time he looked outside it was raining hard. Man,
	he
	thought, scratching his head, the
	rain stopped just in time, exactly as this Romanero dude boldly
	predicted! 
	

	
	Clear skies or not,
	Calloway wouldn’t join the throngs of citizens in New York
	City to honor the many departed. If he did, he felt certain he would
	fall to pieces in front of colleagues and complete strangers alike,
	much like he did on Fifth Avenue the day before. 
	

	
	It
	was best to remain inside his room. Besides, he
	had something more pressing on his mind. After
	securing a good connection, he surfed the internet looking for new
	believers to chat with. He met a man from Wyoming who’d
	stumbled upon a new web site called
	www.lsarglobal.org.
	LSAR
	was
	an
	acronym for Last
	Shot At Redemption.
	
	

	
	Calloway
	was mindful of the countless websites in cyberspace prior to the
	Rapture, warning of what would happen at God’s appointed time.
	Monique was obsessed at times watching videos which pertained to the
	end times. She always tried persuading him to watch them with her.
	He rolled his eyes each time. 
	

	
	Apparently,
	the people he thought to be a bunch of misguided conspiracy
	theorists were correct after all. Now here he was suddenly
	interested in end-times prophecy after
	the
	fact. 
	

	
	The
	irony was so thick he could choke on it. 
	

	
	This
	time last week, Charles Calloway had zero interest in eschatology or
	in anything else that could be considered negative or detrimental to
	his personal growth. He believed his positive thinking was the main
	reason for his success. He no longer thought that way. 
	

	
	Calloway
	closed the curtains to avoid any and all possible distractions, then
	bowed his head: “Open my spiritual eyes, Lord, as only You
	can. Give me supernatural wisdom to understand Your Word, especially
	regarding these times.” 
	

	
	By
	simply logging onto www.lsarglobal.org,
	new believers were being given a crash course on end-time prophecy
	straight out of the Book of Revelation and other prophetic books of
	the Bible. From an aesthetic standpoint, it was a rather plain
	looking website. But what made it so intriguing was that it was
	launched into cyberspace from others who were also left behind. 
	

	
	At the center of
	the homepage were 22 separate links numbered 1 to 22, representing
	each of the 22 chapters of the Book of Revelation. They were laid
	out in the form of a cross. All one had to do was click on a link,
	select the language of choice and start learning. 
	

	
	A crimson red
	shadow, representing the redemptive blood of Jesus, was cast over
	the first three links, signifying that everything prophesied in
	chapters 1 through 3 in the Book of Revelation had already come to
	pass. 
	

	
	Because chapters 4
	and 5 would take place in Heaven, a lighter shade of red covered
	those two links. The site creators knew it was taking place now but
	dared not speculate on the actual time line. Only those in Heaven
	knew when the Judgment Seat of Christ would commence. 
	

	
	Hence, the lighter
	shade of red.

	
	Chapters 6 through
	22 were still to come and, therefore, were ominously gray in color.
	Whenever prophecy would be fulfilled in the future, the crimson red
	shadow would be extended, allowing new believers to know exactly
	where they were, prophetically speaking. 
	

	
	More importantly,
	they would know what to expect next. 
	

	
	Button number six
	had four black blinking arrows all pointing at it, signifying what
	was next to come for Planet Earth, prophetically speaking. Instead
	of clicking on it, Calloway found Revelation 6 in his Bible and read
	verses 1 and 2, I
	watched as the Lamb opened the first of the seven seals. Then I
	heard one of the four living creatures say in a loud voice like
	thunder, “Come!” I looked, and there before me was a
	white horse! Its rider held a bow, and he was given a crown, and he
	rode out as a conqueror bent on conquest. 
	

	
	At the bottom of
	the web page was a rolling script updating visitors on all major
	current newsflashes. Scripture was mixed in to educate visitors on
	how this was all prophesied long ago. 
	

	
	Above
	the cross were four links. One said PRAYER.
	One said SALVATION.
	One said CONTACT.
	The last one said CLICK
	HERE FIRST.

	
	Calloway did as he
	was instructed and clicked on the link. A deep, booming voice
	provided a narrative of sorts pertaining to the times in which they
	were living. It was the voice of one of the site creators, a man
	named Clayton Holmes. For security purposes, that much wasn’t
	mentioned. 
	

	
	Said he, “Now
	that the Rapture has come and gone, if there’s one thing you
	need to know to help put the time aspect into perspective it’s
	that the Rapture itself didn’t necessarily start the
	seven-year Tribulation period described in the Book of Revelation.”

	
	Charles
	gave his cell phone a sideways look as if the speaker could see his
	bewildered expression. Having read the Book of Revelation three
	times already, this confused him. What?
	Come again? 
	

	
	The voice
	continued, “The Rapture had to come first, which it did. Guess
	you can say it was the precursor. But the tribulation period won’t
	commence until Israel signs a seven-year peace treaty with the
	soon-to-be-revealed Antichrist of the Bible. 
	

	
	“Once
	that happens, God’s final prophetic hourglass will be turned
	upside down and the final seven years can be counted off until Jesus
	returns to establish His Millennial Kingdom on Earth. That part’s
	exciting. Everything else is downright scary.” 
	

	
	Calloway grabbed a
	pen and the Waldorf-Astoria stationery on the desk in his suite, “I
	gotta write that down!” 
	

	
	The
	voice continued, “Many
	of the world’s most renowned Bible scholars throughout history
	were all agreed that, while the seven-year tribulation period would
	follow the Rapture, some believed many years would pass in between
	the two events. Personally, since it’s
	the next thing to happen, prophetically speaking, I
	believe it won’t be too much longer until we know exactly who
	Antichrist is. 
	

	
	“I already
	have my suspicions, but I won’t speculate at this time. But
	suffice it to say he’s walking the Earth right now. This false
	messiah who is the rider on the white horse in Revelation six,
	chapter two, and the first of the four Horsemen to come, will have a
	bow in his hand, but no arrow. Having no arrow signifies he’ll
	proclaim to be a man of peace. He’ll set out to conquer the
	world through diplomacy, promising peace and prosperity for all. 
	

	
	“This
	diabolical leader will claim to be a pacifist and will order many of
	the world’s weapons of mass destruction to be destroyed in the
	name of peace. But in the end, he’ll rule Planet Earth like no
	other dictator has. He’ll make Adolf Hitler look like an
	amateur. More deaths will occur under his reign than all other world
	leaders combined. Needless to say, the peace he promises will be
	nothing more than well-crafted lies on his part. 
	

	
	“Even so, the
	majority still on Earth who remain blinded to the Truth will fall
	prey to his deceptive lies. Halfway through the seven-year peace
	treaty, the Antichrist will break his promise with Israel by
	entering inside the newly built Temple and proclaiming himself to be
	God incarnate, thus desecrating it. 
	

	
	“He will then
	demand that the whole world worship him, thus fulfilling Daniel’s
	prophecy when he called the Antichrist the ‘abomination
	of desolation’. This breach of trust will usher in the second
	half of the Tribulation period—also known as the Great
	Tribulation—which will be far worse than the first half,
	especially for Jews and Christians. 
	

	
	“This is one
	of many counterfeit acts the Son of Perdition will perform in these
	last days hoping to rob God of His glory. Everything God does, Satan
	tries to imitate. Instead of God the Father, Jesus the Son, and the
	Holy Spirit, Satan will imitate God, the Antichrist will imitate
	Jesus, and the False Prophet will imitate the Holy Spirit. 
	

	
	“One example
	of how Antichrist will try imitating Jesus can be found in the Book
	of Revelation. By riding a white horse, the Antichrist is merely
	imitating the Righteous rider on the white horse later revealed in
	Chapter nineteen, verses eleven through sixteen. 
	

	
	“It says, ‘I
	saw Heaven standing open and there before me was a white horse,
	whose rider is called Faithful and True. With justice he judges and
	makes war. His eyes are like blazing fire, and on his head are many
	crowns. He has a name written on him that no one knows but he
	himself. He is dressed in a robe dipped in blood, and his name is
	the Word of God. The armies of Heaven were following him, riding on
	white horses and dressed in fine linen, white and clean. Out of his
	mouth comes a sharp sword with which to strike down the nations. He
	will rule them with an iron scepter. He treads the winepress of the
	fury of the wrath of God Almighty. On his robe and on his thigh he
	has this name written: KING
	OF KINGS AND LORD OF LORDS.’
	This
	rider is the Lord Jesus Christ!’”

	
	Isn’t that
	interesting, Charles
	thought. But
	who is the False Prophet? Guess I’ll find out soon enough...

	
	“Another
	thing y’all need to understand is that the seven-year
	Tribulation period was never intended for the Church, but for
	Israel. That’s why it was necessary for Jesus to remove His
	true followers from the planet last week. Second Thessalonians two,
	verses six and seven states, ‘And
	you know what is restraining him now so that he may be revealed in
	his time. For the mystery of lawlessness is already at work. Only he
	who now restrains it will do so until he is out of the way’.
	
	

	
	“That’s
	the Church, y’all. With the bride of Christ removed, Jehovah
	God will once again deal with His wife, Israel, and finish what was
	prophesied in Daniel chapter nine, verse twenty-four,
	‘Seventy
	weeks are decreed about your people {the Jews} and your holy city
	{Israel}, 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, sixty-nine of the seventy weeks have come to pass. Each week
	represents seven years. So, in that sense, four-hundred and
	eighty-three of the four-hundred and ninety years have already come
	to pass. Daniel
	said the final seven years of judgment wouldn’t come to pass
	until after
	Israel’s
	Savior was cut off. 
	

	
	“When Christ
	was crucified two-thousand years ago, the remainder of Israel’s
	judgment was temporarily put on hold. The problem for most Jews
	familiar with these prophetic passages is that they never accepted
	Jesus as their Messiah. They were too blinded to the Truth to know. 
	

	
	“Regarding
	the soon-to-come seven-year Tribulation period, the prophet
	Jeremiah, who wrote of this time thousands of years ago, called it a
	time of Jacob’s trouble. Jeremiah thirty, verse seven 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.’

	
	“Starting
	to see the big picture? If not, consider this: while
	the seven-year tribulation period is described in such vivid detail
	in chapters four through eighteen in the book of Revelation, the
	Church is never once mentioned during this time. Chapters two and
	three record the seven letters written to the seven churches. 
	

	
	“After that,
	there is no mention of the Church again until chapter nineteen, when
	the Church comes back with the Lord Jesus Christ to begin His
	Millennial reign on Earth, after the seven-year tribulation comes to
	an end. 
	

	
	“Need more
	convincing? Another reason the seven-year tribulation period is
	meant for the Jews, and not the Church, is that the one-hundred and
	forty-four thousand preachers God raises up during this
	unprecedented time are not Gentiles, but Jews. Revelation seven,
	verse four makes this crystal clear: ‘And
	I heard the number of the sealed, one-hundred and forty-four
	thousand, sealed from every tribe of the sons of Israel.’

	
	“Revelation
	chapter seven, verses nine and ten 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 one-hundred and forty-four
	thousand, who will preach the Gospel of Jesus Christ to every
	nation, tongue and tribe. When was the last time you heard
	one-hundred and forty-four thousand Jewish preachers causing
	multitudes from every nation and tongue to turn to Jesus Christ and
	receive Him as Lord and Savior? I’ll tell you when, never! 
	

	
	“So, as you
	can see, all signs point to Israel and the Jews, not the Church of
	Jesus Christ. Now that the Church is safely tucked away in Heaven,
	it’s time for God to finish what He started more than
	twenty-five hundred years ago with His chosen people. 
	

	
	“But praise
	God not all will be bad for the Jews. This time will also bring
	forth Israel’s redemption. Even amid the coming tribulation,
	many Jews will finally see that Jesus is
	indeed the
	Messiah—their Savior—thus causing the remnant of Israel
	to repent of their sins and be saved. Hallelujah!”

	
	“What we have
	now is simply an in-between period that the Antichrist is using to
	rebuild the world and gain the support of many world leaders.
	Everything they’re now rebuilding will be destroyed again. As
	terrifying as the Rapture was, it’s just the beginning of
	their troubles. Ours too. But at least we know what to expect. By
	the time they learn it, it’ll be too late.” 
	

	
	Is he referring
	to the dude from Spain? Calloway
	wondered... 
	

	
	“With that in
	mind,” the voice declared, “if you’re
	listening to my voice and you don’t have a personal
	relationship with the Lord Jesus Christ, wake up! Now’s the
	time to repent! The day of salvation is at hand. Don’t put it
	off another moment! Seek the Lord while He may be found. The
	tribulation we now face is nothing when compared to being thrown
	into hell for all eternity! Again, I say, repent!”

	
	“Amen!”
	Calloway was greatly emboldened by the confidence in this man’s
	voice and his obvious command of the Scriptures. He started pacing
	the floor. A million thoughts flooded his mind. Sensing in his
	spirit that the creators of www.lsarglobal.org
	were
	on to something potentially huge, he wanted to be part of it. 
	

	
	He clicked on the
	CONTACT
	link and sent an
	email. Charles then dropped to his knees and prayed that God would
	open this door for him. 
	

	
	If those in charge
	would only agree to let him be part of their plan, he would dedicate
	the rest of his life doing all he could to help them spread the Word
	of God. 
	

	
	Considering his
	limited options, it sounded like the perfect way to spend his
	remaining days on Earth... 
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	SINCE
	MICHIGAN STADIUM HAD millions
	of eyes fixated on it when the disappearances occurred, it instantly
	became the main “ground zero” meeting place for the
	vigil in the Wolverine State. With most of the debris from the plane
	crash and charred vehicles cleared from the parking lot,
	Michiganders were expected to show up en masse and form a complete
	circle around the stadium.

	
	Though still three
	hours away from midnight, there were enough Michiganders there to
	form a complete circle around the stadium. Most of the early
	arrivals were teenagers. Despite that they were still in mourning,
	for the first time since last weekend, they looked hopeful. 
	

	
	With so much
	synergy among them, there would be no talk of suicide this night. 
	

	
	It was a start. One
	day at a time...

	
	Among the early
	arrivals were Renate McCallister, her sister, Megan, and best
	friend, Rachel Stein. Caught up in the emotion of it all, Renate
	kept pleading with Brian—via text message—to join them,
	saying there was plenty of hot chocolate, blankets and candles to go
	around. 
	

	
	She wasn’t
	overly surprised that her boyfriend had refused each invite. Why
	return to the place where his life was forever altered after losing
	a good friend in the most horrific way? 
	

	
	While Renate was
	right, Michigan Stadium was the very last place Brian wanted to go,
	that’s not the reason he gave for not going. Shortly after
	President Danforth’s address, Amtrak announced that plane
	tickets could be exchanged for train tickets, for those still too
	terrified to consider flying. But seats would be extremely limited. 
	

	
	Taking a train to
	New York sounded so much better than borrowing one of Renate’s
	parent’s cars and driving there, as Brian had planned on
	doing. At the very least, he wouldn’t have to deal with all
	those DETOUR signs posted on roads everywhere. 
	

	
	As the rest of the
	world participated in the vigil, Mulrooney spent nearly three hours
	on the phone waiting, then pleading with an Amtrak ticket agent
	until his request was finally granted. 
	

	
	He was both
	relieved and grateful to have a confirmed seat in his name. Like
	most travelers, Brian wasn’t yet ready to fly. It wasn’t
	the airplane that scared him; it was the thought of it suddenly
	becoming pilot-less again, like on so many occasions last Saturday. 
	

	
	With the
	reservation made, Mulrooney resumed watching TV. On a split screen,
	he could see everything unfolding in Brussels on one side, and
	everything in Ann Arbor on the other. 
	

	
	The sun was just
	rising in Brussels, and Romanero was still out among the people,
	signing autographs and posing for selfies. 
	

	
	Mulrooney was never
	more alarmed. Is
	this the Man of Lawlessness I read about early this morning? Brian
	had an eerie feeling that it might be him. What other previously
	“unknown” individual could empower billions of mourners
	to line the streets of the world the way he had, and on such short
	notice? Only someone possessing special powers. 
	

	
	Thanks to Salvador
	Romanero, nearly a half-million people who’d converged on Ann
	Arbor, to participate in the vigil, had to be turned away. There
	simply wasn’t enough space for everyone. 
	

	
	In
	order to make room for those fortunate enough to get inside the
	college town,
	stadium gates were
	opened hours before the vigil even began, to help absorb the
	onslaught of participants.

	
	This caused an
	immediate outcry from those whose loved ones’ dead corpses
	still lay on the frozen turf waiting to be collected for burial.
	Friends and relatives of the deceased were assured that no one would
	be allowed anywhere near the bodies. 
	

	
	Massive blue tarps
	covered the body bags, just in case. 
	

	
	This provided
	little comfort. Nothing more. 
	

	
	Knowing what lay
	beneath the massive blue tarps, many inside Michigan Stadium did
	their best to simply ignore them. Their eyes remained glued on the
	huge jumbo-tron screen. Seeing 200,000 of their fellow survivors
	form a thick wall around the stadium was the most amazing sensation.
	It’s like they were being given a massive group hug. They
	bathed in it. 
	

	
	With so many signs
	being held—inside the stadium and out—every single one
	of them thanking Romanero for orchestrating this world-healing
	moment, it looked more like a Michigan tailgate party or a political
	campaign rally than a vigil. 
	

	
	Is he the
	Antichrist? When
	Mulrooney
	woke
	this morning, after brewing a pot of coffee and throwing some
	waffles in the toaster, he fingered through the New Testament and
	stumbled upon a sub title found in 2 Thessalonians, chapter 2: The
	Man of Lawlessness.
	Just as he was reading it, Romanero’s image appeared on his TV
	screen. Could
	it be? 
	

	
	Brian was intrigued
	and wanted to keep reading. Then Renate arrived, and he quickly
	closed the Bible. Up until then, the airwaves were flooded with
	religious leaders from all faiths and denominations, voicing various
	opinions while defending the faith groups they represented. 
	

	
	Suddenly their
	faces were replaced by this rising superstar from Spain. Romanero’s
	face was literally seen on every channel. Brian and Renate watched
	everything unfolding in Brussels and were dumbfounded. 
	

	
	Who is this man?
	They
	both wondered.

	
	With Renate gone,
	Mulrooney opened his Bible to 2 Thessalonians, chapter 2, and reread
	verses 3-12. His eyes shifted from the TV screen to the Bible in his
	hands. 3
	Let
	no one deceive you in any way. For that day will not come, unless
	the rebellion comes first, and the man of lawlessness is revealed,
	the son of destruction, 4
	who
	opposes and exalts himself against every so-called god or object of
	worship, so that he takes his seat in the temple of God, proclaiming
	himself to be God. 5
	Do
	you not remember that when I was still with you I told you these
	things? 6
	And
	you know what is restraining him now so that he may be revealed in
	his time. 7
	For the mystery
	of lawlessness is already at work. Only he who now restrains it will
	do so until he is out of the way. 8
	And
	then the lawless one will be revealed, whom the Lord Jesus will kill
	with the breath of his mouth and bring to nothing by the appearance
	of his coming. 9
	The
	coming of the lawless one is by the activity of Satan with all power
	and false signs and wonders, 10
	and
	with all wicked deception for those who are perishing, because they
	refused to love the truth and so be saved. 11
	Therefore
	God sends them a strong delusion, so that they may believe what is
	false, 12
	in
	order that all may be condemned who did not believe the truth but
	had pleasure in unrighteousness.

	
	Is this man
	somehow connected to these verses? Mulrooney
	did not know. 
	

	
	A
	lump rose in his throat when a reporter on TV interviewed a man
	whose sister’s
	body was hidden under a blue tarp on the football field. “Couldn’t
	they have at least moved the bodies first?” he cried, brushing
	tears from his eyes. He was holding a photograph of his deceased
	sister in his hand. “What about respect for the dead? This is
	totally tasteless.”

	
	“I can only
	imagine how you must feel,” said the reporter, thoughtfully. 
	

	
	I hope
	Jacquelyn’s not watching. One way to find out!
	Brian
	called her.

	
	“Hi, Brian.
	Are you at Michigan Stadium?”

	
	“No. Renate
	went, but I had no interest in joining her. Anyway, sorry for
	calling so late. Just wanted to make sure you’re okay.”

	
	“Good as can
	be expected. Why didn’t you go with her?” 
	

	
	“I’m in
	no hurry to go back to that place.”

	
	“Likewise.
	Wish they hadn’t opened the stadium to the public,”
	Jacquelyn said softly. “Tom’s body’s still
	there...” She wanted to say more, but no words came out.

	
	Not knowing what to
	say, Brian changed the subject, “I just
	got off the phone with an Amtrak ticket agent. After
	two hours of waiting and pleading, I was finally able to exchange my
	plane ticket for a train ticket to New York. I leave in the morning.
	Could’ve taken a train out of Ann Arbor, but had I done that,
	I’d have to travel west to Chicago first,
	only to head back east again.” 
	

	
	Brian knew he was
	babbling, but the goal was to get Jacquelyn’s mind off
	Michigan Stadium. He went on, “I’m taking a bus to
	Toledo instead, then catching the eastbound train to Pittsburgh,
	before connecting to New York. This’ll save me five-hundred
	miles of traveling.” 
	

	
	“I
	see.” Jacquelyn knew what he was doing. She appreciated it. 
	

	
	Oddly enough, this
	inconvenience had nothing to do with what happened last Saturday.
	When the aviation industry flourished in the mid-1900s, traveling by
	train suddenly seemed old-fashioned, outdated, second-class travel
	at best. 
	

	
	As a result, demand
	for locomotive service slowly plummeted, and any and all plans of
	laying new tracks and creating new train routes were shelved. At
	that time, the switch from railroad to aviation travel was one of
	the greatest paradigm shifts the world had ever known. 
	

	
	“Be
	safe traveling tomorrow, Brian.” 
	

	
	“Thanks.”
	Brian rubbed his chin trying to think of what to say next. “What
	do you think about this Salvador Romanero fellow?”

	
	Jacquelyn replied,
	“Handsome or not, he gives me the creeps.” 
	

	
	“Yeah,
	something about him just isn’t right. I mean, a
	thirty-year-old suddenly thrust onto the world stage practically
	overnight? Apparently, he even predicts the weather. So far, no rain
	or snow has fallen anywhere in the world, just as he promised, at
	least not during the vigil.”

	
	It was time to
	level with Jacquelyn, “Just before calling you, I
	read in the Bible about the coming of a lawless one who will be
	empowered by Satan to create false
	signs and wonders. Could
	Romanero be the one?” 
	

	
	“Can’t
	help you there, sorry,” Jacquelyn said. “Too many other
	things on my mind.”

	
	Just as Brian was
	about to say something, he heard the key unlocking the front door.
	He panicked. “Renate’s
	here. I gotta go. I’ll call you on the train tomorrow.” 
	

	
	Brian ended the
	call and hid the Bible he was reading under the cushion he was
	seated on.

	
	“Hi, honey,”
	Renate McCallister said, closing the door behind her. There was a
	certain energy in her voice that wasn’t
	there earlier. 
	

	
	Brian looked at his
	cell phone screen. It was 1:45 a.m. “I wasn’t expecting
	you so soon with all those people there,” he said, un-muting
	the TV. “Were you able to get inside the stadium?”

	
	Renate kissed Brian
	on the cheek. Her nose and cheeks felt icy cold on his skin. “It
	took a lot of pushing and shoving, but yes. It was incredible seeing
	everyone circling the stadium holding hands. Only reason we left is
	because Megan could no longer take the cold. But Rachel and I are
	going back to watch the sun rise with many others. She went home to
	grab a few blankets. She
	should
	be
	back in a few minutes.” 
	

	
	Renate paused when
	Brian gave her a sideways look. “If you don’t
	want me to go, I won’t.”

	
	“No. Go enjoy
	yourself.”

	
	Hmm,
	Renate thought. Without
	even a protest. Where’s
	the jealous man I fell in love with five years ago?
	She had to remind
	herself that Brian still wasn’t
	right. “I feel so at peace right now. Going there was like
	having a religious experience or something. Wish you would’ve
	joined us. Might have done you some good.”

	
	Brian ignored her ranting, “See
	anyone you know?”

	
	Renate shrugged her shoulders, “Just
	some distant friends. Oh, and Steve the bartender from Chili’s
	was there with his girlfriend. Both were stoned, but at least
	they’re
	still alive. Steve’s girlfriend held up a sign begging
	Salvador Romanero to be our next President. She was even interviewed
	on TV.” 
	

	
	“What do you
	think of him?” asked Brian. 
	

	
	“Who, Romanero?”

	
	Brian nodded yes. 
	

	
	“What can I
	say? He’s
	amazing! If he ran for President, I’d
	vote for him in a heartbeat. Who else could have brought everyone
	together like this? He’s
	doing so much good in the world. And to think he’s our age. I
	find him fascinating.” 
	

	
	“I don’t
	know what to make of the man. Personally, he sends chills up my
	spine.”

	
	Renate saw the
	concern on her boyfriend’s
	face. “Really? In what way?” 
	

	
	“I can’t
	quite put my finger on it, but something about him just isn’t
	right.”

	
	Renate
	winced.
	Her
	brow furrowed. You can’t be serious!”

	
	“I am.”
	
	

	
	Wait till Rachel
	hears this,
	Renate thought. Part of her wanted to defend this charismatic man
	from Spain she knew nothing about, but already felt incredibly
	connected to. But knowing Brian still wasn’t
	right, she saw no need to ruffle his feathers any more. 
	

	
	Once he came back
	to his senses, he would see for himself just how incredible Salvador
	Romanero really was. Surely, he would be the next Nobel
	Peace Prize recipient.

	
	It was time to
	change the topic. “Did you get a reservation?”

	
	Brian half-smiled.
	“Yes, thank God. I leave in the morning. Since you’ll
	be awake anyway, could you swing by in the morning and take me to
	the station?”

	
	“Of course,
	honey. I’m
	really gonna
	miss you.” There was sadness on Renate’s
	face,
	but beneath it was an elation she couldn’t suppress. At
	least Jacquelyn Swindell won’t
	be in New York! “Can
	I help you pack your things?”

	
	“Sure,
	if you want.”

	
	Twenty minutes
	later, as they were still packing, Renate’s
	cell phone buzzed.
	It was a text message from Rachel Stein: I’m
	outside. Renate
	replied: OK.
		

	
	“Rachel’s
	outside. Gotta go, honey. See you in the morning.”

	
	“Be careful
	out there. And stay warm.”

	
	“I will. One
	thing I won’t need is an umbrella, right?” 
	

	
	“Right,”
	Brian said, with a sigh. If
	Renate only knew the thoughts swimming in his head about this
	Salvador Romanero fellow, she might leave him and never return. 
	

	
	At any rate, Brian
	was anxious to leave Michigan. For someone who hated driving more
	than two hours at a time, he looked forward to a long train ride. A
	ten-hour trip would give him time to think things through and
	perhaps read the Bible without his girlfriend monitoring his every
	move.

	
	Renate saw her
	boyfriend’s posture change and knew he was a million miles
	away again. She wanted to comfort him but was in too much of a
	hurry. She kissed her boyfriend and left. 
	

	
	As soon as they
	pulled away Brian called Jacquelyn Swindell. 
	

	
	The bereaved woman
	was holding her cell phone in her hand when it rang. With visions of
	her encounter with Renate still fresh in her mind, she let it go to
	voice mail. This was the last thing she needed. Jacquelyn put the
	phone on the night stand next to her bed, rolled onto her side and
	cried herself to sleep. Again...

	
	Brian left a voice
	message, “Hi, Jacquelyn. It’s Brian Mulrooney again. I
	know this will be a difficult night for you. But just know I’m
	only a phone call away if you need me. So please don’t
	hesitate. Bye for now.” 
	

	
	Mulrooney climbed
	into bed. It was late, and he had to wake early for his trip. But he
	left his phone on just in case Jacquelyn decided to call him. 
	

	
	She never did. 
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	WEDNESDAY…THE
	DAY BEFORE THANKSGIVING

	

	

	
	AS PER PRESIDENT
	JEFFERSON Danforth’s strict orders, and to the chagrin of so
	many regulators, after receiving confirmation from Secretary of
	Transportation Joel Weintraub that everything was set to go—at
	least as passable as they could make it—travel
	commenced as scheduled. 
	

	
	Prior to the
	Phenomenon, America had become a nation full of rules and
	regulations. So much so that it nearly paralyzed most small business
	owners from conducting business on a day-to-day basis. 
	

	
	Regulators were
	trained to look for one thing: what was wrong.
	And much like attorneys, whenever they spoke, whether or not you
	liked what they had to say mattered not; you usually got billed. 
	

	
	Except they didn’t
	call it a bill like attorneys did. They called it a fine. It had
	gotten so bad that if small business owners were fortunate to show a
	small profit at the end of the year, it was a minor miracle. 
	

	
	In normal times,
	there was no way any bureaucratic regulator would allow an airplane
	to take off under such dicey conditions. It would be unthinkable.
	But they were barred from showing up today, clipboards in hand, red
	flags flying and whistles blowing, looking for something petty to
	complain about. 
	

	
	President Danforth
	gave the green light for travel to commence and there was nothing
	they could do to stop it. 
	

	
	Work crews toiled
	around the clock the past few days removing airplane debris off the
	nation’s many tarmacs and runways and repairing heavily
	damaged runways to the best of their ability to make travel
	possible. Damages sustained inside terminals weren’t
	considered top priorities at this time, only runways were. Workers
	were told to focus on one runway at a time at each major airport. 
	

	
	Ten-percent of all
	commercial aircraft diverted to various American cities last
	Saturday were flown back to their original destinations and made
	ready for flight. 
	

	
	Railroad work crews
	labored just as hard all week clearing tree limbs and downed wires
	from thousands of miles of tracks. To ensure overall safety, every
	inch of track to be used was first inspected—via
	test cars—to
	make sure they were safe for travel. Everything seemed fine on all
	operational routes. 
	

	
	With only a
	skeleton workforce in place, only 20 percent of the world’s
	airports, train stations and bus depots would be operational. Many
	transportation hubs suffered too much damage and would remain closed
	indefinitely. Some would never reopen.

	
	Even so, this was a
	big step in the right direction to jump-starting the presently,
	completely paralyzed, transportation industry.

	
	In America, the day
	before Thanksgiving was always one of the busiest travel days of the
	year. But not this year. Those who didn’t have to leave their
	homes were urged to remain there. The overwhelming majority had no
	problem obeying that order. Some were still too afraid to look
	outside their windows let alone go outside.

	
	The National
	Transportation Safety Bureau (NTSB) urged all passengers traveling
	to arrive at airports, train stations and bus terminals at least
	three hours before departure time. Those flying were advised to
	bypass all main terminals and follow the signs to designated areas
	at each airport, luggage in hand. From there, they’d be
	screened and checked-in by airline employees, then bused directly to
	the runway so they could board their planes. 
	

	
	With so few planes
	in the sky and limited passenger loads—planes
	were 30
	percent full on average—flight
	arrivals were expected to improve considerably, some by nearly half
	the time it took prior to the disappearances. 
	

	
	Before last
	Saturday, the demand for flying was such that more planes were being
	built to accommodate the added flights being booked solid with
	passengers. The problem was they didn’t build enough new
	runways to support such exponential growth. 
	

	
	The end result was
	that runways had become so overcrowded with airplanes. Gridlock had
	become the order of the day worldwide. Flight delays had reached
	epidemic proportions. What normally took two hours had gotten to the
	point that it nearly took four. 
	

	
	That all changed
	last weekend. 
	

	
	Secretary of
	Transportation, Joel Weintraub, sternly warned American travelers
	that under such adverse conditions, they could be putting their
	lives at risk. 
	

	
	“In short,”
	Weintraub warned, “if you want to travel today, it’s
	entirely up to you. But you’re on your own. Completely.”

	
	The first flight to
	take off on American soil was American Airlines flight #1185. It
	left Washington’s Ronald Reagan National Airport at 6:00 a.m.
	without a glitch, en route to Dallas, Texas. 
	

	
	The plane was
	approximately 50 percent full, mostly with Washington bureaucrats.
	The President had suggested this to help rebuild confidence in air
	travel again. 
	

	
	Much like all other
	scheduled departures, flight #1185 was loaded with as many coffins
	as the underbelly of the plane would allow. The same would be true
	with train and ship transportation. Hearses were lined up one after
	another outside airport terminals, train stations, shipping docks
	and warehouses to collect the dead. 
	

	
	But the majority of
	coffins and body bags would be delivered in the backs of
	refrigerated 18-wheeler trucks in the coming days. Thousands of
	freight truck drivers that had been grounded all week would
	crisscross the nation transporting dead bodies back to their home
	cities for burial. 
	

	
	Until now, they
	were piled high atop one another in morgues, hospitals, and inside
	commercial-sized walk-in freezers.

	
	Throughout history,
	the only other time scores of dead bodies were buried within days of
	each other was during wartime, the aftereffects of a natural
	disaster, mass starvation, widespread disease (the Smallpox outbreak
	and the Spanish flu virus of 1918-19 combined, claimed nearly
	100,000,000 lives), or when evil was permitted to flourish in the
	hearts of diabolical dictators: Stalin, Lenin, Adolf Hitler, Saddam
	Hussein, Pol Pot and Idi Amin, Kim Il-jung, topping the list of
	relatively recent blood-thirsty dictators.

	
	Devastating as
	those past tragedies were, it couldn’t compare to now.
	Whereas, for the most part, those past tragedies occurred in a
	single country or continent, this was global. There weren’t
	any pockets of death to speak of. Death was everywhere! 
	

	
	Countless millions
	of corpses littered the globe. Not a single country was spared this
	harsh, grotesque reality. 
	

	
	Since last
	Saturday, more people had died of heart attacks than in any previous
	30-year period. After seeing so much death and destruction in one
	day, their hearts simply gave out on them—especially those
	who’d witnessed children and grandchildren suddenly vanish
	before their eyes. 
	

	
	Despite the cause
	of death, most everyone on the planet would attend at least one
	burial this week, setting yet another earth-shattering record. 
	

	
	Millions of bodies
	would never be found; especially those buried deep beneath collapsed
	buildings or those who were incinerated by fire. Hundreds of
	millions more would be cremated or buried in mass graves. There
	simply wasn’t enough room in cemeteries for everyone all at
	once.

	
	Usually when a
	person laid down his or her life for their country, a decent burial
	became the responsibility of their government. That went without
	saying. But in a world suddenly full of hundreds of millions of
	civilian dead bodies, most of whom weren’t heroes by any
	stretch of the imagination—many were hardened criminals—whose
	responsibility was it to pick up the tab, so to speak, when 96
	percent of the world lived in stark poverty before the
	disappearances? 
	

	
	How much worse off
	would they be in the coming weeks and months? 
	

	
	Thankfully,
	those who couldn’t afford a funeral weren’t denied one.
	In
	the end, the serious health risks accompanying leaving dead bodies
	out to rot in the open far outweighed the overwhelming expense of
	burying them. While
	many would have to settle for wooden caskets, the vast majority were
	destined for mass graves.

	
	As was always the
	case, poorer countries were forced to seek financial assistance from
	more stable countries to help absorb the great expense of burying so
	many of their dead. 
	

	
	Were there any
	“stable” countries left to speak of? 
	

	
	Time would tell...

	
	

	

	
	WITH
	HUNDREDS OF PLANES now
	airborne and thousands more being prepped for take-off, worldwide,
	everything was going smoothly on all fronts. 
	

	
	News cameras were
	out and about everywhere capturing it all. So far, so good! Even so,
	what was intended to boost President Danforth’s
	image globally was now hurting him in a very big way. 
	

	
	While most world
	leaders liked the idea initially—many even called it bold and
	brave—after having ample time to consult among themselves, the
	majority were outraged by the American President’s
	decision to restore travel without first consulting them, especially
	knowing the potential risks involved. 
	

	
	“How dare he
	go behind our backs like that!” hissed the Chancellor of
	Germany on world news television. 
	

	
	“I’m
	disappointed that the President of the United States of America
	would try solving the world’s problems all by himself,”
	said the Pope. “I thought it was agreed that we would all work
	together as a team? Where’s the unity in that?”

	
	And on and on they
	went. The outcry was constant: “Salvador Romanero would never
	do such a thing!” 
	

	
	Salvador Romanero
	remained silent on the issue. With so many others speaking on his
	behalf, there was no need to say anything. They were doing it all
	for him. 
	

	
	What angered world
	leaders most was that they were once again forced against their will
	to follow America’s lead, even if the American President’s
	decision to restore air travel could have tragic consequences. They
	had no choice but to restore air travel within their borders as
	well. 
	

	
	How dare he! 
	

	
	President Danforth
	had no idea how deep the hatred would soon be toward him. His plan
	may have been timely, but it was selfish; done solely for personal
	gain. He should have at least consulted everyone else before
	attempting such a thing. 
	

	
	The limitless faith
	world leaders had placed in American Presidents over the years would
	soon be freely given to another man—a man President Danforth
	never even had the decency to mention in his speech the night
	before—Salvador Romanero. 
	

	

	

	

	

	






	13

	

	

	

	

	

	

	
	BRIAN MULROONEY
	WATCHED THE replay footage of flight #1185 for the umpteenth time as
	he stood in line for coffee inside the Amtrak terminal in downtown
	Toledo, Ohio. 
	

	
	His trip began at 5
	o’clock this morning, at the train station in Ann Arbor.
	Renate had dropped him off there. His bus, not train, left Michigan
	at 5:30 a.m., arriving in Toledo an hour later. His train to New
	York was scheduled to depart at 7:30 a.m.

	
	After waiting in
	line at a coffee shop for more than 30 minutes, when it was finally
	Mulrooney’s turn to order, the coffee had already run out.
	Judging by what he saw on the owner’s face, the man had no
	idea if or when he would replenish his inventory. 
	

	
	Oh well,
	Brian thought, perhaps
	on the train.

	
	Much like in Ann
	Arbor, the Toledo train station was a madhouse, mostly due to the
	overwhelming press coverage. 
	

	
	Reporters were
	anxious to interview anyone. But after witnessing so much tragedy,
	no one was in the mood to be interviewed on television or in the
	local newspapers. They just wanted to get to where they were going,
	so they could be reunited with family and friends. 
	

	
	Brian Mulrooney was
	in total agreement with this. 
	

	
	At 7:15 a.m. sharp,
	the doors opened. Brian was one of the first passengers to board the
	train.

	
	At 7:28 a.m., the
	conductor shouted, “All aboard! Final call!” 
	

	
	Mulrooney wasn’t
	surprised that every seat on the train was taken. He was just
	thankful to have one of these precious seats for himself. Some
	passengers engaged in mild conversation, if only to calm their
	nerves, but most kept to themselves. 
	

	
	An unmistakable air
	of distrust hung thick in the air. The mood was strange, somber,
	especially knowing three of the cargo boxcars on this train were
	full of “occupied” coffins. 
	

	
	Welcome to the
	New World, Mulrooney
	thought, looking out the train window. It
	felt nothing like past Thanksgivings. 
	

	
	As the wheels
	started turning ever so slowly, Brian used this time to evaluate
	many things in his life. Prior to the Phenomenon, life tended to get
	crazy at times but, all in all, the moderately successful hotel
	manager thought he had everything under control.

	
	Just last week
	Mulrooney was planning to purchase an engagement ring for Renate. It
	was the natural next step for someone who thought he had his
	priorities straight in life. He wasn’t so sure of anything
	anymore. All he knew was that he was on a mission: to find the Truth
	no matter what it took. 
	

	
	It sounded selfish,
	he knew, but in a world now trembling beneath his feet, putting a
	ring on his girlfriend’s finger suddenly seemed futile. Did
	Planet Earth even have a future? Brian couldn’t answer the
	question. But if it did, he wanted to make sure his feet were
	planted on solid ground before making any significant life
	decisions, including marriage.

	
	If Mulrooney needed
	more proof that his world had been turned completely upside down,
	all he had to do was look inside his suitcase. For the first time
	ever, there was a Bible stuffed inside. Even so, he was too chicken
	to pluck it out and start reading it in front of others on the bus
	ride to Toledo. 
	

	
	To his credit, he
	did try searching the Scriptures using his cell phone. But with WiFi
	service spotty at best, and the small print hurting his eyes too
	much, he stopped reading and powered down his phone. Even in this
	age of mind-numbing technology, Mulrooney still preferred reading
	books in print, where he could highlight key parts that spoke to
	him, much like Justin had done in the Bible that was left for him. 
	

	
	Despite the mild
	anxiety he felt by the prospect of reading the Word of God in front
	of others, he had every intention of doing just that on the train.
	To help combat his growing discomfort, Brian purchased a Sports
	Illustrated magazine
	at the Amtrak station in Ann Arbor. 
	

	
	This way, when
	someone walked by, he would cover his Bible with the magazine until
	they passed. It was wimpy, he knew, but that’s where he was
	right now.

	
	Having a private
	room on the train would have allowed him to read the Bible all the
	way through to New York, with no distractions from others. He
	wondered how much they were charging for first-class tickets?

	
	Whatever the price,
	it was too rich for his blood. He was just grateful to have any seat
	on this train. Coach class was more than good enough for Brian
	Mulrooney.

	
	With his assets
	temporarily frozen, had it not been for the few thousand dollars he
	had socked away in his bedroom top drawer—for the engagement
	ring he planned to purchase for Renate—he would still be in
	Ann Arbor. 
	

	
	Once the train
	pulled outside the city limits and was moving at full cruising
	speed, Mulrooney walked and, at times, stumbled through four
	passenger cars, en route to the dining car for a bite to eat. It was
	difficult at times when the train swayed back and forth like a ferry
	boat, but his heavy steps were nevertheless sure. 
	

	
	He wasn’t
	surprised to find the dining car packed with passengers. Being
	alone, he was able to obtain a seat at the counter. He ordered
	coffee which, thankfully they had, orange juice, bacon, eggs, and a
	toasted bagel. 
	

	
	Waiting for his
	food, Mulrooney looked out at the landscape passing him by at
	near-blinding speed. Due to the falling temperatures created by the
	temporary blockage of the sun in so many areas, the moment the vigil
	ended in the South Pacific, snow started falling throughout much of
	the northern United States and all of Canada. They said it was like
	this for much of the world. 
	

	
	Mulrooney wondered
	how in the world Romanero had pulled it off? He could only shake his
	head and wonder again if he was the Antichrist of the Bible. 
	

	
	At any rate, the
	snow looked soothingly beautiful. It lent a Norman Rockwell appeal
	to the upcoming holiday season. Which would have been just great had
	they been able to restore power with the flick of a switch. 
	

	
	But that simply
	wasn’t the case. With no power, much of the country looked
	like it had been transported back to the 1800's. Candles were
	burning, shedding the only light most residents could draw upon,
	save for flashlights, firelight and sunlight. 
	

	
	Smoke rose up from
	fireplace chimneys everywhere, providing the only source of
	household heat. Those fortunate to have kerosene heaters used them
	sparingly. Once the kerosene ran out, who knew when they would be
	able to obtain more? 
	

	
	Many had been
	without electricity all week, especially in rural areas, with no
	timetable as to when power might be restored to their communities.
	Many were told six months could pass before power was finally back
	on. Perhaps even longer than that...

	
	Many of the
	creature comforts humanity had grown used to—had been all but
	addicted to—were suddenly obsolete. If restored, they would
	never be taken for granted again.

	
	But man-made
	creature comforts were no longer of interest to Brian Mulrooney. At
	least not now. All that mattered to him was reading and studying the
	Word of God. Nothing more. 
	

	
	If Justin Schroeder
	was right, salvation had nothing to do with church
	membership—regardless of denomination—or how good a
	person claimed to be. Those who thought they could somehow earn
	their salvation had
	no understanding of the true
	Gospel of Jesus Christ. 
	

	
	It pained Mulrooney
	to admit he was part of that unfortunate group. According to Justin,
	no church—including the Catholic Church—could offer
	eternal assurance to any of its followers. It all came down to God’s
	love and His amazing grace, which was fully manifested on a bloody
	cross 2,000 years ago, nothing more.

	
	If Justin was
	right, how in the world would he tell his parents that the vast sum
	of money spent on his Catholic education had apparently gone to
	waste? After all, with so many years in the Catholic system, Brian
	never learned a surefire way to qualify for Heaven when his time on
	Earth came to an end. 
	

	
	If anything, he was
	taught there were many variables. For all he knew, as long as he
	remained within the good graces of the Catholic Church, and he
	didn’t kill anyone or rob a bank, he was all but assured of
	seeing the Pearly Gates someday. 
	

	
	He now had serious
	doubts about it all... 
	

	
	After breakfast,
	Mulrooney returned to his seat to find the man next to him snoring
	away. He took this as a good sign. 
	

	
	He opened his Bible
	and had the sudden urge to read it all the way through, from cover
	to cover. Though he’d
	already read the
	first few chapters of Genesis the other day, he started again in
	chapter one. 
	

	
	The more he read
	it, the more he understood why it had so transformed his departed
	friend, Justin Schroeder. 
	

	
	As the locomotive
	swayed and clacked and inched closer and closer to Manhattan, New
	York, passing the landscape at near-blinding speed, Brian Mulrooney
	felt himself inching closer and closer to the Lord Jesus Christ.
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	CHARLES
	CALLOWAY WAS BACK inside his luxury suite, after
	just parting company with fellow colleague, Santana Jiles, and
	Jiles’ nephew, Estevan Valdez. After the three of them had
	lunch together, Estevan drove his uncle to Penn Station, where he
	boarded his train back to Atlanta. 
	

	
	Charles could have
	taken a train home like many of his Cell-U-Loss colleagues had done,
	but he decided to wait until he could get a flight home. Unlike most
	people, Calloway wasn’t afraid to fly. What happened last week
	was supernatural and had nothing to do with pilot error or aircraft
	malfunction. 
	

	
	What he did fear,
	however, was what he
	would
	find—wouldn’t find, rather—once he returned to the
	Sunshine State. Part of him wished he could remain at the
	Waldorf-Astoria forever.
	
	

	
	Just leaving his
	suite was a challenge in itself. Even if just going down to the
	lobby, he felt this tightening in his chest. But when holed up in
	his room studying the Word of God, he felt completely cut off from
	the rest of the world. 
	

	
	And
	since his company was picking up the tab for this extended stay of
	sorts— including
	all meals—his decision to remain in New York for the time
	being was a no-brainer. 
	

	
	Calloway changed
	the bandage atop his right eye from the gash he sustained in the
	backseat of Tamika Moseley’s taxicab last Saturday. It was
	healing nicely; one less thing to worry about. 
	

	
	He logged onto
	www.lsarglobal.org and
	clicked on chapter one of the Book of Revelation. This was his
	fourth time reading this prophetic Book since the Rapture. It was
	starting to sink in more and more. Having it dictated to him as he
	read along in the Bible opened his eyes all the more, especially
	since the narrator expounded on each chapter after reading it. 
	

	
	This voice was
	different than the deep booming voice Charles heard earlier. Said
	he, “Chapter one is fairly easy to understand. The first five
	words alone, ‘The
	revelation of Jesus Christ’ make it crystal clear as to Whom,
	not what, is the revelation of this Book. The disciple John, who
	walked with Jesus in the flesh, was chosen to receive God’s
	revelation while exiled on the island of Patmos at around 95 A.D.,
	because of the Word of God, and for his testimony.

	
	“On the
	Lord’s Day, John was taken suddenly up in the spirit, when he
	heard a loud voice like a trumpet, which said, ‘Write
	on a scroll what you see and send it to the seven churches, to
	Ephesus and to Smyrna and to Pergamum and to Thyatira and to Sardis
	and to Philadelphia and to Laodicea.’ 
	

	
	“John turned
	to see who it was, and saw seven golden stars and seven golden
	lampstands, and Someone who was dressed in a robe that reached down
	to His feet, with a golden sash around His chest. His head and hair
	were white like wool, as white as snow, and His eyes were like
	blazing fire. His feet were like bronze glowing in a furnace, and
	His voice was like the sound of rushing waters. 
	

	
	“In His right
	hand he held seven stars, and out of His mouth came a sharp
	double-edged sword. His face was like the sun shining in all its
	brilliance. It was the Lord Jesus! 
	

	
	“When John
	saw Him, he fell at His feet as though dead. Jesus placed His right
	hand on John and said, ‘Do
	not be afraid. I am the First and the Last. I am the Living One; I
	was dead, and behold, I am alive forever and ever. And I hold the
	keys of death and Hades.’ The seven stars in His right hand
	were the angels of the seven churches. The seven lamp stands were
	the seven churches of God. 
	

	
	“The fact
	that Jesus commanded John to write everything down and send it to
	the Seven Churches is proof positive that humanity was meant to read
	and understand the Book of Revelation. Though challenging at times,
	it wasn’t so full of deep mysteries that it couldn’t be
	interpreted like many had taught throughout the ages. 
	

	
	“Verse three
	clearly proves this
	point, ‘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.’” 
	

	
	“Amen to
	that!” Charles Calloway clicked on chapter two, then three.
	The narrator explained how both were similarly connected, as the
	seven letters John wrote to the Seven Churches were recorded in
	these two chapters. Jesus condoned their good works and condemned
	their bad works. 
	

	
	When the narrator read Revelation 3:10-12—which was part of
	the letter written to the Church of Philadelphia—a cool chill
	shot through Calloways’ brain. “Since
	you have kept my command to endure patiently, I will also keep you
	from the hour of trial that is going to come upon the whole world to
	test those who live on the Earth. I am coming soon. Hold on to what
	you have so that no one will take your crown. Him who overcomes I
	will make a pillar in the temple of my God. Never again will he
	leave it. I will write on him the name of my God and the name of the
	city of my God, the new Jerusalem, which is coming down out of
	Heaven from my God; and I will also write on him my new name.”

	
	Said the narrator,
	“This is the blessed warning to all believers of a coming
	Rapture!” 
	

	
	“Wow!”
	Calloway was completely astonished. Of course, had he read or heard
	this Scripture prior to the Rapture—which would have been a
	miracle in itself—it would have meant nothing to him. His
	heart was too hardened back then, his eyes too blind to see it for
	what it was. 
	

	
	With his spiritual eyes and ears
	finally opened, it was as obvious to him as the nose on his face. 
	

	Charles
	clicked on chapter four. It was shaded in a lighter red color.

	
	The voice said,
	“Whereas Revelation three, verses ten through twelve promises
	to keep the true believers from the hour of trial that will test all
	who live on the Earth, chapter four, verse one provides the actual
	escape, via the Rapture. This is the first mention of a door opening
	in Heaven. Chapter nineteen, verse eleven also mentions an opening
	in Heaven, and for good reason. 
	

	
	“In chapter
	four, verse one, Heaven is opened to receive Christ’s Church
	at the time of the Rapture. In chapter nineteen, verse eleven, it is
	opened again so Jesus can return to Planet Earth with His Bride—the
	Church—to commence His thousand-year reign. 
	

	
	“Just as
	chapters two and three are similarly connected, the same could be
	said with chapters four and five. But these chapters are future
	tense. Chapter four, verse one begins with the words, ‘After
	this’.
	After what? John is referring to the end of the church age described
	in chapters two and three. After
	this John looked, and there before him was a door standing open in
	heaven. And the voice he had first heard speaking like a trumpet
	said, ‘Come
	up here, and I will show you what must take place after this.’
		

	
	“Verse two
	says at once the Apostle John was taken up in the Spirit. Imagine
	the scene in Heaven. John saw a throne with the Lord Jesus sitting
	on it, surrounded by the twenty-four elders all dressed in white
	with crowns of gold on their heads. The fact that they had crowns of
	gold on their heads meant they’d already appeared at the
	judgment seat of Christ, as recorded
	in Second Corinthians five, verse ten, and
	had already received their eternal rewards. 
	

	
	“Verses five
	and six explain how from the throne John saw flashes of lightning,
	and heard rumblings and peals of thunder, signifying impending
	danger for Planet Earth. In front of the throne, John saw seven
	lamps blazing, which are the seven spirits of God.
	Also, in
	front of the throne John saw what looked like a sea of glass, clear
	as crystal. This represents the Church at rest.

	
	“In the
	center, around the throne, John saw four living creatures covered
	with eyes in front and in back.
	The first
	living creature was like a lion. The second was like an ox. The
	third had a face like a man. The fourth was like a flying eagle.
	Each of the
	four living creatures had six wings and was covered with eyes all
	around, even under its wings. These are the seraphim Isaiah
	encountered and wrote about in chapter six, verse three in the book
	bearing his name. 
	

	
	“Day and
	night they never stopped saying, ‘Holy,
	Holy, Holy is the Lord God Almighty who was, and is, and is to
	come.’
	The
	reason the word ‘Holy’
	is
	always uttered three times is that one acclamation is for God the
	Father, one is for Jesus the Son, and one is for the Holy Spirit.

	
	“Whenever
	these four living creatures give
	glory, honor and thanks to him who sits on the throne and who lives
	for ever and ever, the
	twenty-four elders fall down in worship laying their crowns at the
	feet of Jesus saying, ‘You
	are worthy, our Lord and God, to receive glory and honor and power,
	for you created all things, and by your will they were created and
	have their being.’”
		

	
	As Charles read and
	listened to this beautiful text, he tried imagining Monique, his
	five children, his mother, Beatrice—who’d
	died nine years
	ago—and his father, Benson, all living in perfect peace in
	that most glorious Place. It must have been too breathtaking to put
	into words. 
	

	
	Calloway clicked on
	chapter five. The voice explained how John saw a scroll with writing
	on both sides in Jesus’
	right hand. It was
	sealed with seven seals. A mighty angel proclaimed in a loud voice,
	‘Who
	is worthy to break the seals and open the scroll?’
		

	
	“The
	marvelous praise session briefly came to an end, as no one in Heaven
	or on earth or under the earth was able to open the scroll or to
	look into it. The Disciple John wept loudly because no one was found
	worthy to open the scroll or even look into it.
	
	

	
	“Then
	one of the
	elders said to John, ‘Weep
	no more; behold, the Lion of the tribe of Judah, the Root of David,
	has conquered, so that he can open the scroll and its seven seals.’
		

	
	“And between
	the throne and the four living creatures and among the elders John
	saw a Lamb standing, as though it had been slain, with seven horns
	and with seven eyes, which are the seven spirits of God sent out
	into all the earth. And
	He went and took the scroll from the right hand of Him who was
	seated on the throne. 
	

	
	“And
	when He had taken the scroll, the four living creatures and the
	twenty-four elders fell down before the Lamb, each holding a harp,
	and golden bowls full of incense, which are the prayers of the
	saints. 
	

	
	“They sang a
	new song to Jesus: ‘You
	are worthy to take the scroll and to open its seals, because you
	were slain, and with your blood you purchased men for God from every
	tribe and language and people and nation. You have made them to be a
	kingdom and priests to serve our God, and they will reign on the
	earth.’
		

	
	“Angels,
	numbering in the thousands upon thousands, and ten thousand times
	ten thousand encircled the throne, along with the living creatures
	and the twenty-four elders and sang, ‘Worthy
	is the Lamb, who was slain, to receive power and wealth and wisdom
	and strength and honor and glory and praise!’
	I
	can only imagine how amazing it will be,” the voice said,
	rather warmly. 
	

	
	Charles Calloway
	shook his head in bewilderment. He’d just read two of the most
	beautiful chapters in all of Scripture. Now more than ever, he
	wanted to be in Heaven with his departed loved ones. 
	

	
	For the time being,
	however, he was stuck on Planet Earth. Though fearful of what was to
	come, he felt this comforting peace knowing he belonged to Jesus for
	real this time. Only those who were true believers could understand
	this feeling... 
	

	
	Calloway stopped at
	chapter six. He clicked on the CONTACT
	link and sent
	another email to the site creators. 
	

	
	If he had to e-mail
	them—whoever they were—a hundred times to get their
	attention, a thousand times, he was determined to do just that. Lord
	willing, they would feel led by the Holy Spirit to include him in
	their plans, whatever those plans might be. 
	

	
	Charles dropped to
	his knees and prayed again that God would open this door for him,
	and that those in charge would contact him soon. This
	site was a miracle from God, a lifeline, really. 
	

	
	Exactly what I
	needed!
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	BRIAN MULROONEY’S
	TRAIN ARRIVED at 9:58
	p.m., two minutes ahead of schedule. Even with limited rail service,
	Penn Station was swarming with people hurrying off in all
	directions, either catching outgoing trains or, like him, arriving
	from various destinations. 
	

	
	After receiving a
	text message from his sister, Chelsea, Brian knew his family was
	already waiting for him in a designated area for non-passengers. He
	disembarked and followed the mass of humanity up the stairs leading
	to the main terminal. 
	

	
	Seeing the many
	underground merchants now closed for business, for who knew how
	long, was yet another eerily cruel reminder of what happened last
	weekend. It wasn’t even this bad after 9/11.

	
	Mulrooney pushed and shoved his
	way through the crowd until he finally spotted his family. Though
	completely exhausted from the long train ride, just seeing them
	again filled Brian with unspeakable joy. 
	

	
	The moment he
	locked eyes with his mother, Sarah started weeping. Chelsea too.
	After not seeing Brian in nearly a year, her brother was finally
	home. They group-hugged. 
	

	
	The near silence on
	the train was replaced with the loud buzz of families reuniting.
	Laughter, crying and joyful screams echoed throughout the massive
	terminal. It was good to see society trying to move on again. 
	

	
	It suddenly felt like
	Thanksgiving, only no one knew for sure how long it would last... 
	

	
	Brian couldn’t
	ignore the stark terror in his parents’ eyes. They were
	thrilled to have him back home, but
	beneath the joy, what he saw on their faces told another story
	altogether. 
	

	
	Oddly enough,
	despite that his world was crumbling all around him, Brian felt this
	certain peace welling up inside he never felt before; all because of
	the Book he was reading. If his family would only read it for
	themselves, they, too, would feel the same peace he felt. 
	

	
	Totally
	unaware that his
	son was slowly but surely being transformed by the power of the Holy
	Spirit, Dick Mulrooney grabbed Brian’s suitcase and headed for
	the 33rd
	Street exit, to begin the
	tedious task of hailing a cab. 
	

	
	Brian shouldered
	his briefcase and followed alongside his mother, Sarah, and Chelsea.

	
	Twenty minutes
	later, they were en route home. 
	

	
	In the backseat of
	the taxi, Brian surveyed the mass devastation blanketing much of his
	beloved hometown. A tear escaped his eye, as his mind drifted back
	to the World Trade Center incident back in 2001, when he was just a
	youngster. 
	

	
	Like everyone else
	in America, Brian was completely terrorized that day, when
	airplane-turned-missiles struck the Twin Towers and Pentagon. That
	moment rocked his world and forced him to acknowledge the great
	presence of evil in the world. Many months had to pass before he was
	able to define his “new normal” in life. 
	

	
	Since that time,
	there were too many crises in the world that
	were so important, so earth-shattering, Mulrooney knew exactly where
	he was and what he was doing at those precise moments.
	
	

	
	The next major
	tragedy he could recall occurred the day after Christmas in 2004,
	when a tsunami ravaged much of Southeast Asia, killing more than
	230,000 people in eleven countries. 
	

	
	Then, much like the
	increase of birth pains Jesus spoke of, less than a year later, the
	horror unfolding on his TV screen literally shook him to the core
	when Hurricane Katrina nearly destroyed the city of New Orleans. 
	

	
	Soon after that,
	powerful,
	devastating earthquakes rocked the planet from China to Haiti to
	Chile, claiming hundreds of thousands of lives in the process. Many
	registered 9.0 on the Richter scale, including the massive undersea
	quake in Japan in 2011 that triggered a deadly tsunami, as the world
	watched in agony. Then there was Superstorm
	Sandy
	which struck the Northeast in 2012, causing $70B worth of damage in
	the U.S. 
	

	
	And how could Brian
	overlook the many mass school and university shootings which started
	shortly before 9/11, and had only escalated since that time, or the
	rise of terrorism over the years, mostly at the hands of radical
	Islamists and their quest for world dominance. 
	

	
	The many mass
	shootings, suicide bombers and beheadings committed in the name of
	their religion couldn’t be numbered. And for what? Because
	they didn’t share the same faith?

	
	A
	spirit
	of anger, hatred and revenge had slowly crept into every corner of
	the world. It kept escalating as the days passed. Hence, the
	constant threat of war. Add to that the total decline of the family
	unit, the funding of abortion clinics by his own government, the
	shredding apart of the institution of marriage between a man and a
	woman, the constant change in weather patterns, and a million other
	things, and Mulrooney should have heard the time bomb ticking long
	before the disappearances. 
	

	
	As the years
	passed, society had slowly but steadily evolved from, “How can
	I help you?” to “What’s in it for me?” In
	the blink of an eye, sin went from being openly condemned to openly
	glorified. Right was suddenly wrong and wrong was right. It seemed
	all anyone cared about these days was themselves. 
	

	
	Now
	that the bomb had gone off, causing countless millions to vanish,
	Mulrooney
	couldn’t
	deny the
	days leading up to the disappearances had been extremely volatile.
	Society really was spiraling out of control. The signs were
	everywhere! 
	

	
	But like most
	others on this fallen planet, Brian was too busy living his life and
	building his career to heed the constant warnings.

	
	The vehicle they
	were riding in passed by three connecting 20-story buildings that
	Brian was quite familiar with. Seeing all three charred and
	completely gutted, all he could do was shake his head and silently
	lament for his hometown city. 
	

	
	Looking
	back, it’s like a fuse was lit on 9/11 that caused a wave of
	nerve-shredding devastation ever since, leading straight up to the
	disappearances. The signs were everywhere that the end of the world
	was near. How
	could I be so blind?
	
	

	
	Sure,
	New Yorkers
	proved back in 2001 that they were a resilient people who were
	determined to rebuild what had been destroyed. But this was a whole
	new ball game. Devastating as that time was, it didn’t come
	close to what Planet Earth experienced last weekend. 
	

	
	Nothing could
	compare to this!

	
	Upon arriving home,
	Brian had the sudden urge to sit everyone down at the kitchen table
	and share what was on his mind, including the serious doubts he now
	had with his Catholic upbringing. 
	

	
	It wouldn’t
	be easy, but he had to find a way to get his family to understand
	the basics of God’s Holy Word: believe in Jesus and only
	Jesus! Only then was anyone ever truly free.

	
	Anything added to
	that was wholly man-made and not from God. It suddenly sounded so
	logical to him. Brian sighed. But how do I get my family to see
	it...
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	MARINE ONE TOUCHED
	DOWN on the White House lawn at 9:00 p.m. 
	

	
	President Danforth
	was relieved to be back at his residence at 1600 Pennsylvania
	Avenue, where he would remain throughout Thanksgiving. On the
	constant go since last Saturday, he was tired and drained of every
	emotion. Not only that, his head
	throbbed like he had a mouthful of bad teeth.

	
	Burying his beloved
	mother was the icing on the devastation cake. It zapped what little
	strength he still had left in him. After the funeral, the First
	Family held a simple vigil for the family members who’d
	disappeared. With no bodies to bury, pictures were displayed on
	walls and candles were lit in their honor. 
	

	
	Mostly because the
	First Lady was heavily sedated, to the point that she looked like a
	human zombie, both services were sealed off to the press. This was
	Melissa’s first time leaving the White House since being
	whisked out of Camp David after the disappearances. 
	

	
	Her bedroom had
	become her private fortress ever since.

	
	With the absence of
	the media, the First Family got to grieve in private, and shed as
	many tears as they had to release. President Danforth’s
	handkerchief was soaked all the through with moisture. He,
	especially, needed this time away from the public eye. It was
	difficult to be yourself with reporters broadcasting your every
	move. 
	

	
	Even back at the
	White House, his mind was still on complete overload. Burying his
	mother was just one of the many issues he was wrestling with.
	Regarding the Summit in Brussels, for all the good that was
	discussed, all this talk of a one-world government, or better put, a
	one-world system deeply concerned him. 
	

	
	Save for a handful
	of world leaders, himself included, everyone else seemed in favor of
	global unification. Just last week, the very thought would have
	seemed totally unthinkable. 
	

	
	Now, it was clearly
	the goal of most world leaders. 
	

	
	And then there was
	Salvador Romanero to consider. Thanks to him, the Summit ended with
	an unforgettable positive bang. How in the world did he make his
	bold prediction come true? Who had the power to stop rain and snow
	from falling from the sky? Apparently, he did. 
	

	
	President Danforth
	was quite mindful of the technology being used to control weather
	patterns in remote areas of the world. But the entire planet? This
	man’s knowledge stretched far beyond any man-made technology. 
	

	
	Another thing
	troubling him was the severe backlash he received from world
	leaders, business moguls and celebrities the world over. Their
	mean-spirited comments were aired over and over again for all to
	hear. He could almost feel the sting of venomous hatred pressing
	through the White House walls trying to devour him. 
	

	
	Even though his
	decision to bring stranded travelers back home went smoothly on all
	fronts—not a single accident was reported in the air or on the
	ground—the positive spotlight remained on Salvador Romanero. 
	

	
	With more time to
	prepare, ten times as many signs, slogans, banners and shirts were
	worn, held and hung by Americans during the vigil than any other
	country. 
	

	
	It was like a
	dagger in the American President’s heart. 
	

	
	Just three days ago
	most would have said, “Salvador who?” Now he was quickly
	becoming the envy of the world. 
	

	
	President Danforth
	had this alarming sense that he would soon detest, and fear,
	Salvador Romanero more than any person he’d ever known. It was
	just a matter of time...
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	UPON RETURNING BACK
	TO Spain, news cameras were rolling when Salvador Romanero exited
	the jet plane and climbed into a waiting limousine. A helicopter
	followed the vehicle all the way back to the king’s castle. It
	was shown on live TV the world over.

	
	Romanero spent an
	extra day in Brussels after world leaders, including the Prime
	Minister of Spain and the newly crowned Prince Javier, left for
	home. This was planned in advance so the young phenom could meet
	with top members of the secret society. 
	

	
	Whereas two days
	ago they assured him that, within 24 hours, he would become a
	household name—which certainly did come true—this
	meeting was about setting parameters and blueprinting all future
	steps their front man would take in the coming weeks and months.

	
	Some from the
	secret society were incensed by Romanero’s bold prediction
	that it wouldn’t rain or snow anywhere in the world during the
	vigil. It wasn’t part of the script. 
	

	
	Consequently, when
	not a single drop or precipitation fell anywhere, anger turned into
	astonishment. 
	

	
	The next red flag
	to go up was, up until now, Romanero had always been respectful when
	in their presence. When one of them spoke, he listened with great
	interest. Now he frequently interrupted, by practically finishing
	their sentences for them. 
	

	
	But this was
	nothing out of the ordinary. Many past puppets had tried flexing
	their muscles on occasion while in the presence of the Powers
	That Be. With such a
	bright spotlight glaring on Romanero, they expected it from him as
	well. 
	

	
	But knowing they
	could pull back on the reins at any time, they saw little cause for
	concern. 
	

	
	Little did they
	know... 
	

	
	Romanero was aware
	of the many doors these individuals had opened for him in Brussels,
	even selecting the right media plants to ask the perfect questions
	at the perfect times. But
	what they didn’t presently know was that they would be the
	ones taking orders from him in the very near future, not the other
	way around!

	
	During the
	relatively short flight back to Madrid, the two men who’d
	traveled to Brussels on the dying king’s behalf—to keep
	a steady eye on Romanero—typed onto their mobile devices
	updating the Crown Prince of every move he made. They even took
	photos of Romanero so the prince could see the smug, dismissive
	demeanor on his face. 
	

	
	Romanero knew what
	they were up to. He also knew they were ordered to remain in
	Brussels until he left. But nothing would take away from his many
	great achievements in Belgium, especially those two idiots! 
	

	
	A smile broke
	across Romanero’s face. The way he had towered over the
	landscape of humanity with such great ease was remarkable even to
	himself. He was a smashing success!

	
	When he arrived in
	Brussels, the world was dying a slow, cruel death. Three days later,
	it’s like a resurrection took place for all to see. A
	resurrection caused by me! Romanero
	thought victoriously. 
	

	
	Because of this, he
	now had direct access to the world’s most powerful and
	influential leaders, many of whom seemed willing to submit to his
	leadership when the time came. It’s like they already adored
	him to the point of worship. 
	

	
	Within a half-hour
	of touching down, Romanero stood before the King of Spain and got
	exactly what he expected—a severe backlash followed by the
	cold shoulder. 
	

	
	The King took his
	overall insubordination as the ultimate sign of disrespect for the
	country he loved so much. 
	

	
	Romanero endured it
	all without defending himself. He remained silent as the King
	chastised him. Knowing his days were numbered, he saw no point in
	wasting precious energy defending himself. It was pointless, really.
	
	

	
	Besides, it wasn’t
	the King of Spain who had him so upset. It was his amateur
	fool-of-a-son, the Crown Prince Javier. Each effort made to
	discredit him backfired in his face. 
	

	
	When the crown
	prince informed world leaders that Salvador Romanero was a delegate
	from Spain only and had no business advising anyone on foreign
	matters—especially
	world leaders—his words were met with harsh criticism from
	world leaders and press members alike. 
	

	
	When Prince Javier
	persisted, many grew tired of hearing him and walked away. It made
	him look foolish in front of the eyes of the world. It was evident
	he was merely jealous. 
	

	
	Future King of
	Spain or not, Romanero would see that the prince paid for his
	foolish actions, along with the two goons who had spied on him in
	Brussels. 
	

	
	Even if they didn’t
	know it, their days were numbered...
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	THANKSGIVING
	DAY

	

	

	
	FOR MOST OF THE
	world, it was just another day of trying to cope in this strange new
	world. But in America it was one of the nation’s most festive
	and celebrated holidays. 
	

	
	Millions of turkeys
	were traditionally cooked this day, as families and friends got
	together to watch parades, football games and movies on TV, sing
	karaoke, and a myriad of other things that helped make Thanksgiving
	a cherished holiday in most American homes throughout the years. 
	

	
	As the years
	steadily passed, what was meant to be a day of giving thanks to the
	Sovereign Creator of the universe—for richly blessing the
	United States of America—gradually gave way to who could eat
	the most food, get the most drunk, tell the funniest jokes, and so
	on. 
	

	
	In short: most had
	forgotten about the “giving thanks to the Creator” part.
	The end result was that too many Americans had no clue what had
	spawned the holiday in the first place. 
	

	
	Few understood that
	what had started with the pilgrims—when they made peace with
	Native Americans and dedicated that day to giving thanks to God
	Almighty—had carried on until 1863 during the Civil War, when
	President Abraham Lincoln proclaimed this day a national day of
	Thanksgiving and praise to the Most High beneficent Father who
	dwelleth in the heavens. 
	

	
	Many who still kept
	that tradition and had celebrated the holiday as such were now in
	Heaven. 
	

	
	As per President
	Danforth’s strong urging, many turkeys would be cooked this
	day. With so many turkeys already purchased before last Saturday,
	and with prices steadily rising, who could afford to waste food?

	
	Many interviewed on
	TV during the universal vigil, vowed to do their best to endure the
	holiday despite their strongest inner protests. “It’ll
	be difficult,” most interviewed openly admitted, “but
	we’re willing to at least give it a try.” 
	

	
	Such determination
	was commendable to say the least. 
	

	
	But with no small
	children around, this would undoubtedly be the strangest
	Thanksgiving in America’s relatively brief history. 
	

	
	Remarkably, many
	would celebrate today. Families still intact—including those
	whose loved ones were now home after being stranded in various
	cities and countries abroad for days—would celebrate. 
	

	
	Those who’d
	benefited financially in the aftermath of the tragedy would
	celebrate. 
	

	
	Those who believed
	they were spared whatever harm or evil had befallen the planet last
	weekend, mercilessly ripping millions away in the twinkling of an
	eye, would celebrate. 
	

	
	But those who would
	celebrate the most were those who wholeheartedly believed Salvador
	Romanero was the answer to their many prayers. Because of him, they
	sensed better days on the horizon. While they wouldn’t do the
	many things that made Thanksgiving a cherished tradition in their
	homes in the past, at least they were alive. And
	that was a good enough reason to celebrate and be thankful this day.
	
	

	
	But for most
	Americans, it wouldn’t be a day of giving thanks. On the
	contrary, it would be another day of trying to adjust to this
	strange new world, a world void of friends, family members and all
	children. 
	

	
	Excluding the
	steadily growing number of individuals who’d recently placed
	their trust in Christ Jesus and would find refuge in the Most High
	this day, for most, God would once again take the backseat in so
	many American households. 
	

	
	Instead of reading
	God’s Holy Word, which brings hope, restoration and eternal
	assurance, many would contemplate something far more sinister this
	day—suicide. 
	

	
	Not even Salvador
	Romanero could pluck them out from underneath the desperate
	hopelessness they felt trapped under all this week. The only
	solution was to end it all, so they could finally rest in peace. 
	

	
	If they only
	knew...
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	TO SAY THAT TAMIKA
	Moseley was having a difficult morning would be a gross
	understatement. Flu-like symptoms had seized control of her frail,
	weakened, 27-year-old body. The race was on to see which would
	succeed in devouring her the fastest, the flu or her overwhelming
	depression. 
	

	
	Right now, it was
	neck and neck. 
	

	
	Always her favorite
	holiday, this was the one time of the year Tamika refused to work,
	whether she needed the money or not, which she always did. She
	concluded a few years back that taking a couple days off once a year
	wouldn’t put her any further behind on the bills than she
	already was. 
	

	
	Because she never
	took a summer vacation, and she always showed up for work on time,
	she was never denied this cherished time with her family. 
	

	
	Like most other
	Americans, Tamika loved watching the Thanksgiving Day Parade on
	television with Jamal and Dante, and her mother, Ruth Ferguson.
	After that, the TV was turned off in favor of listening to Christmas
	music, as Tamika helped her mother prepare the meal. 
	

	
	Tamika often said
	her mother had the best recipes in New York City. 
	

	
	Ruth always replied
	by saying, “Recipes are only as good as the one cookin’
	’em.” Each year, she would prepare something different
	for them to try, something she called, “Cuisine’s from
	’round the world.” 
	

	
	She was planning to
	prepare a Moroccan dish this year. Even if the boys didn’t
	like Grandma’s surprise dishes, which sometimes was the case,
	they still loved the concept. 
	

	
	But what they loved
	most was that Grandma Ruth
	stayed through the weekend. It was a tradition they looked forward
	to each year. 
	

	
	Grandma was the
	best storyteller ever. Though most of her stories were
	Bible-related, the way she told them was anything but boring. She
	always made sure to mix in an equal blend of action and adventure
	into each story. 
	

	
	Tamika never
	partook of story time with Grandma. She chose instead to clean the
	kitchen during that time. It was something she now deeply regretted.
	The regrets kept piling up. 
	

	
	As much as Tamika
	looked forward to Thanksgiving each year, her mother looked forward
	to it even more. Her husband, Reggie Ferguson, passed away 15 years
	ago from a brain aneurysm. This left Ruth lonely and depressed for
	the longest time. It pained her deeply that her husband never got to
	see his two grandsons. 
	

	
	And her only son,
	Antuwan, never got to see his nephews either. He was killed by a
	stray-bullet at the age of 14. It happened during a drive-by
	shooting meant for the man living next door. The killer was never
	brought to justice. Many years had to pass before the family could
	finally accept it and move on. 
	

	
	Tamika was only
	eleven at the time. 
	

	
	With Tamika, Jamal
	and Dante being the only family Ruth still had left, she cherished
	every second spent with them. Especially this time of the year. 
	

	
	Tamika sat on the
	bench built into the bay window in her kitchen sipping green tea and
	thought back to when the four of them took a subway to Midtown
	Manhattan, to watch New York City’s highly acclaimed
	Thanksgiving Day Parade. The boys had the time of their young lives.
	Tamika and Ruth also enjoyed themselves, but it was too cold and too
	windy to fully appreciate it. 
	

	
	Tamika remembered
	telling her mother, as they froze on Broadway watching oversize
	balloons of the kids’ favorite cartoon characters slowly
	floating by, that she would never do it again. Ruth nodded
	agreement. They were happy to do it that one time, if only for the
	experience, but never again. 
	

	
	Tamika
	had no idea how prophetic her words would prove to be. It suddenly
	seemed like five years had passed since she last saw her two boys,
	not five days. 
	

	
	Tamika wondered if
	there would ever be a reason to be thankful again... 
	

	
	Glancing down from
	her twenty-ninth-floor kitchen window, she saw the owner of
	Lorenzo’s Bakery, limping back and forth outside his shop
	looking for the steady flow of customers he knew weren’t
	coming this year. 
	

	
	Even from so far
	up, Mario 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. 
	

	
	Head down, he
	looked like the loneliest man on the planet. Would he ever sell
	another cake or pie again? Would there ever be another Thanksgiving
	Day parade in New York City? 
	

	
	Tamika didn’t
	know. She blinked these thoughts away and glanced at the clock on
	the microwave oven: 9:15 a.m. This
	time last year we were just finishing breakfast,
	she thought. 
	

	
	Her eyes shifted to
	the refrigerator. She saw the list she’d made last week of the
	things still needed for Thanksgiving dinner. An I
	Love Mommy magnet
	held the paper securely in place on the refrigerator door. 
	

	
	A tear rode down
	Tamika’s cheek, as she visualized her two sons running around
	the apartment in their pajamas, toys strewn everywhere. She lost it.
	
	

	
	“What did I
	do to deserve this?” she screamed. “Why did this happen
	to me? I’m a good person!” 
	

	
	Tamika cried so
	fiercely that she actually felt the kitchen window vibrating to the
	rhythm of her sobs. Tea spilled onto her bathrobe. The air left the
	room; she couldn’t breathe. She threw open the window allowing
	the scant heat of a drafty apartment to escape into the brisk
	November air. 
	

	
	At first it seemed
	that all the air in the world couldn’t fill her lungs. But
	after a few deep breaths, her breathing finally stabilized. 
	

	
	Tamika closed the
	window and placed her teacup in the sink and paced the floor. She
	needed to get busy doing something. Anything. She couldn’t
	remain idle. Not if she wanted to maintain what little sanity she
	still had left. 
	

	
	But what could she
	possibly do? All she had was an apartment full of memories, but void
	of life. It was just Tamika and her pet cat, Cocoa. The smell of
	turkey wasn’t present like all other Thanksgivings. There
	wasn’t a chance she’d cook a meal in this place for a
	long time, if ever again. 
	

	
	She would donate
	the turkey and trimmings to a homeless shelter as soon as she felt
	up to it. 
	

	
	Tamika called her
	boss early this morning and begged him to let her work. Her request
	was denied. As much as he would have liked to accommodate her
	request, business was slow. 
	

	
	Tamika felt trapped
	inside her apartment with nothing to do. The walls kept closing in
	on her. There wasn’t a parade on TV to watch as a temporary
	diversion. All parades and festivities were canceled. Besides, who
	was in the mood for a stupid parade? 
	

	
	It was the very
	last thing on her over-stressed mind. 
	

	
	Aside from her plan
	to meet Charles Calloway at the Waldorf-Astoria for Thanksgiving
	dinner, Tamika had no other plans for this day. Charles turned out
	to be a decent man after all. He wasn’t family, but thanks to
	him, at least she wouldn’t be left alone. The plan was to meet
	at three o’clock. 
	

	
	Tamika was thankful
	for the invite but didn’t know if she had the strength to get
	all dressed up to visit some posh hotel for a nice dinner. Besides,
	getting dressed up was normally reserved for special occasions. She
	felt nothing close to special right
	now. If anything, she felt the complete opposite. Will
	I ever feel good about myself again? 
	

	
	Tamika once heard
	that keeping busy was the best remedy, besides time itself, for
	overcoming the mourning period. It was time to put that sage advice
	to the test. Weakened body or not, she needed to find a way to
	somehow break out of her depression. 
	

	
	For starters, she
	needed to remove all focal points of her family from the apartment.
	The many pictures of Jamal and Dante hanging on the walls—so
	full of life; innocent eyes staring back at her, eyes full of love,
	happiness, hope—had to be removed for the time being. 
	

	
	Various gifts she’d
	received from the boys over the years, mostly handmade cards they’d
	made for her, not to mention toys, schoolbooks, clothing and the
	like, all needed to be boxed up and stored in the closet for now.
	They were too painful to look at.

	
	It was said that
	once a thing was out of sight, it was just a matter of time before
	it was out of mind. That saying may have been true most of the time,
	but nothing would ever stop Tamika Moseley from thinking about her
	two sons and her mother. Nothing! Will
	I ever see them again? 
	

	
	The very thought of
	it drove her to tears. Again. 
	

	
	No, Tamika Moseley
	wasn’t having a good day...
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	SARAH MULROONEY
	PULLED HER homemade apple strudel out of the oven and cut three
	piping hot squares, one for herself, one for Brian and one for
	Chelsea. This was a longtime Mulrooney Thanksgiving family tradition
	Sarah had adopted from her late mother, Kathryn Vander Wahl, who was
	of Danish descent. 
	

	
	Normally Dick would
	have joined them. But he went to church at the crack of dawn and
	said he wouldn’t be home until sometime in the afternoon.
	Brian wanted to join him. But by the time he woke, his father was
	already gone. 
	

	
	Sarah Mulrooney was
	doing her best to be thankful this day, but there was more to her
	inner mourning than merely enduring the tragic events of last
	Saturday. On top of everything else, she felt hopeless, purposeless.
	Will
	I ever have grandchildren? 
	

	
	That question,
	along with a million others, dominated her thinking, torturing her
	deeply inside. Sarah was barely hanging on. Not even her
	mouth-watering strudel could snap her out of it. She felt this
	interesting correlation between intentional pain infliction and
	comfort, a sort of playing-with-fire approach to grieving. 
	

	
	So much so that the
	thought of suicide came to the forefront of her mind on three
	separate occasions this week. The night before Brian arrived, Sarah
	held a bottle of expired prescription drugs up to her mouth and came
	awfully close to emptying its contents into her stomach. For the
	third straight time she chickened out, finally deciding that she
	couldn’t do that to her family. 
	

	
	But that’s
	how she felt at present. 
	

	
	Who knew what
	thoughts would ensnare her in the coming days?

	
	It’s not that
	Sarah was afraid to take her own life. She wasn’t. The surreal
	feeling of gazing into the bathroom mirror wondering if she would
	still be alive in the next few minutes didn’t even phase her.
	The problem was that she loved her family too much to actually go
	through with it. What
	would they think if she suddenly killed herself? How would they
	react? Would they follow suit and do the same? What
	a tragedy that would be; their blood on her hands! 
	

	
	It was a sobering
	thought indeed. 
	

	
	Instead of openly
	discussing these death-provoking thoughts with anyone, Sarah kept
	them all to herself. She knew her family would understand how she
	felt after the week they all had. 
	

	
	Nevertheless, she
	still couldn’t bring herself to discuss this grim topic with
	her own flesh and blood. Contemplating suicide wasn’t
	something one openly discussed in front of spouses and children.

	
	If this tragedy
	proved anything to Sarah Mulrooney, it’s that she was just as
	weak as she’d always thought she was, only weaker. Having
	lived an extremely sheltered life, always hidden behind her family,
	there’s no way she could have ever survived what Brian
	experienced at the football game with Justin. 
	

	
	The fact that she
	never had a full-time job in her life now loomed large. Being a
	stay-at-home mom allowed her to provide a safe, healthy security
	blanket for her two children; which, of course, was a good thing. 
	

	
	The problem was
	that Sarah was now suffocating beneath the very blanket she provided
	for Brian and Chelsea. It
	dawned on her that being so sheltered, and entirely too comfortable,
	most of her adult life was more of a curse than a blessing because
	it served to weaken her spirit, her courage.

	
	Sarah couldn’t
	think of a single incident when she was forced to overcome obstacles
	all by herself with no one else’s assistance. Someone, namely,
	Dick, was always there to lead the way, thus keeping her safely
	protected in the background. 
	

	
	Some doors simply
	needed to be walked through alone, Sarah now understood this
	completely. 
	

	
	Looking back, if
	there was one thing she could change, she would have placed herself
	in more situations where she felt a greater sense of purpose. She
	was so busy living everyone else’s life that she forgot to
	live her own. 
	

	
	Because of this,
	Sarah
	Mulrooney lacked a backbone. Though
	her heart wasn’t in it, she decided that she would once again
	mask her own feelings of despair, regardless of how painful and
	unhealthy it was, and once again do her best to provide normalcy at
	the Mulrooney household. 
	

	
	After all, Brian
	did come all the way from Michigan. Cooking a nice dinner was the
	least she could do for him. The turkey was already in the oven. 
	

	
	There I go
	living for everyone else again, Sarah
	thought, almost
	ashamed. But Brian needed her now. Ever since he arrived, he’d
	downplayed the dreadful experience at the football game. 
	

	
	Though her son
	seemed to have a certain peace inside, Sarah knew he was still
	agonizing over the loss of Justin. 
	

	
	What could be more
	traumatic than having someone disappear from the face of the Earth
	before your very eyes? Surely, it would haunt him the rest of his
	life. 
	

	
	Last night, Brian
	halfheartedly shared with his family that he was planning to propose
	to Renate this upcoming Christmas. He followed it up by saying last
	weekend’s tragedy had forced him to put all plans on hold for
	the time being. 
	

	
	With so much
	uncertainty surrounding them, Sarah agreed that Brian should wait a
	while longer. After years of constant pleading with her son to pop
	the question to Renate, if there was one thing Sarah Mulrooney was
	thankful for this Thanksgiving, it’s that he never listened to
	her. 
	

	
	Had Brian and
	Renate made her a grandmother—something she always wanted in
	the worst way—they, too, would have been vaporized last
	weekend with all other young children. 
	

	
	Had that happened,
	it would have been enough to drive Sarah to an early grave, no
	questions asked...
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	THE FRONT DOOR
	OPENED. No one could overlook the peaceful expression on Dick
	Mulrooney’s face as he walked inside he house. No longer in
	mourning, his radiant smile confirmed it. 
	

	
	“Turkey
	smells great, dear,” Dick said, kissing Sarah on the cheek. 
	

	
	Sarah gave her husband a sideways look, “What’s
	gotten into you?” It was nice seeing such optimism for a
	change. It momentarily shook Sarah from her fog. 
	

	
	“I feel so
	blessed by today’s message,” Dick declared, with the
	energy of someone who’d
	just won the
	lottery. In his mind, he did win the lottery. They all did, in fact.
	“Father Benitez began by informing a packed church that he’d
	just received the official transcript coming out of Rome.” 
	

	
	Brian’s ears
	perked up like a puppy dog’s, “What
	did it say?” 
	

	
	“He was
	prohibited from sharing it with us until after the Pope’s
	address in...”
	Dick looked at his watch, “less than a half hour. He did,
	however, say that after many days of prayer and fasting God finally
	spoke to our beloved Pope.”

	
	“Really? What
	did God say to him?” Brian’s senses were suddenly on
	full alert. 
	

	
	“Father
	Benitez wouldn’t say. But he assured us the Pope will put our
	minds at ease before saying his first mass at the Vatican since the
	disappearances.” Dick kissed his wife on the cheek again.
	“Father Benitez assured us that his message would be full of
	hope for the Catholic Church. I feel so encouraged.” 
	

	
	Brian frowned. A
	million thoughts assaulted his already confused mind. Up to this
	point, everything coming out of Rome had been purely speculative.
	The world had already concluded that what happened last Saturday was
	Christian in nature. 
	

	
	Everyone but the
	Pope, that is. Which was why most were extremely eager to hear the
	Bishop of Rome finally weigh in on the matter. Even in Brussels he
	refrained from voicing his opinion. Many wondered what had taken so
	long. 
	

	
	Finally, they would
	know. 
	

	
	At 3 p.m. the
	Mulrooneys gathered in the living room with bated breath to hear
	what the leader of the Catholic Church had to say. Saint Peter’s
	Square had been completely full of people since last Saturday. Many
	Catholics who’d made pilgrimages there prior to the Rapture
	could have gone home but refused to leave. 
	

	
	Tents and sleeping
	bags took up nearly every inch of the square. With no access to
	showers or razors, and with blankets wrapped around their heads and
	bodies for warmth, many looked like they’d materialized
	straight out of the pages of the Old Testament. 
	

	
	Since strength
	truly did come in numbers, they felt comforted being together at
	what they believed to be the holiest site on Earth. They sang songs
	and constantly recited the “Our Father” and “Hail
	Mary” prayers in many different languages. 
	

	
	“Save us,
	Holy Father,” they cried out to the Pope all week. “Have
	mercy on us!” 
	

	
	When the Pope
	finally appeared in front of their eyes, they erupted into loud
	cheering. Tears fell freely in the presence of the one they knew had
	protected them from harm last weekend.

	
	After blessing the
	crowd standing before him and offering his deepest condolences, the
	Pope came straight to the point. Speaking in his customary soft,
	monotone voice he said, “While it’s true what happened
	last weekend was spiritual in nature, it was not
	Christian in
	nature. Despite what many are saying, nothing could be further from
	the truth. And this means those who were evaporated from the planet
	last weekend, who proclaimed to be Christians, were nothing more
	than heretics of the faith. 
	

	
	“Not
	including our precious children, whom I can assure you are
	in Heaven,”
	the Pope declared, “if Jesus came back to take His Church to
	Heaven, why are more than one billion Catholics, including all of
	you, still here?” he said, pointing to the crowd. 
	

	
	“No, my dear
	children, the Rapture theory that many keep talking about is found
	nowhere in the Holy Bible and, therefore, is entirely unfounded. The
	only rapture
	we can be sure of as Roman Catholics is the final resurrection of
	our bodies when Jesus Christ returns for real.”
		

	
	“Regarding
	those who were presumed Catholics who vanished with the others,”
	the Pope said, “I have it on the highest authority that the
	good Lord took it upon Himself last week to rid the Church of any
	and all undesirables. In every large body, there are always a few
	bad cells. Just like cancer, they needed to be removed so the body
	could remain strong and vibrant.” 
	

	
	With
	a thankful heart and eyes emanating total belief, the Pontiff
	declared, “If you can hear my voice now, you can rejoice
	knowing that you are in a much better place than where they are.
	Now,
	regarding our precious children,” the Pope said, causing the
	large crowd to grow eerily silent, “with child abuse,
	pornography, drug and alcohol addiction, adultery and teenage
	pregnancies so rampant in our society, single-parent homes had long
	since become the norm. 
	

	
	“Far too many
	parents had polluted their bodies, minds and souls to the point of
	no return. No longer able to tolerate it, God removed all young
	children from the planet before their young minds became
	irreversibly polluted as well. 
	

	
	“While it’s
	too soon to speculate as to whether or not God will allow children
	to populate the Earth again, until that time comes along, if it
	comes, we need to thoroughly examine ourselves and get back to the
	basics,” the Bishop of Rome declared, without really meaning
	it. 
	

	
	“For whatever
	reason, Planet Earth, and especially the Catholic Church, is being
	given a second chance to redeem
	itself. We mustn’t waste this incredible blessing we have just
	been given. If we mess up this time, we will not get a third chance.
	Total annihilation lay on the horizon.” 
	

	
	The way he said it
	was sobering. Yet, at the same time, it comforted and provided
	assurance to grieving Catholics everywhere. 
	

	
	The Pope went on,
	“Though we continue to mourn for our lost loved ones and
	children, nothing should overshadow this second chance we are being
	given from God Almighty Himself. Even among so much tragedy and
	despair, the Catholic Church remains the one true Church! With that
	reassurance, I am most humbled to be the one chosen to help steer
	the spiritual ship back on track during this most historic time!”
	
	

	
	The crowd at
	Vatican City erupted. Tears fell freely as pilgrims joyfully
	embraced one another. The Pope just gave Catholics a reason to be
	hopeful and grateful for the second chance they were being given. 
	

	
	Brian saw his
	father wiping tears from his eyes, totally moved by what he’d
	just heard. 
	

	
	“Thank you,
	Holy Father, for this incredible miracle,” Dick whispered
	softly, blessing himself with the sign of the cross. 
	

	
	Sarah Mulrooney
	reached for her husband’s hand and smiled as the Pope said
	mass to the scores of pilgrims in Saint Peter’s Square. 
	

	
	Chelsea Mulrooney
	was too occupied chatting online on her mobile device to know or
	care what was going on. It was all psycho-babble to her. 
	

	
	Brian, on the other
	hand, was completely dumbfounded. Are
	the Pope’s findings really true? Is the Catholic Church the
	one true Church? Had Justin merely been duped into believing a lie?
	Was he really an evildoer in disguise who was now suffering God’s
	fierce wrath in hell, as the Pope had just suggested? Sort of,
	anyway. If I keep reading the Bible, will I also be deceived? 
	

	
	Brian kept these
	unnerving thoughts to himself. 
	

	
	Dick Mulrooney was
	tired of sulking and feeling sorry for himself. Convinced beyond all
	doubt that being Catholic is what had spared his family, why be
	upset? 
	

	
	“It’s
	time to accept what happened and be grateful for the second chance
	we’ve
	been given,” the man of the house declared. “Naturally
	we’ll keep praying for the souls of the many departed and
	deceased. We’ll even have a moment of silence before eating
	dinner tonight. Other than that, let’s all move on and do our
	best to resume our lives just like the Pope had instructed.”

	
	But what if the
	Bible is right and the Pope is wrong? Brian
	thought. If
	so, millions of Catholics would be affected for all time. 
	

	
	Brian
	Mulrooney was
	never more conflicted about anything more in life than he was right
	now. 
	

	
	

	

	
	WHAT
	WASN’T MENTIONED IN
	the
	official transcript, or by the Pope, was the main reason for the
	lengthy delay. 
	

	
	A
	growing number of bishops, archbishops and cardinals were in stark
	disagreement with the Pope’s controversial conclusion that it
	wasn’t Christian in nature. 
	

	
	This
	silent but growing group of dissenters referenced the Bible time and
	again trying to convince the Pontiff that the Rapture theory
	couldn’t be ignored, that further investigation was needed
	before it could be dismissed so easily. 
	

	
	“If last
	Saturday’s mayhem was indeed the Rapture of Christ’s
	Church,” said a cardinal from the Philippines, “the fact
	that we weren’t included means we’ve been preaching a
	false message all these years.” 
	

	
	Mindful that a
	large number of evangelical Catholics were gone—many were his
	friends—the Filipino cardinal knew they believed in a
	soon-to-come Rapture. He was starting to think the Pope was being
	supernaturally blinded to the Truth. How could he, as leader of the
	Catholic Church, totally discard the Rapture theory so easily? 
	

	
	The answer was
	simple: if true, Catholics everywhere would be outraged and would
	demand an explanation. “Why weren’t we taught about the
	Rapture all these years?” they would protest. “Why
	weren’t we warned about it? If the true Christians were
	Raptured, why are we still here on Earth?” 
	

	
	Like
	all other dissenters, the cardinal’s words fell upon deaf ears
	in many circles, especially at Vatican City. But with their
	spiritual eyes and ears opened for the very first time, many were
	repenting of their sins, placing their complete trust in Jesus, and
	only Jesus, and quickly disassociating themselves from the Catholic
	Church.

	
	All were
	warned in private to leave quietly or else... 
	

	
	If word ever got
	out, great harm would be done to the Church. Multitudes would leave,
	including some of the Pope’s top advisers. The Papacy would
	come under great scrutiny, perhaps even be discredited altogether,
	because it would greatly challenge the Pope’s infallibility. 
	

	
	No, there wasn’t
	a chance the Bishop of Rome could support the Rapture theory on any
	level. If he did, irrecoverable damage would be done to the Church
	he was empowered to lead. 
	

	
	He had fought too
	hard to obtain this lofty position. 
	

	
	He wasn’t
	about to let it all crumble to the ground now. No
	way!
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	THANKSGIVING DINNER
	AT THE White House was a rather somber one. Seated at the table were
	President Danforth, First Lady Melissa Danforth, their son, William
	and his wife, Christine, their daughter, Janelle and her husband,
	Dr. Benjamin Richardson, and Melissa’s mother, Candice
	Stephenson. 
	

	
	Gone were
	Jefferson’s mother, Lydia Danforth, their youngest daughter,
	Erica, her husband Ronald Whittingham, and their four
	grandchildren—Jared, Shane, Tiffany and Rebecca. Looking
	around the table, the empty spaces loomed large, like a birthday
	party gone terribly wrong. 
	

	
	From an aesthetic
	viewpoint, the scene looked festive enough. The table was covered
	with a beautiful, hand-made ivory tablecloth, a gift the First Lady
	received from the Prime Minister of England on her last visit to
	that country. 
	

	
	Fifteen, 24-inch,
	gold-colored candles burned brightly in three separate candle
	holders—five per holder—with the middle candle elevated
	three inches above the rest. An eighteenth-century crystal
	chandelier, which had lit the dining room table for many past
	Presidents, hung directly above the table and was aglow. 
	

	
	Everyone was
	dressed appropriately for the occasion. But that’s where any
	and all similarities from past Thanksgivings came to an abrupt end.
	As scrumptious as the food looked and smelled, everyone picked at
	their turkey and trimmings in silence, sullen-faced, while keeping
	their dreadful thoughts to themselves. 
	

	
	The only consistent
	sound came from a Gershwin classical CD playing in the background. 
	

	
	For Melissa
	Danforth, the scene was anything but joyous. Instead
	of dining together at Camp David, as was originally planned, they
	were celebrating back at the White House with
	only a fraction of the family present. 
	

	
	Celebrating,
	what a joke! It
	looked more like another funeral luncheon to Melissa than a
	Thanksgiving dinner, which, in a sense, it was. 
	

	
	Halfway through the
	meal, the First Lady excused herself from the table, claiming she
	wasn’t hungry, despite how much pressure her son-in-law doctor
	kept applying for her to nourish her body. She’d already lost
	ten pounds since last Saturday. 
	

	
	Melissa didn’t
	feel like eating. Nor did she feel like living. What was the point
	in living on this cruel and unfair planet among so much tragedy and
	despair? The First Lady became frighteningly even. Her whole manner
	became flat, monotone—passionless. 
	

	
	Now wasn’t
	the time for throwing another tantrum or crying hysterically in
	front of everyone else. She took her time ascending the stairs
	leading to her personal bathroom, glass of wine in hand. 
	

	
	Twisting the lids
	off three prescription containers her son-in-law had prescribed for
	her, First Lady Melissa Danforth deposited the remaining pills from
	each bottle into her mouth and swallowed them with three gulps of
	wine.

	
	Within ten minutes
	the First Lady lay on the floor, motionless. 
	

	
	A half-hour later,
	President Jefferson Danforth went upstairs to check on his beloved.
	Screams echoed all throughout the White House corridors. 
	

	
	Dr. Benjamin
	Richardson ordered everyone to remain seated, then raced up the
	stairs taking them two at a time. 
	

	
	A Secret
	Servicemen, startled by the commotion, tried stopping him. “I’m
	her physician! Get out of my way!” 
	

	
	The male agent
	sheepishly backed down, something normally unheard of from a Secret
	Service agent. 
	

	
	Dr. Richardson
	found his mother-in-law lying on the floor completely comatose. It
	didn’t take long to diagnose the problem. The First Lady had
	overdosed on Xanax, Percocet and blood pressure pills. He yelled
	down the hallway to no one in particular, demanding that a chopper
	be made ready for immediate flight. 
	

	
	His mother-in-law
	still had a pulse, but just barely. They needed to act quickly if
	they had any chance at saving her life. 
	

	
	It didn’t
	take long for a chopper to arrive. President Danforth sat by his
	wife on the short flight to Annapolis Naval Hospital, holding her
	hand. When they arrived, Dr. Richardson wasted no time pumping the
	First Lady’s stomach of the destructive contents. He wasn’t
	sure if she would make it. Only time would tell. 
	

	
	Not surprisingly,
	the story was leaked to the press by someone working at the
	hospital. 
	

	
	This didn’t
	come as a surprise to President Danforth. Then again, in this
	strange new climate, perhaps the story wouldn’t even make the
	front-page news. How could it when the Miracle
	Maker,
	as many in the press called Salvador Romanero, kept dominating each
	news cycle? 
	

	
	Once they ran out
	of inspiring things to print about him, their focus then shifted to
	the Pope, and how he’d just offered hope to a billion
	Catholics. 
	

	
	Perhaps because
	there would be no black Friday advertisements splashed all over the
	newspapers this year, there might be a glum-looking still-shot
	photograph of President Danforth—on page two or three—at
	Annapolis Naval Hospital alongside his wife. 
	

	
	The caption might
	read: FIRST
	LADY OVERDOSES! PRESIDENT DANFORTH INCAPABLE OF LEADING THE NATION
	BACK TO HER FEET! Or:
	HOW
	CAN THIS MAN OFFER HOPE TO ANYONE WHEN HE CAN’T EVEN TAKE CARE
	OF HIS OWN FAMILY? 
	

	
	Beneath these
	captions might be: While the two miracle
	workers from
	Europe are doing a remarkable job restoring hope to billions in the
	wake of this unprecedented tragedy, aside from restoring travel,
	what else has President Danforth done to help bring the world back
	to its feet? 
	

	
	The
	President sighed. Couldn’t
	the Pope have at least waited until after Thanksgiving to energize
	so many Catholics with his message of assurance? This
	is my holiday, not yours!

	
	It was too much to take in at
	once. 
	

	
	Deep down inside,
	Jefferson Danforth wished there were a few more pills in his wife’s
	prescription containers for him to swallow. Then perhaps his
	problems would go away. At least for a while. 
	

	
	Then again, after
	the way this week had gone, if his goal was to commit suicide, he
	would have surely failed even at that. 
	

	
	Happy
	Thanksgiving!
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	SARAH MULROONEY
	WOKE TO a sound in the hallway. She sat up in bed and looked at the
	clock on the table on her husband’s side of the bed. 
	

	
	It was 2:22 a.m.
	The sound grew more and more faint as it drifted downstairs. Too
	noisy to be an intruder. Either
	it’s Brian or Chelsea.

	
	After ten minutes
	had passed, and whoever went downstairs didn’t come back up,
	Sarah quietly climbed out of bed, careful not to wake her husband,
	put on her robe and slippers and tiptoed downstairs. She found Brian
	sitting on a chair in the closed-in porch, apparently deep in
	thought. 
	

	
	“Mind if I
	join you, son?”

	
	Brian nearly jumped
	out of his skin. He was reflecting on what he’d just read in
	the eighth chapter of the Book of Romans about predestination and
	how those whom God predestined, He also called, justified, and
	glorified, when his mother’s shadow covered the page,
	extinguishing his light like a cloud blotting out the moonlight. 
	

	
	“Sure, Mom.”
	Brian closed his Bible and tucked it into his robe.

	
	“Is
	everything okay?” 
	

	
	“Couldn’t
	sleep, that’s all.”

	
	Sarah kissed her
	son on the forehead. “I know the feeling. Cup of tea?”

	
	“Sounds
	good.”

	
	“How about some
	strudel to go with it?”

	
	“No thanks.
	Just had some pumpkin pie.”

	
	Sarah went to the
	kitchen and filled the teakettle with water and placed it atop the
	gas stove. 
	

	
	Brian was desperate
	to talk to someone who was knowledgeable about the Book he was
	reading. But if all true Christians vanished, was there anyone left
	on the planet to talk to? Would there be another shot at redemption
	for those still on Earth? 
	

	
	Am I to suffer hell
	without first getting a true account of Heaven? What a tragedy it
	would be to finally learn the Truth, only to be denied a second
	chance at salvation. 
	

	
	Sarah returned from
	the kitchen nibbling on a tea biscuit. Seeing the disheveled look on
	her son’s face, she said, “What’s on your mind,
	sweetie?” 
	

	
	“Doing some
	serious thinking. Guess you could say I’m reevaluating
	everything. Soul searching’s a better way to put it.”

	
	“I know what
	you mean. I’m in the same boat. I think we’re all in
	that boat. Problem is, I don’t like many of the thoughts I’m
	thinking.”

	
	“I hear you,
	Ma...” Brian noticed his mother’s sudden change of
	expression, “Are you okay?”

	
	Sarah burst out in
	tears. “Actually, I’ve never been so scared in all my
	life. All these years I thought I was happy. I mean, I was
	happy, but this
	tragedy’s forced me to realize how weak I really am. If I had
	to go through last week alone, I would have never made it.”

	
	“Everything’ll
	be fine, Mom,” Brian lied, brushing back the hair from his
	mother’s eyes. 
	

	
	“I hope
	so...” There was no conviction in her voice. 
	

	
	The screaming of
	the teakettle broke the moment. Sarah went into the kitchen and
	poured two cups of Chamomile tea. 
	

	
	When she returned,
	Brian said, “Mom, can I ask you a question?”

	
	“Sure.
	Anything.”

	
	“If this was
	a ‘Christian thing,’ like they’re now saying, why
	did only some Christians vanish?” 
	

	
	“I don’t
	know, sweetie.”

	
	“I can’t
	help but wonder if they know something the rest of us don’t.”

	
	“You heard
	what your father said, right?” 
	

	
	“Yeah, I
	heard him,” Brian said, flatly. “I also heard what the
	Pope said. But I want to know the whole Truth, not just someone’s
	version of it.”

	
	Sarah blew softly
	on the hot tea cup in her hand, “His logic seemed all right to
	me.” 
	

	
	“I’m
	not so sure. Besides, I didn’t ask for Dad’s opinion or
	the Pope’s, I asked what you
	thought.” 
	

	
	Sarah was caught
	completely off guard. “To be honest, I’m not sure what I
	believe. I know there’s a God and all, but where He fits into
	what happened last weekend is beyond me.”

	
	“What if I
	told you Justin was a born-again Christian?”

	
	“I don’t
	know how to respond to that.”

	
	“I believe he
	came to Michigan last week mostly because he wanted to talk to me
	about his faith in God. The football game had little to do with it.”

	
	Sarah looked
	confused. “Why do you say that?”

	
	“Well, for
	starters, he left a Bible on the night stand in my spare bedroom for
	me. He even wrapped it as a Gift. I didn’t see it ’til
	after he was gone. In all honesty, I was just reading it.” 
	

	
	Sarah raised an
	eyebrow when Brian pulled it out from his robe. 
	

	
	“He also
	wrote a heartfelt letter explaining how he became a born-again
	Christian during his college days. Been reading the Bible every
	chance I get, including on the train yesterday. I have to say it’s
	fascinating. But it flies in the face of many things Dad talked
	about today.” Brian paused a moment, “Why weren’t
	we ever encouraged to read the Bible growing up?”

	
	“That’s
	a good question, son. One I’m not qualified to answer.”
	Sarah wondered what would come out of Brian’s mouth next.
	Searching his face, she couldn’t think of anything comforting
	to say to him. 
	

	
	“I’ve
	read so many books except the one I should’ve been reading all
	along. Now I can’t put it down. The little I’ve read so
	far is life-changing. It’s forced me to take a prolonged look
	within and examine everything in my life. Justin also wrapped a
	Bible for his parents and one for Craig. At least I think they’re
	Bibles. They’re in my suitcase.” 
	

	
	“When you say
	it differs with what your father said earlier, what exactly do you
	mean?”

	
	“That’s
	just it. I really can’t put it into words. Don’t get me
	wrong, Ma, parts of what I’m reading are quite familiar to me
	from hearing it read so much at Sunday mass. But for whatever
	reason, it feels different to me now and more personal...”

	
	“Not sure I
	understand you, son.”

	
	Brian took a sip of
	tea. “What has me most confused is how Justin seemed so sure
	of himself when it came to God and Heaven. You’d think he was
	a Bible scholar or a priest or something. 
	

	
	“I went to
	Catholic school my whole life, followed by Notre Dame, yet I know
	nothing compared to his overall knowledge of the Bible.” 
	

	
	Brian sighed. “His
	knowledge, wisdom rather, has forced me to challenge my past
	teachings. His letter was full of hope, full of truth, full of love.
	His words impacted me greatly. And regardless of what the Pope
	thinks, I believe Justin’s
	in Heaven right now.”

	
	Sarah
	had no response to her son’s outlandish comments, only more
	confusion on her own end. Facing the direst of dire straits, the
	strength she felt from her husband’s positive attitude earlier
	was gone, much like the steaming liquid in her cup. Who knew what
	truth was
	anymore?

	
	“Why don’t
	we both sleep on it? If you still feel this way tomorrow, we can
	talk some more, okay?”

	
	They clearly
	weren’t on the same page. “Sure, Mom. Sounds good.
	Thanks for listening.”

	
	“That’s
	what mothers are for.”

	
	Walking up the
	stairs, Brian stopped, “Mom?”

	
	“Yes?”

	
	“Can we keep
	this between us for now?”

	
	“Sure,
	sweetie.” Sarah knew what he meant—don’t tell Dick
	for the time being. 
	

	
	“Thanks, Mom.
	Good night.” 
	

	
	“Good night,
	son.”

	
	“Oh, and
	Mom?”

	
	“Yes?”

	
	“Can you make
	sure I’m up at nine? I’m going to Mitzi’s
	in the morning to
	see Craig. I wanna surprise him ” Knowing he’d be awake
	most of the night reading the Word of God, he didn’t want to
	oversleep.

	
	“Sure,
	sweetie. He’ll be happy to see you.” 
	

	
	“Thanks, Mom.
	I love you.”

	
	“I love you
	too, Brian.” 
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	IT
	WAS FRIDAY MORNING, the day after Thanksgiving, and Tamika
	Moseley once again pleaded with her supervisor that she needed to go
	back to work as soon as possible. 
	

	
	Being alone inside
	her empty apartment made her think too much—about her kids and
	mother, her ex-husband Isaac’s visit two days ago, not to
	mention Charles Calloway and his “Jesus” theory. 
	

	
	Three more days of
	this might drive her completely insane!

	
	As had become the
	custom, her boss put her on hold to check the schedule, once again
	leaving Tamika alone with her thoughts. 
	

	
	After trying to
	talk herself out of it many times, mostly due to the fact that she
	was battling a nasty cold, Tamika was glad she ended up going to the
	Waldorf-Astoria for Thanksgiving dinner. 
	

	
	Prior to last
	weekend’s mayhem, she never stepped foot inside the
	world-class hotel. She couldn’t afford a cup of coffee there,
	let alone a dinner. For all she knew, one night’s lodging at
	that place equaled one-month’s rent at her apartment. Perhaps
	more! 
	

	
	Now she was a
	frequent visitor. Go figure! 
	

	
	With a few days to
	absorb the massive blow, the many boxes of Christmas decorations
	Tamika saw littering the lobby floor a few days ago were carefully
	hung in place. The Waldorf-Astoria looked magnificent; almost as if
	last Saturday never happened. 
	

	
	Tamika wore the
	nicest outfit she owned—a simple brown dress with thick
	vertical, black stripes, black accessory belt, three-quarter inch
	high heel shoes and a brown hat. Perhaps she didn’t meet the
	“Waldorf-Astoria” standard, but at
	least she didn’t look like a pauper like her first two times
	there.

	
	All throughout the
	meal Tamika kept telling herself that she shouldn’t be dining
	in elegance, that she needed to be home still mourning her
	irreplaceable losses or sulking or something. 
	

	
	Who suddenly loses
	their family then dines with some stranger at the Waldorf-Astoria?
	What kind of mother did such a thing? No
	one in their right mind! 
	

	
	Tamika brushed
	aside the thought, so guilt wouldn’t twist through her again. 
	

	
	“When can you
	start?” her boss said, snapping her back to the present.

	
	“Really? I
	can work today?”

	
	“When can you
	start?” he said again, a little more gruffly this time.

	
	“Now, but
	under one condition.”

	
	“If you’re
	going to beg for a new vehicle again...?” 
	

	
	Tamika cut him off,
	“That’s
	not it. I know I have to keep my cab for now. But I only want to
	deal with call-ins today...” 
	

	
	“This ain’t
	Uber, Tamika!”

	
	It would be if only I owned a
	car! “I know.
	But last thing I need now is to pick up some lunatic running around
	Manhattan with a gun or knife.” Then
	again, perhaps that’s exactly what I need, to put me out of my
	misery once and for all. Tamika
	kept these unnerving thoughts to herself. 
	

	
	The real reason for
	her request was that she didn’t want to be a wandering
	generality, lost in a sea of apathetic humanity. What Tamika Moseley
	needed this day was guidance, direction, instead of aimlessly
	driving up and down the cluttered streets of Manhattan looking for a
	customer, or better yet, a victim.

	
	At least that’s
	how most riders felt after being charged such outrageous fares for
	transportation. Some drivers were charging five, ten, even twenty
	times the amount advertised on the outside of their cabs. It was
	downright criminal. 
	

	
	“Any other
	requests, your Highness?” 
	

	
	“No,”
	Tamika said. 
	

	
	“Done.”
	
	

	
	“Thank you.”
	
	

	
	Tamika jotted down
	the name of her first customer and went to pick him up. She arrived
	at the corner of 58th
	and 2nd
	and
	saw a man hailing her down. 
	

	
	She rolled down her
	passenger-side window. “You call a cab?”

	
	“Yes, I did,”
	came the reply.

	
	“Name?”

	
	“Brian
	Mulrooney.”

	
	“Yep. Hop on
	in,” Tamika said, matter of factly.

	
	Mulrooney
	looked rather disapprovingly at the damaged vehicle and wondered if
	it was even safe for travel. Oh,
	why not? He
	climbed inside. Compared to last weekend, this was nothing.

	
	“Where to?”
	Tamika asked Brian.

	
	“Mitzi’s
	Deli.
	On the corners of…” 
	

	
	Tamika interrupted,
	“Forty-second
	and fifth,
	right?” 
	

	
	“Yeah.
	Popular run for you?”

	
	“Not really.
	Actually, I was just there for the first-time las’ week.”
	
	

	
	“I’m
	friends with the owner,” Brian said.

	
	“Who, Craig?”

	
	“How do you
	know Craig Rubin?” 
	

	
	“He left his
	cell phone in my cab las’ weekend.”

	
	“Not
	surprised. Would’ve left his head there, too, if it weren’t
	connected to his neck.” Brian half-chuckled. “Bet he
	paid you to bring his phone back, right?”

	
	“Guilty.”
	Tamika flashed an exhausted smile; her first in nearly a week. “He
	even offered to buy me dinner. I took a rain check,” she
	explained. “Actually, I’ll never forget taking your
	friend to the airport…”

	
	“Airport?
	What airport?”

	
	“JFK, why?”

	
	“No, don’t
	tell me. Are you saying you drove Craig to the airport on the day of
	the disappearances?” 
	

	
	“Um-hmm.”
	
	

	
	Brian
	was totally stunned. “I
	can’t believe this! What are the chances of me being in your
	cab right now? They have to be better than a million to one!”

	
	“It is kinda
	strange.”

	
	“I’ll
	say.”

	
	“Anyway, like
	I was saying,” Moseley continued, “after I dropped your
	friend off at the airport, BAM,
	it happened. There were two guys in my cab at the time. One vanished
	into thin air right where you sitting. Couldn’t believe my
	eyes!”

	
	“You saw it
	happen?” Brian leaned all the way up in his seat. His face was
	almost touching her right shoulder. 
	

	
	At first, Tamika
	felt uncomfortable, especially not having the Plexiglas barrier to
	protect her. But this man didn’t seem the type to try anything
	funny. She relaxed. “Not exactly, but the other man in the
	back seat did. They was in the middle of a deep conversation when
	all of a sudden, he was gone.” 
	

	
	“Unbelievable!
	How did you know it was Craig’s cell phone?” 
	

	
	“I didn’t
	at first. First time it rang I nearly jumped out of my skin, you
	know,” Tamika said, upon reflection. “I didn’t
	answer it. Then it rang a few more times. After a while I guess my
	curiosity got the best of me, so I finally answered it. He actually
	thought I stole it. 
	

	
	“When he
	realized he left it in my cab, he offered to pay me fifty bucks to
	bring it back to him. Would’ve done it for free, but it
	wouldn’t be a top priority. Guess the money sprung me back to
	action.” Tamika sighed. “Sad, isn’t it? Even at
	times like this, I still jumped at the Almighty Dollar.”

	
	Brian ignored her
	carrying on about the money. “Wow! What are the odds?”
	Brian asked again, more to himself this time.

	
	“I’d
	say they pretty good, mister. After all, you in my cab, right?”

	
	Brian laughed.
	“Yeah, I guess you’re right.” This
	is too strange. Coincidence or Godincidence? 
	

	
	A few moments
	later, Tamika pulled up to the front of Mitzi’s
	Deli.
	
	

	
	“Can you move
	up a little further? Craig doesn’t know I’m coming. I
	wanna surprise him.” 
	

	
	“Sure.”

	
	Mulrooney handed
	Tamika a twenty-dollar bill and had a sudden thought: “Why
	don’t you join us for breakfast? This may be the only chance
	you’ll get to take Craig up on his offer. If I were you, I’d
	jump all over it while it’s still fresh in his mind.” 
	

	
	“I just
	started my shift,” Tamika said, handing him change. “In
	fact, you my first customer.” 
	

	
	“I see.”

	
	“Can I ask
	you a question, mister?” 
	

	
	“Shoot,”
	he said. 
	

	
	“Did you lose
	any loved ones last week?” 
	

	
	“As a matter
	of fact, I did. “Why do you ask?”

	
	“It’s
	just that you seem so happy now.” 
	

	
	Brian paused to let
	her comment sink in a bit. “I may appear happy, but I’m
	just as scared and confused as the next person. Tell me, what’s
	your name?”

	
	“Tamika.”
	
	

	
	“Tamika, I
	happen to agree with President Danforth that we need to do our best
	to move on.” 
	

	
	“What if
	there’s nothing to go back to?”

	
	“What do you
	mean by that?” 
	

	
	“Nothing.
	Just forget it.” Tamika said, rather bluntly.

	
	“Did you lose
	someone close to you?” Brian probed.

	
	“I’d
	rather not talk about it, okay?”

	
	“As
	you wish.” Brian climbed out of the dented cab. He turned to
	leave, then stopped. “I haven’t seen Craig in more than
	a year. He was one of my best friends growing up. Not only do I have
	to console him on the loss of our friend Justin, who’s no
	longer with us, Craig also lost his mother. She died of a heart
	attack on the day of the disappearances.”

	
	“Yeah, I
	know. He told me when I dropped off his phone. Sorry.”

	
	Mulrooney sighed.
	“Going in there won’t be easy. But I plan to do my best
	to remain upbeat if only for Craig’s sake.” 
	

	
	Tamika felt
	ashamed. Who
	am I to bring him down to my level of misery? If he’s trying
	to move on, who am I to judge? “I
	lost my two boys…and my…mother,” she blurted
	out, getting teary-eyed. She never opened up like this to a stranger
	before. 
	

	
	“Sorry to
	hear that, Tamika. Are you okay?”

	
	“Don’t
	have much choice now, do I?”

	
	“Sure you do.
	You can either crawl into a corner to die, or you can look for a
	reason to continue on. As for me, I choose life.”

	
	“I guess you
	right.”

	
	“Why don’t
	you see if you can take a short break and join us for breakfast?”

	
	“I don’t
	know, mister,” Tamika said, hesitantly. “Like I said, I
	just started my...”

	
	Brian cut her off,
	“Tell you what, if you can join us, great. If not, no big
	deal.”

	
	Tamika couldn’t
	help but like Brian. He seemed honest and friendly. “Oh, why
	not,” she finally said. “Guess Craig will be surprised
	to see me, huh?”

	
	“I believe he
	will. How could he not? It’s an amazing story.” 
	

	
	“Are you sure
	I won’t be in the way?”

	
	“Positive.
	Just give us a few minutes to get reacquainted then come inside.”

	
	“Okay. But if
	I get called to pick up another customer, I’ll have to leave.”

	
	“Understood.
	See you inside soon.”

	
	“Okay.”
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	CRAIG RUBIN WAS
	SURPRISED
	to see Brian
	Mulrooney. And overjoyed. He gave his longtime friend a punishing
	bear hug. Though only 5'8'' in height, Rubin was deceptively strong
	from so many years in the restaurant business. A little overweight
	with a noticeable potbelly, he didn’t look strong enough to
	inflict so much pain on another person. Brian’s lower back
	begged to differ. 
	

	
	“Sorry about
	your mom, pal,” Mulrooney said, once they were seated at a
	booth near the cash register. The restaurant was packed with
	customers and Craig was busy, but this was a special occasion. 
	

	
	“Thanks. Just
	hope Pop survives. But let’s not talk about it now. Too many
	people watching, if you know what I mean.”

	
	“Yes, of
	course.”

	
	They were still on
	their first cups of coffee when Tamika Moseley approached them. 
	

	
	“Can I help
	you?” Rubin said, looking at her skeptically. Then he realized
	who he was, “Tamika?”

	
	Tamika nodded.

	
	“Hey, Tamika, long
	time, no see,” Brian joked. It earned him a brief smile.

	
	“Wait, how do
	you two know each other?” Craig was totally confused.

	
	“Believe it
	or not, Tamika drove me here,” said Brian. 
	

	
	“You gotta be
	kidding me!”

	
	“Nope. As
	soon as I said ‘Mitzi’s’,
	she knew exactly where to go.” 
	

	
	Craig Rubin gave
	her an acknowledging smile and a nod of the head. 
	

	
	Brian downed the
	rest of the coffee in his cup in one gulp. “Anyway, when
	Tamika told me she drove you to the airport last Saturday, I asked
	her to join us for breakfast. She told me she had…”

	
	“A rain
	check, right?” Craig interjected.

	
	“Am I
	imposing?”

	
	“Not at all,”
	said Craig. “Please join us.” 
	

	
	The conversation
	quickly shifted from Craig and Brian to Craig and Tamika. Brian
	listened to their chance encounter last Saturday with great
	interest. Tamika was quite animated as she recounted how Richard
	Figueroa vanished in the backseat of her cab soon after Craig got
	out. 
	

	
	“He was
	sitting in the exact same spot as you,” the taxi driver said,
	pointing her finger at Craig. Chills shot up and down Rubin’s
	spine. 
	

	
	“I was in
	line waiting to board my flight when it happened. Saw this girl
	vanish right before my eyes,” Craig said, still unable to
	fathom it all. “She wasn’t the only one; the man behind
	me also vanished. I fell back into what was left of him. Freaked me
	out! Had it happened twenty minutes later, who knows, maybe I’d
	be a goner too, like those other planes that went down.”

	
	Tamika held her
	hands up to her mouth. “Had that been me, I would have gone
	off the deep end!” 
	

	
	Brian
	was completely spellbound. “Man,
	oh man! You’d think the two of you were childhood friends! How
	can I possibly top your stories?”

	
	“By telling
	us where you were when it happened?” Tamika replied.

	
	“Well, what
	Craig didn’t tell you was the reason he was going to the
	airport in the first place was to spend time with me and Justin in
	Michigan.” Brian’s tone dropped considerably. “Justin
	and I were at a football game when it happened. One minute we were
	having the time of our lives. The next minute he was gone.” 
	

	
	“Gone? As in
	dead? Or disappeared?” Tamika asked.

	
	Craig weighed in:
	“Disappeared.”

	
	“Was he a
	Christian or something?” Tamika blurted it out against her
	better judgment, immediately regretting it. Shut
	your mouth, girl!

	
	“Why
	do you ask?” Craig replied, already knowing the Phenomenon
	had been pinpointed
	down to the Christian populace. Totally blinded to the Truth, Rubin
	didn’t take it all that seriously. Perhaps
	they were wrong. He
	practically
	rolled his eyes.

	
	Tamika looked at
	Brian. “Remember that guy I told you was in my cab when
	everything happened?”

	
	“Yeah?”
	Brian’s ears perked up. 
	

	
	“Well, he
	told me it was a ‘Christian’ thing even before it was
	confirmed in the media.”

	
	Craig surveyed the
	restaurant to make sure everything was fine, “If
	he’s so smart, why don’t you tell us where everyone
	went?” 
	

	
	“He, Charles,
	believes the true Christians are in Heaven with Jesus. In fact, he’s
	totally convinced they were raptured, and claims he can prove it.”

	
	Brian Mulrooney’s
	mind started stirring like never before. 
	

	
	“Interesting,”
	Craig said, with little conviction. Just then, Joel, the assistant
	manager, approached the table requesting Craig’s assistance in
	the kitchen. “If you two’ll excuse me, I’ll be
	right back. Hopefully before the food arrives.”

	
	“Sure. Take
	your time,” Tamika replied.

	
	Say
	something! Say something! Mulrooney
	thought. “Tell me more about this Charles fellow.” 
	

	
	“Like I said,
	he was in my cab the day of…”

	
	Brian cut her off,
	“Yeah,
	I got that part. He really believes the true Christians are in
	Heaven?”

	
	“Yes, sir,
	that’s what he believes.” 
	

	
	“What about
	Catholics and the many other religious groups out there who proclaim
	to be Christians?” Brian was still confused. 
	

	
	“Hey, it’s
	not my theory, it’s his.”

	
	“I
	understand. It’s just that…” Brian hesitated.

	
	“Just that
	what?” Tamika demanded.

	
	“I think he
	may be right.”

	
	“Oh yeah,
	why’s that?” Tamika tensed up. Not
	another one! 
	

	
	Brian knew Craig
	could return at any moment. He wasn’t yet ready to spill his
	guts to his longtime friend. He thought it amazing how a person
	could totally open up to a complete stranger at the drop of a hat,
	yet it almost took an act of Congress to discuss such issues among
	friends and family, especially something as delicate as changing
	one’s religious beliefs. 
	

	
	“What I’m
	about to tell you can’t be shared with Craig, at least not
	now.” He eyeballed Tamika, “Do I have your word?” 
	

	
	Tamika nodded yes.

	
	“As you
	rightly guessed, Justin was a born-again Christian. But I didn’t
	know until the day after he was gone. He left a Gift for me, which
	just happened to be a Bible. It was the very last thing I ever
	expected from him of all people.” 
	

	
	Brian shifted
	uncomfortably in his seat. “So here I was still in mourning
	for my departed friend, holding a Bible he left for me before he
	disappeared. It was freaky. He also enclosed the most heartfelt
	letter explaining how his life was completely transformed after he
	become a Christian. It was deep. Too deep to ignore.” 
	

	
	Brian took a sip of
	his coffee. “You gotta understand, Justin never talked about
	God or religion growing up—never! Suddenly he proclaims to
	know the only way to Heaven? I admit I was defensive at first. I
	mean, I was the one with the religious education, not him. I was
	skeptical to say the least. But the more I read his letter the more
	my eyes were opened.”

	
	“Are you a
	born-again Christian?” Tamika asked.

	
	“I don’t
	believe so, why?”

	
	“Because you
	sound like one to me.”

	
	Mulrooney
	considered her words before replying: “I don’t know what
	I am right now, Tamika. I’ve been a Catholic all my life. I
	was always taught that the Catholic Church was the one true Church.
	Even though I stopped going to mass every week, just knowing I
	belonged to the Church gave me this comforting assurance. 
	

	
	“Now
	I’m not so sure what to believe. Justin’s letter forced
	me to question everything in life. I’m
	still not myself, mind you, but I admit I feel so much better when
	I’m reading God’s Word, even despite the tragedy.”
	Did
	I just say that? Mulrooney
	was silenced by his own words. 
	

	
	Wish
	I had that same assurance, thought
	Tamika. “When I first heard Craig’s cell phone ringing
	in my cab, I thought it was Charles’ phone at first. The next
	morning, I called him at the Waldorf-Astoria where he staying to see
	if he lost his phone. He said he didn’t. Out of nowhere he
	invites me to dinner. Said he knew where my two boys and momma were
	and could prove it. 
	

	
	“Of course, I
	didn’t believe him. Still not sure I do now. But I decided to
	meet him anyway. I spent all that morning looking for my boys.”
	Tamika started tearing up. She took a deep breath and exhaled. “So,
	I’m looking for my boys right, and the phone rings for the
	fifth time. I figured what they gonna do arrest me if I answer it?
	It was your friend, Craig. Now I’m sitting here with you. Go
	figure.”

	
	“Simply
	fascinating!”

	
	“I guess it
	is a little strange. Like we was meant to meet or something.”

	
	Brian paused a
	moment. “Is Charles still in New York?” 
	

	
	“Yeah. Matter
	of fact, we had Thanksgiving dinner last night at the Waldorf. He’s
	even more convinced now that Jesus came back for His Church.”

	
	“Would you
	mind if I called him?”

	
	“Why you
	wanna do that?”

	
	“You see, I’m
	stuck with a dilemma. In my backpack I have a Gift for Craig, from
	Justin. I’ll give you one guess what it is...”

	
	“A
	Bible?”

	
	“Yup,”
	came the reply. “At least I think it is. My problem is I don’t
	know how to give it to him. It’s not the kind of Gift one
	opens in front of others, especially at a place like this. He’d
	be embarrassed and so would I. I need to wait until the timing’s
	right. But it must be done before I head back to Michigan tomorrow
	morning. I intend to give the other Bible to my parents.”
	Mulrooney grimaced. “Probably be a tough sell though...”
	
	

	
	“Why’s
	that?”

	
	“They’re
	convinced whatever happened last week, most Catholics were spared
	for a specific reason. At least that’s how my father sees it
	after hearing it from the Pope. Not so sure what my mom thinks.”
	Brian looked down at his coffee cup. “How am I going to
	convince my father that many of the things he holds so dear may not
	be true after all?”

	
	“Now there’s
	a question for the ages,” Tamika said. “Unfortunately,
	you asking the wrong person. Can’t help you there, mister, I
	mean, Brian. But it’s obvious you believe what you reading in
	the Bible or you wouldn’t be asking for the best approach to
	give it to others.” 
	

	
	“Perhaps
	you’re right. I do believe it.” There,
	I said it. I believe! 
	

	
	Mulrooney glanced
	up and saw Craig approaching, carrying their breakfasts. “Here
	comes Craig. Let’s change the subject. Oh, and Tamika, thanks
	for listening. I feel so much better now.”

	
	“No problem.”

	
	“One more
	thing: What’s Charles’ last name?”

	
	“Calloway,”
	was the reply. “Thanks.
	Something tells me he may be able to help me with my dilemma.”

	
	“Suit
	yourself.” 
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	AFTER
	BREAKFAST, MULROONEY EXCUSED himself from the table and walked
	outside. It could wait no longer. Beyond convinced that he met
	Tamika Moseley for a specific reason, everything inside told him
	contacting Charles Calloway was the next step on his new journey.
	
	

	
	There wasn’t
	a chance that mere man was pulling the strings on this one. No way!
	Brian wondered why he hadn’t felt this nudging, this
	hungering, before. He knew the reason: it all came down to the Book
	he was now reading with great fervor. 
	

	
	Calloway was just
	getting out of the shower when the phone rang. On the third ring he
	answered the receiver hanging on the bathroom wall: “Hello?”

	
	“Ah yes,
	Charles Calloway, please?”

	
	“Speaking.”
	Who
	could this be?

	
	“My
	name’s Brian Mulrooney. I met an acquaintance of yours today…”

	
	You
	gotta be kiddin’ me. “Look
	man, I’m not up to talking business now,” he exclaimed.

	
	“Business?
	What business?” Do
	I sound like a salesman?

	
	“What
	do you want?” Calloway demanded, his voice a few decibels
	higher. 
	

	
	“Like I said,
	I met an acquaintance of yours today, a Tamika Moseley…”

	
	After a moment of
	silence, he said, “Is she okay?”

	
	“As good as
	can be expected, I suppose.”

	
	“What can I
	do for you, Brian?” Calloway was relieved it had nothing to do
	with Cell-U-Loss International. 
	

	
	“Tamika told
	me you recently became a born-again believer. Is it true?”

	
	“Why do you
	wanna know?”

	
	“Because I’m
	looking to become one myself,” Brian admitted cautiously. 
	

	
	“Praise the
	Lord!” Charles exclaimed. 
	

	
	“Thank you,”
	Brian blurted out, not knowing what else to say. 
	

	
	“I apologize
	for the raw intro. I’m here on business and have been stranded
	here since last week. Guess you could say I’m not in the mood
	to talk business. Too much has happened.”

	
	“I
	understand.”

	
	“How can I
	help you, Brian?”

	
	“Well, to
	tell the truth, I don’t know what I must do to become a
	Christian. If you could help me, I’d be grateful.”

	
	“It’ll
	be my honor to share the Gospel of Jesus Christ with you. But just
	know that only God can change your heart and open your spiritual
	eyes and ears.” 
	

	
	“Already
	happening, Charles. So whatever time’s good for you will be
	perfect for me.”

	
	Hallelujah!
	“Why don’t
	we get together now?” 
	

	
	“That would
	be great! Where would you like to meet?”

	“Why
	not here at the Waldorf,” came the reply.

	“I’m
	sure Tamika won’t mind driving me there. If not, I’ll
	find a way, even if I have to walk! It’s that important to
	me.”

	“Sounds
	like a winner, man,” Charles said. “Just buzz or text me
	when you get here. My room number’s nine-seventeen.”

	“Thanks.
	Hopefully I can be there within the hour.”

	“I
	look forward to it more than you know.”

	“Me
	too, Charles.”

	“Wait.
	Let’s pray for your safe arrival. I don’t want anything
	bad happenin’ to you on the way, especially if you don’t
	have God’s eternal assurance. If you were killed in an
	accident before understanding the true Gospel of Jesus Christ, you’d
	be doomed for all eternity. Know what I mean?” 
	

	Before
	Mulrooney could respond, Charles started praying, “Father God,
	only You know the condition of Brian’s heart. If he truly
	wants to repent of his sins by asking Jesus to be the Lord and
	Savior of his life, it’s only because Your grace is already at
	work in him. Please guide him safely here so I can share Your Word
	with him. I ask this in Jesus’ name, Amen.”

	“Amen,”
	Brian replied, in a much lower tone than Charles. This was his first
	time ever praying with a complete stranger. It was evident Charles
	Calloway knew to Whom
	he was praying. 
	

	I
	want that same assurance, Mulrooney thought,
	walking back inside the restaurant. 
	

	“You
	called him, didn’t you?” Tamika inquired.

	“Yep.”
	For the first time in a long time, Mulrooney’s pale Irish blue
	eyes were smiling. They were fully aglow. Mindful that others were
	staring at them, Brian toned it down. Happy people stood out like
	sore thumbs these days.

	“Can’t
	say I’m surprised. After all, he has somethin’ you
	want.” 
	

	“Can
	you take me to the Waldorf-Astoria?” 
	

	“Sure.
	But you on your own getting a ride later. I need to make this time
	up.”
	
	

	Riding
	in the backseat of the dented taxicab, Mulrooney couldn’t help
	but be amazed by Charles Calloway’s genuine concern for his
	soul. It was quite uncommon in the world he knew, miraculous even.
	It was equally frightening to think he would be doomed for all
	eternity if something fatal happened before receiving Christ as Lord
	and Savior. Shivers shot up his spine. 
	

	Tamika
	Moseley looked in her rear-view mirror. Brian was a million miles
	away. Whatever Charles told him on the phone, apparently it had
	worked. He looked so full of hope. 
	

	Tamika
	desperately wanted to feel the way her passenger now looked. She
	wanted to believe her two boys and mother were in Heaven, and that
	she, too, could have a personal relationship with a Savior of sorts,
	as Charles kept proclaiming. 
	

	But
	something kept pulling her away from his words. Besides, she was
	still too bitter over the loss of her family to allow her icy heart
	to melt enough to drink it all in. If there was a God, Tamika blamed
	Him for her current predicament. 
	

	She
	was mad, hurt, scared and confused, all wrapped up into one. 
	

	In
	her mind, it was all His fault.
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	TAMIKA MOSELEY
	DROPPED BRIAN Mulrooney off at the Fifth Avenue front entrance of
	the hotel. Much like he did with Jacquelyn Swindell, Brian gave
	Tamika his cell phone number in case she ever needed him for
	anything. 
	

	
	Tamika was
	grateful. It made her feel a little less lonely.

	
	Like most people
	visiting the Waldorf for the first time, Mulrooney was instantly
	impressed. It made the hotel he worked at, nice as it was, look like
	a shack. But Brian wasn’t here to compare hotels. He was on a
	mission. Just last night, he doubted if there were any true
	Christians left on the planet to talk to. 
	

	
	“Thank you,
	God, for answered prayer.” 
	

	
	Mulrooney was
	suddenly nervous knowing he was about to meet someone who claimed to
	know the deepest secrets of life. How
	will I ever explain this to Renate? My parents? Craig?
		

	
	First things first.
	He needed to take care of his own soul before thinking of anyone
	else. Brian texted Charles to inform him of his arrival. 
	

	
	Charles replied:
	Come
	on up!

	
	Exiting the
	elevator car on the ninth floor, Mulrooney
	walked the long corridor looking for room
	#917. His mind was focused on one person: Jacquelyn Swindell. Though
	he barely knew the woman, he couldn’t stop thinking about her.
	
	

	
	Sensing in his
	spirit that she too was soul-searching, he wanted her to be with
	him. He sent her a quick text message: Something
	amazing’s about to happen!

	
	Brian found
	Charles’ room and gently knocked on the door. 
	

	
	“You
	made it! Praise the Lord!” Charles
	Calloway said. “Please, come in, my friend. Can I get you
	anything? Coffee?”

	
	“No thanks,”
	Mulrooney said, staring at the bandage on his head. “Still
	full from breakfast.” 
	

	
	“Did Tamika
	tell you how we met?” 
	

	
	“Yeah. She
	said you were in her cab when it happened, and you lost your wife
	and kids in the Rapture. Sorry to hear that, Charles.” 
	

	
	Calloway sighed,
	then hesitated a moment before he could finally speak. “Haven’t
	had final confirmation, but I know in my heart they’re gone.
	Otherwise I would have heard something by now.”

	
	“When did you
	finally figure it out?”

	
	“After I was
	finally alone in my room.” Charles took a deep breath. “My
	daddy was a preacher and a true follower of Jesus Christ. He often
	warned about the Rapture. My wife did too. I just never listened…”
	
	

	
	Brian saw the blank
	look on Charles’ face and the tears in his eyes. “Sorry
	for asking.”

	
	“It’s
	okay. Why don’t you tell me about your experience last
	Saturday?”

	
	Brian told Charles
	how Justin disappeared at the football game, and how he came to
	learn the next day he was a born-again Christian. “He even
	left me a Bible wrapped as a Christmas Gift.”

	
	Looking Brian
	square in the eye, Charles said, “Do you think God’s
	been showing you these signs to get your attention?”

	
	“If you were
	me, what would you think?”

	
	“There’d
	be no doubt in my mind. It’s
	truly remarkable how God used Tamika to bring us together!” 
	

	
	Brian took a deep breath. “That’s
	what I keep thinking. A New York City taxicab driver and a cell
	phone left in her cab by one of my childhood best friends led to all
	of this.”

	
	“What?
	Really? Your friend was the one who left his cell phone in her cab?
	She thought it was my phone at first.”

	
	“Yup. Craig
	got out of her cab just before you got in. Of the thousands of taxi
	drivers in New York City, God chose her to unite us all. It’s
	mind-boggling!” 
	

	
	“We humans
	could never choreograph something so amazing. It has to be God.”

	
	“Indeed.”

	
	“Before we
	pray, I want you to know there are no magical words to recite that
	will get you right with God. My father wasn’t fond of altar
	calls or repeating a sinner’s prayer. He believed many
	good-intentioned individuals were actually praying others straight
	into hell by making them believe a quick decision for Christ,
	without having a full understanding of the Gospel, could save their
	souls from hell.”

	
	Brian shot Charles
	a sideways look, “Sinner’s
	prayer? Not
	sure I follow you. I was raised Catholic.” Mulrooney was
	clearly confused. 
	

	
	“Let me put
	it this way; just like you Catholics don’t need to confess
	your sins to a priest, no one needs to pray with someone else to
	have salvation from Jesus.” 
	

	
	Charles could see
	that his visitor was still confused. He backpedaled. “Romans
	chapter ten, verses nine and ten says that if you confess with your
	mouth that Jesus is Lord and believe in your heart that God raised
	Him from the dead, you will be saved.
	For with the
	heart one believes and is justified, and with the mouth one
	confesses and is saved.”

	
	“I believe
	that.” 
	

	
	“I believed
	it too, Brian, even long before the Rapture. Yet here I am.”
	Calloway grimaced, “What I failed to realize was true
	repentance is a change of mind that leads to a change of heart which
	leads to a change of actions. This change involves both a turning
	from sin and a turning to God. That’s when we can know for
	sure we are saved. That’s the part I missed.” 
	

	
	“That’s
	deep, Charles.”

	
	“If
	someone’s truly converted, they’ll constantly seek God’s
	ways for their lives. If not, like me, they’ll talk a good
	game and make others think they’re saved, but they’ll
	eventually fall back into their old lives, only to suffer the
	eternal consequences. It’s not that they lost their salvation,
	they never had it to begin with.”

	
	Charles’ voice lowered, “Shoot,
	I can’t tell you how many times I prayed to receive Jesus as
	Lord and Savior. The reason it never took was that my heart wasn’t
	right with God. Wouldn’t be surprised if millions of others
	who prayed some kind of sinner’s prayer before the Rapture
	were also left behind. 
	

	
	“My father
	always said we don’t choose God. God chooses us. Since the
	fall of Adam and Eve, the moment we were born we were separated from
	God. Physically we’re alive, but spiritually we’re as
	dead as the frozen ground in the dead of winter. We’re nothing
	more than walking corpses, deserving of eternal punishment from the
	Most High Judge. 
	

	
	“Daddy always
	said if God doesn’t first open our spiritual eyes and ears and
	soften our wickedly sinful hearts through the power of regeneration,
	we’ll remain condemned sinners. And that, my friend, is why we
	must be born again through Christ Jesus. The first birth is
	physical. The second is spiritual.”

	
	“Never
	thought of it that way.” 
	

	
	“What brought
	me to my knees last weekend was more than just losing my family.
	With my pride shattered and my heart softened, God showed me just
	how lost and sinful I really was, and how I deserved to be thrown
	into hell for my sins. For the first time ever, I felt completely
	powerless in His presence and totally deserving of His eternal
	condemnation.” 
	

	
	Calloway’s
	voice trailed off. “With
	my
	sin laid bare before me, God led me to Revelation, chapter seven.”
	Calloway took a moment to find it in the Bible. “I will read
	verses nine and ten for you, ‘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!’”

	
	“Is
	that us?” Mulrooney’s heart throbbed with anticipation. 
	

	
	Charles
	nodded yes. “Let me prove it to you by reading verses thirteen
	and fourteen, “‘Then
	one of the elders addressed me, saying, ‘Who
	are these, clothed in white robes, and from where have they come?’
	I said to him,
	‘Sir,
	you know.’ And
	he said to me, ‘These
	are the ones coming out of the great tribulation. They have washed
	their robes and made them white in the blood of the Lamb.’”

	
	Calloway
	smiled, “I can assure you, Brian, that true conversion took
	place in this hotel suite last weekend. To think that the Sovereign
	Creator of the universe would still have mercy on despicable ol’
	me and blot out all my transgressions according to His steadfast
	love, filled my heart with great joy. 
	

	
	“Jesus
	cleansed
	my heart and renewed the spirit within me. I
	did nothing to obtain it. It was God’s grace and forgiveness
	that brought me to sincere repentance. Nothing more. And so I ask
	you, Brian, do you feel something stirring deep inside?”

	
	“I do. Like
	nothing I’ve ever felt before.”

	
	“Praise God.
	Do you think it’s God’s Holy Spirit trying to get your
	attention?”

	
	“No doubt in
	my mind.” 
	

	
	“Good,
	because the only soul God sees as just and holy in His sight are
	those that have been redeemed by the blood of Jesus Christ. It’s
	impossible to come to the Father any other way. Bottom line: come
	Judgment Day, if God sees you standing before Him, you’re
	doomed. But if He sees Jesus standing in your place, you’ll be
	justified and
	blameless in His sight. It’s
	that simple!” 
	

	
	Calloway was
	starting to sound like his father. The words he always tried to
	suppress were now flowing like a fountain. It was amazing. “Do
	you believe Jesus was sent by God and that He has the power to save
	your soul from eternal damnation?”

	
	“Absolutely.”

	
	“Do you admit
	you’re a sinner in need of a Savior, and the only way you can
	be eternally forgiven is by receiving Jesus as the Lord of your
	life?” 
	

	
	Brian started
	trembling inside. “There’s
	nothing I want more, Charles.” 
	

	
	“Very good
	then.” Charles took Brian’s sweaty hands into his own
	and both men closed their eyes. “Time to let your heart cry
	out to Jesus. Forget I’m even here. Tell Him what you want,
	even if only in a whisper. I can assure you He is listening.” 
	

	
	Mulrooney was taken
	aback. He gave Calloway a sideways look, “I thought you were
	going to pray for me?” 
	

	
	“No sir. This is your big moment with the Most High. I’m
	here only as a joyful witness...” 
	

	
	“What should
	I say?”

	
	“Whatever’s
	on your heart, my friend.” 
	

	
	Hmm.
	With trembling hands, Brian took a deep breath and lowered his head,
	“Heavenly Father, I humbly acknowledge that I’m a sinner
	who
	deserves Your eternal judgment, as Charles just alluded to. Lord
	Jesus, now that I have a better understanding of Your Word, with all
	my heart I believe You and You alone can redeem me. 
	

	
	“Please
	save me and be my Lord and Savior. I
	surrender my life to You repenting of my many sins. Please guide my
	every step from this moment on and use me any way You want. I am
	willing, Amen.”

	
	Charles eyeballed
	Brian. Both men were teary-eyed. “Did you mean what you just
	said from your heart?”

	
	“Every word
	of it!” 
	

	
	Charles smiled and
	prayed, “Dear Father God, Your Word states that when a sinner
	sincerely repents of his sins and trusts in Jesus as Lord and
	Savior, that person shall be saved. Thanks for rescuing us both from
	eternal damnation. Please guide our steps from here on out. 
	

	
	“We know
	Satan’s gonna do all he can to keep us from reaching others
	for You. Train us both to be mighty warriors in Your end times Army,
	in Jesus’ name, Amen.”

	
	“Amen,”
	Brian repeated with a grateful heart. 
	

	
	“Welcome to
	God’s Family, brother!” The two men embraced. 
	

	
	“I feel so
	different. It’s like the weight of thirty-three years of
	sinful living was just lifted off my shoulders...” Brian
	stiffened up. “Thank you, Charles.” 
	

	
	“Don’t
	thank me. All I did was share the Word of God with you. God did the
	rest. Scripture says His grace was at work in your life even before
	we prayed.” 
	

	
	“Thanks,
	anyway.”

	
	Charles looked deep
	into Brian’s eyes and saw the sincerity there. “You’re
	welcome, my brother.” Leading his first person to faith in
	Christ was an indescribable sensation.

	
	“Now that my
	spiritual eyes have been opened, I can see how many Catholics who
	thought they knew Jesus before last Saturday, didn’t really
	know Him at all. They only knew of
	Him, just like me. 
	

	
	“Now it makes
	perfect sense. And despite what the Pope thinks, I’m convinced
	those who vanished last weekend were the true believers. They’re
	with Jesus now, including my friend, Justin.” 
	

	
	“As surely as
	I’m holding this Bible in my hand,” Calloway said in
	reply, “that’s what happened last Saturday.” 
	

	
	“What about
	those who died that day?”

	
	“Where
	do you think they are?”

	
	“Hell?”
	Brian asked. 
	

	
	“Close,”
	Calloway said. “As far as I know, like all who die still in
	their sins, they’re in a place called Hades awaiting God’s
	Judgment. I can assure you they’re very much alive and totally
	aware of their tragic predicament. 
	

	
	“Soon they’ll
	be forced to account for everything they did in the flesh, before
	being sentenced to an eternity in hell with no hope of redemption.
	Scary stuff, indeed.” 
	

	
	Every hair on the
	back of Mulrooney’s neck stood at full attention. To think
	that Jacquelyn’s husband, Tom, Justin’s parents, and
	Craig Rubin’s mother, Selma, all died that day, and were
	doomed for all time frightened Brian to the core. His heart ached
	for them. “And the young children?”

	
	“They’re
	in Heaven. Every last one of them, including my five babies!”
	Calloway stuttered a bit, something he never did. Seeing the guilt
	on his visitor’s face for asking, Charles waved it off, “It’s
	okay, my brother. They couldn’t be in a better place. Now that
	I’m a real believer, I know I’ll see them again someday.
	Just not sure in what capacity. But I trust God will make it clear
	to me in His Word someday. What a glorious day that’ll be!”
	
	

	
	Both men smiled
	wearily. 
	

	
	“How much
	time do we have left?” 
	

	
	“I thought it
	was seven years until I stumbled onto this website that was just
	launched into cyberspace the other day.”

	
	“What site?”

	
	“It’s
	www.lsarglobal.org. Stands for
	Last
	Shot At Redemption.
	What I like most is that it was created by former fake Christians
	like us. I can assure you they’re fake no more.”

	
	“Really?”
	Mulrooney typed the URL onto his mobile device. “Got it.”

	
	Calloway continued, “One
	thing I learned that helped put the time aspect into proper
	perspective was that the seven-year Tribulation period won’t
	begin until Antichrist signs a peace treaty with Israel. Once that
	happens, this planet’s really in trouble. Not a single
	man-made structure will be left standing at the end of the
	Tribulation period.” 
	

	
	“I’m
	not following you, Charles. This is all foreign to me.”

	
	“It’s
	all in the Book of Revelation. Now that I’m saved, my goal
	from this point forward is to learn everything I can about future
	events in the Book of Revelation and on that website.” 
	

	
	Charles rose from
	his seat and paced the floor. “All I want to do is win souls
	for Jesus. With my family gone, there’s nothing holding me
	back. I’ll go wherever He sends me.”

	
	“Sounds like
	a good plan,” said Mulrooney.

	
	“Now that
	you’re finally on the Righteous path, never be ashamed to tell
	others about what Jesus did for you today. Scripture says if we
	don’t acknowledge Jesus to others, He won’t acknowledge
	us to His Father in Heaven. 
	

	
	“Jesus also
	said in Luke chapter twelve that He came to set a man against his
	father, and a daughter against her mother, and a daughter-in-law
	against her mother-in-law. He said a person’s enemies will be
	those of his own household, and whoever loves his earthly family
	more than Him isn’t worthy of Him.” 
	

	
	Mulrooney gulped
	hard when his father and Renate flooded his mind. He jotted Luke
	chapter twelve down on a piece of Waldorf-Astoria stationery. He
	would read it later at home. 
	

	
	“Indeed, it
	is. The time is short, my brother. As God’s end times
	servants, we must be prepared to go anywhere He sends us on a
	moment’s notice, forsaking all others and all other things.
	Are you willing to do that, Brian?”

	
	“I am. But I
	don’t think I can do it alone. I’ll need your help.”

	
	“Two by two,
	right?” Calloway replied. 
	

	
	Brian nodded
	agreement.

	
	In the six hours
	Brian Mulrooney spent at the Waldorf-Astoria with Charles Calloway,
	an immediate bond was formed between them that no worldly power
	would ever break. 
	

	
	They were stronger
	than blood brothers. 
	

	
	They were brothers
	in Christ. 
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	BRIAN MULROONEY
	WAITED MORE than an hour before finally securing a cab ride home.
	Usually there were plenty of taxis parked outside the
	Waldorf-Astoria, waiting for good-tipping customers in need of rides
	to Manhattan’s many world-class attractions, but not this
	night. Brian was lucky to get a cab at all. 
	

	
	With so much
	uncertainty in the air, the one thing he was certain of was that he
	didn’t leave the Waldorf-Astoria the same man he was just a
	few short hours ago. Not even close. He was a new creature in Christ
	Jesus. 
	

	
	By the time he got
	home, it was well after 10 p.m.

	
	“What’s
	up with you, son?” Dick Mulrooney asked, noticing Brian’s
	countenance had changed. 
	

	
	“Had a good
	day, Pop.”

	
	Dick raised an
	eyebrow. “Oh yeah, what did you do?”

	
	“I saw Craig,
	then made some new friends.”

	
	“That’s
	nice. Seeing that peaceful expression on your face, I thought
	perhaps you went to mass. After all, we Catholics have so much to be
	thankful for.”

	
	“Never made
	it to church today, Pop.” Actually,
	I did. Only not a Catholic Church. If you only knew...

	
	Dick shook his head
	and went back to reading the official transcript from Rome. Many
	Catholic
	apologists and reporters worldwide, after fully dissecting it, were
	doing their own speculating of sorts. Many praised the Pope’s
	viewpoint as bold and optimistic. Giving so much hope to more than a
	billion Catholics couldn’t have come at a more needed time. 
	

	
	Though
	he didn’t exactly say it, most were convinced that the Pontiff
	believed those vaporized last week were in hell, where they deserved
	to be for all eternity, without any chance of purgatory. 
	

	
	Which
	could only mean one thing: they had to be the most despicable humans
	on the planet. Perhaps they did unspeakable things to their
	children—unforgivable things! 
	

	
	Again,
	not exactly the Pope’s words, but the Vatican would never
	refute it. To
	most Catholics, including Dick Mulrooney, the Pope was the
	infallible
	vicar
	of Christ, and therefore, always to be taken at his word. But not
	all Catholic apologists felt that way. 
	

	
	Some
	concluded
	that the Pope had completely lost his mind. “How could he say
	such things about people he never even knew? Sure, they were a
	little odd at times, but a cancer? Evil? No way!” 
	

	
	That
	one comment by the Pope would soon cause great dissension within the
	Church. 
	

	
	Brian found his
	mother in the kitchen. “Mom, we need to talk.”

	
	Noticing her son’s
	positive demeanor, she said, “We do?”

	
	“Yep.”

	
	“Well,
	alright then. Let’s talk.” 
	

	
	“I don’t
	think you understand, Mom, I mean talk…”

	
	“O-o-o-o-o-h-h-h,
	talk. Like last night’s talk?”

	
	“Precisely.”

	
	Sarah searched her
	son’s eyes. They looked different. He looked different.
	“What’s gotten into you?”

	
	“The Holy
	Spirit.” 
	

	
	“What do you
	mean by that, Brian?”

	
	“Later, Mom,
	after Dad goes to sleep.”

	
	“Okay then.”
	The
	Holy Spirit, huh? Sarah
	thought, getting back to emptying the dishwasher.

	
	Just
	before midnight, Sarah entered the foyer carrying two steaming cups
	of Chamomile tea. Just knowing Mom prepared it
	made it all the more refreshing. 
	

	
	They sat in silence
	a few moments looking outside the window. Everything was calm. Peace
	and tranquility for a change. Brian knew it wouldn’t last. It
	was difficult imagining all of this being gone soon. The good old
	days were gone forever.

	
	“Mom, I did
	it.” 
	

	
	“Did what?”

	
	“I’m a
	born-again Christian.”

	
	Sarah shot a
	confused look at her son, “When? How?”

	
	“Today at the
	Waldorf-Astoria, with a new friend I made from Florida.” There
	was silence. “Well, aren’t you going to say something?”

	
	“What can I
	say? Everything’s happening so fast.” Sarah looked away.
	“Besides, we’ve been believers all our lives, Brian.”

	
	“I always
	thought so too. Had the Rapture not happened, I would never feel the
	need to question my standing with God, let alone yours. How ignorant
	I was...” 
	

	
	“Oh?”

	
	“Today was such an amazing
	day, Mom. For the first time in my life, I feel alive spiritually!
	It’s like every second was orchestrated by God Himself.”

	
	“What do you mean by
	that?”

	
	“Spiritually speaking, I
	crossed over from death to life. My friend Charles spent many hours
	explaining the Word of God to me. I learned more today than I did in
	all my years in Catholic schools. It’s like my eyes were
	opened for the very first time.” 
	

	
	“Oh, come on now, Brian.”

	
	“It’s true, Mom. One
	thing he taught me was that true Christianity, regardless of
	denomination, was a ‘done’ thing, not a ‘do’
	thing, meaning there was nothing anyone could do
	to atone for their sins—nothing!
	
	

	
	“When Jesus was nailed to
	the cross, sin was nailed to it as well. In short, atonement was
	finished at the cross of Calvary for all who would believe in
	Jesus—done.”

	
	Brian stopped a moment when he
	saw confusion creep onto his mother’s face. “What I’m
	trying to say, Mom, is that God’s salvation isn’t
	something that can be earned by going to church or by doing good
	works, regardless of the individual. The many things Catholics do
	thinking it will bring them closer to God actually keeps them from
	Him.”

	
	Sarah looked at her son
	quizzically. Them?
	She kept it to herself.

	
	Brian went on, “I learned
	today that no one can take a single step toward God. Since we’re
	all sinners, and since sin is an affront to His Holiness, we’re
	condemned already in His sight. Only Jesus can restore us back to
	God. A priest can’t do it. The Pope can’t do it. Mary is
	can’t do it. 
	

	
	“After reading the Bible
	all week, I was already starting to come to that conclusion even
	before I met with Charles. God used him to confirm it to me. Now
	that the blinders have been removed from my eyes, God’s plan
	of salvation for humanity makes perfect sense to me.” 
	

	
	Sarah had no reply. She lowered
	her head. What could she say? The more Brian spoke, the more it was
	evident that the person she gave birth to 33 years ago had found
	something significant to cling to in these perilous times. 
	

	
	The teacups were empty. With the
	conversation going nowhere, spiritually speaking, it was time to
	call it a night. Brian took the stairs two at a time up to his
	bedroom, with a growing sense of desperation. 
	

	
	He was leaving for Michigan in
	the morning and he’d yet to make any progress with his family.
	He could tell his mother was too blinded to the Truth to fully
	understand what he was saying. Time
	to turn it over to God! 
	

	
	Brian plucked the pieces of
	folded paper from his pants pocket with the notes he took earlier.
	After questioning Charles Calloway on the need to pray to a
	Sovereign God who knew everything anyway, his friend’s answer
	astounded him. 
	

	
	“I’ll give you five
	reasons,” Charles had said. “One, we’re commanded
	to pray without ceasing. Since all things come from God, we must go
	directly to the Source. Two, relationships require two-way
	communication. Now that we’re in proper relationship with our
	Maker, we have the distinct privilege of talking to Him whenever we
	want, without setting appointments. Three, prayer isn’t meant
	to change God. God is completely unchangeable. Prayer’s meant
	to change us! Four, prayer reverberates throughout the spirit world
	constantly reminding Satan to Whom we belong. And five, prayer
	ultimately is a declaration of our total dependence on God.”

	
	As Brian feverishly wrote them
	down on Waldorf stationery earlier, Charles explained, “My
	father used to drill those five reasons into my head growing up. He
	said prayer was the most powerful, yet least used weapon in the
	Christian arsenal. Just wish I’d listened more closely to
	him.” 
	

	
	Time to put that sage advice
	to the test! Before
	climbing into bed, Mulrooney dropped to his knees and pressed his
	face into the mattress. Wanting his family to have the same eternal
	assurance he now had, this would be his earnest prayer from this day
	forward.

	
	“Open their eyes, Lord,
	before it’s too late!”
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	THE MULROONEY FAMILY ARRIVED at Penn Station two hours
	before Brian’s train was scheduled to depart. At Brian’s
	insistence, Craig Rubin took a short break from work to meet them
	there.

	
	Sarah kept pleading with her son to stay a little while
	longer, even just a few more days. As tempting as it sounded, Brian
	was expected back at work in the morning. After his life-changing
	experience with Charles Calloway, being in the hotel business
	suddenly seemed pointless at this time in history, like Brian wasn’t
	accomplishing anything worthwhile by being there. 
	

	
	A cloud of uncertainty was suddenly cast upon the
	career Mulrooney loved so much. But one thing was certain: if
	Charles Calloway, a successful businessman in his own right, was
	willing to forgo his own career so he could go wherever God wanted
	him to go, why couldn’t Brian do the same? 
	

	
	Regarding his
	relationship with Renate, Brian didn’t know what to
	make of it. All he knew for now was, from a spiritual standpoint,
	they were going in opposite directions. 
	

	
	Another thing he was unsure of was where Jacquelyn
	Swindell fit into the picture? Would she eventually become a
	believer? Would Mulrooney remain in
	Michigan? So many questions... 
	

	
	Life can be so
	funny at times, especially when you throw a cataclysmic event into
	the equation. There would be plenty of time on the train for
	contemplating his future. 
	

	
	For
	now, Brian needed to focus on his new Mission in life: winning souls
	for Jesus. Charles Calloway said the night before that
	if Brian didn’t acknowledge Jesus before others, Jesus
	wouldn’t acknowledge him before His Father in Heaven. 
	

	
	Brian was certain he’d
	heard that in Catholic school on many occasions, it just never took.
	Now he understood it with perfect clarity. Telling his mother last
	night about his spiritual conversion was the first step
	to acknowledging Jesus publicly. 
	

	
	Step number two
	would be taken when he gave Craig Rubin his Gift. 
	

	
	Though only a
	deliveryman, Brian knew if Craig rejected it, he’d
	ultimately doom himself for all eternity. Hopefully his good friend
	would choose Jesus this side of the grave. The stakes couldn’t
	be any higher. Hence, the growing tension on
	Brian’s part.

	
	“Last call for Amtrak train number
	three-three-four to Pittsburgh. All passengers are to immediately
	proceed to track number four!” 
	

	
	“That’s me...” Normally, Brian could
	handle seeing his mother and sister wiping tears from their eyes,
	but this was a whole new ball game. He knew what his mother was
	thinking: Will we ever see each other again?

	
	To keep from losing it, Brian shifted his focus to
	Craig. “Well pal, guess I’ll see you later. Thanks for
	seeing me off.” 
	

	
	“No need to thank me. My pleasure, bro.”

	
	They embraced. Whispering in Craig’s ear, Brian
	said, “I have a Gift for you from Justin. He left it for you
	at my apartment.”

	
	“What is it?” 
	

	
	“I can’t say. But if I were you, I would
	wait until you’re alone before opening it. He left the same
	thing for me. Trust me, it’s not something you’ll wanna
	open in front of others. It’s deeply personal.” Looking
	his longtime friend in the eye, he said, “Do I have your
	word?”

	
	Craig raised an eyebrow, “Uh,
	yeah, sure.” 
	

	
	“Good.
	Hope it impacts your life as much as it already has mine.”
	There, I said
	it! 
	

	
	“Sounds promising. I could use some good news
	now.” 
	

	
	It’s good
	news all right—it’s the ultimate Good News.
	“Goodbye, pal. You know I love you.” 
	

	
	“Love you too,” said Craig. 
	

	
	Brian turned to his father and they embraced. “I
	love you, Pop.”

	
	“Love you too, son. Hope to see you again soon.”

	
	“Lord willing, right?”

	
	“Indeed.”

	
	Then to his sister: “Keep in touch, sis. Call
	anytime. Love you.”

	
	Chelsea replied, “Love you too, Brian.”

	
	“Have a safe trip to Michigan, son.”

	
	“Thanks, Mom.” Seeing a new batch of tears
	surface, Brian hugged his mother extra tight. “Thanks for the
	late-night chats.”

	
	“You’re welcome,” she said, in
	between sniffles. “Did you give Craig his Gift?”

	
	“Yep. Just now.”

	
	“Good for you.” Sarah knew how important it
	was to her son. “Please be careful out there.”

	
	“Thanks, Mom. Whatever happens from here on out,
	I know I’ll be okay.”

	
	“I hope so.” 
	

	
	“By the way, when you get home, look inside your
	top dresser drawer. I left the Bible intended for Justin’s
	parents there for you. Hope you don’t mind.”

	
	“Of course not,” Sarah said, trying not to
	sound as uncomfortable as she felt. 
	

	
	“Keep it between us for now.”

	
	“Okay.”

	
	“I love you, Mom.”

	
	“Love you too, Brian.”

	
	At that, Brian Mulrooney left to board his train. Once
	he was seated, his tears fell freely. 
	

	
	Will I ever see them again? 
	

	
	Part of him wanted to remain in New York. He felt safe
	with his family, much like he did as a child. Not only that, Brian
	would have loved another day or two with Charles Calloway before his
	brother in Christ went back to Florida. 
	

	
	But Mulrooney was
	just as eager to get back to Michigan, so he could share his
	life-altering experience with Jacquelyn Swindell. He
	felt like someone exploding with good news without an ear to hear
	it; namely Jacquelyn. 
	

	
	But in
	order for him to tell her, she first had to answer her phone. Brian
	still hadn’t heard from her in any capacity since he left
	Michigan. 
	

	
	Even the text message he sent
	before meeting with Charles Calloway went unanswered. Brian’s
	gut told him it stemmed from his relationship with Renate. Clearly,
	Jacquelyn didn’t want to be in the middle of his relationship,
	even if only in friendship. 
	

	
	This was yet another thing he
	would worry about it once he got back to Ann Arbor. For now,
	Mulrooney wanted to absorb as much of God’s Word as he
	possibly could, despite what others on the train might think or say.

	
	Charles Calloway was right. With
	time being so short, he needed to be a witness for Jesus at all
	times. To do that, he needed to learn all he could from the Word of
	God, especially pertaining to these crazy times. 
	

	
	Mulrooney logged on to
	www.lsarglobal.org,
	opened his Bible to Revelation, chapter one, and started his new
	education, which was to learn all he could about the days in which
	he was living. 
	

	
	No more hiding
	the Word of God underneath sports magazines for me!
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	CRAIG RUBIN SAT ON the couch inside his apartment with
	Justin’s Gift resting on his lap. Per Brian’s strong
	urging, he was alone. He tore off the wrapping paper. What
	in the world? A Bible? Craig frowned. You
	gotta be kiddin’ me! 
	

	
	Rubin looked for the letter Brian said might also be
	enclosed. He found it and read it:

	
	Dear Craig, 
	

	
	I bet you’re shocked to be receiving a Bible
	from me, especially with you being Jewish and all. Please don’t
	let that stop you from reading this letter. It’s the most
	important thing I’ve ever written to you, so please hear me
	out. Now that we’ve been reunited, I’m sure you’ve
	noticed I’m not the same person you used to know. Believe me,
	the changes in me are real. 
	

	
	“We
	didn’t reunite,” Craig said in disgust. “You
	vanished! Apparently
	you got what you deserved for believing in a false god and a false
	religion!” 
	

	
	Getting to the point, I became a born-again
	Christian twelve years ago when I was in college. I can’t
	begin to tell you how much Jesus has transformed my life. Because of
	Him, the fear of death that used to paralyze me at times, as I’m
	sure you can recall, no longer has a grip on me. 
	

	
	That’s because when I die, I’m
	guaranteed eternal life in Heaven. But certainly not because of
	anything good I’ve ever done. If I had to rely on myself to
	get to Heaven, I would never qualify. 
	

	
	Then again, no one can earn their salvation, Craig,
	no matter who they are or how much money they have in the bank. This
	includes a king or queen, a President, the Pope, a rabbi or a
	minister. Things like money, prestige and status are completely
	trivial to God. 
	

	
	The Bible clearly states that we’re all guilty
	before a just and Holy God, and the only chance anyone has of
	escaping hell when they die is by trusting in Jesus Christ for the
	remission of sin. There is no other way! Just because many choose
	not to believe it doesn’t make it any less true. 
	

	
	Now, I know most Jews think Jesus was a False
	Messiah at best. They fail to realize everything that happened in
	His life was prophesied in the Old Testament by God’s chosen
	prophets, all of whom were Jews, I might add. Were you aware of
	this? 
	

	
	If not, don’t take my word for it. Check it
	for yourself. If you do, you’ll see overwhelming proof in the
	Old Testament that Jesus was who He proclaimed Himself to be, the
	Savior of the world. 
	

	
	As you know, practicing Jews have anxiously awaited
	Messiah’s coming for many centuries now. What they don’t
	know is while they are right, Messiah is coming soon, it will be for
	the second time. The first time He (Yeshua) appeared, instead of
	worshiping Him, His own people crucified Him on a cross. 
	

	
	In the Book of Isaiah, chapters 52 and 53, the
	prophet described in vivid detail what would happen to Israel’s
	Messiah. I will paraphrase for you: Isaiah said Israel’s
	Messiah would die a gruesome death. He would be disfigured beyond
	that of any man. His form would be marred beyond human likeness. He
	would be despised and rejected by man. The Jews would esteem Him
	not. He would be pierced for our transgressions, crushed for our
	iniquities. He would be oppressed and afflicted. Yet, He would not
	open His mouth. He would be led like a Lamb to the slaughter. He
	would be cut off from the land of the living. 
	

	
	For the transgressions of God’s people, He
	{Messiah} would be stricken and would be assigned a grave with the
	wicked. It would be God’s will to crush Him and cause Him to
	suffer. God made His life a guilt offering. But by His wounds, all
	who believe in Him will be healed. By His great suffering, He will
	justify many. And God will seat Him at His Right Hand where He will
	reign forever as King of kings and Lord of lords.

	
	Even more telling was what David wrote in Psalm 22.
	In short, he recorded Jesus’ own words hundreds of years in
	advance before they were uttered on the cross. 
	

	
	Here is part of what David wrote, ‘My
	God, my God, why have you forsaken me? Why are you so far from
	saving me, from the words of my groaning? I
	am poured out like water, and all my bones are out of joint; my
	heart is like wax; it is melted within my breast; my strength is
	dried up like a potsherd, and my tongue sticks to my jaws; you lay
	me in the dust of death.
	A
	company of evildoers encircles me; they have pierced my hands and
	feet. I
	can count all my bones—they stare and gloat over me;
	they
	divide my garments among them, and for my clothing they cast lots.’
	
	

	
	Personally,
	I don’t know how
	anyone can read those verses and not connect them to Jesus. Truth
	is, there are hundreds of passages in the Old Testament that
	foretell of Messiah’s
	coming, from His supernatural birth—including the exact
	location—to His gruesome death on the cross. 
	

	
	Even a staunch atheist historian, though he may
	choose not to believe in Jesus, can’t deny that each prophecy
	came to pass in His life. And here’s
	something you may not know: throughout the centuries—especially
	in more recent times—an increasing number of scholarly Jews
	have studied the New Testament hoping to silence Christianity once
	and for all. Trying to dispel it as heresy, they came to believe
	that Jesus really was the Lamb of God who took away the sins of the
	world. 
	

	
	Fully versed in the Law of Moses, they knew sin
	could never be fully atoned for by the blood of animals. In no way
	was this a permanent solution. The fact that they needed to do it
	over and over clarifies that much. They knew God needed a Final
	Sacrifice, Someone to die for the sins of humanity, Someone without
	blemish. 
	

	
	With their eyes opened and hearts softened, they
	became convinced that Jesus’ supernatural birth, His sinless
	life, crucifixion, and most importantly, His resurrection made Him
	capable of providing for the remission of sin, thus satisfying the
	demands of a just and Holy God.

	
	What separates Jesus from all other self-professed
	messiahs over time is that He actually rose from the dead. In short,
	death had no power over Him, making Yeshua humanity’s one and
	only bridge to Yahweh God. 
	

	
	The Bible makes it crystal clear that only by faith in Jesus, the
	Lion of the Tribe of Judah, Yeshua Ha Maschiach, can a person
	ever be saved from the eternal sure-fires of hell. All you have to
	do is search the scriptures for further proof of this. 
	

	
	Craig tossed the letter on the coffee table without
	finishing it. “Brian was happy to receive
	this rubbish?! Geez, just when you think you know someone!” 
	

	
	Rubin was thankful that he adhered to Brian’s
	request to read it in private. Had he opened it at work, he would
	have been mortified. Apparently leaving New York when they were
	still young men had a profound negative impact on his two childhood
	buddies. 
	

	
	Look where it got Justin—dead! As
	for Brian, it was still too soon to tell... 
	

	
	Rubin took a shower
	and left for Mitzi’s. Hopefully a little hard work would help
	him forget about the disturbing letter he’d just read. 
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	BRIAN
	MULROONEY ARRIVED AT the
	Amtrak train station in downtown Toledo, Ohio at 8:30 p.m. He was
	exhausted. Reading always did that to him. He felt like he was
	cramming for his finals. But this subject was infinitely more
	important to his future well-being than anything he was ever taught
	at college. 
	

	
	Charles Calloway
	was right. Having the Book of Revelation dictated to him on the
	www.lsarglobal.org website, as he
	read along in the Bible made all the difference. Brian used a yellow
	highlighter pen for key verses in his Bible that impacted him the
	most. Yellow was everywhere.

	
	As the bus traveled
	north on U.S. 23, Mulrooney was starting to understand what
	“hungering and thirsting for God’s Word” was all
	about. 
	

	
	Thirty minutes
	before arriving in Ann Arbor, Brian called Renate to inform that his
	bus would be on time. He wanted to make sure she was on time too. 
	

	
	The bus pulled into
	the Ann Arbor Station at 9:50 p.m. Brian was relieved to see his
	girlfriend standing outside her car in the frigid temperatures
	waiting for him. 
	

	
	“Welcome
	home, honey!” Renate McCallister kissed her boyfriend on the
	lips. “I missed you so much.”

	
	“I missed
	you, too.” As always, her warm embrace felt good.

	
	Brian was happy to
	see Renate again. But it no longer felt like a boyfriend-girlfriend
	thing. The reason for this was his spiritual conversion. 
	

	
	The old Brian
	Mulrooney would have climbed the walls after not seeing her for a
	couple of days. Her natural beauty could turn a man’s head
	with the slightest of ease. One glimpse at her long blonde hair and
	near perfect build, and many were reduced to putty in her hands.
	Yet, of all the men out there, she chose him. 
	

	
	It sounded both shallow and
	trivial to think that for the past five years, he was so obsessed
	with Renate’s outer beauty that he never really knew who she
	was on the inside. 
	

	
	Everything was different now. 
	

	
	Driving back to his
	apartment, Mulrooney wondered if any of his co-workers were among
	the dead or missing. Aside from the two text messages he received
	from work—one from his manager, Susan Marlucci, making sure
	he’d be back at work in the morning; the other from a
	maintenance man Brian was always joking with—there had been no
	other communication. 
	

	
	If they were true
	friends, wouldn’t he have bent over backwards to make sure
	they were okay? Wouldn’t they have done the same for him? It
	dawned on him that his friends in Michigan were mere acquaintances
	only. 
	

	
	Here today, gone
	tomorrow. 
	

	
	Sure, they were fun
	to be with most of the time, but the “never a dull moment,”
	mentality they shared while in each other’s company was just
	another way of masking their true feelings of uncertainty and
	despair. 
	

	
	By never openly
	discussing the deeper issues which usually helped galvanize all
	“true” friendships, Mulrooney got to see just how
	superficial his life was prior to the disappearances. 
	

	
	Brian feared Renate
	was included in that equation. How could he not, when the only
	“semi-deep” conversations they ever had—important
	as they were—were about marriage, having children and Renate’s
	unbridled passion for the environment. She was the reason he drove a
	hybrid car in the first place. Renate all but demanded that he
	purchase it. 
	

	
	Other than that,
	there wasn’t much depth to their relationship. And from a
	spiritual standpoint, there was nothing to speak of. 
	

	
	Brian grimaced.
	Could Jesus be setting a boyfriend against a girlfriend? 
	

	
	Brian did not know.
	But one thing was certain: with a heart changed and a life
	transformed by the power of the Holy Spirit, he couldn’t
	imagine losing contact with Charles Calloway as time marched on. He
	also felt a special closeness to Tamika Moseley. After all, God had
	used her to connect him to Charles. 
	

	
	The other person he
	couldn’t imagine ever losing contact with was Jacquelyn
	Swindell. Even if he was slightly hurt that she hadn’t
	returned any of his phone calls or text messages, he knew they’d
	met for a reason, and silently wished she was here to welcome him
	home instead of Renate. 
	

	
	Upon arriving back
	at his apartment, Mulrooney couldn’t stop yawning. The couple
	spent an hour or so cuddling on the couch flicking through the TV
	channels before Brian reminded his girlfriend for the third time
	that he had to wake early in the morning for work. 
	

	
	They agreed to meet
	after his shift ended. 
	

	
	The moment she
	left, Brian called Jacquelyn. It was 11:30 p.m.

	
	“Hello?”
	
	

	
	“Wow! You
	answered!” Brian was both relieved and surprised to hear her
	voice again. 
	

	
	“Hi Brian. I
	was just thinking about you. Sorry for not returning your calls.
	Lots going on here.” Jacquelyn Swindell was physically and
	emotionally drained after somehow enduring the most horrific week of
	her life. It was a week that included losing her husband, a child,
	her brother, sister-in-law and her niece and two nephews. After
	identifying her deceased husband’s body at Michigan Stadium
	the day after the vigil, he was finally buried early this morning.
	“How was your trip?” 
	

	
	“Life-changing,”
	he replied. “if you can believe that.”

	
	“Oh?” 
	

	
	“I’ve
	received Jesus as Lord and Savior,” Brian declared. Step
	number three! 
	

	
	“You did
	what?!”

	
	“I’m a
	born-again believer. That was the reason for my text message
	yesterday.”

	
	“I see. How’d
	you do that?” 
	

	
	“I didn’t
	do anything. It was all God.
	But do I have a story to tell you! It’s gonna blow your mind!
	God’s Hand was in it from start to finish.”

	
	“Sounds
	positive,” Jacquelyn said softly. “Color me curious.”
		

	
	“Was
	hoping you’d say that,” he replied.

	
	“Why’s
	that?”

	
	“Now that
	I’ve been saved for real, I can assure you I’ll never be
	the same, even in these crazy times! You need that same assurance
	for yourself, Jacquelyn.”

	
	“Do
	you know how many times my brother told me that?”

	
	“I only wish
	you’d listened to him. If so, you wouldn’t be here now.”
	
	

	
	“Hmm...”

	
	“Don’t
	get me wrong, I’m glad you’re here. Sort of, anyway. Had
	it not been for you, I may not have survived the mayhem at the
	football game. On the other hand, I’m convinced your brother’s
	in Heaven right now, along with everyone else who was evacuated from
	the planet last week. I’m also convinced it was the Rapture.”

	
	“That’s
	exactly how my brother used to sound.” 
	

	
	“Let’s
	get together soon so I can explain what happened to me in New York
	City.”

	
	Wow, what’s
	gotten into him? Funny
	thing is, Jacquelyn wasn’t turned off like in the past with
	her brother. Everything was different now. “What does Renate
	have to say about all this?”

	
	“About what?
	My conversion to Christianity or about us getting together?”

	
	“Both,
	actually.”

	
	“Truth be
	told, she doesn’t know.”

	
	“I don’t
	know, Brian. I just…”

	
	“Come
	on, Jacquelyn, we’ve already been through this. You know
	Renate has zero interest in spiritual matters. If
	she was searching for the Truth like we were, there’d be no
	need for all this sneaking around nonsense. 
	

	
	“The
	three of us could openly discuss it together. But invisible things
	mean nothing to Renate. If she can’t see it, it simply doesn’t
	exist. If
	she thought Justin was out there, what will she think of my
	conversion?” 
	

	
	Jacquelyn couldn’t
	argue with his logic. He did have a point. “What about my
	husband? Is Tom in Heaven too?” 
	

	
	Brian almost
	swallowed his Adam’s apple. How
	do I tell her? “I’d
	prefer to discuss it with you in person if you don’t mind. Do
	you work tomorrow?” 
	

	
	Why won’t
	he answer me? “I
	took an extended leave of absence. Too messed up to work right now.
	Besides, I don’t think there’ll be a job to go back to.
	My boss sounded extremely pessimistic on the phone the other day. So
	I’m free all day tomorrow.” 
	

	
	“I get off at
	six. Anytime after that’s good for me.” 
	

	
	“Why don’t
	we get together now?”

	
	“Now?”
	asked Brian. 
	

	
	“If it’s
	of such great importance, why wait ’til tomorrow?”

	
	“Well…I…uh…sure,
	why not? I seriously doubt Renate will be coming back tonight.”

	
	After a brief
	pause, Jacquelyn said, “I’ll be there within a
	half-hour.” 
	

	
	“Be careful
	driving.”

	
	“I will,”
	she said, ending the call. 
	

	
	Brian gulped then
	winced. This wasn’t going to be easy.
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	NOT EVEN TWENTY
	MINUTES later, Brian looked out the window and saw Jacquelyn
	Swindell pulling up. Just seeing her red SUV again struck an equal
	measure of fear and joy in his heart, as his mind drifted back to
	last week’s football game. 
	

	
	Before Jacquelyn
	could even ring the doorbell, Brian buzzed her in. Waiting for her
	outside in the hallway, he was nervous. What
	if the first question out of her mouth is about Tom? If so, I’ll
	just have to level with her. This
	wasn’t going to be fun. 
	

	
	The first thing
	Mulrooney noticed, other than the crutch under her left arm, were
	her tear-swollen eyes; clearly the aftereffects of the week she’d
	had. For someone who was 29,
	though still quite beautiful, the stress lines on her forehead and
	the bags under her eyes made her look ten years older than her
	actual age. Her penetrating deep blue eyes were fully aglow, after
	being washed by so many tears. But they were still filled with great
	pain. 
	

	
	“Nice to see
	you again, Jacquelyn.” Mulrooney flashed that trademark Irish
	smile of his. It dawned on him that this was Jacquelyn’s first
	time being exposed to it. When she didn’t reciprocate, it
	quickly vanished. 
	

	
	“You too.”
	Jacquelyn’s voice was
	scratchy due to a sore diaphragm
	from vomiting so much this week. 
	

	
	“How about a
	hot cup of tea?” 
	

	
	“Sounds good,
	thanks.” 
	

	
	A few moments later
	they were seated on the couch. Mulrooney took his time explaining
	every detail of his encounter with Charles Calloway, and how God had
	used Tamika Moseley to bring them all together. 
	

	
	Jacquelyn listened
	very carefully. 
	

	
	“I couldn’t
	help but be impressed by him,” Brian went on about his new
	brother in Christ. “He even prayed for my safe arrival to his
	hotel before we met. Said he didn’t want anything happening to
	me before I understood God’s plan of salvation. It’s
	like he was more concerned about my spiritual well-being than even I
	was!” 
	

	
	Jacquelyn
	noticed that every
	time Brian mentioned Charles Calloway’s name, his face lit up.
	It was refreshing to hear good news for a change. Hopefully
	his enthusiasm will rub off on me.
	
	

	
	“Truth
	be told,” Brian said, “after our call, I prayed that God
	would guide you safely here to my apartment.”

	
	Jacquelyn was
	touched by the gesture. Clearly, Brian wasn’t the same person
	she met last week—not even close! When there was a break in
	the conversation, she placed her half-empty teacup on the table. It
	could wait no longer. 
	

	
	“Getting back
	to my question, what do you think happened to my husband?” 
	

	
	Brian gulped hard.
	“Well Jacquelyn, he’s…uh…not in…Heaven.”

	
	There was a
	prolonged silence before she finally spoke. “Where is he
	then?” Jacquelyn was clearly on the verge of tears. 
	

	
	“According to
	Charles, aside from the flood in the days of Noah, last Saturday was
	the only day in history where those who understood the Word of God
	could be certain that those who died as a result of the Rapture
	weren’t believers.” Brian closed his eyes. “The
	fact that Tom was among them confirms he wasn’t a Christ
	follower. Which means he’s suffering in torment now…”

	
	“What do you
	mean ‘suffering in torment’?”

	
	“Well, if
	what I’m learning is true, and I have every reason to believe
	it is, he’s in a place called Hades, where he’ll remain
	until he stands trial before God at what the Bible calls the Great
	White Judgment.” Mulrooney sighed, “However, your unborn
	child is in Heaven…” 
	

	
	Jacquelyn remained
	silent as she tried piecing it all together.
	She bit the inside of her cheek, as her eyes
	volleyed back and forth from Brian to her purse on the coffee table.
	Having summed up what he’d just said, she buried her face in
	her hands and burst into tears. 
	

	
	Brian tried to
	console Jacquelyn, but she was inconsolable. After a while she got
	up off the couch, secured the crutch under her left armpit, and
	limped toward the door without even saying goodbye. 
	

	
	Brian didn’t
	try stopping her. She was too determined to leave. Her sobs could be
	heard all the way down the stairs; it was loud enough to wake the
	neighbors. That was the least of his worries. 
	

	
	Mulrooney glanced
	out of his living room window and saw Jacquelyn driving off into the
	night. His heart was shredded in two. 
	

	
	On one hand he felt
	proud for being strong enough to share the Truth with her. Just the
	other day, he was too afraid to read the Bible in front of others.
	This was a seismic step for him. 
	

	
	On the other hand,
	he felt deep shame for inflicting even more pain on someone who was
	already grieving enough for a million people. Now this time bomb? 
	

	
	Brian felt sick to
	his stomach. He dialed her cell phone number. It went to voice
	message. At the beep he said, “I’m sorry, Jacquelyn. I
	didn’t mean to hurt you. Hope you can find it in your heart to
	forgive me. May the Most High God bless and keep you.” 
	

	
	Mulrooney pushed
	end on his phone and started weeping. 
	

	
	Life was just too
	crazy right now. 
	

	
	Not even a
	quarter-mile from Brian’s apartment, Jacquelyn’s vision
	was too blurred from tears that she was forced to pull to the side
	of the road. She wasn’t the slightest bit concerned about
	being approached by some thug out to steal her truck. She felt sorry
	for anyone foolish enough to mess with her this night. She had a gun
	underneath the seat, just in case. 
	

	
	Jacquelyn didn’t
	need Brian informing her that Tom wasn’t a Christ follower.
	She knew that better than anyone. When his coffin was lowered into
	the ground this afternoon, she had an eerie sense that the man she’d
	loved with all her heart wasn’t resting in peace. 
	

	
	But doomed for all
	eternity? That was the killer, especially knowing there was nothing
	she could do for him now. He was gone. The unborn child she eagerly
	anticipated bringing into this world was also gone. Everything was
	gone. 
	

	
	If there really was
	a Heaven and hell, the only remaining question for Jacquelyn was
	which side would she end up on? 
	

	
	Would it be with
	Tom? Or would she one day be reunited with her unborn baby in
	Heaven? 
	

	
	Jacquelyn finally
	regained the necessary strength and put the car in drive. Once she
	was home, she changed into pajamas and climbed into bed, pulling the
	covers over her head. She grimaced when the covers rubbed against
	the 72 stitches in her left leg. Pain ricocheted throughout her body
	like a pinball in a pinball machine. 
	

	
	Jacquelyn Swindell
	wanted to die. Most would have committed suicide by now.

	
	In the darkness her
	thoughts were on Brian Mulrooney. What happened to Tom wasn’t
	his fault. All he did was give what he believed to be the right
	answer to her question. How could she fault him for that? I
	never even said goodbye. How rude of me! 
	

	
	The wounded woman
	now had another reason to be mortified. She pulled her phone from
	her pocketbook and saw there was a new voice message from Brian. 
	

	
	Jacquelyn listened.
	“I should be the one apologizing to you,” she mumbled to
	herself, calling his number. 
	

	
	“Hello?”

	
	“Hi Brian. Thanks
	for the message.” Brian heard sniffling. “I also wanted
	to apologi…”

	
	Brian cut her off,
	“There’s no need to apologize, Jacquelyn. I had no right
	to say that to you. I can’t tell you how messed up I am right
	now...” His voice trailed off. 
	

	
	“I accept
	your apology, Brian. Now I’m asking you to accept mine. You
	didn’t mean to hurt me. You only told me what you thought was
	the Truth. I left without even saying bye to you. It was wrong.
	Please forgive me for that.” 
	

	
	“Apology
	accepted.” There was an awkward silence. Out of nowhere, Brian
	closed his eyes and started praying aloud, “Heavenly Father,
	I’m eternally grateful to You for saving my soul in New York
	City. Though weakened by last week’s tragic events, I feel so
	strengthened by Your Holy Spirit.” 
	

	
	After a quick
	pause, Mulrooney went on, “Lord, as Jacquelyn mourns her many
	losses, grant her the strength she’ll need to endure these
	very trying times. Heal her mind, body, soul and spirit. My ultimate
	prayer is that she’ll come to know You like I do. Only then,
	will she find peace in this turbulent world. Draw her close to You,
	Lord, as only You can, in Jesus’ name, Amen.” 
	

	
	“Thanks,
	Brian. It’s just what I needed.” Jacquelyn couldn’t
	deny she felt comforted by Brian’s words. She felt this
	certain peace washing over her. Would it last? Wiping her nose with
	a tissue, she could only wonder...

	
	“My pleasure,
	Jacquelyn. Hope you can rest tonight. Feel free to call me anytime.”
	
	

	
	“Thanks for
	being a true friend.”

	
	“I’m
	only a phone call away if you need me.”

	
	“Thanks
	again.” 
	

	
	“You’re
	welcome, Jacquelyn.” 
	

	
	The call ended.
	Brian looked at the clock. It was 1:30 in the morning. Convinced
	that Charles Calloway would still be awake—probably reading
	the Word of God—Mulrooney called him. 
	

	
	It was late, and
	Brian was dreadfully tired, but he was eager to share what just
	happened with his brother in Christ.

	
	As expected,
	Charles was
	happy to hear from
	his new brother in Christ again. Just hearing his voice
	reinvigorated his weary soul. 
	

	
	When Brian
	explained what happened with Jacquelyn Swindell, Charles said, “I’m
	proud of you, Brian, for giving it to her straight. Many would have
	dodged the question. Just more proof of the Holy Spirit at work in
	you.”

	
	Out
	of nowhere, Brian blurted out, “I’m starting to have
	strong feelings for Jacquelyn that go beyond friendship. Especially
	after our brief encounter tonight. You’re the only one I plan
	on telling for now. Don’t think my mother can handle any more
	sudden changes.” 
	

	
	“What about
	your girlfriend?”

	
	“What can I
	say? My feelings for Renate are diminishing. We’re going in
	different directions, spiritually speaking.”

	
	Calloway sighed, “Remember
	what we talked about in Luke twelve, where Jesus said a son would be
	set against his father, a daughter against her mother, and so
	on...?” 
	

	
	“Already
	thought about that.”

	
	“Whenever
	someone crosses over from death to life, like you did yesterday, God
	tends to shake the old foundations so new construction can begin.
	Oftentimes when this happens, people we thought were meant to be in
	our lives get removed. This includes girlfriends.”

	
	“That’s
	exactly how it feels.”

	
	“That’s
	a good sign, my brother. It proves you’re under God’s
	conviction. He’s the potter. You are the clay. Let Him keep
	molding you as He sees fit. You must remain totally
	dependent on God in all things.” 
	

	
	“I will.”

	
	“You know
	I’ll be praying for you. Keep praying for me, too.” 
	

	
	“Already
	doing that, Charles. I haven’t forgotten the five reasons you
	gave me for why we should pray.”

	
	“Good,
	because I’m flying back to Florida tomorrow. I need all the
	prayer I can get. I’m not afraid of the plane ride, but I’m
	terrified to go back to an empty home.”

	
	“I’ll
	surely keep you lifted up, my brother.” Nine
	years Calloway’s junior, Brian felt Charles was the older
	brother he never had.

	
	Before
	calling it a night, Mulrooney prayed for Charles Calloway. After
	that, he spent an hour on his knees, praying that God would open the
	eyes and hearts of not only his parents and kid sister, Chelsea, but
	also Renate and her family, Jacquelyn Swindell, Tamika Moseley, and
	Craig Rubin.

	
	After
	33 years of never praying for anyone—nothing serious anyway—it
	suddenly seemed natural to Brian. Even
	if they didn’t know it, he would keep praying for each of them
	on a daily basis, until God finally rescued them. 
	

	
	“Thy
	will be done, Father,” Mulrooney said, falling sleep.
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	IT WAS A WEEK and a half since the Rapture of Christ’s
	Church, and Charles Calloway was back in Florida. Instead of landing
	at Sarasota-Bradenton International, his original destination, his
	plane touched down in Tampa. 
	

	
	Both airports suffered considerable damage last week.
	But with Tampa being the larger and busier of the two, it was a much
	higher priority on the list of airports to be reconstructed. 
	

	
	Just ten days ago, the thought of flying first-class
	had all but consumed him. But no longer. He felt foolish flying
	first-class earlier. The flight went rather smoothly, but Charles
	was fidgety the entire time and couldn’t wait to land. 
	

	
	On one hand, Calloway was happy to be back in the
	Sunshine State. On the other hand, part of him wanted to remain in
	the sky forever. Not because of the first-class experience, but to
	avoid going back to an empty home. He now understood what a
	sustained panic attack felt like. He could hardly catch his breath
	at times. 
	

	
	The closer he inched toward home in the backseat of an
	airport shuttle, the more anxious he felt. Staring outside the
	window, Charles thought back to his last night spent with his family
	ten long horrific days ago. He promised that night that he would
	spend more quality time with them after this trip. It was a promise
	he had every intention of fulfilling but would never get the chance
	to now.

	
	The grieving man was sickened to think that his
	dream-house reminded him more of his business than his family. There
	were the occasional picnics on the beach and late-night swims in the
	Gulf of Mexico, followed by a dip in the pool. They also took their
	share of walks on Siesta Key Beach together. 
	

	
	But even then, his mind was usually elsewhere. Or he
	was on his cell phone talking business or doing another conference
	call with his constantly growing sales force. 
	

	
	Regardless of the occasion, Calloway’s mind was
	always focused on his Cell-U-Loss business. Had it not been for his
	newly found faith in Jesus, he would be fit for a strait jacket by
	now.

	
	In his defense, their extravagant lifestyle had put
	great pressure on him to keep producing at a high level. With so
	much overhead, Calloway had this fear in the back of his mind that
	if he slowed down even just to catch his breath, they’d be
	renting again in no time. That mindset motivated him to work
	extremely hard, placing a premium on his time. 
	

	
	As the sole breadwinner, the responsibility fell
	squarely on his shoulders to make sure their futures were well
	provided for. 
	

	
	Charles did an excellent job building the family nest
	egg. His success was commendable. But what a terrible price he paid
	for it all.

	
	Calloway thought about his future with Cell-U-Loss
	International. He decided on the plane that he would stay on as a
	representative for the time being. Though his heart was no longer in
	it, with everything else taken away from him in a split second’s
	time, it would give him some sense of normalcy. 
	

	
	Calloway had just over $57,000 in the bank, plus some
	investments. He wondered if they were even safe. If not, he’d
	just have to accept it for what it was and do his best to move on. 
	

	
	With his monthly expenses totaling $7,500 per
	month—$4,000 for the mortgage payment alone—if he quit
	his business now, he’d be destitute in no time. 
	

	
	With millions of people suddenly gone, the real estate
	market was sure to keep plummeting with no end in sight. He wondered
	if his house would be worth what he’d paid for it? He
	seriously doubted it. 
	

	
	“Oh well,” was all he could think to say.
	It was what it was...

	
	The shuttle driver drove across the causeway leading to
	Siesta Key Beach. Calloway’s heart nearly pounded through his
	shirt. 
	

	
	Pulling into his driveway, an eerie feeling overcame
	him. The moment he’d been dreading for ten days was upon him. 
	

	
	“That’ll be two-hundred and sixty dollars
	please.” 
	

	
	Calloway gasped, “How much?” 
	

	
	The driver pointed to the fare screen.

	
	“Gee, does that include a tip?”

	
	The driver all but rolled his eyes. 
	

	
	A lump formed in his throat. The pocket money he
	brought to New York was just about gone. Charles handed the man
	three crisp hundred dollar-bills. “Give me
	twenty back.”

	
	The driver complied. “Thanks, pal,” he
	said, putting the car in drive and speeding off. Cheapskate!

	
	Under normal circumstances, Calloway would have tried
	recruiting him into his business, by promising to work with him
	one-on-one so that he, too, could have a beautiful home like this
	someday. Normally, Charles was a recruiting machine! But not now, he
	thought, fishing inside his pants pocket for his keys. 
	

	
	Calloway stood at the front door. His legs turned into
	jelly. He opened the door and was greeted by a nasty stench.
	Probably trash in the kitchen,
	he thought. 
	

	
	If anything, it further confirmed what he already knew.
	Had Monique been here, the smell attacking his nostrils wouldn’t
	be. His shoulders slumped, and his knees weakened all the more.

	
	Closing the door behind him, he heard music playing.
	Must be
	Frances’ radio. She always
	forgot to turn it off. 
	

	
	Charles went into his eldest daughter’s bedroom.
	Sure enough, the noise was coming from her radio. Charles turned it
	off, then searched for clothing on the floor that would confirm his
	daughter’s whereabouts ten days ago. He found none. 
	

	
	Was she even at home at the time? He wondered. 
	

	
	Calloway started his dreadful search for his family’s
	remains. Entering the kitchen, his heart nearly stopped beating. 
	

	
	Monique’s clothing, wedding ring and a few other
	pieces of jewelry—items he’d purchased over the
	years—littered the floor. 
	

	
	A tear escaped his eye. It was official. Monique was
	gone and there was nothing he could do to bring her back. 
	

	
	Charles dropped to his knees and sobbed uncontrollably.
	It was an
	awful, guttural sob that forced its way up from the deepest bowels
	of his being. 
	

	
	He fell
	prostate on the kitchen floor. “Please God, take the pain
	away. I’m begging You!” 
	

	
	He lay still for the longest time, before finally
	regaining the strength to continue his search. 
	

	
	Charles counted five Styrofoam plates on the counter
	with moldy peanut butter and jelly sandwiches and potato chips on
	them. Apparently, Monique was preparing lunch for the children when
	the Rapture took place. At least the ants were enjoying them. 
	

	
	A lump formed in his throat. Why weren’t there
	six plates? Perhaps Monique wasn’t making a sandwich for
	herself? After all, she was on a diet. 
	

	
	Her laptop computer was on the kitchen table, which
	explained her Facebook post two minutes before the disappearances. 
	

	
	Entering the family room, children’s clothing was
	scattered everywhere. The heartbroken man collapsed to the floor
	again. His sobs were even louder this time. 
	

	
	Through tear-blurred vision, Calloway counted five
	areas of body-less clothing. His oldest son, CJ’s, clothing
	littered the couch. Baby Terrell’s remains were also there,
	including a soiled diaper. 
	

	
	Apparently, he was cuddling with his big brother at the
	time. 
	

	
	He saw the twins’ clothing on the floor in front
	of the television. It figured. Sharneece and Veronica did everything
	together. 
	

	
	Finally, he saw Frances’ clothing littering the
	love seat. So, she was home! They
	were probably watching TV at the time. 
	

	
	Charles thought it
	ironic that, despite the agony, he was comforted knowing everyone
	was home when it happened. It gave him a
	small, yet eerie, sense of closure. Thankfully, God had spared him
	this additional pain and suffering. 
	

	
	Gathering his wife’s and kids’ remains, his
	heart ached for Tamika Moseley. She never found her loved ones’
	remains. But certainly not for a lack of effort on her part. She
	searched everywhere, to no avail. 
	

	
	Calloway feared she would never know where her family
	was on that fateful day. She
	desperately needed Jesus. 
	

	
	Charles went back to the kitchen. Had Monique been
	cooking a hot meal instead of making peanut butter and jelly
	sandwiches, the house probably would have burnt to the ground. 
	

	
	So many appliances could have been turned on at the
	time of the Rapture that easily could have ended in disaster.
	Frances could have been blow-drying her hair, Monique could have
	been vacuuming the carpeted areas of the house, or a myriad of other
	things could have been running at the time. 
	

	
	Bottom line: when appliances were running, it was
	always best to have someone using them. 
	

	
	Charles placed the soiled diaper and moldy, ant-covered
	PB&J sandwiches in a plastic bag and tossed them into a large
	trash can out back. He noticed the pool water was filthy. 
	

	
	Upon taking a closer look, everything seemed to be in
	running order. The self-cleaning vacuum raced off in all directions
	as it always did, looking for dirt to consume like a stingray
	looking for food in the ocean. Power must
	have been out for several days for the pool to be this dirty.
		

	
	Calloway craned his neck back to survey the exterior of
	the house. Everything appeared to be okay. He went back inside and
	reached for his phone. When Brian Mulrooney answered, Charles was
	sobbing.

	
	“Are you okay, Charles?”

	
	“They’re gone. This is even harder than I
	thought it would be. I feel so numb.” There was silence. Then
	soft sniffling. 
	

	
	“What can I do for you?” Brian could feel
	his friend’s pain. 
	

	
	“Just pray.”

	
	“Let’s pray now.”

	
	Calloway closed his eyes and Brian prayed until he was
	convinced his spiritual mentor was okay. “Let’s do this
	every day.”

	
	“I would like that, Brian. Thanks for being a
	good friend.”

	
	When the call ended, Charles took both his and Richard
	Figueroa’s luggage upstairs and changed into something more
	comfortable. 
	

	
	Pulling a University of Georgia T-shirt over his head,
	he looked in the mirror. Memories of Monique flooded his mind again.
	
	

	
	Once again, tears streamed down his cheeks one after
	another. He sat on the bed. It took losing his wife to realize she
	was the best thing to ever happen to him. He felt so unworthy of the
	love she’d always showered upon him, despite his many
	now-glaring shortcomings in life. 
	

	
	“I’m so
	sorry, Monique,” he said, through his tears. “Please
	forgive me.”
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	TWO WEEKS BEFORE CHRISTMAS

	

	

	SALVADOR
	ROMANERO WAS IN Washington, D.C. After a full morning of surveying
	some of the damage that had besieged the capital city last month, he
	was taken to the White House to meet with President Danforth. 
	

	
	This was Romanero’s first trip to America since
	the disappearances, and only his third ever visit to the United
	States. His first trip was 22 years ago, at the ripe young age of
	eight, when he competed in an international soccer tournament. 
	

	
	Not surprisingly, his team came away as the victors. 
	

	
	His last trip to America was four years back, when he
	attended a secret society meeting in a clandestine location in
	central Oregon. Only a handful of people knew who he was at that
	time or that he was even in the United States. 
	

	
	It was there that the wheels of progress started
	turning for Salvador Romanero, even if slowly at first. 
	

	
	More than two million people lined the national mall
	this day, to catch a glimpse of the young phenom. The crowd was so
	massive that it looked like a Presidential Inauguration Day. It
	stretched far beyond the National Monument. This had become Salvador
	Romanero’s new normal. 
	

	
	Large projection screens lined the national mall for
	the benefit of his adoring public. Much like the twelve other
	countries he’d
	visited the past two weeks, Romanero pledged his
	undying support to American leaders to do anything he could to help
	their nation back to her feet as quickly as possible. 
	

	
	His address was constantly interrupted with chants of,
	“Salvador! Salvador! Salvador!” 
	

	
	With the Christmas season fast approaching, Romanero
	ended his speech by focusing on the still out-of-control suicide
	problem, especially among the youth. 
	

	
	President Danforth knew it was no coincidence that
	Romanero chose to dwell on this topic in America. He also knew the
	press would have a field day with it, comparing Romanero’s
	approach to his, which, ultimately would lead back to the First
	Lady’s suicide attempt on Thanksgiving Day.

	
	Just perfect!

	
	After his speech, as Romanero dined with President
	Danforth, city workers began removing the large projection screens
	from the national mall. Instead of dispersing, the crowd raged on
	all the more, “Salvador! Salvador! Salvador!” 
	

	
	The noise practically shook the White House
	foundations, rattling President Danforth’s nerves all the
	more. He
	grimaced, and his lips pressed together. And
	if that wasn’t enough, well-known celebrities, star athletes,
	business moguls and religious leaders—desperate to partner
	with Romanero in any capacity—dominated the airwaves and
	internet, pleading with all who were feeling suicidal to hang in
	there, that the best was yet to come. 
	

	
	Come nightfall, toll free numbers would be answered by
	these well-known individuals. Others created chat rooms offering
	what they hoped to be a safe haven for anyone feeling suicidal. 
	

	
	The Miracle Maker had
	struck again. 
	

	
	After lunch Romanero met with some of the President’s
	top cabinet members. They listened as the young Spaniard waxed
	poetic in his deep,
	cultured voice, sharing what he thought
	was needed to ensure humanity’s future survival. 
	

	
	Despite his charm and charisma, President Danforth
	remained unmoved by him. It was evident that Romanero was out to
	ensnare the entire world with his one-world government nonsense. He
	didn’t give a hoot about the personal freedoms or civil
	liberties of those who placed patriotism to country above globalism.
	
	

	
	Why couldn’t world leaders see that they were
	being blinded by his strong hypnotic powers, without the slightest
	regard to where it would all lead?

	
	The President looked around the room wondering who, if
	anyone, from his administration had quietly sided with Romanero. He
	was certain there were some. 
	

	
	The way they openly pined for his attention, despite
	that their boss staunchly opposed him, was quite unsettling. He
	couldn’t help but wonder how many would jump ship if push ever
	came to shove? 
	

	
	President Danforth knew Aaron Gillespie was still with
	him. Vice President Everett Ashford too. Aside from them, it was
	difficult knowing who would remain loyal to the U.S. and who would
	not. Clearly a rift was developing within his administration,
	upsetting his stomach all the more. 
	

	
	Perhaps Romanero would bribe them by promising
	high-paying positions just to lure them in. 
	

	
	Time would tell... 
	

	
	After the meeting, President Danforth and Salvador
	Romanero dined together at the White House. The First Lady declined
	to join them. Refused was more like it. She couldn’t stand
	being in Romanero’s presence. 
	

	
	During the meal, both men smiled for the cameras, but
	clearly they weren’t on the same page. Perhaps if the young
	Spaniard wasn’t out to take his position as leader of the free
	world, things might be different between them. After all, he was
	bold, daring, and a risk taker; qualities the President himself
	possessed in great quantities and openly admired in others. 
	

	
	But beneath the surface, there was something unsettling
	about his European visitor that made the hair on the back of his
	neck stand at full attention. The President
	felt like he
	was harboring the enemy, which, in fact, he was. 
	

	
	Romanero knew the American President would
	never submit to his authority or to a one-world government. If
	the roles were reversed, I surely wouldn’t do it, the
	thirty-year-old man thought.
	But the roles aren’t reversed. This is my time
	to shine, not his! 
	

	
	After dinner, Romanero was taken to the Blair House
	across the street from the White House, which was used to house
	foreign dignitaries. 
	

	
	President Danforth was just thankful he was out of the
	White House. But with tens of thousands of Americans still outside
	chanting, “Salvador! Salvador! Salvador!” his inner
	trembling continued. 
	

	
	Romanero, on the other hand, allowed himself to bathe
	in it. Had he run for the highest office of any country, including
	America, who could challenge him? The answer was obvious: no one. 
	

	
	But leading a single country wasn’t part of his
	agenda. He wanted to rule the entire planet. 
	

	
	Romanero
	was headed to New York City in the morning for an
	afternoon session at UN Headquarters, before flying to Los Angeles.
	After that, he was off to Tokyo, Japan. 
	

	
	Everyone wanted a piece of the man. It was difficult
	imagining just how quickly Salvador Romanero had risen high above
	the landscape of humanity to become the most popular person on the
	planet, perhaps even in the history of the world. 
	

	
	Even scarier was
	that this was just the beginning...
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	CHARLES CALLOWAY
	NEARLY JUMPED for joy when he was notified on his mobile device that
	he’d received a text message from someone at
	www.lsarglobal.org, requesting a
	conference with him on Skype. Funnily enough, he was in the process
	of emailing them again for the seventh time since discovering the
	website when the text message came through. 
	

	
	Calloway replied:
	Sure. Any time’s good for me.

	
	Clayton Holmes
	replied: No time like the present, right? Already online. Here’s
	my temporary Skype name. Add me.

	
	Calloway did as he
	was instructed. Almost immediately, he was invited to a video call.
	Two men appeared on his laptop screen, sitting side-by-side. 
	

	
	“Hey,
	Charles. My name’s Clayton Holmes and this is my good friend
	and co-founder of the website, Travis Hartings.” 
	

	
	“Nice to meet
	you, gentlemen,” Calloway said. So,
	you’re the voice, huh? 
	

	
	“Likewise,”
	the two men said in unison. 
	

	
	Clayton Holmes was
	a giant of a man. The 49-year-old African-American man stood a
	towering 6'5" with a head full of tightly coiled, thick black
	hair. Weighing 270 pounds, he looked like an NFL offensive lineman.
	Those who knew him described him as a “gentle giant.” 
	

	
	That is, until
	someone dared mess with him. Then he had a retaliatory glare that
	would sober up any potential troublemaker. 
	

	
	Travis Hartings, on
	the other hand, had an average height and build. On the lean side,
	the Caucasian man stood 5'10" and weighed 180 pounds. Now 50,
	the hair on his head was almost completely gray. He had green eyes
	and a salt-and-pepper finely groomed beard and mustache. He wore
	eyeglasses. 
	

	
	“We only have
	a few moments to spare,” Travis Hartings said. “but I
	must say, you’re quite persistent.”

	
	Calloway chuckled, “Especially
	when I know what I want.”

	
	“And what is
	it you want from us, Mister Calloway?”

	
	“To be part
	of what you’re doing.”

	
	“Naturally,
	we’re encouraged hearing this, but we need to be extremely
	careful with whom we associate ourselves. As you might imagine,”
	Travis Hartings said in a cultured southern drawl, “we’ve
	been bombarded with tens of thousands of emails from visitors to the
	site, both good and bad.” 
	

	
	“Can’t
	say I’m surprised. The moment I saw your website I felt I was
	meant to meet you guys and join forces, so to speak.”

	
	“We have a
	lofty plan, Mister Calloway, one that’ll require the help of
	many to carry out. After doing a little digging into your past,”
	Clayton Holmes said, “perhaps you can help us. Your father was
	a pastor, right?”

	
	“Yes, in
	Atlanta.” They’ve
	been stalking me? Oddly
	enough, Calloway wasn’t offended. Nor did he feel his rights
	had been violated. This
	was a whole new world. “Where
	are you guys from?”

	
	“We can’t
	disclose that to you at this time. Ever since the site went live,
	we’ve received countless death threats from visitors. Truth
	is, we’re taking a huge risk just showing our faces on cam.
	Trust must come hard for now. We plan to be very selective when
	choosing others to help us.” 
	

	
	“I
	understand. Just hope I’m one of them.” 
	

	
	“That much is up to God. For
	now, we’ll keep digging into your past,” Clayton Holmes
	said unapologetically, “and praying for God’s wisdom
	when it comes to sharing future plans with you or anyone else for
	that matter.” 
	

	
	“Can I ask?”
	
	

	
	“Go on...”

	
	Calloway paused.
	“How can the two of you possibly know so much about these
	times after being left behind with the rest of us?”

	
	Travis Hartings
	laughed, “I’m not the expert. He is,” he said,
	elbowing Clayton Holmes. “But what I can say is prior to the
	Rapture, I wanted nothing to do with anything religious. I was V.P.
	of production at a large manufacturing company. Growing companies
	and increasing profits was what I did best. That all changed in the
	twinkling of an eye.

	
	“When Clayton
	explained the Rapture to me saying only the real Christians were
	taken, I flat-out refused to believe him. How could that be when he
	was the godliest
	man I’d ever known. 
	

	
	“If Jesus
	came back for His Church like he kept saying, why was Clayton still
	here? After reading the Bible together for three straight days, God
	opened my spiritual eyes and it started to make perfect sense to
	me.” 
	

	
	“Okay, so if
	you’re the expert,” Charles said to Clayton, “why
	are you still here?”

	
	“Fair
	question. It wasn’t that God had made a mistake with me,”
	Holmes declared, in that deep booming voice Calloway had heard every
	day since visiting the site. “God never makes mistakes! Sure,
	I proclaimed to be a Christian and a devout student of the Bible. I
	understood what conversion meant, but I was too busy teaching others
	the Word of God that I forget to apply it to my own life. 
	

	
	“It’s
	like I thought I was above salvation or something. The reason I’m
	sitting here talking to you is that my Christianity was more
	outwardly than inwardly. How arrogant I was! 
	

	
	“Six years
	ago, after many years of studying eschatology, I reached the height
	of arrogance when I began working on a prophecy web site. It was
	originally titled, www.chups.com, a synonym for Clayton
	Holmes’ Ultimate Prophecy Site.
	Imagine that?” 
	

	
	Calloway saw the
	shamed expression on Holmes’ sullen face. 
	

	
	“When, to my
	great surprise, I wasn’t taken with the Church, I quickly
	repented of my sins then worked double-time to get this web site
	finished. First thing I did was change the name. 
	

	
	“Then I
	removed all the bells and whistles, stripping it down to the bare
	essentials where it should have been all along. I made it all about
	me when it should’ve been about Him all along,” Holmes
	said, pointing his finger skyward.

	
	Shaking his head,
	he said, “Whenever I think of the old name, I wanna vomit. The
	old site was dedicated more to myself than to my Lord and Savior.
	Guess you can say pride kept me from knowing the Truth. How could
	God fill me when I was so full of myself? 
	

	
	“Jesus said
	in Revelation chapter three, verse twenty that we were to be hot or
	cold. Those who are lukewarm He would spit out of His mouth. That’s
	exactly how I felt that day, like Jesus spit me out of His mouth.”
	
	

	
	Calloway sighed, “I
	know how you feel, except I don’t even think I was lukewarm.”
	
	

	
	“Much like
	the Pharisees in the days of Jesus, I looked the part of someone who
	many considered righteous in the eyes of the One True God. But the
	fact that I’m still here is all the proof I need that I
	wasn’t. Praise God for second chances, right?”

	
	“Amen to
	that!” Calloway exclaimed.

	
	“My lack of
	belief and great pride have cost me dearly. Now, instead of being
	part of the Church Age—an age that officially ended at the
	Rapture—I’m forced to suffer along with everyone else as
	a Tribulation saint. That’s what we Christ followers are
	called in the Bible after the peace treaty’s been signed
	between the Antichrist and Israel. Now that my eyes have been fully
	opened, I will show no fear when sharing the Gospel with others.”
	
	

	
	“What about
	this Salvador Romanero fellow?”

	
	“Off the
	record,” Holmes said, “I’m convinced he’s
	the Antichrist. But I won’t post my thoughts on the site until
	I’m one-hundred percent certain. If he announces a peace
	treaty signing with Israel, I’ll be the first to expose him
	for the fraud that he is.”

	
	“Won’t
	that be dangerous?”

	
	“Yes, it will. But if
	I lose my life as a result, so be it. Like the
	Apostle Paul said in Philippians one, verse twenty-one, ‘For
	me, to live is Christ and to die is gain.’”

	
	“As
	you can see,” Hartings said, admiring his partner’s
	bravery, “Clayton is clearly the front man of this
	organization and spiritual adviser. I’m more of the business
	facilitator and organizer. I prefer working behind the scenes.”

	
	Calloway said, “You
	make good business partners.” 
	

	
	“Time
	will tell. But I sure hope so, because more than a million people
	have already visited the site. Nearly a hundred thousand have
	requested prayer. So many are desperate to fellowship with other new
	believers around the world.”

	
	“That’s
	awesome,” said Calloway. 
	

	
	“Indeed, it
	is. With our database growing exponentially, we need to find a way
	to capitalize on such a blessing. I keep warning Clayton that if we
	don’t get organized soon, we’ll have no chance at
	survival. The enemy will crush us before we can even put up a
	fight.” 
	

	
	Travis Hartings straightened up in his chair. “Besides
	raising much-needed capital to help reach others for Christ, much
	money will be needed for the housing of outlaw believers. So much
	needs to be done. The key, of course, is knowing who we can trust,
	especially as time marches on.”

	
	Clayton Holmes weighed in,
	“We’re
	mindful that having a web site like this will ultimately make us
	marked men. But we don’t care. Travis and I consider it an
	honor to suffer for the glory of God. But we need more people like
	us. The only way we can pose a challenge to the enemy is if
	thousands of others are bold like us!”

	
	“Count
	me in, gentlemen,” Charles said. “I want to be a part of
	what you’re doing.” 
	

	
	Travis Hartings said, “As
	we prayerfully consider the possibility of your involvement, don’t
	be dismayed if you don’t hear from us anytime soon. But rest
	assured knowing you’ll hear from us at some point one way or
	the other.” 
	

	
	“Thanks
	for the advance warning.”

	
	“My pleasure, Charles. In
	closing, please tell no one about this call. And don’t try
	calling this Skype
	address.
	In fact, delete it from your list. It will expire at the end of the
	day.” 
	

	
	“Okay,”
	Calloway said. What else could he say?

	
	“Until you hear from us
	again, may
	God continue to bless and keep you, Charles.”

	
	“Same
	to you, gentlemen.”

	
	At that the
	conference ended. 
	

	
	Calloway’s
	mind was full of questions he wanted
	to ask them. He knew the first of the Four Horsemen described in
	Revelation six was the Antichrist. But when would the other three
	appear on the world stage? What were the Twenty-One Judgments of
	God? When will the 144,000 in chapter seven of the Book of
	Revelation be revealed? What about the Two Witnesses? And
	on and on. 
	

	
	Perhaps
	next time.
	
	

	
	Charles bowed his
	head: “Lord Father God, please open this door for me. Thy will
	be done.” Not knowing what else to say, he said, “I ask
	these things in Your Son’s precious name, Amen.”
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	CHRISTMAS
	EVE

	

	

	CHRISTMAS
	TREES WERE APLENTY. With so much snow in so many places, even in
	places where it rarely fell, an immediate air of ambiance was
	present. 
	

	
	Normally, this would be enough to put anyone in the
	mood for Christmas. There was nothing like sitting near a warm
	fireplace sipping hot cocoa, staring at colorful lights on a
	Christmas tree while listening to Christmas music, as snow fell
	silently outside. 
	

	
	Snow, especially, elevated everyone’s euphoria a
	few notches. But not this year. 
	

	
	In countries where Christmas was celebrated, tree
	farmers and vendors alike were financially devastated. So many had
	made large non-refundable deposits on Christmas trees long before
	the disappearances. Because many had sunk their entire life savings
	into the venture, they had no choice but try recouping their
	investments. 
	

	
	To their great dismay, most weren’t in the mood
	this year. 
	

	
	“Maybe next year,” had become the norm in
	most circles. 
	

	
	Far too many trees had been cut down. They lay in
	stores and parking lots, where they would remain unsold. They would
	have been better left untouched.

	
	Besides, with no children around, why decorate the
	house for nothing? Who would appreciate the bright lights? Most
	agreed that decorating the house would be a total waste of time and
	electricity. 
	

	
	Some went against the advice of most and decided to
	decorate anyway, if only to give them a slight sense of
	normalcy—even if jaded—and something to do. 
	

	
	Most, however, weren’t up to the grueling task of
	“doing” Christmas this year. It was just too painful. 
	

	
	Traditionally, nearly half of all annual revenues were
	generated this time of the year. Retailers had successfully hijacked
	Christmas long ago, by tricking many into thinking December 25th
	was all about Santa Claus, Frosty the Snowman, Jingle
	Bells and shopping till you drop. 
	

	
	Instead of celebrating the birth of Jesus Christ, this
	blatant commercialism had transformed the holiday season into the
	ultimate shopping extravaganza, thus ruining it. But not this year. 
	

	
	Toys crowded shelves in boarded up stores everywhere,
	begging for a child to play with—any child—to no avail.
	With no customer base to tap into, most toy stores hadn’t
	reopened since the disappearances. Those that did were now paying
	the price. 
	

	
	Even if children somehow repopulated the Earth in the
	not-too-distant future, how could they possibly stay afloat until
	such a time came? 
	

	
	If it came...

	
	Not only did toys crowd shelves in stores, warehouses
	were filled to the brim with countless billions of dollars worth of
	unshipped toys, sporting goods equipment, electronics and children’s
	clothing. 
	

	
	Manufacturers had invested billions up front before the
	Rapture, anticipating tripling or quadrupling their investments.
	Countries like China, Taiwan, Japan and the United States—the
	world’s largest toy and clothing manufacturers—were the
	hardest hit. 
	

	
	Consequently, Toys for Tots, Make-A-Wish Foundation,
	and all other non-profit organizations, were essentially out of
	business for the foreseeable future. Who wanted to donate time or
	money for children’s causes now? What sense did that make? 
	

	
	And with theme parks still closed indefinitely,
	companies like Disney, Six Flags, Universal Studios and Busch
	Gardens were financially devastated. Their stocks were suddenly
	worthless. 
	

	
	Would they ever reopen? 
	

	
	It was still too soon to tell... 
	

	
	The entire business world, as a whole, was in a
	whirlwind of trouble. No one knew for sure if the trillion-dollar
	cash infusion into the world’s banking institutions would
	serve to boost the world economy. After nearly a month, there was
	only slight growth to speak of. 
	

	
	And with so many savings and loan banks closing their
	doors forever, it was next to impossible for business owners—even
	those with exceptional credit scores—to secure loans of any
	size, let alone have insurance companies insure them. 
	

	
	In many cases, there was nothing to lend. It would get
	worse. 
	

	
	As strange as Thanksgiving was last month in America,
	it couldn’t compare to now. Christmas was a global holiday
	which always brought out the child even in most grownups. 
	

	
	With no children around to emulate, why be childlike? 
	

	
	Everyone was forced into total seriousness. 
	

	
	Despite all the good that Salvador Romanero had done in
	the world, most were still struggling to define their “new
	normal” in life, filling the air with yet another burst of
	uncertainty this Christmas Eve.

	
	As the song said, “Christmas is for children,”
	in most people’s minds Christmas ceased to exist the day the
	children vanished. 
	

	
	Those who were still on Earth failed to realize that,
	while Christmas may have been for children, in the final analysis,
	children were secondary when compared to the real Reason for the
	blessed holiday. 
	

	
	The birth of Jesus was what had spawned the holiday for
	Christians in the first place. 
	

	
	He was the true
	Christmas Child...
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	BUT NOT ALL WAS bad
	this Christmas Eve. New believers crammed churches and makeshift
	churches worldwide to celebrate the birth of the King this night. 
	

	
	With power still
	out in some places, many were forced to conduct services by
	candlelight. With countless billions of candles already burned this
	past month, worldwide, candle supplies were rapidly dwindling. For
	those without power who didn’t have backup generators or
	fireplaces, candlelight was their main source of light. Candle
	makers worked around the clock replenishing supplies but couldn’t
	keep up with the demand. 
	

	
	Nevertheless, with
	one heartbeat, new Christ followers sang heartfelt songs to the Lord
	Jesus Christ in their native tongues on this celebrated day of His
	birth. Songs like Santa Claus is Coming to Town, Rudolph the
	Red-Nosed Reindeer and Jingle Bell Rock weren’t
	among the consortium of songs being sung. 
	

	
	Many tears fell, as
	new believers finally understood the real message, the true meaning
	of Christmas. 
	

	
	As Christmas Eve
	turned into Christmas Day in much of the world, Christmas Eve
	services were just beginning in America. 
	

	
	Brian Mulrooney was
	parked outside Southeast Michigan Evangelical Church, in Sterling
	Heights, Michigan—a small town just north of Detroit—waiting
	for Jacquelyn Swindell to arrive. 
	

	
	After miraculously
	receiving a check from his now-bankrupt insurance company, and being
	fully relieved of his previous automobile loan, he was able to
	purchase a pre-owned Hyundai Sonata.

	
	Windshield wipers
	on, Brian kept a steady lookout for Jacquelyn’s red SUV. But
	the falling snow rendered the wipers useless at times. As soon as
	snow was cleared away, it came right back. 
	

	
	Four more inches of the white
	shroud was still expected. Maybe more. It was beautiful to look at,
	but difficult to navigate when driving. As it was, Brian nearly
	wrecked his car twice while en route to the church. Treacherous as
	it was, staying home wasn’t an option. 
	

	
	Nothing would stop him this
	night. Or no one, including Renate! 
	

	
	Jacquelyn
	pulled into the church parking lot ten minutes before six. Brian
	wrapped his left arm around her back for added support, so she
	wouldn’t slip and fall in the snow if the crutch in her left
	hand gave way. They made their way inside and
	found a place to sit near the front of the sanctuary. 
	

	
	With fifteen
	hundred people expected, many would be forced into the aisle-ways.
	But no one would mind. 
	

	
	For
	new believers in Christ Jesus, church was the place to be. Of
	course, had they understood the real meaning of Christmas prior to
	the Rapture, they would all be comforted with friends and relatives
	in Heaven instead of preparing for the worst times the world would
	ever encounter. 
	

	
	Brian and Jacquelyn
	first started attending Southeast Michigan Evangelical Church three
	weeks ago. Prior to the Rapture, this was where Jacquelyn’s
	brother, Dennis Legler, had served as youth pastor for eight years.
	Everyone left behind spoke glowingly of Dennis and Michele. 
	

	
	“I knew them both very
	well,” said one church member to Jacquelyn. “Your
	brother and sister in law were true warriors for Christ. They were
	instrumental in the church’s overall growth. I was once part
	of their life group. Never took it too seriously though. But I
	always thought they made the perfect Christian couple.” 
	

	
	Jacquelyn was deeply touched by
	her words. The only drawback was that it made her wish she’d
	paid more attention when Dennis and Michele shared the Gospel with
	her all those times.

	
	Brian wondered what it was like
	to be a Christian couple. It sounded so comforting, so assuring. Now
	that he was a believer, that’s exactly what he wanted; someone
	he could pray with, study God’s Word with, be totally
	transparent with, without the need for secrecy. 
	

	
	These were things he didn’t
	have with Renate. Strangely enough, though only friends, he had all
	these things with Jacquelyn. 
	

	
	Was this realization a sign from
	God? 
	

	
	Brian and Jacquelyn weren’t
	surprised to learn most members at SMEC had vanished last November.
	But there were some surprises. 
	

	
	One was assistant pastor Jim
	Simonton. Most were shocked that he was still among them. After
	fasting for three straight days and repenting before his Maker,
	Simonton was unanimously voted in as SMEC’s new lead pastor. 
	

	
	In his first sermon, he
	explained to the congregation, “Now that I’ve been truly
	converted, I plan on preaching the true Gospel from this pulpit, and
	no longer the watered-down version I preached for far too long. 
	

	
	“The end result of my
	weakness over the years is that many I had prayed with to receive
	Jesus as Lord and Savior before the Rapture were also left behind.
	Many of you are here tonight. The reason you
	took it so lightly is that I
	took it so lightly!

	
	“Guess you could say I was
	a false convert breeding other false converts; a spiritually dead
	sinner praying for others to be reborn, when I was just as lost as
	the next person.”

	
	Pastor Jim shook his head; his
	face was covered in shame. “I had made a complete mockery of
	the Word of God. The price of my foolishness has cost me dearly.
	Instead of being part of the Church Age, which ended at the Rapture,
	like you, I’ll be invited to the Wedding Supper of the Lamb. 
	

	
	“I still don’t
	understand what it all means, but what I do know is that I’d
	rather be part of the Bride of Christ than to be an invited guest at
	the Wedding Supper. But it’s too late; that time has passed.”
	Pastor Simonton buried his face in his hands for the longest time
	weeping. The pain in his heart was palpable. 
	

	
	After a while, he was finally
	able to regain his composure, “From this point forward, as I
	diligently seek answers to this most troubling question, you can
	expect me to preach the true Gospel of Jesus Christ, day and night
	from this pulpit, until the very last person hearing my voice
	understands it! Anyone rejecting the message will have to answer to
	God. But my days of time-constraints and watered-down preaching are
	over!” 
	

	
	This was something Simonton
	repeated each time he preached. As a result, hundreds of new
	conversions had taken place at SMEC since the Rapture. Brian
	rejoiced for each of them. The Holy Spirit was alive and well at
	Southeast Michigan Evangelical Church. 
	

	
	Brian’s joy knew no bounds
	two Sundays ago when Jacquelyn reached for her crutch at the end of
	the service and limped to the altar. After hearing the Gospel
	preached for three straight hours, God opened her eyes and ears and
	Jacquelyn received Christ as Lord and Savior. 
	

	
	When she returned to her seat,
	she looked completely transformed. It was as if she’d
	just been given a priceless treasure. 
	

	
	Brian knew exactly how she felt
	and was moved to tears. 
	

	
	He also felt relieved. First and
	foremost because Jacquelyn finally had eternal assurance. The other
	reason was, until that moment, he was still reeling from the huge
	bombshell he dropped on her head last month, when he told Jacquelyn
	her late husband was doomed for all eternity. 
	

	
	All guilt vanished that day. 
	

	
	As the
	snow fell steadily outside, the congregation continued to swell
	inside. More than 1,500 people spent nearly two hours worshiping the
	Lord in song before Jim Simonton delved into his message. And what a
	message it was! 
	

	
	Pastor
	Simonton didn’t hold back on anything. His topic was, Are
	you ready to die for Jesus? 
	

	
	He ended
	his two-hour sermon by saying, “Make no mistake: the freedom
	we have to worship in this church won’t last. The time is
	fast-approaching when we Tribulation saints—a title we’ll
	be given after the signing of the peace treaty—will suffer
	more persecution for our faith in God than any other group of
	believers in history, not counting the Jews. There’s no
	getting around it!

	
	“I
	don’t know about you, but I’d rather suffer temporary
	persecution from the enemy, intense as it will be, than to be thrown
	into hell for all eternity. We must never forget that we win in the
	end! As true believers, we must always cling to this eternal
	promise! You all know where I stand. Question is, where do you
	stand? If you haven’t already done so, I hope you choose Jesus
	before it’s too late!”

	
	As the congregation belted out
	the lyrics to O Come
	All Ye Faithful, more
	than 300 people, overcome by the power of the Holy Spirit, received
	Christ as Lord and Savior. 
	

	
	Everything in Brian Mulrooney
	sang out in celebration. He never felt this intense presence of the
	Holy Spirit in the Catholic Church. It wasn’t
	the music. It wasn’t
	the preaching. It was the Spirit of the Most High God dwelling among
	them. It was the most amazing sensation. 
	

	
	When they sang the chorus for
	the last time, “Oh come let us adore Him, Oh come let us adore
	Him, Oh come let us adore Him, Christ the Lord,” there wasn’t
	a dry eye anywhere in the sanctuary. 
	

	
	But Southeast Michigan
	Evangelical Church wasn’t the only church experiencing God’s
	peace that surpasses all understanding in this strange, new,
	apocalyptic world. 
	

	
	Churches worldwide were
	experiencing similar results. Atheists were being saved. Agnostics
	were being saved. Muslims were being saved. Buddhists were being
	saved. Hindus were being saved. Protestants were being saved.
	Catholics were being saved. 
	

	
	Jews were being saved. Mormons
	were being saved. Jehovah’s Witnesses were being saved.
	Homosexuals were being saved. Alcoholics were being saved. Drug
	addicts were being saved. Convicts were being saved. Ex-Satan
	worshipers were being saved. 
	

	
	And on and on it went.

	
	Come next Sunday, church leaders
	would pick up where they’d left off, warning of the Antichrist
	who would soon emerge to deceive multitudes, but not tonight. 
	

	
	Tonight, it was all about
	celebrating Jesus. 
	

	
	As joyous as they were this
	night, it would be all uphill from here on out… 
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	WITH
	HER SHIFT OVER, Tamika Moseley drove to Mitzi’s
	Delicatessen for a bite to eat. 
	

	
	By choice, and thanks to her boss’ sincere
	understanding of her predicament, Tamika hadn’t taken a day
	off since Thanksgiving. Nor was she planning to anytime soon. If it
	were her choice to make, she would work double shifts seven days a
	week, so by the time she got home she’d be too exhausted to do
	anything else but sleep. 
	

	
	Sometimes her boss allowed her to work two shifts per
	day. Most times he didn’t. Today was one of those days. He
	appreciated her willingness and all, but enough was enough. 
	

	
	“What you need is sleep, not another shift,”
	he had said, staring at the deep bags under her eyes. 
	

	
	Visiting Craig Rubin in a crowded restaurant was the
	next best thing to working. Aside from caring for her pet Cocoa, the
	very thought of going back to an empty apartment filled Tamika with
	great angst. 
	

	
	She dined at Mitzi’s at least three times
	a week, usually for dinner. The rain check Rubin offered last month
	for returning his phone was paying huge dividends, in that Tamika
	only paid for one meal thus far; and only because Craig was called
	to the other deli in Brooklyn on that day. 
	

	
	The free meals came as a blessing because for every
	dollar she used to make in tip money, she now averaged about 10
	cents. And this meant the extended hours at work weren’t
	putting any extra cash in Tamika’s pocket. Cab fares were way
	up, but tips were way down. 
	

	
	But Tamika couldn’t fault her customers. Who
	could think of tipping generously with the outrageous cab fares her
	company now charged for rides? But the
	loss of tip money, plus the fact that she would no longer receive
	child support from Isaac, took a severe toll on her finances. 
	

	
	Craig and Tamika were similar in that Rubin also
	planned to work throughout the holidays. To lose a mother, best
	friend and restaurant all on the same day was a staggering blow for
	anyone to absorb. Even one month later, his older brother David
	still did his best to leave Craig feeling guilty over his mother’s
	death. 
	

	
	The unspoken word from David was, “Had you not
	taken yet another vacation—one that ironically ended before it
	ever started—Poppa would have been home with Momma that day
	instead of covering for you, and Momma wouldn’t have died of a
	heart attack!” 
	

	
	Craig knew it wasn’t his fault, but the guilt
	lingered. Keeping busy working 14-hour-shifts, seven days a week was
	the only thing that seemed to help. 
	

	
	Thankfully, Mitzi’s was one of the few
	businesses not completely pulverized last month. It was busy as
	ever. The business boom they experienced at the two remaining
	locations nearly made up for the lost revenues suffered in last
	month’s fire. 
	

	
	For that, the Rubins were grateful. 
	

	
	As much as Craig Rubin liked seeing Tamika, the only
	drawback was that it forced him to recount the tragic events of last
	month. Despite his best efforts to avoid the topic, having gone
	through hell with the woman and barely surviving, it was impossible
	to avoid discussing it. 
	

	
	Tamika noticed that
	whenever she mentioned Brian’s name, Craig would tense up and
	quickly changed the subject. It was as if he was silently distancing
	himself from Brian. Tamika knew it was because of the Gift Brian
	gave to him. But was this how one should treat a lifelong
	friend? 
	

	
	Tamika thought not. Yes, it had
	to be the Bible. At any rate, she admired Craig’s inner
	strength and determination. 
	

	
	Unlike him, she couldn’t
	just pick up the pieces and move on like he had apparently done. If
	anything, she felt lonelier and weaker and more hopeless with each
	new sunrise. 
	

	
	Unlike Craig, Tamika Moseley
	needed to know exactly what happened last month. Most importantly,
	she needed to know why it happened. 
	

	
	Until she found answers to these
	questions, she feared she would never rest again. Something had to
	happen soon in her pathetic life before it was too late, and she did
	the unthinkable. 
	

	
	As it was, she was barely
	hanging on...
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	CHARLES
	CALLOWAY WAS AN emotional wreck. Again. All alone inside his 4,000
	square-foot-home in Siesta Key Beach, he was doing his best to be
	joyous this Christmas Eve. 
	

	
	One minute his
	hands were raised high above his head, praising His Savior with all
	that was in him. The next minute he was on his knees sobbing
	uncontrollably, with visions of his family dancing in his head. 
	

	
	What he wouldn’t give to
	wrap his arms around his loved ones again. At one point, he grasped
	at the air pretending it was Monique. If they could somehow
	materialize, he would never let go again. 
	

	
	But they weren’t coming
	back, and Calloway knew it. This sobering realization caused his
	inner-torment to intensify to even greater heights. 
	

	
	He fought strong urges to leave
	Florida and travel to New York to visit Tamika Moseley, or perhaps
	fly to Michigan to spend time with Brian Mulrooney. He was even
	tempted to drive to Atlanta to spend Christmas with Santana Jiles at
	his late father’s church. 
	

	
	Calloway finally decided against
	it because he wanted this Christmas to be a special one between
	himself and Jesus, despite the intense agony. 
	

	
	Brian Mulrooney called earlier
	and did all he could to persuade his brother in Christ to go to his
	church in Sarasota, if only for the fellowship. Charles appreciated
	his concern, but he told Brian he wanted to stay home and read and
	study the Word of God without any distractions. 
	

	
	An hour and a half later
	Mulrooney called back. 
	

	
	When Charles answered, Brian
	said, “Since you’re not going to church, let me bring
	church to you, my dear brother.” 
	

	
	Instantly, Calloway heard many
	voices at Brian’s church praising their Savior. Charles
	dropped to his knees
	in his living room and lent his voice to the choir a thousand miles
	away. He then listened to Pastor Jim Simonton’s
	powerful sermon. It was both comforting and inspiring. 
	

	
	Brian was right. It
	was just what he needed. 
	

	
	During the service,
	Calloway checked his home church website and wasn’t surprised
	to learn that he wasn’t the only one left behind. One person,
	a man named Stephen Candelaria, whom Calloway did not know, posted a
	desperate plea on the church home page the day after the
	disappearances urging anyone still alive to contact him immediately.
	
	

	
	This meant Pastor Collins was
	gone. No big surprise there. 
	

	
	Calloway emailed Candelaria
	apologizing for taking so long to make contact. He explained that
	after being stranded in New York City for ten days, he felt led to
	hibernate in his house studying the Word of God day and night. 
	

	
	An hour later, Calloway heard
	back from him. Hi
	Charles. This is Stephen Candelaria from Sarasota Full Gospel
	Church. So nice to hear from you. Sort of, anyway. Some of us
	stopped by your house on numerous occasions last month to see if
	anyone was still alive. We also called every number we had on file,
	and even tried contacting Monique on social media. After not hearing
	back from her, we concluded that you were all taken in the Rapture.
	Am I to assume that only you were left behind? 
	

	
	Believe it or not, the church
	has grown exponentially since the disappearances. All we need now is
	someone to lead the flock. Now that you’re
	back in town, stop by at your earliest convenience. I’m
	sure we have much to discuss. Until then, may God bless and keep
	you. 
	

	
	Charles replied: Thanks
	for getting back to me, Stephen. Yes, I’m
	the only one still here. I’ll
	stop by before the new year. I look forward to it.

	
	Lead the flock, hmm...After
	reading the Word of God for four straight weeks, Calloway felt ready
	to share the Gospel with anyone within earshot. If God wanted him to
	be the new pastor at his church, or at his father’s church in
	Atlanta, he would obey the Call. 
	

	
	But more than
	anything, he wanted to hear back from Clayton Holmes and Travis
	Hartings. Clayton Holmes said on Skype they had lofty plans.
	Whatever those plans were, Calloway wanted in, no questions asked. 
	

	
	Regarding his
	future with Cell-U-Loss International, Calloway was still unsure.
	Earlier in the day, Jonathan Steinberg posted a video on the company
	website—his first communication since the
	disappearances—updating everyone still alive on the state of
	the company, so to speak. 
	

	
	The president of Cell-U-Loss
	confirmed that 493 of the 586 people who’d attended the
	seminar in New York City were accounted for. The other 93 vanished. 
	

	
	Thankfully, there wasn’t a
	single fatality among the group. Had any of the 493 survivors been
	outside the hotel at the time, perhaps many would have been killed
	in the aftermath. 
	

	
	The luncheon probably saved
	lives. 
	

	
	Overall, as far as Steinberg
	could tell, approximately 20 percent of the company were feared
	gone, either by death or disappearance. 
	

	
	Besides e-mailing and texting
	everyone, with some branches of the post office up and running
	again, certified letters were mailed to everyone they hadn’t
	yet heard from. 
	

	
	Before ending the call, the
	president of Cell-U-Loss declared that it was time to move on. 
	

	
	Calloway watched and could only
	shake his head. The fact that it was posted on Christmas Eve, of all
	days, really turned him off. He wondered how the man he greatly
	respected could be so businesslike at a time like this? Weren’t
	people’s lives more important than making money? 
	

	
	Apparently not to Jonathan
	Steinberg. The fact that his family had escaped last Saturday’s
	mayhem, apparently unscathed, gave him no reason to act so
	cavalierly on camera. Perhaps the confidence he exuded was merely an
	act to shield his growing fear that his precious company was in
	serious trouble and might not survive the aftermath. 
	

	
	Knowing Steinberg personally,
	Calloway knew this was a definite possibility. At any rate, if the
	numbers were correct and the company lost 20 percent of its
	people—including some of the company’s top reps and
	management—Charles surmised he would lose 20 percent of his
	income as a result. At least that much. Perhaps he would lose
	everything. 
	

	
	But Calloway wasn’t alone
	in this regard. Anyone owning a business faced this same staggering
	realization. Regardless of whether a person vanished last week or
	was killed, not only were they someone’s family members and
	friends; they were also someone’s customers. 
	

	
	Most businesses on the planet,
	after being dealt a serious blow, would never recover. Would
	Cell-U-Loss recover? Time would tell...

	
	One decision Calloway made was
	that he needed to sell his no longer dreamy “dream house”.
	No matter how dreadful the real estate market was, he feared it
	would only get worse. 
	

	
	Having a $4,000 monthly mortgage
	payment no longer seemed viable to him. If he only got half of what
	the house was worth, he would just about break even. Compared to
	everything else going on in the world, it sounded like a decent
	proposition. 
	

	
	Calloway needed to spend every
	penny wisely from here on out. His latest financial scare came
	earlier in the week when he went to Costco to stock up on necessary
	items he knew he would need. 
	

	
	What would have cost him $300
	prior to the Rapture now cost $1,600. Add to that the $260 shuttle
	fare from the airport and that would explain his growing uneasiness.
	
	

	
	Fearing it would only get worse,
	the last thing Charles Calloway needed was to be tied down to a
	hefty mortgage payment. 
	

	
	With law enforcement agencies
	extremely understaffed and home burglaries on the vast increase,
	what personal assurance did he have that his house would be safe if
	he went away on a trip? He had none. Even the state-of-the-art home
	security system that used to provide great comfort when he was away
	on a business trip could no longer be trusted. 
	

	
	And this meant selling his house
	as quickly as possible would be the best gift he could give himself
	this Christmas. He would visit his Realtor after the first of the
	year and put the house on the market. That is, if his real estate
	agent even survived last week’s mayhem. 
	

	
	If not, Calloway would just have
	to find someone else. Once sold, if sold, he would move into a less
	conspicuous rental property. Then he’d be free to go wherever
	the Lord wanted him to go… 
	

	
	But something else was feasting
	on Charles Calloway’s insides. It stemmed from something
	Pastor Jim Simonton had said in his sermon about the Church age
	officially ending at the Rapture. 
	

	
	Calloway knew from reading the
	Word of God and performing many online searches that the Church Age
	ended at the Rapture. What he didn’t understand was the
	difference between being part of the Bride of Christ versus being an
	invited guest at the Wedding Supper of the Lamb. 
	

	
	By being an invited guest only,
	did that mean he would function in a separate capacity than his
	family for all eternity, with no chance of being equal with them? 
	

	
	He didn’t know, but it
	sure sounded that way. 
	

	
	The already devastated man now
	had something else to lament over. 
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	CHRISTMAS
	DAY

	

	

	SALVADOR
	ROMANERO WAS ALONE inside his new residence in Madrid, Spain. The
	sprawling mansion on a hill was a Christmas gift given by one of
	Spain’s wealthiest families, who just happened to have close
	ties to the same secret society in which Romanero was a member.

	
	Sitting on the living room floor in the lotus position,
	Romanero looked like a human pretzel with one leg crossed over the
	other, arms resting freely on top of his knees. 
	

	
	On this “celebrated day” of Christ’s
	birth, Romanero was in a deep meditation. Completely surrounded by
	dark invisible forces, the soon-to-be leader of the world was
	receiving direct instructions from Satan himself. He saw great
	visions of the future, things that had never been accomplished
	before. 
	

	
	So long as Romanero remained
	obedient to the devil, and did everything that was expected of him,
	he would remain invincible. But without the Master Deceiver’s
	supernatural protection, Salvador Romanero was nothing more than
	another multi-talented human being. 
	

	
	In the spirit world, human
	genius counted for nothing. And this meant, as much as the Miracle
	Maker was deceiving the nations, Satan was deceiving him!

	
	Romanero remained in his
	meditative state for more than an hour. Now out of it, supernatural
	powers still pulsated through his veins. Each time he prayed to the
	Prince of Darkness, it seemed his strength increased tenfold. By
	far, this was his best meeting to date. 
	

	
	Physically, though well-toned
	from countless years as an avid soccer player, after crisscrossing
	the globe more this past month than most would ever do in a
	lifetime, Romanero was fatigued and needed a break. Knowing next
	year would be infinitely busier, he needed this time to recharge his
	batteries, so to speak, by resting his body and mind. 
	

	
	His next global meeting was
	scheduled for after the new year at UN Headquarters, in New York
	City. Under the direct guidance of the Prince of Darkness, Romanero
	had already blueprinted a myriad of bold ideas which were full of
	hope and prosperity for all who followed his lead. 
	

	
	Party lines everywhere would
	soon be severed—religious, political and racial—in favor
	of solidarity. Truth would be sacrificed at the altar of political
	correctness, replaced by a misguided sense of unity. It was unity at
	the expense of Truth; unity at the expense of liberty; unity at the
	expense of sovereign freedom. 
	

	
	What members the secret society
	who’d catapulted him into the stratosphere in the first place
	didn’t know was that his plans would ultimately point to one
	thing: the global worship of himself. 
	

	
	A wry smile broke across his
	face. This upcoming meeting would cement his role in the world.

	
	During a television
	interview—his last of the year—Romanero promised
	citizens of the world that by this time next year, they would all
	wake up to a brave new world. 
	

	
	Said he, “Though we
	continue to mourn this holiday season, let me warm you all with this
	comforting thought. Actually, consider it a promise from me to you.
	Despite the great uncertainty among the top minds of the medical
	communities of the world, I have it on the highest authority that
	children will
	populate the world again. 
	

	
	“In fact, by this time
	next year, there will be great cause for celebration, as many of you
	will be parents, grandparents and even great grandparents again.
	Even many of you teenagers will become mothers for the very first
	time. 
	

	
	“My dear ladies, nothing
	can bring back our departed brothers and sisters. But with a future
	so bright and promising, what better way to honor their memory than
	by having children of your own? Yes, it’s time to embrace life
	again! With that in mind, regardless of age, if you are capable of
	reproducing, I encourage you to go forth and multiply!” 
	

	
	If there was one cause the
	medical industry could all rally around, Romanero had just provided
	it. Since the disappearances, numerous patients had inquired about
	the possibility of having children again. 
	

	
	While no one dared speculate one
	way or the other, after thoroughly examining tens of thousands of
	men and women—to see if their organs were still intact—the
	overall consensus coming from OB/GYNs and other reproductive
	specialists, was that everything seemed perfectly fine. 
	

	
	Even the reproductive organs of
	those who’d lost their babies at the time of the
	disappearances appeared to be in full working order. Even so, until
	they were 100 percent certain, no one dared put their reputation on
	the line by voicing an opinion, one way or the other. 
	

	
	Now that Salvador Romanero had
	done just that, it was time to run full steam ahead and use their
	skills to help repopulate the Earth. 
	

	
	Perhaps this promise of a bright
	future would serve to quell the ongoing suicide problem among
	teenagers—dwindling as it was—once and for all, by
	giving them an even greater sense of purpose. 
	

	
	Suddenly there was much to look
	forward to again. Salvador Romanero quickly became the main
	authority figure in the lives of millions of youngsters from all
	nations, tongues and religions. 
	

	
	Surely this Miracle
	Maker was sent of
	God...Perhaps he was God. 
	

	
	Many were starting to think just
	that. 
	

	
	One thing Salvador Romanero
	didn’t mention on live television, but was ever mindful of,
	was that Jesus wasn’t actually born on December 25th,
	as many had believed. If
	anything, the date was steeped in occultism. Advantage Romanero! 
	

	
	Come next year, as children
	started repopulating the planet, Romanero would declare December
	25th to
	be a day of worship for him and
	him alone. In short, he would become more and more as Jesus became
	less and less. 
	

	
	Salvador Romanero licked his
	lips; another menacing smile covered his face. The future looked
	bright indeed. With the Prince of Darkness fully empowering him, it
	was like taking candy from a baby. 
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	FOR
	DYLAN AND ROSE McCallister, having their two daughters home for
	Christmas was the only present they wanted this year. 
	

	
	With so much
	snowfall—eleven inches fell in Ann Arbor—Megan had no
	choice but to spend the night with them. Then again, her apartment
	was less than three miles away; she could have easily walked the
	relative short distance home. 
	

	
	Though her parents begged their
	eldest daughter to stay, it was totally unnecessary. The last thing
	Megan wanted was to be home alone in a major snowstorm on Christmas
	Eve, in this strange new world.

	
	Keeping with tradition, and
	wanting to somehow put last month’s tragedy behind him, Dylan
	McCallister purchased a Christmas tree like he did every Christmas
	Eve. It mattered not that theirs was the only house on the block to
	have Christmas decorations this year. It was something the man of
	the house felt he needed to do. 
	

	
	When pressed by a curious
	neighbor out shoveling his walkway, Dylan said he did it for his two
	daughters. But, in truth, he did it just as much for he and his
	wife, who went along with the charade, by preparing her traditional
	holiday dishes like she did each year. 
	

	
	Even if everything cost five
	times more than what Rose had paid a year ago, Dylan had insisted
	that it was all part of providing normalcy for the children. They
	did a commendable job of making it look like any other Christmas at
	the McCallister residence. 
	

	
	They were living in denial and
	they both knew it... 
	

	
	As for Renate, she was going
	through the motions of doing Christmas with her family, but as they
	took a break from exchanging gifts for coffee and donuts, she was
	anything but happy. 
	

	
	For starters, Brian wasn’t
	with her. He was off to New York again, to spend time with his
	family—the second time in a month. Of course, Renate had no
	issue with that. This was something her boyfriend did every year. 
	

	
	But he usually left a couple of
	days before Christmas, not on Christmas Eve. The reason he gave for
	waiting until the last minute was that he didn’t want to miss
	Christmas Eve service at his new church in Sterling Heights. It
	lasted nearly four hours! 
	

	
	Four hours?!
	Renate had never heard of
	anything more ridiculous in her life! Brian arrived at her house two
	hours later than expected, even missing the decorating of the tree,
	unlike in past years. 
	

	
	Even worse, in the brief time
	they spent together, the man she loved seemed distant and fidgety,
	like there were a million other places he would rather be than with
	her. 
	

	
	When Renate finally confronted
	him, Brian told her the roads were quite treacherous and he wanted
	to try and get ahead of the snowstorm that was headed due east,
	straight toward New York. 
	

	
	“If I don’t leave
	soon,” he had said, “I may never get out of Michigan.”

	
	Under normal circumstances,
	Renate would have agreed with her boyfriend’s logic. But these
	weren’t normal circumstances. Something wasn’t right.
	Whereas Brian spent four hours at church with Jacquelyn Swindell,
	they were lucky to spend an hour together, tops. 
	

	
	It was like a knife in Renate’s
	heart. It hurt. Bad. 
	

	
	To Brian’s credit, he did
	invite her to attend the Christmas Eve service. She declined.
	Refused was more like it. Renate didn’t want to slowly lose
	her mind as well by joining him. 
	

	
	Who spent four hours at church
	on Christmas Eve? It just wasn’t right. 
	

	
	Four hours with Jacquelyn. That
	was the killer. 
	

	
	Even the exchange of gifts last
	night came as a major disappointment to her. The one thing Renate
	wanted, expected, anticipated, and waited for all year, never came.
	Brian didn’t put a ring on her finger, like she’d
	dreamed about the past three Christmases. 
	

	
	Even despite last month’s
	global tragedy, she fully expected him to pop the question last
	night. But it never happened. And this meant Renate didn’t
	wake up this morning as Brian Mulrooney’s fiancée. 
	

	
	With 30 looking her square in
	the eye and with her idol, Salvador Romanero, boldly proclaiming
	that children would once again populate the Earth, her biological
	clock started ticking again, only much louder than before. Will
	Brian and I ever have children? 
	

	
	Renate was somewhat cheered when
	Brian called earlier to wish her a Merry Christmas. He was driving
	east on I-80 in Pennsylvania at the time, 25 miles west of East
	Stroudsburg, roughly an hour from his parents’ house. 
	

	
	After experiencing near whiteout
	conditions the first 300 miles of the trip, Brian said it got so bad
	that he was forced to park underneath a highway overpass to rest his
	weary eyes, before continuing on. He said he was nearly forced to
	get a hotel room in Ohio for the evening. 
	

	
	Finally, when he was 50 miles
	east of the Pennsylvania border, the snow had dwindled down to
	nothing. But it was fast approaching. 
	

	
	Before ending the call, Brian
	apologized to Renate for being so distant of late. Renate accepted
	his apology, especially after he told her he still loved her. 
	

	
	What he didn’t say was
	while he still loved her, he feared the constant friction between
	them wouldn’t improve all that much as time marched on. While
	Renate believed their differences were minor and could be smoothed
	over in time, Brian knew they were anything but minor. 
	

	
	They were spiritual issues; they
	were eternal issues. 
	

	
	In short, they were going in
	totally different directions in life.

	
	Even if Renate believed he was
	going through a temporary religious phase, that simply wasn’t
	the case. Brian wasn’t being brainwashed by a dangerous cult
	leader. Nor had he lost his mind. Far from it. He was never more
	sure of himself than he was right now, even despite the chaos. 
	

	
	And this meant the only chance
	they had of making it as a couple was if Renate became a believer
	herself. There wasn’t a chance Brian would turn back now,
	spiritually speaking. 
	

	
	But Renate wasn’t totally
	ignorant of the situation. She, too, had an inner-foreboding that
	things were steadily going downhill in their relationship and may
	never be salvaged. 
	

	
	Was Brian falling out of love
	with her? Was he falling in love with…? Renate blinked the
	thought away. It was too gut-retching to think about. 
	

	
	Ever since her first encounter
	with Jacquelyn Swindell, when her jealousy had mushroomed to heights
	never before visited, it seemed her boyfriend—not
	fiancé—started distancing himself from her. 
	

	
	When Brian didn’t propose
	last night, her worst fears were confirmed. Renate burst out in
	tears in front of her family. 
	

	
	“Brian’s still not
	right,” Megan said, stroking her younger sister’s hair,
	knowing precisely what, who, rather, had
	brought her to tears again. “It will take time.”

	
	Renate appreciated
	Megan’s concern for her well-being and all, but it didn’t
	help. 
	

	
	It still hurt. Bad.
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	IF
	THERE WAS ONE thing
	President Jefferson Danforth was grateful for this Christmas, it’s
	that his wife, Melissa, had made a complete recovery from her
	prescription pill overdose last Thanksgiving. 
	

	
	Other than that,
	everything else in his life was gloomy at best. With the First Lady
	out of danger for the time being, President Danforth had ample time
	to reflect on his sagging presidency. 
	

	
	Not that he wanted to think
	about it; with the election just eleven months away, he was all but
	forced to. He couldn’t help but wonder if he would win
	reelection next November. He seriously doubted it. 
	

	
	What a difference a month had
	made in his Presidency. Just last month, his approval ratings were
	impressively high, hovering in the mid-sixties. A second term seemed
	all but certain for him. 
	

	
	Then came the disappearances.
	Now it seemed he could do nothing right. Even after he restored air
	travel last month—which ultimately reunited millions of
	families—his approval numbers still dropped ten points the
	following day. 
	

	
	Most Americans believed, at
	least according to the media, that President Danforth was deceitful
	and untrustworthy, and that he should have included all other world
	leaders into his decision to restore air travel. 
	

	
	His approval numbers kept
	plummeting since that time, with no end in sight. Under normal
	circumstances, the President never thought he’d see the day
	when less than one-third of Americans would approve of the job he
	was doing for them. But these weren’t normal times. 
	

	
	Not surprisingly, his
	international approval numbers were even worse; in the low teens. He
	didn’t expect to see them rising anytime soon, if ever. 
	

	
	Jefferson Danforth
	had worked so hard and fought even harder to see his childhood dream
	of becoming President of the United States of America come to
	fruition. Save for his family, winning the White House was, by far,
	the single greatest accomplishment of his life. 
	

	
	In the three years he was
	President,
	he’d experienced
	so many highs and lows—too many to count! Much like his
	predecessors, he knew up front that the Presidency was one big
	roller coaster for all who held that prestigious office. But this
	was a whole new ballgame. 
	

	
	In this strange,
	new world that no one could have ever predicted, if he miraculously
	won reelection, would he even want four more years as President of
	the United States? If forced to answer that question now, his answer
	would be a resounding no. 
	

	
	Being America’s highest
	civil servant no longer seemed as intriguing, as powerful, to
	Jefferson Danforth, as it once had. And no one had to remind him
	just how difficult it was to maintain control of a society that
	neither trusted nor liked you. 
	

	
	Would there even be another
	Presidential election in the future? Or would Salvador Romanero and
	his one-world government ultimately appoint someone to oversee
	operations in America and report back to him?

	
	Far-fetched as it sounded just
	last month, it couldn’t be ruled out now. Though only in his
	infancy stage, the young phenom seemingly had the entire world in
	the palm of his hands, including the full support of most world
	leaders. Thanks to him, democracy was all but dead in most circles. 
	

	
	Try as he might, the President
	still couldn’t comprehend how someone half his age could come
	out of nowhere, the way he did, and turn the entire political
	structure of each country completely upside down. 
	

	
	Romanero claimed to do
	everything in the name of diplomacy, but President Danforth knew he
	was preaching a false narrative at best. 
	

	
	Nevertheless, the young Spaniard
	possessed certain powers no one else on Earth had. Now he was
	predicting that children would inhabit the planet again? Perhaps he
	really could predict future events? 
	

	
	Was he really a savior of sorts?
	President Danforth did not know. 
	

	
	All he knew was if democratic
	freedom was lost in America, it would be lost everywhere else as
	well, and there would be no other place on Earth for freedom
	fighters to escape to. 
	

	
	In short: if the world became
	one global village, America would no longer be considered a
	sovereign nation by any standard. 
	

	
	President Danforth was all for
	working together to rebuild the many destroyed cities and villages
	of the world. That had always been the American Way. But a
	One World Government? 
	

	
	The very thought of it chilled
	him to the bone. Despite that the walls were pressing in all around
	him, the President remained firm in his commitment to never consider
	joining a global village of any kind. 
	

	
	As America’s highest civil
	servant, he would oppose it every step of the way. It was the least
	he could do to honor the memory of the many slain American soldiers
	who’d died for the very freedom Americans everywhere had
	enjoyed over the centuries. This was far more important to him than
	falling in line with the rest of the world and becoming one. 
	

	
	Jefferson Danforth sighed. He
	had this sinking feeling that the power he still had for now would
	keep eroding and that the American Way would soon become a
	thing of the past. 
	

	
	Unless, of course, Salvador
	Romanero could somehow be stopped. 
	

	
	But could he be stopped?
	President Danforth’s gut told him the answer was no. 
	

	
	President Danforth sighed. His
	gut told him the answer was no. 
	

	
	How could anyone project a
	spirit of optimism under such conditions? 
	

	
	I hope I’m wrong about
	that man…
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	JACQUELYN SWINDELL WAS AT her
	parents’ house in Irish Hills, Michigan. Per her mother’s
	constant pleading, she agreed to stay through the New Year. 
	

	
	Always Jacquelyn’s favorite time of the year,
	like many Americans, she would max-out her credit cards each year
	purchasing gifts for everyone she loved. It would always take the
	entire year to pay them off, only to repeat the process again next
	Christmas. 
	

	
	Her late husband,
	Tom, constantly chided her to cut back on her spending, but this was
	the one time of year when she had a good excuse to spoil everyone.
	To prove it, she had a closet full of gifts at home that were
	purchased before the disappearances. Half were for her unborn child.
	
	

	
	Being a first-time mother,
	Jacquelyn simply couldn’t resist. Not knowing the child’s
	gender, she purchased clothing and toys suited for either a boy or a
	girl. They would never be opened. 
	

	
	But that’s not what
	tormented her the most right now. Totally convinced that last
	month’s bewildering event was the Rapture of Christ’s
	Church—because Tom was killed on that fateful day—Jacquelyn
	knew her late husband was in a place called Hades, awaiting God’s
	eternal judgment, just as Brian had explained to her upon returning
	from his trip to New York. 
	

	
	Jacquelyn didn’t need
	convincing that Tom wasn’t a believer. If anything, this was
	something he was quite proud of before he was killed. 
	

	
	Whenever her brother tried
	sharing the Gospel with him, Tom openly mocked Dennis saying there
	was no God. The last time it happened, Tom snapped at him, “When
	humans die, we simply cease to exist! Stop wasting your time trying
	to convince me otherwise!” 
	

	
	Jacquelyn was 100 percent
	convinced that Tom no longer thought that way. What really sent
	shivers up her spine was the realization that had she died that day
	she, too, would be in Hades with him awaiting her own eternal
	judgment. 
	

	
	Of course, that thought never
	crossed her mind when she barely survived the mayhem inside Michigan
	Stadium last month. She was too blinded to the Truth to give a
	passing thought as to where Tom’s spirit went, if anywhere.
	All she knew was that her husband was gone. Nothing more.

	
	Now that she fully
	understood that Bible prophecy had come to pass, and the eternal
	consequences for all who perished that day, it wasn’t a cause
	for celebration. 
	

	
	What Jacquelyn
	couldn’t understand despite her best efforts was why God had
	spared her life, yet taken Tom’s? Did the Most High
	have a specific purpose in mind for her? Had He finally answered her
	brother and sister-in-law’s constant prayers for her soul all
	those years? 
	

	
	Jacquelyn didn’t know. But
	from what she was learning about death and Hades, it pained her
	deeply to think that the love of her life was presently detained in
	that frighteningly hideous place. 
	

	
	Worse, because his name wasn’t
	written in the Lamb’s Book of Life, there were no other
	options he could exercise. Like everyone else sent there, Tom was
	condemned, without any hope of a second chance. Soon, like all of
	hell’s occupants, he’d be forced to confess every sin he
	ever committed in the flesh, before a just and holy God—every
	last one of them! 
	

	
	Until that great and terrible
	Day arrived, his mind would recall the countless opportunities when
	the Truth was being spoken to him—whether by personal
	messenger, media or in print—that Jesus was the Way, the Truth
	and the Life, and that no one comes to the Father except through
	Him. 
	

	
	Mostly he would recall how he
	willfully rejected it each time. Had he only trusted in Christ as
	Lord and Savior before his death, Tom would have eternal assurance
	now. But he didn’t. 
	

	
	Because of his constant
	rejection of the Gospel of Jesus Christ, the only guarantee he, and
	everyone else in Hades had from this point forward, was eternal
	separation from the One who had knit them together in their mother’s
	wombs. 
	

	
	Before receiving their eternal
	sentences, the knee of each doomed sinner would bow, and every
	tongue would confess that Jesus was the King of kings and Lord of
	lords. After that, they would be thrown into the eternal lake of
	fire without a shred of mercy, or without the possibility of ever
	being released. 
	

	
	The very One Tom took great
	pleasure in mocking and bashing all his life really was his only
	chance at redemption after all. While the world appeared to be on
	the slight road to recovery, where Tom was, he would never recover. 
	

	
	He was very much alive and
	mindful of his dreadfully horrific predicament. He didn’t
	merely cease to function when death came to collect his soul, as Tom
	had always thought was true. Satan had totally deceived him into
	believing a tragic lie, and there was nothing he could do about it
	now. 
	

	
	Now that he’d crossed over
	to the spirit world, peace and security would elude him forever…

	
	Jacquelyn wondered if Tom was
	thinking about her now. If what she read in the sixteenth chapter of
	the Gospel of Luke last night was true—the story of Lazarus
	and the rich man—chances were good Tom was thinking about her.
	It was a sobering thought to be sure…

	
	Jacquelyn recalled how the rich
	man had everything he ever desired in life, only to die in his sins
	and be ushered into eternal torment—the very same place Tom
	now inhabited. 
	

	
	Lazarus, the poor man and true
	believer, was forgiven all his sins and comforted for all time. A
	great chasm separated the two men that no one could cross. 
	

	
	The rich man, fully aware that
	he was doomed for all eternity, pleaded with Abraham—the
	father of the Jews—to send an angel or prophet to his five
	brothers still alive on Earth to teach them the Truth. His request
	was denied. 
	

	
	In the flesh, the rich man lived
	a prosperous life, without the slightest regard for God or the needs
	of the less fortunate. No one would obey his orders ever again. He
	would be tormented for all eternity. 
	

	
	That very same chasm that
	separated Lazarus from the rich man would someday separate Jacquelyn
	from her late husband. She wondered if Tom was pleading with the
	Lord this very minute to send someone to straighten her out, so she
	wouldn’t end up there as well? 
	

	
	Whether he was or not, one thing
	was certain: What he always thought foolish and for the weak of mind
	was no longer a laughing matter. 
	

	
	Tom would never laugh again. He
	would do anything to come back to Planet Earth, even if only for
	five minutes, so he could receive Jesus Christ as Lord and Savior,
	but this was an impossibility. 
	

	
	What he always thought humorous,
	shallow, and for the weak-minded only, he now wanted more than
	anything else. 
	

	
	But it was too late for him. The
	only thing in Tom’s future was suffering the fullness of God’s
	wrath for all eternity, without mercy. 
	

	
	Jacquelyn burst into tears. The
	joy she felt at church last night was gone, cruelly replaced with
	unshakable grief. She couldn’t plea bargain with God to give
	Tom another chance. He was doomed. 
	

	
	It sounded mean, she knew, but
	by having her name written into the Lamb’s Book of Life, it
	meant Jacquelyn would never see her late husband again. Which meant
	she needed to do her best to forget about him and his tragic fate. 
	

	
	Yes, she needed to find a way to
	accept things for what they were and do her best to move on. What
	she really needed was for someone to console her. But her parents
	weren’t believers and, therefore, couldn’t fully
	comprehend what she felt inside. Why
	can’t Brian
	be here to comfort me... 
	

	
	Just then the phone rang.
	Jacquelyn was never more relieved to see it was Brian. Always
	there for me when I need him the most!

	
	“Thank You, Lord,”
	she uttered skyward, answering the phone.
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	BEGINNING
	OF JANUARY

	

	

	
	“FOR YEARS, THE BATTLE cry of civilization was
	that we needed a group, an organization of committed individuals who
	would stop at nothing until true, everlasting peace was ultimately
	realized in our vastly changing world. Regrettably, the United
	Nations and NATO have been unsuccessful in accomplishing this
	monumental task time and again.”

	
	UN Secretary-General, Li Ping was in the middle of
	addressing the general assembly of the United Nations. He spoke in
	broken English, backed with a heavy Mandarin Chinese accent. 
	

	
	Behind him and off to the right were NATO
	Secretary-General Jurgen Staat and Salvador Romanero. Much like last
	year’s meeting in Brussels, Belgium, levies and embargoes were
	lifted so leaders from each country could be in New York City for
	this history-making day. 
	

	
	A handful of world leaders had already spoken,
	including NATO Secretary-General, Jurgen Staat. The one thing in
	which they were all agreed was that they were desperate for
	solutions! 
	

	
	Ping continued: “Ladies and gentlemen, this
	meeting wasn’t called to lament the UN’s or NATO’s,”
	he paused a moment to search his memory for the right words, “how
	should I say it, our past track records. All of us are aware of our
	collective successes and failures over the years. There’s
	no need to dwell upon them any further.

	
	“We are here today because the general consensus
	among us is that the UN, NATO, or any other peace keeping
	organization, for that matter, can no longer be called upon to fix
	the many problems we face in this new world we’ve recently
	inherited. 
	

	
	“While
	it’s true we’ve had the proper technology in place for
	many years, I’m embarrassed to admit that what we’ve
	always lacked was the proper leadership...” Ping’s voice
	trailed off. 
	

	
	“Instead of wasting trillions of dollars more
	trying to turn our respective organizations around, I feel it’s
	time to pool our resources and form a new global alliance, one that
	will unite all peoples into one thriving global village. 
	

	
	“The time to see our long-denied dreams of
	worldwide peace come true, without the constant threat of war
	endangering our lives, is now!” he shouted. “If we are
	to rebuild, we will need a strong leader who is capable of uniting
	us all into an enlightened, peaceful, body of citizens.” 
	

	
	Li Ping took a deep
	breath, obviously anticipating what he would say next. “As the
	current leader of the United Nations, I humbly admit that I am not
	that man. You have already heard NATO Secretary-General Staat make
	the same confession. However, all hope is not lost…”

	
	Ping looked over his right
	shoulder and nodded at Salvador Romanero, “I am grateful to
	say that there is someone in our presence who can and will lead us
	into a bright and prosperous future…” 
	

	
	Normally UN members waited patiently and politely until
	a speaker finished addressing them before applauding, but not now.
	The general assembly was filled with thunderous applause. 
	

	
	After they settled down, Ping continued: “I do
	not need to remind anyone here of Salvador Romanero’s many
	great accomplishments to date. They have all been well documented.”
	
	

	
	Heads nodded thoughtfully throughout the room. 
	

	
	President Jefferson Danforth and First Lady Melissa
	Danforth were seated in the front row. Among those asked to speak,
	the President respectfully declined. He was visibly uncomfortable
	and for good reason. 
	

	
	Ping continued, “A man of Salvador Romanero’s
	caliber comes once in a lifetime. He
	has certain superhuman powers no one else has. We
	mustn’t ignore this obvious truth,” he said, gripping
	the lectern. “Instead, let’s embrace that we are the
	generation chosen to finally witness true greatness at work in our
	lives. 
	

	
	“Regardless of what name is affixed to the
	building housing this new global conglomerate, or where it is
	ultimately constructed, it will be my great honor and duty as a
	citizen of Planet Earth to fully submit to Salvador’s
	authority in all ways! 
	

	
	“Only he can pull us out of the morass into which
	we’ve recently sunk and keep us from slipping into another
	dark hole! It is with great pleasure that I present to you the
	future leader of the world, Mister Salvador Romanero!” 
	

	
	The crowd erupted and rose to its feet. 
	

	
	Salvador Romanero paced the stage from one end to the
	other like a lion on the prowl, nodding and waving to everyone in
	the general assembly. He was in no hurry for the crowd to quiet
	down. He drank it all in. It was intoxicating. It went on for more
	than 20 minutes before subsiding. 
	

	
	Now at the lectern, Romanero firmly gripped both sides,
	looked straight into the camera and began: “Citizens of the
	world! Let me begin by commending both Secretaries-General Ping and
	Staat, and all others who have spoken, for being so forthright about
	your collective shortcomings. Such humility is admirable. 
	

	
	“Getting to the point, as formiddable as your
	organizations were when formulated back in the twentieth century, we
	need something new; something that will deliver true peace in our
	streets, not just the promise of peace. And it must begin now!”

	
	The room broke into wild applause. 
	

	
	“To accomplish this lofty goal, we must stop
	arguing back and forth as to which organization or country is the
	greatest, which race is the most superior, or whose religion brings
	them closer to God, and start channeling our energies into becoming
	a vibrant, global community in every sense of the word! Only then
	can Planet Earth become a world in which its countries have no
	borders!”

	
	Romanero shot an
	almost arrogant glance at President Danforth, like he was hiding
	some deep, dark secret. 
	

	
	The President felt
	the full weight of his stare and winced. 
	

	
	First Lady Melissa Danforth noticed and bit her lower
	lip, sensing something sinister transpiring right before her eyes.
	Like her husband, she had a strong premonition that she would soon
	detest Salvador Romanero more than any other person she’d ever
	known.

	
	Romanero continued: “World leaders have toiled
	effortlessly for centuries hoping to achieve world peace, yet the
	world has only known peace without war for eight percent of its
	existence. What they failed to realize was true peace can only be
	achieved in the hearts of humanity. This is where the greatest
	changes must take place. On the inside!” 
	

	
	Romanero paused to let his words sink in. “But
	let me assure you their efforts weren’t wasted in vain. They
	helped pave the way for us today. The timing just wasn’t right
	back then. What happened to our planet last November, tragic as it
	was, needed to occur for this miraculous merger of sorts to be made
	possible. 
	

	
	“I wish to commend President Danforth for all you
	have done to get your country back to its feet so quickly,”
	Romanero said, without meaning it. His deep brown eyes penetrated
	the leader of the free world like
	slimy maggots crawling all over his body. “Just
	three weeks ago, Manhattan looked like a war zone. Now, mostly
	thanks to your leadership, the city’s almost back to normal.
	Keep up the good work!” Salvador gave the American President a
	thumbs-up gesture. 
	

	
	Light applause
	permeated the room. Most world leaders were still too incensed with
	the American leader to give him anything close to a resounding
	ovation. 
	

	
	Keep up the good work! Keep up the good work! Am I
	now subject to you? President Danforth
	clenched his
	fists with
	the intensity of a drowning man.
	His steely-gray eyes wandered the
	cavernous room, wondering if anyone else understood what was
	happening. Apparently not! 
	

	
	The First Lady
	twisted her lips to one side as though something unpleasant rested
	in her mouth. Feeling this tight constriction in her throat, she let
	her gaze sink to the floor where it remained for the longest time. 
	

	
	Turning his attention back to the general assembly,
	Salvador Romanero continued: “If elected to lead this global
	organization, I will stop at nothing until true, sustainable peace
	visits each of your doorsteps. I will not rest until poverty is
	replaced with prosperity—and not only for the select few—but
	for everyone! 
	

	
	“Apathy needs to be replaced with enlightenment!
	We can no longer allow our petty differences to divide us. I want to
	see oneness for all! The time for racism, ageism, sexism,
	segregation, and unnecessary bloodshed needs to be put behind us.
	For good!” Salvador pounded the lectern again, as his words
	slithered into their brains.

	
	The room erupted. 
	

	
	President Danforth was aghast. His worst fears were
	becoming a harsh reality in front of his very eyes. For someone who
	was always so sure of himself, the President wasn’t so sure of
	anything anymore. But one thing was certain: Salvador Romanero was
	an extremely dangerous man. 
	

	
	After pushing his one-world narrative for nearly an
	hour, a one-world currency topping his “to do” list,
	Romanero saved the best for last: “Citizens of the world, in
	closing, as a token of my commitment to world peace, naturally my
	first focal point will be the Middle East. I can think of no better
	place to begin than in Jerusalem, as peace has eluded that part of
	the world for so many decades.”

	
	Hearing this, everyone rose to their feet where they
	would remain for the remainder of his speech. 
	

	
	After they settled down, Romanero went on: “I
	will fly to Israel next Monday to meet with Israeli, Palestinian and
	Arab officials. Using collective efforts, I am certain we can iron
	something out that will benefit everyone, not just some! I promise
	not to leave Israel until a blueprint for peace has been
	constructed!”

	
	Once again, the room broke into thunderous applause. 
	

	
	Pausing to measure his words carefully, Romanero said,
	“I know it’s only a few months away, but I would love to
	have a signed peace agreement in hand for the upcoming Jewish
	Passover. 
	

	
	“Is there a better time to deliver peace to a
	country that has never felt safe since its inception back in
	nineteen-forty-eight?” Romanero scanned the room. “I
	think not! My dear fellow delegates, I will not fail in this
	mission!” 
	

	
	Even the Danforths were on feet now. Finally, there was
	something upon which they could agree. Since becoming President,
	Jefferson Danforth had painstakingly tried on two occasions to
	strike some sort of peace accord in the Middle East, without
	success.

	
	With more than eight-thousand failed peace treaties
	signed throughout history, what seemed hopeless for the longest time
	now seemed doable. 
	

	
	Sick and tired of the senseless bloodshed in the Middle
	East, if the notion of peace really wasn’t a place but a
	person, most gathered in the general assembly were now convinced
	beyond a shadow of a doubt that Salvador Romanero was that person. 
	

	
	Yes, if anyone could bring peace to their tiny region,
	it was him.

	
	First he accurately predicted that no precipitation
	would fall anywhere in the world during last November’s vigil.
	Then he practically solved the out-of-control suicide problem with
	the help of the world’s elite. Then he promised that children
	would populate the planet again. 
	

	
	Now this? 
	

	
	Who is this man? The
	Danforths silently trembled with fear. 
	

	
	Two minutes into his rousing ovation, Salvador Romanero
	left the stage without uttering another word. The
	crowd clung to his words of wisdom like manna falling from Heaven. 
	

	
	The young man from
	Spain made everyone feel that if they just followed his lead, he
	would deliver peace and prosperity into everyone’s
	hands, and not just the Middle East. 
	

	
	Who else in the history of mankind was better equipped
	to accomplish this monumental task? 
	

	
	The answer was unanimous: no one. 
	

	
	Perhaps he really was God? 
	

	
	Was there even a need to cast votes? Who could oppose
	him? Who would want to?

	
	

	

	
	“IT’S HIM!” CAME THE immediate outcry
	of new Christ followers everywhere. The one thing that had to happen
	was just announced. 
	

	
	Aside from someone suddenly usurping Romanero’s
	power in the coming months and engineering a peace treaty with
	Israel—which seemed highly unlikely—this proved beyond a
	shadow of a doubt that Salvador Romanero was indeed the
	long-foretold Antichrist of the Bible.

	
	Christians called, emailed and sent millions of text
	messages, confirming that they now had the necessary proof to back
	their claim against him. Though many had come to that conclusion
	long ago, there could be no lingering doubt for anyone now. 
	

	
	It was exciting to
	see God’s Word finally coming to pass before their very eyes.
	It was equally frightening. The good news
	was that God’s final prophetic time clock before Jesus
	returned to Earth, to begin His Millennial Kingdom, would soon start
	ticking. 
	

	
	The
	bad news was that Planet Earth was really in for it. Only most
	weren’t expecting what was still headed their way. Fully
	anticipating “peace and safety”, destruction would come
	on them suddenly, as labor pains on a pregnant woman, and there
	would be no place for them to escape to. 
	

	
	This
	was just the beginning of their troubles... 
	

	
	

	

	“The
	king will do as he pleases. He will exalt and magnify himself above
	every god 
	

	
	and
	will say unheard-of things against the God of gods. 
	

	
	He
	will be successful until the time of wrath is completed, 
	

	
	for
	what has been determined must take place” (Daniel 11:34). 
	

	
	

	

	
	Thanks for taking
	the time to read the third installment of 
	

	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. 
	

	

	

	With
	the entire geopolitical foundation about to be uprooted and
	reconstructed, will the rift between President Danforth and Salvador
	Romanero continue to widen, or will they find some way to put aside
	their differences and join forces? 
	

	
	Now that their puppet was about
	to achieve the ultimate objective and become leader of the world,
	how will leaders of the secret society control their Miracle Maker?
	Was it even possible? 
	

	
	How will God use Clayton Holmes
	and Travis Hartings to help end times Christians prepare for the
	onslaught of persecution headed their way? 
	

	
	Will Charles Calloway be
	invited to join them? 
	

	
	With Brian Mulrooney’s
	faith in Christ deepening daily, what will become of his
	relationship with Renate McCallister? Where does Jacquelyn Swindell
	fit into the picture? 
	

	
	Will Tamika Moseley eventually
	settle the turmoil of her soul, or will she continue to rebel
	against her Maker and keep spiraling out of control as a result? 
	

	
	Finally, how will society deal
	with the promise of millions of babies populating the Earth again in
	the coming months?

	
	Find answers to these questions
	and so much more as you continue in this prophetic series. Grab your
	front row seat to witness mind-numbing events that MUST come to pass
	sometime in the future. 
	

	
	Each page will give you a
	panoramic view and bring you closer and closer to the action. 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 first six
	installments are now available...

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