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Prologue...






A synopsis from the
first three installments of the series,

Chaos
in the Blink of an Eye






After
countless millions silently and mysteriously vanished from the face
of the Earth—including
all small children—in
the blink of an eye, the
world was plunged into unbridled chaos. 



In
the days following the Rapture of
Christ’s Church, the ultimate enemy of God raised up his
primary human agent in the flesh to carry out his diabolical mission,
Salvador Romanero.


With
a secret society working feverishly behind the scenes, the former
lawyer from Spain quickly rose above the landscape of humanity to
become the most powerful man on Earth. 



The
goal of the secret society backing him was global dominance. Salvador
Romanero’s goal was to be worshiped by every human being on the
planet. Satan’s goal was to destroy as many souls as possible
before his time ultimately ran out. 



The
Miracle
Maker, as
Salvador Romanero was
known throughout the world—after
various predictions he’d made had all come true—was
about to perform his greatest miracle: bringing peace to a tiny
country that had lived in constant fear since its inception, the
nation of Israel. 



But
not everyone was sailing on the Salvador Romanero cruise ship. 



Those
who opposed him, namely new followers of Jesus Christ, knew he
was
the long-foretold Antichrist of the Bible. Once the treaty was
signed, instead of peace and prosperity for all, Planet Earth would
experience the most turbulent seven years humanity would ever know. 



Using
a newly-launched website to lead the way—www.lsarglobal.org—the
site founders, Clayton Holmes and Travis Hartings, knew their window
for winning souls to Christ would close a little more with each
passing day. 



They
were off to a good start. Millions had visited the site since the
Rapture; thousands were placing their faith in Christ each week. 



But
compared to the billions of others blindly following Salvador
Romanero, Christians were a mere blip on the screen. 



Knowing
there was nothing they
could
do to stop the Son of Perdition in his quest for global worship—after
all, it was written—aside
from spreading the Gospel of Jesus Christ, they needed to put plans
in motion that would hopefully counter
some of Romanero’s advances. Hopefully their efforts would
serve to protect many believers
and help them survive the next seven years. 



If
not, Salvador Romanero would easily crush them without a fight. 



Clayton
Holmes and Travis Hartings knew
they’d soon become two of the most wanted men on the planet,
for their insubordination against Romanero. But it was a price they
were willing to pay if it meant snatching one more soul from the
clutches of the Prince of Darkness.


With
the promise of peace thick in the air in Israel, elsewhere the armies
were already gathering...







Main
Characters:












Clayton
Holmes and Travis Hartings – Co-founders
of www.LASRglobal.org. Now
that Salvador Romanero had been identified as the long-foretold
Antichrist of the Bible, the two leaders were putting plans in motion
that would hopefully counter some of Romanero’s advances. Both
knew if they sat back and did nothing, they would be annihilated by
the enemy without even putting up a fight. 








Pastor
Jim Simonton – 48
- Lead Pastor at Southeast Michigan Evangelical Church. Left behind
with everyone else, the devastated pastor, after realizing he was a
false convert—and that his preaching had led many from his
church to be left behind as well—quickly repented of his sins
and was determined to never again preach a false or watered-down
Gospel. In short: there would be no more false converts at his hands.









Tom
Dunleavey – 62
– Catholic priest who tried consulting Brian Mulrooney the day
after the disappearances. After both men had similar dreams for three
straight nights, they met for a friendly debate. It leads to
spiritual turmoil for the Catholic clergyman.







Dick
and Sarah Mulrooney – Married
for more than 30 years, the solid relationship they always had was
showing small cracks in the dam, after their son Brian converted to
Christianity and distanced himself from the Catholic church.







Chelsea
Mulrooney – Divorced,
and living with her parents, Brian Mulrooney’s kid sister was
doing all she could to shield herself from the vast chaos in the
world. She spent most of her time in her bedroom chatting online with
friends looking for comfort in a world where so little comfort was
found. 








Braxton
Rice – Chief
of security and vetting for Clayton Holmes and Travis Hartings and
their upstart organization the End
Times Salvation Movement.







Doctor
Lee Kim – Lead
IT man for the website www.LASRglobal.org,
and all other End
Times Salvation Movement IT
operations. 








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. God ultimately used her to connect Brian
Mulrooney and Charles Calloway in the days following the
disappearances.







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, Justin 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 grandchildren (including the unborn
child). President Danforth’s mother also perished that day,
suffering 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. Since
becoming the unchallenged leader of the world, Romanero quickly
became known as the Miracle
Maker,
after a few of his bold promises had come to pass exactly as
prophesied. His next miracle was peace in the Middle East; namely
Israel.
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	FEBRUARY –
	ONE MONTH AFTER SALVADOR ROMANERO’S U.N. SPEECH

	
	

	

	
	AFTER
	THREE STRAIGHT WEEKS of oftentimes heated negotiations with
	Middle Eastern officials, Salvador Romanero stood at the Wailing
	Wall—formerly known as the Western Wall—in front of 300
	foreign dignitaries and announced that in just
	two-and-a-half-months, the long-awaited promise of peace would
	finally become a reality for the tiny country of Israel. 
	

	
	After so many
	failed attempts, peace was finally within reach, at least for the
	next seven years. The fact that the
	peace treaty signing would take place during Passover only added to
	the elation most felt, especially in a region where bloodshed and
	hostility had reigned supreme for so long. 
	

	
	The last thing
	Romanero said before leaving the podium was, “As part of an
	intensive spiritual cleansing I am undergoing, no one can touch me
	until after the peace treaty has been signed. The next hand I shake
	will be the Israeli Prime Minister’s, on that great and
	glorious day!”

	
	The two leaders
	made eye contact and the Israeli Prime Minister nodded his
	appreciation. 
	

	
	This caused a few
	heads to tilt and eyebrows to raise, journalist and dignitary alike.
	But most, already under Romanero’s
	supernatural
	hypnotic spell, were comforted knowing that if the Miracle
	Maker said
	it, it was for good reason. 
	

	
	Another thing many
	were taken aback by was the
	length of his speech. It was 45 minutes shorter than what news
	makers were told it would be. They wanted to hear more from the man
	they’d come to love and greatly admire. 
	

	
	As
	the Israeli marching band started playing, Ha
	Tikva,
	Israel’s National Anthem, Salvador Romanero mounted a donkey
	for the one-kilometer trip back to the King David Hotel. 
	

	
	Soon he’d
	mount a majestic white stallion, not some lowly donkey, and ride it
	from the Mount of Olives to the Western Wall. 
	

	
	While the media
	were right, his speech was shorter than originally intended, there
	was a definite reason for this; two reasons, actually. First,
	Romanero knew the symbolism surrounding his address was infinitely
	more important than any spoken word. The only thing missing was a
	bevy of white doves taking flight. But that would happen next time
	they gathered, when pen touched paper for real. Other than that,
	this place was steeped in symbolism. 
	

	
	The second reason
	for the shorter speech was far more sinister: just being at this
	Jewish religious site, declaring to the world that he was about to
	sign a peace treaty with a race of people he hated with extreme
	prejudice, sickened him to the point of nausea. 
	

	
	While his adoring
	public bathed in the rich pomp and pageantry—to the point of
	drowning—Romanero feared if he remained there much longer, he
	might drown in his own vomit. 
	

	
	As his donkey
	slowly made its way to Batei Mahase Street, parting a sea of mixed
	humanity before him, the 30-year-old former lawyer from Spain
	flashed a peace sign with his right hand, then rotated it in a
	circular motion signifying world peace for all. 
	

	
	This
	would be the Miracle
	Maker’s new
	calling card, so to speak, until the treaty was officially signed. 
	

	
	When Romanero
	reached Ma’ale
	HaShalom Street, multitudes
	of all faiths and religions waved their countries’ flags
	shouting, “Hosanna in the Highest!” at the top of their
	lungs. 
	

	
	Some waved palm
	branches. It was reminiscent of something that took place 2,000
	years ago in this city, save for the many modern trappings. 
	

	
	Seeing the Man
	of Peace up
	close and personal caused many grownups to scream hysterically, like
	a bunch of teenagers seeing their favorite rock or pop stars. 
	

	
	To further insure
	that his many admirers couldn’t touch him, Romanero was
	flanked by two rows of soldiers on either side. The inside rows,
	those closest to him, represented twelve Israeli soldiers; six men
	and six women. 
	

	
	Soldiers
	representing the armies of Saudi Arabia, Egypt, Lebanon, Syria,
	Jordan and Iraq—two per country—made up the outside
	rows. They walked alongside their Israeli counterparts, arm in arm,
	as if friends for life.

	
	Instead of machine
	guns, they held mobile devices in their free hands to capture
	footage, raw as it was, of this once-in-a-lifetime moment. Each
	would have quite a story to tell their grandchildren in the future. 
	

	
	Or so they
	thought...

	
	Two other
	semi-neighboring countries were invited, urged even, to send
	soldiers for this unprecedented show of solidarity—Iran and
	Turkey. Leaders from both countries flatly refused to allow their
	soldiers to participate in anything considered pro-Israel, let alone
	force their own to suffer the indignity of walking arm-in-arm with
	an Israeli soldier pig; especially to the beat of their
	National Anthem. 
	

	
	The Jews weren’t
	their allies and never would be. They were evil adversaries who
	needed to be destroyed, not protected. Opposition alliance groups,
	to include Russia, China, Iran, Ethiopia, and most Muslim nations,
	had already stockpiled massive amounts of chemical, biological and
	nuclear weaponry. 
	

	
	When called upon to
	use them, there would be no hesitation.

	
	Yes, when the time
	was right, they would squander every last resource they had, to see
	that the peace treaty, once signed, didn’t remain intact.
	Their mantra was found in Psalm 83:4 which states, “Come,”
	they say, “let us destroy them as a nation, that the name of
	Israel be remembered no more.” 
	

	
	So determined were
	these people to achieve this goal that they hand-painted that
	Scripture onto tens of thousands of bombs just waiting to be
	unleashed on Israel, starting with the holy city of Jerusalem. 
	

	
	For now, they lay
	dormant in arsenals surrounding the tiny country. But like a ring of
	active volcanoes, they could erupt at any moment. The only question
	was when? 
	

	
	They were merely
	awaiting the call...

	
	This hatred toward
	the Jews ran too deep to be tamed by some European smooth-talker who
	knew so little about this part of the world. Salvador Romanero the
	Great did a masterful job at promoting peace for Israel to the rest
	of the world, but nothing would change their hearts and minds. 
	

	
	How could he
	possibly help
	Israel obtain peace when the land was never even theirs to begin
	with? 
	

	
	Yes, when the time
	was right, Israel would cease to exist. The sooner the better!

	
	As Salvador
	Romanero continued his slow trek down Ma’ale
	HaShalom Street, for the first time since rising to global power,
	his adoring public, including the billions watching on TV and
	online, got to see people publicly protesting against him. 
	

	
	The
	further the Miracle
	Maker traveled
	away from the Western Wall vicinity, the more these
	protesters—mostly
	comprised of three bodies of citizens: Muslims, Jews and
	Christians—raised their voices in anger against him. 
	

	
	Many of the Muslim
	protesters were Palestinians. Despite urgent calls from top Islamic
	Imams to cease at once, that now wasn’t the time, they
	defiantly ignored all orders. Salvador Romanero wasn’t their
	long-awaited Mahdi. He wasn’t even a Muslim. So why comply
	with their wishes? 
	

	
	Who
	was this Spanish infidel to come into agreement with a group of
	people they hated with everything that was in them? Who was he to
	think he could suppress the
	unbridled tension that dated all the way back to Abraham, and hadn’t
	wavered one iota since? 
	

	
	Was Salvador
	Romanero there when, without a shred of mercy, the Jews stole their
	land out from underneath the Palestinians in 1948? No, he wasn’t.
	Was he there when they’d tried on numerous occasions to
	reacquire what they felt was rightfully theirs, only to be
	out-muscled by the much-smaller, yet infinitely mightier, Israeli
	army? No, he wasn’t. This was their battle, not his!

	
	Scores of Muslims
	all over the world joined their Palestinian brothers and sisters,
	standing side by side denouncing the peace treaty signing. Their
	goal wasn’t peace for Israel, but to see that corrupt nation,
	and Jews everywhere for that matter, wiped off the face of the
	Earth. For good! 
	

	
	Only then would
	they rejoice.

	
	On the other side
	of the street, Jewish protesters were just as fiery as their Muslim
	counterparts. Regardless of how beloved Romanero appeared in the
	eyes and hearts of most citizens, there was something about him that
	just wasn’t right. 
	

	
	A growing
	percentage of Jews, resident and visitor alike, wanted nothing to do
	with his many promises of peace for their tiny nation. They didn’t
	trust the man and, as the days passed, they grew more and more
	skeptical of what they thought to be nothing more than “bogus”
	promises coming out of his mouth. 
	

	
	And he wasn’t
	even a Jew!

	
	“Our God
	would never sanction this!” they screamed to high heaven. 
	

	
	Some appeared on TV
	talk shows, vehemently denouncing the upcoming event as something
	coming straight from the pits of hell. Conservative Jews,
	especially, couldn’t accept that Israel’s leaders would
	sign a treaty with an outsider, a Gentile. 
	

	
	They cried, “Only
	Yahweh God can deliver lasting peace to our long-besieged nation,
	not some outspoken Gentile! Soon our long-awaited Messiah will
	rescue us out from underneath the constant fear of annihilation.”
	
	

	
	Most secular Jews,
	however, graciously welcomed Salvador Romanero and his promise of
	peace to their tiny nation, even if he wasn’t one of their
	own. 
	

	
	Of the three
	largest groups of protesters, by far, Christians were the most
	peaceful. Completely mindful that they could do nothing to prevent
	what was prophesied 3,000 years ago in the Book of Daniel, they were
	there to warn the many unconverted of what would follow this
	historic event. 
	

	
	“Instead of
	peace on the horizon for all,” they cried in unison,
	“unspeakable devastation awaits us. Repent and turn to Jesus
	before it’s too late! Only then will you be able to see
	through Romanero’s hypnotic lies and have eternal security!”
	
	

	
	Salvador Romanero
	endured it all without displaying a hint of anger. He even ordered
	universal peace-keeping soldiers to stand down and let them protest.
	But inside, his fury superseded even his nauseous stomach. Yet his
	countenance remained unchanged. He looked like the most peaceful
	citizen on the planet. 
	

	
	Upon
	reaching Khativat Yerushalayim Street/Route 60, the man who quickly
	and easily rose
	above
	the landscape of humanity to
	find himself in this most venerated position, dismounted his donkey
	and was escorted back to the King David Hotel by limousine.

	
	Once
	there, a group of universal peacekeeping soldiers formed a human
	wall around Romanero and hurried him
	inside the vast expanse of the building, careful not to let anyone
	touch him. 
	

	
	Once they
	reached the bank of
	elevators they dispersed, allowing the Miracle
	Maker to
	board a private elevator car to his suite. 
	

	
	The instant he was
	inside his room, Romanero raced to the bathroom and vomited the
	contents inside his stomach. But it did nothing to bring him relief.
	This hatred of the Jews was nothing new. It was always there. 
	

	
	But what he felt
	now, especially when hearing Ha
	Tikva being
	played earlier, took his inner rage to a whole new level, easily
	rivaling the way he felt when looking at a cross or a Christian
	church. 
	

	
	Each time he did,
	it pierced him to the deepest core of his being. 
	

	
	When the time was
	right, Romanero would see that every church, mosque and synagogue
	was burned to the ground. He would also see that the leaders of Iran
	and Turkey who snubbed him by not sending their soldiers, and the
	many protesters lining the pathway heckling him, all paid a severe
	price for their disloyalty and insubordination. 
	

	
	Thanks
	to facial and voice recognition technology, all who could be
	identified would find themselves placed on Romanero’s
	newly-created “dissident” file. 
	

	
	Dissident
	number one was Crown Prince
	Javier of Spain, for his failed attempt to discredit him in front of
	the eyes of the world a few months ago. 
	

	
	Dissidents
	number two and three were the two men who accompanied Romanero to
	Brussels, Belgium on behalf of the King of Spain, to spy on him. 
	

	
	Because
	the king was in very poor health, Romanero left him off the list.
	His days were already numbered... 
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	AS
	THE MEDIA RECAPITULATED this historic moment, social media
	sites were abuzz with netizens the world over. 
	

	
	With the promise of
	peace thick in the air, there was great cause for optimism. But not
	everyone was buying what Salvador Romanero was selling. New
	believers in Christ Jesus were equally inspired to share what the
	Bible had to say about these times. 
	

	
	They warned that
	Romanero was merely deceiving them, that despite his apparent good
	will, it was nothing but well-crafted lies. Dark, powerful forces
	were directing his path. 
	

	
	Now that he’d
	just announced the signing of the peace treaty for this coming
	Passover, there could be no doubt that he
	was the Antichrist of the Bible. Only someone with
	supernatural powers coming from Satan himself could accomplish what
	he had in such a short period of time. 
	

	
	Many new Christians
	posted Daniel 11:36 on their Facebook walls, “And
	the king shall do as he wills. He shall exalt himself and magnify
	himself above every god, shall speak astonishing things against the
	God of gods. He shall prosper till the indignation is accomplished;
	for what is decreed shall be done.”

	
	Their boldness was
	admirable but certainly not smart. Unlike in Jerusalem where
	peacekeeping troops were ordered to stand down and let the protests
	continue, Christians online were constantly harassed and threatened.
	Some, after being tracked down by their IP addresses, were beaten in
	the streets and even inside their homes by mere common folks.

	
	Thanks to the
	media, who kept comparing Salvador Romanero to Jesus Christ—with
	Romanero being the hero and Jesus being the villain—anger and
	hatred toward Christians had steadily risen as the weeks passed. It
	was reaching the boiling point.

	
	“Did Jesus
	ever receive a half-million marriage proposals from men and women
	when He was alive?” cried one of Romanero’s most staunch
	supporters on international television. 
	

	
	She wasn’t
	the only one aiming fire-tipped arrows of harsh criticism at new
	Christ followers. 
	

	
	There were plenty
	of others. 
	

	
	“Jesus
	wasn’t one-tenth the man Salvador Romanero is,” hissed a
	powerful media mogul. “He would never champion the things
	Salvador Romanero holds so dear to his heart, including equal rights
	for all!
	And that’s
	because Jesus only cared about the
	needs and concerns of some, not all!” 
	

	
	The hatred in his
	eyes was sobering.

	
	Another outspoken
	secret society media mogul from Europe appeared on a TV talk show,
	for what was advertised a friendly religious debate. It was anything
	but that. 
	

	
	Pointing her finger
	at her Christian opponent, she went off on him, “If Jesus were
	here, He would order women back to our homes where He
	thinks we
	belong! He would
	also condemn homosexuals everywhere, thus violating one of His
	supposed ten commandments to ‘love thy neighbor.’ 
	

	
	“This proves
	Jesus was nothing more than an outdated hypocrite! While your
	so-called Savior
	preached unapologetic hate speech, the
	most-high Salvador Romanero promises
	to stop at nothing until women, minorities, homosexuals and
	transgenders everywhere are recognized worldwide as full-fledged
	equal partners of society. That’s what I call loving thy
	neighbor! 
	

	
	“Salvador
	Romanero understands that in order to create a new utopia, everyone
	must be treated as equals. But did Jesus? No! Nor do His many
	misguided followers! The fact that my savior chooses to treat all
	who discriminate against him so lovingly makes me love him all the
	more!” she proclaimed. “Who else is like him? Surely, he
	is a god. There can be no other explanation!”

	
	Before her Christian counterpart could reply, she continued, “And
	don’t tell me organized religions can’t
	come together and exist on the same level. There
	are nearly three billion Buddhists and Hindus among us. Not only do
	these two groups get along extremely well, the vast majority stand
	with Salvador Romanero. Like the majority of us, their mantra is,
	‘Anything for peace’. 
	

	
	“Oh,
	but not you Christians. You think you’re better than the rest
	of us! How pathetic! The simple truth is you
	don’t fit in like everyone else. With the wheels of progress
	turning again, people like you
	are causing too
	many bumps in the road to make for a smooth ride.”

	
	Rising from her
	chair, she pointed her finger at him again and said, “People
	like you
	have kept total
	harmony and unity from manifesting on Planet Earth for far too long.
	Because of your unwillingness to change, you
	don’t deserve
	to have the favor of Salvador Romanero shining on you. 
	

	
	“If the
	choice were mine to make, you would all be wiped off the face of the
	Earth! If that means hell for me, let me just say that I would
	rather end up in hell with my
	savior than spend a
	single day in homophobic Heaven with yours!”
	
	

	
	The man once again
	tried voicing his opinion, but it fell on deaf ears when the
	producer went to commercial break. 
	

	
	A fuse of violence
	was lit that quickly engulfed the entire planet. Christ followers
	were being mocked as closed-minded
	zealots, bigots, extremists and
	fundamental
	fools,
	who cared nothing for those who weren’t like them. 
	

	
	Spreading the
	Gospel of Jesus Christ was rapidly becoming the most dangerous thing
	to do. 
	

	
	The only people who
	were as hated were practicing Jews. 
	

	
	Because of their
	negative portrayal of Salvador Romanero, and thanks to a few leaks
	to the media—many spawned from the secret society responsible
	for elevating the Miracle
	Maker to
	such lofty heights—Jews and Christians were beaten in the
	streets, tortured, raped and sometimes even killed by common
	citizens. 
	

	
	Worse, universal
	peacekeeping forces and state and local officials looked the other
	way when it was happening. The rule on the streets was to let it
	continue, inhumane or not. 
	

	
	These people were
	the problem. Like
	cockroaches, they needed to be exterminated so a new enlightened
	society could finally be realized on Planet Earth. 
	

	
	The unspoken word
	in mainstream society was quickly becoming, “What’s one
	less Christian or Jew? No one will miss ’em when they’re
	gone!” 
	

	
	The Salvador
	Romanero killing machine was just getting fired up, and who could
	stop it? 
	

	
	To most Muslims,
	while opposing much of what Salvador Romanero stood for, they
	applauded the hatred he kept stirring up against Christians and
	Jews. 
	

	
	Why intervene when
	the infidels were doing their job for them, even setting churches
	and synagogues ablaze the world over? 
	

	
	Salvador Romanero
	sent a tweet to his three billion followers, urging whoever was
	setting the fires to cease at once. Christians
	and Jews should remain free to worship in their churches and
	synagogues. Just because they have no respect for what I’m out
	to accomplish gives no one the right to burn down their places of
	worship!” 
	

	
	Totally blinded to
	the truth, his growing army of followers praised their leader for
	extending so much compassion toward those who were clearly unworthy
	of it. In various polls shown on TV and online, most openly admitted
	they could never handle those parasites as eloquently as their
	fearless leader was doing. 
	

	
	But what was
	skillfully hidden from public knowledge was that Romanero’s
	henchmen were the ones behind much of the arson taking place. No one
	wanted to see the eventual annihilation of all who opposed him more
	than he did—especially those who chose Jesus over him. 
	

	
	Unfortunately, for
	those not belonging to the Most High God, by the time they finally
	realized who Salvador Romanero really was—the son of Satan—it
	would be too late. 
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	BRIAN
	MULROONEY BOLTED UPRIGHT in his bed, after being jolted from
	a deep sleep. His T-shirt was soaked with sweat and he trembled with
	fear, due to a dream he’d just had. It was the same exact
	dream he’d had the previous two nights. 
	

	
	This particular
	invasion into his dream world had nothing to do with last November’s
	harrowing event, which Mulrooney now knew was the Rapture of
	Christ’s Church. Nor was it about the just-announced peace
	treaty signing. And it certainly had nothing to do with his
	declining relationship with his girlfriend, Renate McCallister, the
	growing “religious” conflict with his father, or his
	uncertain future in the hotel business. 
	

	
	No, this dream was
	about the religious institution he’d been a member of for most
	of his life, the Catholic Church. It was more of a vision, really,
	centered on a man Brian had never met in person, but had spoken to
	once on the phone. 
	

	
	At least that’s
	who Mulrooney thought it was. That lone conversation came the day
	after the Rapture, when the
	33-year-old hotel manager called
	the local Catholic Church in Ann Arbor, Michigan, requesting an
	audience with a priest. 
	

	
	Father Dunleavey
	called back later saying he only had a few minutes to spare. In that
	brief time the Catholic clergyman did nothing to assuage Mulrooney’s
	fear or shed a single strand of light on what had transpired the day
	before. 
	

	
	Because of this,
	Mulrooney was just as confused at the end of that call as he was in
	the beginning. So
	why is he haunting my dreams now? 
	

	
	Though
	Brian had never seen the man’s face, he felt certain it was
	him. He ran his fingers through sweaty hair, doing his best to
	corral his thoughts and make sense of it all.
	
	

	
	In his dream,
	Father Tom Dunleavey was saying mass to a completely packed church,
	dressed in his usual religious garb. As he went through the motions
	of delivering the traditional sermon, preset by the Church itself,
	everything looked normal enough. 
	

	
	Just as he was
	giving the homily, after reading the liturgy of the Word, the
	strangest thing happened: light smoke protruded through his priestly
	garments and drifted skyward. At first, Mulrooney thought it was the
	holy smoke he’d seen on many occasions during Catholic mass,
	only the priest wasn’t holding a golden censer. His hands were
	clasped together, as if in prayer. 
	

	
	Brian must have
	been floating or levitating because he had an undisturbed bird’s-eye
	view of the entire church. Peculiarly enough, though only a dream,
	he could smell the smoke as it rose up toward him. It certainly
	wasn’t the aromatic sweet-smelling incense that filled his
	nostrils on occasion at church. 
	

	
	If anything, it
	smelled like burning flesh; human flesh to be precise, identical to
	what he smelled at Michigan Stadium a few short horrific months ago.

	
	Brian tried warning
	Father Dunleavey that his garments were smoking, but his voice went
	unheard. The Catholic clergyman was too focused on the task at hand
	to be distracted. The more he spoke to the congregation, the more
	the smoke intensified. 
	

	
	Yet he remained
	undeterred, as if in a trance. 
	

	
	As Mulrooney’s
	eyes wandered over the congregation, smoke started pouring out of
	everyone within the sound of the Catholic priest’s voice.
	Father Dunleavey must have noticed his sheep smoking like a bunch of
	chimneys, yet he kept on preaching without the slightest concern or
	hesitation. 
	

	
	Just as he was
	about to give the benediction, everyone suddenly burst into flames;
	the Catholic priest included! Even doused in fire, Father Dunleavey
	remained undeterred. 
	

	
	Meanwhile,
	anguished, distorted screams filled the cathedral as he blessed his
	sheep by performing the sign of the cross. 
	

	
	They begged him not
	to continue; that his words and actions only intensified the agony
	they felt. But he kept going until everyone was completely engulfed
	in flames. Only no one was consumed by it. At least not initially. 
	

	
	Mulrooney’s
	vantage point widened more vertically. Above Father Dunleavey he
	could see the Catholic Church hierarchy protruding through thick
	flames and smoke; faceless beings, identified only by what they
	wore, from nuns to priests to cardinals to bishops and so on. 
	

	
	At the very top of
	the pyramid was the Pope himself, standing alongside Salvador
	Romanero. 
	

	
	In the back of the
	sanctuary, Brian heard two men taking turns preaching the Gospel of
	Jesus Christ. Both wore sackcloth robes, sandals, and had long, wiry
	gray hair and even longer beards. They looked as if they’d
	been transported by time machine straight out of the Old Testament. 
	

	
	The only things
	missing were their camels and staffs. Their deep, scratchy voices
	boomed throughout the sanctuary. Their message was unmistakable,
	unwavering: “Repent or burn!” 
	

	
	Standing
	side-by-side, one of them said, “Whoever
	believes in Yeshua is not condemned, but whoever does not believe in
	Him is condemned already. The
	only chance of being rescued from the flames of hell is by
	discarding everything you’ve been taught in this condemned
	house of
	idol worship and repent before a just and Holy God before it’s
	too late!”

	
	Mulrooney observed
	in wonderment as some who heard and believed the Message sincerely
	repented of their sins and placed their complete trust in Christ
	Jesus. They were plucked out of the fire, thus rescued from eternal
	damnation. 
	

	
	Miraculously, there
	wasn’t a single burn mark found on any of them. It’s as
	if they were washed white as snow. 
	

	
	Everyone else
	screamed in agony begging to be rescued. But since their hearts
	remained hardened to the true Gospel of Jesus Christ, they were
	ultimately consumed by fire, and were without hope or excuse. 
	

	
	Peering through the
	smoke and flames, Mulrooney saw great confusion on Father
	Dunleavey’s face. His eyes fearfully volleyed from the
	Catholic Church hierarchy above him to the two men at the rear of
	the sanctuary. He was being pulled in both directions like a
	tug-of-war. The terror on his face was unmistakable. 
	

	
	It was as if he
	could feel the hot flames licking at his soul waiting to consume
	him. 
	

	
	Mulrooney’s
	attention was diverted from the Catholic priest to the countless
	demons he saw coming out of the statues and all other points of idol
	worship throughout the church. Their hideously distorted shrieks and
	moans were such that they echoed throughout the universe, as the
	demons fled the smoke and flames. 
	

	
	Then there was a
	loud explosion, as if a bomb had been detonated. Once the smoke
	finally cleared, all things pertaining to the Catholic Church were
	gone, completely incinerated in the flames, replaced by a serene
	field full of fertile soil where the church once stood. 
	

	
	Smack dab in the
	center of the harvest field was Jesus, saying, “I am the Way,
	the Truth and the Life. No one comes to the Father except through
	Me. Everything else is merely chasing after hell.” 
	

	
	No one else was
	with Him. No Popes. No cardinals. No bishops. No priests. No Mary.
	No statues. Only Jesus! 
	

	
	And that’s
	when Brian woke up in a pool of sweat, without ever knowing what had
	become of Father Dunleavey. Crazier than the dream itself was that
	he had never met the Catholic priest in person and, therefore, had
	no idea what he looked like. 
	

	
	Yet, aside from the
	Pope and Salvador Romanero, his was the only other recognizable face
	in the dream. Brian reached for his phone and Googled the website of
	the Catholic church in Ann Arbor. Searching the staff online, he
	nearly swallowed his Adam’s apple! It’s
	him! It
	was almost too much to absorb. 
	

	
	At 3:16 a.m., Brian
	felt prompted in his spirit to make contact with the Catholic
	priest. He called the church not expecting anyone to answer. It went
	to voice mail. “My name’s Brian Mulrooney. I’m
	calling for Father Dunleavey. I spoke with him last November after
	the disappearances. There’s something of vital importance I
	need to share with him. Can you have him call me at his earliest
	convenience? It’s an emergency. Thank you.”

	
	Mulrooney got out
	of bed and went to the kitchen to brew a pot of coffee. The last
	thing he wanted was to sleep again. 
	

	
	As it brewed he put
	two pieces of wheat bread in the toaster and dropped to his knees,
	“Father,
	is this Your way of calling me into service? Do You want me to share
	my dream with Catholics everywhere, including my parents? If so, I
	am willing.”

	
	What Brian didn’t
	know was that millions of new Christ followers were having similar
	dreams regarding the many false religions they were part of prior to
	the Rapture. 
	

	
	Another thing
	Mulrooney didn’t know was that the two
	men preaching in the back of the church were the Two Witnesses
	prophesied in the Book of Revelation. 
	

	
	Nor did Mulrooney
	know that the Sovereign God of the universe was fulfilling Joel
	2:28-29: “And
	it shall come to pass afterward that I will pour out My Spirit on
	all flesh; Your sons and your daughters shall prophesy, Your old men
	shall dream dreams, Your young men shall see visions. And also on My
	menservants and on My maidservants I will pour out My Spirit in
	those days.” 
	

	
	And this meant,
	without exception, that God was connecting people through
	supernatural dreams. Those belonging to the Most High woke feeling
	prompted in their spirits to arrange meetings with the person or
	persons of their dreams. 
	

	
	As for the rest—the
	unbelievers—Yahweh God allowed their reprobate minds to fall
	under Satan’s powerful lure and influence. Their dreams and
	visions were so vile, so reprehensible, that only a few had
	entertained such thoughts and visions in the past. 
	

	
	Longtime Satan
	worshipers, especially, were in a total state of renewal, receiving
	supernatural powers directly from the devil himself, powers they’d
	never before felt. They sensed something huge transpiring, only they
	didn’t know what it was. 
	

	
	Was their leader
	coming back for them? It sure felt like it. 
	

	
	If they only knew
	the grim consequences of their actions, they’d turn from it in
	an instant. But through the constant denial and rejection of the
	things of God, their hearts became wickedly hardened to the point
	that they were blinded to the Truth. 
	

	
	Their master didn’t
	care for them. They were merely being deceived. Satan’s sole
	purpose, using Salvador Romanero as his puppet, was to deceive and
	ultimately destroy as many souls as possible before his time ran
	out. 
	

	
	Everyone under his
	spell would soon share in the unspeakable horror that awaits each
	doomed soul on the great Day of Judgment. 
	

	
	They didn’t
	know it yet, but they were on a collision course with eternal
	damnation...
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	CHARLES
	CALLOWAY WAS DRIVING north on I-75 in the state of Florida,
	50 miles south of the Georgia state line, en route to Atlanta. The
	meeting he’d been praying for, begging God for, was finally
	about to happen. He couldn’t wait to get there. 
	

	
	Even four months
	later, mangled guardrails and medians lined parts of the highway
	upon which Calloway was traveling.
	And a few burnt out vehicles still littered the shoulders in some
	places or were left under bridges to decay. All were sobering
	visuals of what happened after the
	silent evacuation of God’s true saints.

	
	But all in all,
	workers had done a commendable job in restoring the roads to where
	they were once again safe to travel on.

	
	This was Calloway’s
	third time driving to Atlanta since the Rapture. The original plan
	was to leave 24 hours from now. That all changed after he received a
	text message early this morning from the founders of
	www.lsarglobal.org,
	Travis Hartings and
	Clayton Holmes. 
	

	
	Calloway scratched
	his head in astonishment. After having virtually no contact with the
	two men since before last Christmas, the timing couldn’t have
	been any more peculiar, since they were the sole focus of a dream
	he’d had the past three nights. 
	

	
	From what he could
	remember, in his dream Calloway saw himself involved with a growing
	Christian organization led by the two creators of the widely-popular
	website. Suddenly they’re contacting me requesting a
	meeting the next time I’m in Atlanta? It could only be God. 
	

	
	Calloway replied,
	Nice
	to finally hear back from you, gentlemen. Your timing couldn’t
	be better. I’ll
	be in Atlanta this weekend to preach at my father’s church. I
	planned on leaving tomorrow but can leave today if it’s
	convenient for you. He
	didn’t
	mention
	the dream in the text. That would come later. 
	

	
	Hartings replied,
	giving Calloway the address of a Denny’s
	Restaurant just off the interstate he was traveling on.
	See
	you there at 3
	p.m. sharp. No need to reply back.

	
	Calloway jumped out
	of bed and packed his suitcase. Carrying his suitcase to his car, he
	was struck with a thought: Did Travis and Clayton already know he
	would be in Atlanta this weekend? Had they somehow infiltrated his
	father’s church and already knew this was his third trip to
	Georgia over the past month and a half? 
	

	
	Calloway did not
	know. At any rate, leaving a day early posed absolutely no challenge
	to him. It’s not like he was busy with his once-successful
	network marketing business. He seriously doubted if Cell-U-Loss
	International would survive the mayhem. 
	

	
	Who wanted to
	purchase nutraceutical products now? Even the hundreds of
	bodybuilders who’d faithfully used his products—earning
	him a small fortune in the process—stopped ordering from him.
	It was suddenly the furthest thing from their minds. 
	

	
	Charles
	Calloway wasn’t the only representative faced with this
	debilitating dilemma: the
	company that generated $37M in the month leading up to the Rapture,
	had averaged just over $50,000 per month since. Charles was
	surprised the number was that high. 
	

	
	By gazing into the
	president of Cell-U-Loss International’s eyes—even
	online—Jonathan Steinberg looked like the captain of a sinking
	ship. The eyes never lied. 
	

	
	Calloway felt for
	his former mentor, he really did, but not enough to help him try and
	salvage his barely-on-life-support nutraceutical
	company. Because
	Steinberg’s faith remained rooted in the world and Calloway’s
	faith was now rooted in Christ Jesus, it meant they were suddenly
	going in opposite directions. 
	

	
	My mentor should
	have been my daddy, not some man working to gain the whole world at
	the peril of his soul! 
	

	
	With no business to
	work and with no family around to occupy his time, Charles Calloway
	had the freedom to travel extensively, if need be, and go wherever
	God wanted him to. 
	

	
	Especially now that
	his house was off the market. It sold rather quickly to a wealthy
	Arab consortium from Dubai out buying multiple “choice”
	properties around the world. After just one walk-through they made
	him an offer. The
	closing was set for next month. 
	

	
	Even more
	miraculous was that Calloway would net approximately $25,000 from
	the sale. Given the present climate, it was a tremendous blessing
	from God. 
	

	
	Passing an
	eighteen-wheeler truck on the highway, Calloway was still puzzled by
	the meeting location. Clearly, the place he saw in his dream wasn’t
	a Denny’s Restaurant, or any other restaurant for that matter.
	It was a log cabin surrounded by hills and trees, far away from any
	big city. 
	

	
	Hence, the mild
	uncertainty on his part.

	
	But
	nothing would stop him from meeting with Travis Hartings and Clayton
	Holmes. Calloway knew dreams were oftentimes hard to decipher,
	impossible at times. Still,
	if they offered him a position within their organization, Charles
	would accept it, no questions asked. 
	

	
	As per strict
	instructions, no one could know about this meeting, including the
	members of his church in Sarasota or those from his late father’s
	church in Atlanta. Calloway was sworn to secrecy and had every
	intention of keeping it that way.

	
	As much as he
	wanted to preach from the pulpit his father had faithfully occupied
	for more than 40 years, until he knew for certain which direction
	the Lord was leading him, he would serve as interim pastor at both
	churches. He didn’t mind making the 500-mile trip from
	Sarasota to Atlanta every other week. In this strange new world, it
	was sort of therapeutic. 
	

	
	Even so, if the two
	men he was about to meet offered him a position with their
	organization, Charles would receive it as confirmation from above,
	resign as interim pastor at both churches, and join them in the
	capacity of their choosing. 
	

	
	“Thy
	will be done, Father!”
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	CHARLES
	CALLOWAY PULLED INTO the agreed-upon Denny’s Restaurant
	parking lot 30 minutes ahead of schedule. 
	

	
	Parked
	across the street
	in a white, windowless passenger van with a long range thermal
	surveillance scope pointed at Charles Calloway’s body, was
	Braxton Rice. Rice was also equipped with a surveillance cone with
	the most advanced listening capabilities on the market in case his
	subject’s cell phone remained stuffed inside his pants pocket,
	causing all surrounding sounds to be muffled. 
	

	
	One
	way or the other, each word out of Charles Calloway’s mouth in
	the next few minutes would be recorded. 
	

	
	Braxton
	Rice was one of a dozen or so reconnaissance men hired by the
	founders of www.lsarglobal.org
	to
	eavesdrop on those for whom they had an interest. 
	

	
	Thanks
	to a $10 million donation made by a billionaire friend from
	Australia, whom Travis Hartings had known for many years, they were
	able to purchase the necessary equipment to properly vet and spy on
	multiple potential candidates simultaneously. 
	

	
	With
	the peace treaty signing fast approaching, they hadn’t a
	moment to waste. Time was of the extreme essence.

	
	The
	equipment in
	Braxton
	Rice’s possession had real-time video recording capabilities,
	which allowed the two founders to watch and listen from anywhere on
	the planet, whenever they wanted. 
	

	
	With
	Calloway being of such great interest to them, Holmes and Hartings
	cleared their busy schedules so they could listen and watch
	everything that was about to unfold, from a hotel room less than a
	mile away from the restaurant.

	
	When
	Charles exited his vehicle, Rice powered up the hand-held
	device then
	pushed
	and pulled on the dial, making corrective adjustments, until his
	subject came into view. 
	

	
	At
	first, Calloway appeared on Travis Hartings’ laptop screen
	with a magnification range of 25 times. With a simple push of a
	button, it increased to 100 times, with an automatic direction
	finder that would keep their subject locked in at all times. 
	

	
	“Good
	job, Braxton. You’re a real pro!” Travis Hartings said. 
	

	
	“Thanks,
	boss. Sound coming momentarily,” Rice said evenly, into his
	static-free microphone, turning on the digital audio recording
	system. Capable of NSA-quality recordings at a distance of more than
	1000 meters, this was well within its range, making this
	surveillance job a piece of cake, really. 
	

	
	The
	way Calloway’s shoulders slumped as he ambled inside the
	restaurant, it looked as if he’d just finished carrying a
	50-pound bag of concrete mix on each shoulder. The
	man who once brimmed with unbridled confidence now slouched with
	great indiscipline. 
	

	
	His
	body wasn’t wounded, but you’d never know it by looking
	at him. Then again, it would be difficult for anyone to walk
	upright, after suffering the many knockout blows their subject had
	endured over the past few months. 
	

	
	Having
	closely monitored Charles Calloway since before last Christmas,
	Holmes and Hartings were quite mindful of his latest body blow. They
	were listening when Brian Mulrooney called Charles at his home last
	Christmas Eve, on live video chat, so he could watch the church
	service at Southeast Michigan Evangelical Church. 
	

	
	When
	Pastor Jim Simonton lamented to a full congregation that those who
	were redeemed from this point forward wouldn’t be part of the
	Church Age, the comment struck Calloway hard. Even after the pastor
	reiterated that they all had eternal assurance and would be invited
	to the Wedding Supper of the Lamb, only not as part of the Bride of
	Christ, he was unaware that his words had totally devastated someone
	a thousand miles away in the state of Florida. 
	

	
	First
	there were a few gasps and sighs. Then it sounded like Charles had
	buckled to the floor, as if being kicked hard in the gut. Though
	unsure of what it all meant—even Pastor Simonton confessed
	that he didn’t understand the difference between the two, how
	could anyone brim with confidence under such conditions? 
	

	
	Holmes
	and Hartings knew how their subject felt. Hopefully
	his involvement with them would breathe new life back into him. 
	

	
	But
	first Calloway had to pass this final test. After performing an
	extensive
	background check on him without his knowing, it was time to see if
	he was worthy of a position with them. 
	

	
	Totally
	clueless that he was under surveillance,
	Calloway took a seat and perused the menu, mentally
	rehearsing what he would say once Holmes and Hartings arrived. 
	

	
	A waiter
	approached. Charles ordered an orange juice. A moment later the long
	haired, heavily-tattooed, fair-skinned waiter placed the juice on
	the table and left him.

	
	After twenty
	minutes of waiting, there was still no sign of Clayton Holmes or
	Travis Hartings.

	
	His phone rang. It
	was Brian Mulrooney. “Hey Brian!” 
	

	
	“Sorry
	I missed your call. I was in the shower.”

	
	“What
	call? I didn’t call you. Must’ve been a pocket dial.
	Sorry, bro!”

	
	“No
	worries. How are things in Florida?”

	
	“I’m not
	in Florida.”

	
	“Where
	are you?”

	
	“Atlanta.”

	
	“Thought
	you weren’t leaving until tomorrow?”

	
	“Quick
	change of plans.”

	
	“Oh,
	yeah? What plans?” 
	

	
	“Let’s
	just say it has to do with a dream I had for three consecutive
	nights.” 
	

	
	“You,
	too, huh?” 
	

	
	Charles raised an eyebrow. “You’re
	having dreams too?” 
	

	
	“Yep,
	the past three nights about the Catholic Church. It was bizarre, to
	say the least. What about your dream?”

	
	“Can’t
	tell you just yet, if ever at all.”

	
	Mulrooney sighed.
	“Why not? I told you my dream.”

	
	“I
	know, Brian, and I appreciate it. If I could tell you, I would, but
	I can’t. Don’t take it personally. Perhaps someday I
	can, just not now. I’m sworn to secrecy. Truth be told, I’m
	not comfortable even talking about it on the phone or out in public
	like this. Never know who’s listenin’. Please try to
	understand, my brother.” 
	

	
	“What choice do I have?” was
	all Mulrooney could say. 
	

	
	Charles knew Brian
	was disappointed. “Thanks for understanding. Call you later.”
	
	

	
	“Okay,
	Charles.”

	
	Just then the
	waiter approached. “Are you sure your guests are coming, sir?”
	
	

	
	“They’ll
	be here soon enough,” Calloway replied, noticing the many
	empty tables. “Do you need
	the table? I mean, the restaurant’s dead!”

	
	“No,
	sir. Take all the time you need.”

	
	A half-hour later,
	there was still no sign of Clayton Holmes or Travis Hartings.
	Calloway was getting fidgety. 
	

	
	The waiter
	approached again, “May I know how you know the two men?”
	
	

	
	Calloway flinched.
	“Why are you so interested in me and my two friends? And who
	said I was meeting with two men anyway?” 
	

	
	“No
	one, sir.”

	
	“How
	do you know they’re not women?”

	
	Seeing that his
	guest was becoming visibly irate, the waiter’s eyes darted
	left and right to make sure no one was listening. “Relax,
	Mister Calloway,” the waiter said calmly, evenly. “I
	have just as much interest in them as you do.” 
	

	
	Calloway blinked
	hard. His pulse raced in his ears. A red flag went up. “How do
	you know my name? Who are you?” 
	

	
	“A
	servant of the Most High God, just like you.” His green eyes
	were ablaze. “I regret to inform that the two men you’re
	here to meet won’t be coming, sir.”

	
	Calloway’s
	heart sank. He paused to let his tone settle, “Why not?”
	
	

	
	“It’s
	okay. The meeting’s still on. A friend of the two men in
	question asked me to tell you to drive to the Hilton Hotel a mile or
	so up the road on the right. Once you arrive, go to the front desk
	and look for a young Indian woman. Her name’s Purnima. Ask for
	William Fuller. She’ll give you further instructions.”

	
	“But...”
	
	

	
	“Oh,
	bring a change of clothing for one night. You’ll need it.”

	
	“But...”

	
	“Nice
	meeting you, Mister Calloway. Juice is on me. Keep fighting the Good
	Fight. Pray for me as I pray for you. God is with us.” 
	

	
	Before he could
	reply, the waiter turned and walked away, leaving Calloway
	dumbfounded. He placed a couple of dollars on the table for a tip
	and left the restaurant. 
	

	
	Charles easily
	found the Hilton Hotel. He grabbed his suitcase and went inside.
	Seeing a young Indian girl at the front desk he approached her. 
	

	
	Her
	name tag read, Purnima
	Rushi – New Delhi, India.

	
	After typing
	something onto the keyboard in front of her, their eyes met. “I’m
	here to meet with a Mister William Fuller.”

	
	“Good
	afternoon, Mister Calloway,” Purnima Rushi said, matter of
	factly. “Kindly take the elevator to the seventh floor. I’ll
	call Mister Fuller to inform him of your arrival.”

	
	“Room
	number?” 
	

	
	“No
	room number.” What she didn’t say was the two rooms
	occupied by the men who set up this meeting were on the ninth floor,
	not the seventh.

	
	Charles winced.
	“Come again?”

	
	Purnima Rushi did a
	quick scan of the hotel lobby. Satisfied that no one was listening,
	including her co-worker at the other end of the registration desk,
	she said, “Mister Fuller will meet you by the bank of
	elevators on the seventh floor.” 
	

	
	Breaking into the
	warmest of smiles, the young woman whispered, “Keep fighting
	the Good Fight, Mister Calloway. Pray for me as I pray for you. God
	is with us.” 
	

	
	Charles gave her a
	sideways look, realizing the waiter at Denny’s said the very
	same thing to him. “Uh, yeah, you too.”

	
	At that, the young
	woman went back to what she was doing. 
	

	
	Calloway left for
	the bank of elevators. When he reached the seventh floor the doors
	parted, giving him a view of the thickly carpeted corridor and
	bronze-trimmed sconces splashing soft light on the beige walls. 
	

	
	His
	eyes were quickly diverted when a burly, beefy, dark-skinned man
	with shaved head rose from a chair near the elevator, “I’m
	William Fuller. Follow me.” 
	

	
	Calloway obeyed,
	and followed the man wearing a black leather jacket and blue jeans
	that were ripped at the knees down the emergency stairs to the
	fourth floor. From there they rode the elevator down to the parking
	garage beneath the lobby floor. Fuller hit a button on his
	electronic key and both men heard the faint sound of his car
	responding a short distance away. 
	

	
	Reaching the
	windowless passenger van, Fuller put his hand on the back-door
	handle then paused. “By the way, my name’s not William
	Fuller. It’s Braxton Rice. Sorry for lying to you, man. Can’t
	be too careful now.”

	
	Before Calloway
	could respond, Rice opened the door. Clayton Holmes and Travis
	Hartings were both seated in the back seat. Calloway’s eyes
	widened. 
	

	
	“Good
	afternoon, Charles,” Clayton Holmes said. “Sorry for the
	wild goose chase. We’re practicing for when this becomes
	everyday life for us in the not-too-distant future. 
	

	
	“It’s
	important that we not be seen in public with you or anyone else
	we’re considering for our organization. All it would take is
	for one restaurant or hotel lobby camera to connect the three of us
	and it could prove costly at some point.”

	
	“I
	understand.” Calloway couldn’t help but feel honored in
	the presence of these two men.

	
	“We
	figured you would, Charles,” Hartings said, with an assuring
	smile. “After all, you just passed a very big test.” 
	

	
	“What
	test?”

	
	“Not
	only did you not tell Brian Mulrooney anything, you refrained from
	disclosing any information to the waiter at Denny’s who served
	you orange juice, and the young woman at the hotel who pointed you
	to us. Well done. Clayton and I are both grateful.”

	
	Calloway winced.
	“How do you know Brian Mulrooney?”

	
	“We
	don’t know him, per se, only from conversations with you.”
	
	

	
	“Yes,
	we tapped your phone,” Clayton Holmes said, unapologetically.
	“Been listening to your conversations for quite some time.
	It’s because of us that Brian received a missed call from you.
	I can assure you it wasn’t a pocket dial on your end.”

	
	Charles
	Calloway’s brow furrowed as he considered what Holmes had just
	told him. He wasn’t overly surprised that the waiter and young
	lady at the front desk of the Hilton Hotel were somehow involved. He
	figured that much. But Brian
	too? 
	

	
	Funnily enough,
	Charles wasn’t offended. He shrugged it off.

	
	Travis Hartings said, “Hop
	on in. There’s much we want to share with you. Just not here.
	We should be at the real destination in a few hours.”

	
	“Where
	we going?”

	
	“Tennessee.”

	
	“Where
	in Tennessee?”

	
	Clayton Holmes answered for his partner, “Just
	Tennessee for now. Don’t worry, your car will be safe. And
	you’ll be back in plenty of time to preach at your father’s
	church on Sunday. We wouldn’t let you miss that for anything.”

	
	Calloway climbed
	into the front passenger seat without asking another question. 
	

	
	The vehicle drove
	off.

	
	Three hours later,
	they reached their destination. 
	

	
	Calloway’s
	mouth was agape. The
	cabin I saw in my dream! Thank you, Lord!
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	AS
	SOON AS THE vehicle came to a stop, Braxton Rice turned to
	Charles Calloway, “Wait here.” 
	

	
	Clayton Holmes and
	Travis Hartings already knew the drill. 
	

	
	Rice got out and
	did a quick sweep for listening devices and all other electronic
	counter measures,
	using a device in his right hand that detected any and all
	electronic counter-espionage devices. He
	wasn’t expecting to find anything this early in the game, but
	at the very least, doing constant sweeps allowed him to hone his
	skills all the more.

	
	Calloway craned his
	neck back, “What if I told you, gentlemen, that I saw this
	cabin in my dreams the past three nights?” 
	

	
	Holmes and Hartings
	looked at each other and smiled. The final confirmation they’d
	been waiting for. 
	

	
	“Can’t
	tell you how happy
	we are to hear that, Charles,” Travis Hartings said. “Now
	we know we can trust you with our plans. We’ve
	been praying for weeks on end that God would give us a surefire sign
	so we would know those chosen at the outset would come from Him. We
	knew God wouldn’t
	put a sign on anyone’s
	foreheads or anything like that.”

	
	Clayton Holmes
	said, “Would be too obvious. Anyway, for three consecutive
	nights, Travis and I had the very same dream. In it, we saw many
	unrecognizable faces. We both heard a voice say, ‘Those who
	contact you regarding dreams they’ve had are trustworthy.’
	Apparently, you’re one of them.”

	
	“How cool is
	that!” Charles
	said. “God is good!”

	
	“And
	faithful,” Hartings said. “Truth is, we never share our
	dream with anyone until they first tell us about theirs. Thanks for
	putting our minds at ease.” 
	

	
	“Believe me
	when I say, it’s
	my pleasure!”

	
	Satisfied that the
	coast was clear, Braxton Rice gave the “thumbs up”
	signal and the four men hurried inside the cabin. 
	

	
	Their nostrils were
	treated to a wonderful aroma: Miss Evelyn’s homemade honey
	barbecue chicken. 
	

	
	At 72 years of age,
	Clayton Holmes’ aunt was old school in every sense of the
	word. What would take no more than an hour for most to prepare took
	Miss Evelyn three hours. She was proud to not be part of the
	microwave generation. 
	

	
	After just one
	bite, Charles Calloway knew why Miss Evelyn’s honey barbecue
	chicken was one of Clayton’s favorites. Having not eaten all
	day, Charles practically inhaled his food. It was so delicious he
	had two helpings of the chicken and all the fixins. 
	

	
	After dinner, as
	Miss Evelyn filled the dishwasher and put the leftover food in the
	refrigerator, the four men adjourned to the living room. Braxton
	Rice started a fire. Once it was up to height, he took a seat
	alongside his three associates. 
	

	
	Clayton Holmes
	began, “As impressed as we are with your past success in the
	business world and your impressive people skills...” 
	

	
	“Yes,
	Charles, we’ve
	watched some of
	your online training videos...” Travis Hartings said, jumping
	in. “You’re
	quite talented...”

	
	“Thanks,”
	Calloway replied. 
	

	
	“Aside from
	the dream you had, which gave us the green light to share our plans
	with you,” Holmes said, “the other reason you’ve
	been chosen at the outset supersedes your obvious talents.”

	
	“Oh yeah,
	what’s
	that?”

	
	“Painful as
	it was to lose everyone dear to you, it actually helps you now.”

	
	Calloway felt a
	lump rise in his throat, “How’s
	that?” 
	

	
	Travis Hartings sat
	up in his seat. “Let’s face it, there are no
	compromising strings attached to your involvement with us. One of
	our chief concerns when choosing those with strong ties to
	unbelieving family members and friends is that they could possibly
	compromise us at some point.”

	
	“This
	would include your friend, Brian Mulrooney,” Clayton Holmes
	said. “As far as we can tell, he only knew one true Christian
	prior to the Rapture, and didn’t even know it until after his
	friend Justin disappeared. The fact that his family’s still
	intact and aren’t believers is a red flag to us.”

	
	“I
	see.”

	
	Hartings said,
	“We’re mindful of your involvement with those two
	churches, Charles. Though they all profess faith in Jesus, only
	those who have dreams and have been properly vetted can know about
	us for now. And even then, we can only choose so many. At least at
	the outset.”

	
	“Your
	secret’s
	safe with me, gentlemen,” Calloway said. 
	

	
	“Very good.
	Because Jesus
	warned that in the end times, a man will be pitted against his
	father, a daughter against her mother, a daughter-in-law against her
	mother-in-law. In short, many a man’s enemies will be members
	of his own household.”

	
	Having
	become quite familiar with that Bible verse, Calloway
	nodded agreement.

	
	Clayton Holmes
	chimed in again, “This is spiritual warfare at the highest
	level, Charles. One outsider, one spy, one enemy of God is all it’ll
	take to destroy everything we’re out to accomplish. This
	includes unsaved friends and family members. To even associate with
	unbelievers could prove costly at some point, deadly even. I mean,
	how well do we
	really
	know each other?” 
	

	
	“You
	got that right,” Calloway said. 
	

	
	“Bottom
	line,” Holmes said, “anyone
	getting involved with us must be willing to cut all ties with
	unbelieving friends and family.
	Now more
	than ever, it’s becoming apparent that we need to band
	together as one and get better organized if we have any chance of
	survival. If we don’t do more, and quickly, the enemy will
	annihilate us before we can even put up a fight. 
	

	
	“While
	there’s unity and solidarity among believers in small circles,
	on a global scale there’s virtually none to speak of. Think
	about it, what took the Church two thousand years to build ended at
	the Rapture. Don’t
	get me wrong: the Cornerstone, the Foundation—Christ Jesus—is
	still very much in place. With that Foundation still intact, all
	things are possible, even if the Scriptures paint a very bleak
	future for us. At least short-term.”

	
	Travis
	Hartings said, “In
	the five months www.lsarglobal.org
	has been in cyberspace, we’ve
	had more than twenty million visitors to the site. Thousands are
	placing their faith in Christ each week.”

	
	“Impressive
	numbers, to be sure.” 
	

	
	“Impressive
	indeed, Charles, but if
	we don’t put plans in motion now and find a way to combat
	what’s
	headed our way, we’ll be destroyed without ever putting up a
	fight.” 
	

	
	Holmes
	sat up in his seat. “Let me give it to you straight, Charles.
	Despite
	how popular our website has become, it doesn’t change the fact
	that we Christians will soon be driven from our churches and homes
	and greatly persecuted. 
	

	
	“What we see
	happening to Christians on TV and online will only get worse. Those
	of us who escape capture will become international fugitives, sought
	after by people of all nations, tongues and tribes. Bounties will be
	placed on our heads to be brought in, dead or alive. 
	

	
	“Once caught,
	some will be badly injured. Others will be maimed, even raped. Many
	of us will be murdered, but our killers will never stand trial for
	their heinous crimes. In fact, according to John sixteen-two, the
	hour is coming when those who kill us will think they’re
	offering a service to God. 
	

	
	“If our lives
	are spared, we’ll be imprisoned and treated worse than dogs.
	The only time we’ll leave our cells will be to work rebuilding
	the many destroyed cities, towns and villages of the Global
	Community—without pay—much like Hitler did to the Jews,
	when he forced many of his captives to build the very concentration
	camps that were meant for their own extinction. The same will soon
	hold true for God’s Tribulation saints. Yes, us! Only worse.
	Much, much, worse.”

	
	Holmes paused to
	take a sip of water. “Many of us will live like vagrants,
	squatting in bombed-out, dilapidated buildings, in the backs of
	freight trains and eighteen-wheeler trucks, in tents and forts out
	in the wilderness, even in caves. 
	

	
	“We’ll
	always be on the run. Once the Mark of the Beast becomes mandatory,
	there will be no means of buying food, water, medicine, clothing or
	shelter. Most will resort to picking through garbage cans in order
	to find something to eat.” 
	

	
	All three men saw
	Calloway gulp hard. 
	

	
	“This is as
	real as it gets. Charles,” Hartings said. “Having a
	popular website does nothing to change all of this. Unless, of
	course, we use it to our advantage.”

	
	“How’s
	that?”

	
	Clayton looked at
	his watch. “Sorry to end the conversation so abruptly, but we
	need to adjourn to the basement fallout shelter for a rather
	pressing conference call. We still have much to tell you. It’ll
	have to wait until morning. Please make yourself comfortable. Miss
	Evelyn will show you to your room whenever you’re ready.”

	
	All four men rose
	from their seats. “I understand, gentlemen. And I appreciate
	your inviting me here in the first place.” 
	

	
	“It’s
	our pleasure, Charles.” 
	

	
	At that, Clayton
	Holmes, Travis Hartings and Braxton Rice retreated to the basement. 
	

	
	Charles grabbed his
	suitcase and followed Miss Evelyn upstairs to his room.

	
	“I changed
	the bed sheets today. Bathroom’s down the hallway. There’s
	a clean towel and wash cloth on the sink for you.” 
	

	
	“Thank you,
	Miss Evelyn.” 
	

	
	“You’re
	welcome, Charles. Keep fighting the Good Fight. Pray for me as I
	pray for you. God is with us,” the
	elderly woman said, quickly leaving him. 
	

	
	If the saying was
	true that things happened in threes, hearing that heartwarming
	statement for the third time was the charm. Miss Evelyn’s
	words washed over Charles, comforting him greatly. 
	

	
	Calloway hit the
	shower not knowing who the three men were in conference with two
	floors down from him. All he could do was wonder. But it didn’t
	matter. Just being under the same roof as Clayton Holmes, Travis
	Hartings and Braxton Rice made him feel safe. Extremely safe. 
	

	
	For that, Calloway
	was grateful. A smile crossed his face. It quickly evaporated. The
	man who always craved action and adventure in the worst way was
	suddenly thrust into an adventure of biblical proportions. 
	

	
	This wasn’t what he had in
	mind prior to last November. Nor was there an opt-out clause he
	could sign if he ever grew weary. Like everyone else on the planet,
	Charles Calloway was stuck in the middle of it all, with physical
	death being the only way out. 
	

	
	Then came the judgment for most…
	
	

	
	Before calling it a
	night, Calloway dropped to his knees and prayed for his three
	brothers in Christ down in the basement fallout shelter. Whatever
	they were doing, he knew it would have a direct impact on his life
	at some point, for better or worse. 
	

	
	He then prayed for
	Miss Evelyn, the waiter at Denny’s
	and for Purnima Rushi at the Hilton Hotel, hoping they were
	fulfilling their obligation and doing the same for him. 
	

	
	Finally, he prayed
	for the members at both churches where he was interim pastor, and
	for Brian Mulrooney and Tamika Moseley. 
	

	
	Charles
	climbed into bed and sent Tamika a text message like he did each
	night. Just
	prayed for you. Here if you need me. Good night. May God bless and
	keep you.
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	TAMIKA
	MOSELEY SQUINTED IN the darkness so she could read Charles
	Calloway’s text message. Her eyes burned from over exhaustion,
	like dry autumn leaves.

	
	Tamika
	scratched her head: Bless and keep me? Keep me from what,
	killing myself? If Charles
	Calloway’s goal was to make her feel warm and fuzzy inside, he
	failed miserably. She felt no need to send a reply.

	
	This wasn’t
	the first night Tamika Moseley lay in bed plotting the best way to
	end her life. She felt certain it wouldn’t be the last. 
	

	
	With the three
	people most responsible for adding contentment to her life now
	gone—her two sons, Jamal and Dante, and her mother, Ruth
	Ferguson—cruelly taken from her in the blink of an eye, the
	27-year-old New York City taxi driver was teetering on the brink of
	the abyss. Again. 
	

	
	The last time
	Tamika saw her two boys was shortly before all hell broke loose. She
	left for work that November Saturday morning excited about her
	upcoming four-day Thanksgiving vacation, not knowing she’d
	never see Jamal and Dante again. 
	

	
	The pain she felt
	from missing them so much made her childbirth pains feel like
	mosquito bites. To make matters worse, it was February—the
	birth month of her two sons. There would be no birthday parties for
	Jamal and Dante this year. Not even a vigil in their honor. It would
	be too painful to even try. 
	

	
	Tamika felt utterly
	lonely and desperately alone. With those who mattered most to her no
	longer around, why remain alive on this evil, heartless planet
	without them? She was barely hanging on. 
	

	
	But who could she
	talk to at this late hour? It’s not like she had dozens of
	friends at her beck and call to confide in. Aside from her
	ex-husband, Isaac, whom she knew was a door best left closed, there
	was Craig Rubin from Mitzi’s Deli and Nila Mirano—her
	Filipino college friend she’d
	kept in touch with on occasion. 
	

	
	Unlike Tamika, Nila
	went on to earn a nursing degree and was quickly hired at
	Presbyterian
	Hospital in Lower Manhattan. As the years passed, she slowly rose up
	through the ranks until she became the hospital’s general
	nurse practitioner. 
	

	
	Had Tamika not
	gotten pregnant in her sophomore year, perhaps she, too, would have
	that same elite title at a different hospital. This was something
	else to lament over, especially since the two reasons Tamika didn’t
	have a nursing degree to begin with were both gone. 
	

	
	In fairness to
	Brian Mulrooney and Charles Calloway, Tamika knew she could call
	them any time she wanted. Both were generous with their time. The
	problem was that all talk was centered on the Word of God. She
	didn’t need them to constantly remind her that her days on
	Earth were numbered, that no one lived forever in their earthly
	bodies. 
	

	
	Tamika knew death
	was a certainty from which there was no escape. More days than not,
	it sounded like a comforting proposition. The only thing still
	keeping her alive were thoughts of Jamal and Dante. She wanted to
	believe what Brian and Charles kept pounding into her head that she
	still had a chance of seeing her two sons and mother again on the
	other side.

	
	All she had to do
	was trust in Jesus... 
	

	
	On one hand,
	everything they’d told her since their paths crossed about the
	Bible coming to pass before their very eyes, was starting to make
	more and more sense; the signs were all around them! And good
	looking or not, something about Salvador Romanero gave Tamika the
	creeps! 
	

	
	On the other hand,
	the distraught woman still couldn’t brush aside her
	skepticism, negativity and bitterness and accept the Bible as
	complete Truth. She had no trouble believing certain parts, but all
	of it? 
	

	
	Then again, if it
	was 100 percent true, it would cancel out all other religious
	beliefs. But in order to come to that conclusion, Tamika Moseley
	needed to see or hear something with her own two eyes and ears,
	without anyone else’s involvement. 
	

	
	Then maybe, just
	maybe, she would embrace the Bible as the inspired Word of God. She
	would also embrace the Rapture theory. But until that time came
	along, if it came along, Tamika Moseley would remain confused and
	paralyzed with doubt. 
	

	
	For now, Charles’
	and Brian’s words were just that—words! Words she
	was barraged with on a daily basis from both men. 
	

	
	Tamika appreciated
	their interest in her well-being and all, she really did, but it had
	gotten to where she no longer wanted to answer their phone calls. 
	

	
	Why answer, only to
	be reminded again that, despite what had already happened, she
	hadn’t seen anything yet, that more people would die in the
	next seven years than at any other time in history? 
	

	
	Who wanted to hear
	news like that? Certainly not her! 
	

	
	Yet, according to
	the two of them, Christian or not, billions more would soon perish
	from the face of the Earth. No one was guaranteed to still be alive
	when Jesus came back to rule Planet Earth as King of kings and Lord
	of lords. 
	

	
	They kept warning
	that if she died in her sins without first bowing down to the
	Lordship of Jesus Christ, she’d be sentenced to eternal
	damnation and transferred to a place infinitely worse than her
	current lot in life. 
	

	
	Even worse, she’d
	be forever separated from Jamal and Dante. That alone was enough to
	suck the very life out of her body. 
	

	
	Tamika wanted to
	believe she could be saved and forgiven her many sins in life. It
	sounded so comforting. But it also sounded too good to be
	true—believe in Jesus and be saved. 
	

	
	She still wasn’t
	convinced. Besides, she was still angry with Whoever, whatever, had
	stolen her mother and two children from her last November. 
	

	
	If it was God, why
	would she want to pray to Him after He destroyed her life the way He
	had? And why would He listen to her cry for help anyway? Why would
	He care? 
	

	
	Apparently, she was
	still on His bad list. 
	

	
	“Bless and
	keep me,” Tamika scoffed, turning on her side. “What a
	joke!” 
	

	
	Little
	did she know the Most High God was about to get her attention in a
	very big way...
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	CHARLES
	CALLOWAY WOKE THE following morning to find Clayton Holmes
	and Travis Hartings in the living room, laptops turned on, having a
	video conference with a man of Asian descent. 
	

	
	“Good
	morning, gentlemen,” Calloway said softly, so he wouldn’t
	startle them. 
	

	
	“Good
	morning,” both men said in unison, without diverting their
	eyes from their computer screens. 
	

	
	“There’s
	fresh coffee in the kitchen,” Travis Hartings said. “Grab
	a cup, then come join us.”

	
	Charles did as he
	was instructed and took a seat next to Travis.

	
	Pointing to his
	computer screen, Hartings whispered, “That’s Doctor Lee
	Kim from Korea. One of the smartest minds on the planet. He’s
	an MIT graduate and world-renowned mathematician and physicist. He’s
	our lead IT developer.”

	
	Charles nodded and
	took a sip of his coffee. 
	

	
	“You
	can continue, Doctor Kim,” Hartings said.

	
	“With
	so many Christians being persecuted, worldwide, it’s just a
	matter of time before the moving of information electronically, from
	A to B, will be
	our only mode of spreading the Gospel to the outside world. With
	that in mind, we’ll
	need to remain on the cutting edge of technology to hopefully keep
	all transmissions sent and received free from the enemy.”

	
	“Where
	do we stand at present?” 
	

	
	“For
	now, Clayton, I’ve developed a program which will cause all
	e-mails sent to ETSM
	headquarters
	to be channeled and filtered through dozens of scrambled cyberspace
	locations, before ever reaching us.” 
	

	
	“ETSM?”
	Charles queried. 
	

	
	“Tell
	you later,” Hartings whispered back to him.

	
	“As
	an added security measure, as more and more people join the
	organization, I think all e-mails sent to anyone representing the
	ETSM
	should
	first be checked
	by
	someone at
	the top, for possible security breaches, before being forwarded to
	intended recipients.” 
	

	
	Clayton Holmes
	leaned up in his seat. “I agree.”

	
	“Once the
	email has been replied to, it will once again require clearance from
	the top, before bouncing around in cyberspace again like a ball in a
	pinball machine. In short, the same process will repeat itself, only
	in reverse, until the original sender receives it.”

	
	“Will this
	cause a delay?” Hartings asked. 
	

	
	“Yes, of
	course,” Lee Kim
	replied. “Perhaps
	a few minutes. Suffice it to say we’ll
	need many trusted e-mail readers on staff.”

	
	“Are you sure
	it will work?”

	
	“All we can
	do is hope and pray, Clayton. Now, regarding encryption, my staff is
	adding a few more digits to the public and private keys, as we
	speak, to keep the enemy further at bay. So long as Romanero doesn’t
	find a way to factor our prime numbers, they won’t be able to
	read our encrypted e-mails and text messages. At least for the time
	being.” 
	

	
	“Prime
	numbers?”

	
	“Yes, Travis.
	Encryption is all about numbers and their length. The strongest
	systems are based on asymmetric public key cryptology. It’s
	the one thing that makes electronic transmissions safe and thus
	viable.”

	
	“Can you be
	more specific? You know, in layman’s terms?”

	
	“The standard
	public key is typically a very large prime number usually hundreds
	of digits long. The private keys are usually much smaller than that.
	The only way our members can read what’s being sent is by
	unlocking both the public and private keys. 
	

	
	“Example:
	fifty may be the public key and five and ten could be the private
	keys. The public key is called that because, well, it’s
	public, meaning anyone can access it. But only those who know the
	private keys can read our transmissions. 
	

	
	“The way it’s
	presently set up, it would take a billion PCs several thousands of
	years to figure out the two factors. Even so, we can never be too
	sure. With computers getting faster all the time, encryption
	standards are always being ratcheted upward. 
	

	
	“Hence, our
	need to occasionally add a few more digits. But if someone figures a
	shortcut to factoring our prime numbers, or if a mole ever
	infiltrates our organization, no electronic transmission will be
	safe, and the ETSM
	will cease to
	exist, at least electronically.”

	
	“Thanks
	for the update, Lee. Sounds promising.”

	
	“For
	our sake, it had better be.”

	
	“I’m
	tellin’ you,” Clayton Holmes said, downing the rest of
	the coffee in his mug. “We’ll get back to you later
	today.”

	
	The conference
	ended and Holmes and Hartings powered down their laptops. The three
	men adjourned to the living room. 
	

	
	“Where’s
	Braxton?” 
	

	
	“Doing
	what he does best, Charles, spying on someone for us. He should be
	back in an hour or so to take you back to Atlanta. And don’t
	worry, your vehicle’s still safe.” 
	

	
	“Good
	to know.” Charles felt no need to inquire as to how they knew.
	
	

	
	Hartings
	said, “Before you go, let’s pick up where we left off
	last night. Do
	you still remember?”

	
	“How could I forget? You
	were saying how you must somehow find a way to turn the blessing of
	having so many people in your database into an advantage.”

	
	“Precisely.
	It’s
	with that in mind that we’re in the process of forming an
	international group of believers that we intend to call the End
	Times Salvation Movement; ETSM
	for
	short.” 
	

	
	“Ooh,
	I like the sound of that!”

	
	“It’s
	been in the works for two months now. The plan’s to meet next
	month. By invitation only. Hundreds of carefully chosen volunteers
	are working around the clock, even as we speak, to make it possible,
	including some of the brightest scientists and physicists on the
	planet.”

	
	Calloway took a mouth full of
	coffee. “I
	like the way you gentlemen think.”

	
	Hartings smiled. In his cultured
	southern accent, he said, “Praise
	God, thousands have already expressed interest in attending. But
	only those having particular dreams like you had will be invited.
	Once this has been established, by them, not us, and they’ve
	been properly vetted, a five-thousand dollar cash commitment will be
	required in order to attend. 
	

	
	“The only
	exceptions will be for those living in third-world countries. Our
	goal is to raise one-hundred million dollars next month for the
	start-up of our organization. Lord willing...” 
	

	
	“I’m
	intrigued. Where will the meeting take place?”

	
	“Multiple
	locations, Charles. Two hundred and fifty worldwide, to be precise;
	twelve here in America. Each has been chosen solely for geographical
	purposes. The only location anyone will have any knowledge of will
	be the location they’ve been invited to attend. But not until
	the day of the meeting. Everyone will receive encrypted text
	messages telling them to proceed to that location immediately
	without drawing the attention of others.”

	
	“Very wise of
	you,” Calloway said.

	
	Clayton Holmes leaned up in his
	seat. “We
	can never be too careful, Charles. If by chance a mole infiltrates
	one of our meeting locations posing as a believer, by only knowing
	one location, chances are good the other locations will be safe.

	
	“ETSM
	security guards
	will be fully armed to the teeth with non-lethal weaponry. Only they
	won’t wear combat fatigues. Nor will they stand guard out in
	the open. Too risky. Having a bunch of armed guards patrolling
	various churches and other locations might generate unwanted
	suspicion at some point. Passersby might wonder what was going on
	and phone calls would be made. Some locations might be investigated
	as a result. Definitely not good!

	
	“To avoid all
	that,” Holmes said, “some guards will masquerade as
	homeless people, so long as it doesn’t cause others to loiter
	the premises as well. Other ETSM
	guards will be
	camped out in adjacent buildings or in windowless cargo vans,
	monitoring things with the highest surveillance technology known to
	man. 
	

	
	“The rest
	will monitor things from connecting buildings wherever possible. If
	a situation arises next month and someone needs to be turned away
	from one of our locations, that person will be met by a non-weapon
	carrying, plain-clothes or homeless-looking guard and told there’s
	a private service going on inside. 
	

	
	“If push ever
	comes to shove and hostility breaks out, there will always be seven
	or eight guns trained on the situation in doubt, and the potential
	troublemaker won’t have a chance. Anyone who won’t leave
	the premises after being asked very nicely to, will feel the effects
	of a tranquilizer dart. It won’t kill the subject, but it will
	knock them out for a few hours.” 
	

	
	Holmes shifted in his seat.
	“Killing
	a subject will never be an option. Even if some of our own are slain
	in the line of duty, which we can’t rule out, we’ll
	never retaliate by taking out the assailant. Once the subject has
	been knocked out by the poisonous dart, our guards will move them to
	an undisclosed location until they come to. Hopefully it won’t
	come to that.”

	
	Clayton nodded for
	Travis to take over, “As
	exciting as next month’s meeting promises to be, it’ll
	be equally unnerving. With thousands of believers gathered
	worldwide—above ground and underground—we can’t be
	too careful. Especially since each location will be linked by
	satellite at various intervals, as we share plans that’ll
	hopefully keep some of us alive in the next seven years. 
	

	
	“We know
	we’re taking a huge risk by attempting something so bold. But
	it’s a risk we feel we must take. As an added security
	measure, top-secret plans won’t be discussed at that time.
	With so much at stake, trust will come hard. Since everyone invited
	will have had dreams, we feel protected for now. But as we keep
	growing, that could all change if we ever get sloppy.”
	Hartings sighed. “One spy, one loose cannon could potentially
	bring us to our knees. Many are praying, literally without ceasing,
	that this will never happen.”

	
	Hartings crossed his right leg
	over his left. “Now,
	if everything goes according to plan, we expect more than
	twenty-thousand people to attend. Some locations will have as little
	as ten members. Others will have several hundred. 
	

	
	“In order to
	accomplish this monumental task, so much still needs to be done.
	We’re relying on God’s
	divine guidance and
	intervention every step of the way. Lord willing, everything’ll
	go as planned.” 
	

	
	The front door
	opened. It was Braxton Rice. 
	

	
	“What can I
	say? Count me in!” Calloway said, still trying to wrap his
	mind around the hugeness of it all. “When would you like my
	five grand?”

	
	“We’ll
	let you know,” Travis said. “For now, have a safe trip
	back to Atlanta. Give it to them straight on Sunday. Don’t
	hold back on anything, except of course, for our little meeting.”

	
	Charles rose to his
	feet, “Mum’s the word, gentlemen. I will not betray your
	trust.”

	
	“We believe
	you, Charles,” Travis Hartings said. “Otherwise you
	wouldn’t be here now.” 
	

	
	“We’ll
	be in touch,” Clayton Holmes said. “Until then, keep
	fighting the Good Fight. Pray for us as we pray for you. God is with
	us.”

	
	Calloway
	smiled. Ahh,
	those words again! “I’ll
	be praying for all of you without ceasing from this moment on.”

	
	“Likewise,
	Charles,” Braxton Rice said. 
	

	
	At that, the three
	men shook hands, and Calloway grabbed his suitcase and followed
	Braxton Rice out to the white van. 
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	TWO MONTHS BEFORE
	THE SIGNING 
	

	

	

	
	PRESIDENT
	JEFFERSON DANFORTH LOOKED out
	the window of the Oval Office and slumped his shoulders. The world
	was passing him by with blinding speed and there was nothing he
	could do to slow down the life train just enough to hop back on
	board. 
	

	
	Nor
	did it seem he was invited. 
	

	
	Just
	a few short months ago his Presidency was fully intact. His approval
	numbers were respectable, and he was thoroughly enjoying being
	America’s highest civil servant. 
	

	
	When
	times were good, there was no better job in all the world than being
	President of the United States. 
	

	
	For
	Jefferson Danforth, the ego-stroking started the moment he woke up.
	There was nothing like receiving thick briefing intelligence books
	that were published the night before, and personally delivered to
	the Oval Office each morning by his national security advisers. He
	did have the option of receiving this information electronically,
	but never exercised that option. 
	

	
	The
	overwhelming feeling of holding “top secret” intel books
	in his hands never ceased to fill him with a level of invincibility
	he never felt prior to becoming President. 
	

	
	Then
	there was having his own airplane, a 747 that stretched out longer
	than even the White House. Air
	Force One
	was,
	by far, the most technically sophisticated aircraft ever built. 
	

	
	Equipped
	with an electromagnetic skin, if trouble arose anywhere in the
	world, the aircraft could shield off strong nuclear impulses,
	allowing the President to remain on Air Force One indefinitely and
	maintain the continuity of government. 
	

	
	Not
	only could the aircraft be refueled in mid-air as often as was
	needed, there was a fully functional health facility on board, with
	several pints of the President’s own blood, just in case. The
	President’s personal doctor also traveled with him.

	
	Each
	time the President of the United States took to the skies, like all
	other modes of transportation he used—Marine
	One
	(his
	personal chopper) The
	Beast (his
	personal limousine), and Ground
	Force One (his
	personal 45-foot mega bus)—an identical aircraft or vehicle
	was put in service as a decoy.

	
	Once
	Air
	Force One
	touched
	down, security was airtight as the Presidential motorcade escorted
	POTUS (President of the United States) from A to B,
	completely-surrounded by police and secret service vehicles. 
	

	
	Built
	to sustain most outside attacks, the seven-ton limousine he rode in
	was completely bullet proof. If the Beast
	ever
	came under attack and its tires—which were made of Kevlar and
	were hermetically sealed—sustained gunfire, they would
	automatically reseal themselves enough for the vehicle could reach
	safety. 
	

	
	Like
	all other modes of transportation, several pints of the President’s
	blood were stored inside the vehicle in case an emergency ever
	arose. 
	

	
	Another
	ego-stroking element to being President of the United States was,
	regardless of city, all roads used to transport POTUS from A to B
	were completely closed to the public—even during rush
	hour—which happened on occasion. 
	

	
	Finally, when he arrived at his
	destination, the official Presidential Anthem of the United States,
	“Hail to the Chief”, preceded him. All
	of that just for him! How could one not feel all-powerful under such
	conditions? 
	

	
	President
	Danforth never told anyone, not even the First Lady, but he couldn’t
	count how many times he felt drunk with power, invincible even, in
	his role as President. 
	

	
	With
	so many highs and lows, this job was both ego boosting and ego
	deflating. The biggest drawback to having so much power bestowed on
	him was that his life was constantly viewed under a microscope.
	Everything he did made the news, from the mundane to the ridiculous.
	Hence, the need for very thick skin. 
	

	
	It
	suddenly seemed like eons ago. Jefferson Danforth still went through
	the motions of the job; still received daily intelligence briefings
	each morning; still could be flown anywhere in the world on Air
	Force One, in a moment’s notice, but everything felt different
	now. 
	

	
	For
	one thing, the title “most powerful man on the planet”
	no longer applied to him. Salvador Romanero had assumed that role. 
	

	
	Prior
	to last November, President Danforth had an abundance of allies from
	which to choose. Now he was unsure if he had any at all. Not only
	that, he didn’t know who could be trusted in his own
	administration. His paranoia had grown to where he wondered if moles
	were leaking highly-classified U.S. intelligence to Salvador
	Romanero, like some representing other defiant countries were
	allegedly doing. It couldn’t be ruled out. 
	

	
	He
	knew Vice President Everett Ashford, Chief of Staff Aaron Gillespie
	and National Security Adviser Nelson Casanieves were with him. Other
	than the three of them, it was hard to know for sure.

	
	The
	fact that Romanero was about to accomplish in the Middle East what
	no other world leader had been able to, himself included, only made
	him look smaller, weaker. By having no say in the matter,
	whatsoever—a first for any modern-day American President—he
	felt entirely insignificant. 
	

	
	And
	to think it all started last November. A few short months ago, not
	only was he on top of his game, his wife, Melissa, was one of the
	most-influential women on the planet. The First Lady was about to be
	named
	Time
	Magazine’s
	Woman
	of the Year.
	
	

	
	Then
	the disappearances occurred, and the article was never published.
	Given her erratic behavior since their lives were forever altered,
	perhaps it was a good thing the article wasn’t published. 
	

	
	Melissa
	Danforth went from being one of the classiest First Ladies in
	American history to laughing stock, just like that; from elegantly
	confident to wanting to end her life. 
	

	
	Perhaps
	if Time
	Magazine
	published
	the article now she would be named, Most
	Pathetic Woman of the Year.
	It was difficult knowing who was more hated in the world, the
	President or the First Lady. As his approval ratings kept
	free-falling, his own citizens mocked and ridiculed him all the
	more. 
	

	
	Before
	winning the White House three years ago, Jefferson Danforth was
	mindful of the many hoops he’d have to jump through if he
	wanted to get elected. He just never dreamed how far it would go, or
	that it would have led to all of this. 
	

	
	The
	President saw his reflection in the squeaky-clean pane glass window
	before him. His eyes were bloodshot and swollen. Gone were the
	eyeglasses he’d worn most of his life, including the eight
	years he served as Governor of Wisconsin. 
	

	
	“As candidate
	for President of the United States of America,” his top
	advisers would plead with him, “you need to look strong before
	the eyes of the world at all times! This is so much bigger than
	being governor. If elected, you’ll
	be the most powerful man on Earth! Wearing
	eyeglasses might be seen as a sign of weakness.”
		

	
	Despite
	his many protests to the contrary, that many
	past American Presidents had worn glasses, and that they emanated
	grandfatherly wisdom, which served to comfort many, it always fell
	on deaf ears. 
	

	
	“In today’s
	‘image-is-everything’
	world,” his
	top advisers would counter, “the President’s supposed to
	look like Superman, or as close to him as humanly possible.” 
	

	
	And this meant
	eyeglasses needed to be removed in the name of modern science and
	technology—just like Clark Kent would do if he were President.
	
	

	
	They were only
	eyeglasses, he
	often thought. After constant pleading, the then Governor Danforth
	reluctantly agreed to have Lasik eye surgery done. His vision was
	now 20/20. 
	

	
	The
	way he felt now, even Clark Kent was a stretch. He felt more like
	the Invisible Man, if that. This job felt more like a burden than
	anything else. The fun was gone. The joy was gone. In short: a very
	big part of him no longer wanted to be President.

	
	As
	a staunch opposer of Salvador Romanero, the President of the United
	States of America sensed big changes coming in his personal life,
	including becoming a possible “kill” target. He still
	had access to the most powerful military on the planet; but, as of
	yet, no one had declared war on the United States, only on him. 
	

	
	With that
	in mind, Jefferson Danforth needed to change his thinking, his
	tactic, and focus his attention on protecting himself, and America,
	to the best of his ability from the so-called Miracle
	Maker.

	
	This
	feeling only intensified after being rocked by dreams for three
	straight nights. Though vague, he saw himself meeting with two men;
	one was black, the other was white. 
	

	
	They
	shared a common mindset in that they, too, were on a quest to defend
	themselves, and their large following, from Salvador Romanero and
	his one-world agenda. 
	

	
	Other
	than that, President Danforth couldn’t remember much else
	about the dream, except for seven words he kept hearing over and
	over in his mind. They terrified him even more than Salvador
	Romanero did. 
	

	
	Those
	seven words were, “This is your last shot at redemption!”
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	“HE
	JUST PULLED UP,”
	Brian Mulrooney said to Jacquelyn Swindell, looking out the window.
	“What if I blow it? I may never get another chance with him.
	It took two weeks to finally get him to commit to coming.”

	
	“Are you sure
	he’s the man in your dream?” Jacquelyn said.

	
	“Yes.”

	
	“Do you feel
	God has ordained this meeting?”

	
	“No doubt.”
	
	

	
	“Okay.
	Breathe in and out. Remember what we read the other day in Luke
	twelve?”

	
	“Refresh my
	memory,” Brian said, to the woman he met at Michigan Stadium
	shortly after the disappearances took place. Jacquelyn was grieving
	the loss of her husband at that time, after he was struck by
	something that fell from the sky. It came from an out of control
	airplane that had collided with a Goodyear blimp hovering above the
	stadium providing aerial coverage of the game.

	
	“God promised
	in verse twelve that the Holy Spirit would teach you in that very
	hour what you ought to say. This is one of those hours. You know
	I’ll be praying for you.” 
	

	
	The doorbell rang. 
	

	
	“He’s
	here. Gotta go. Thanks for the encouragement, Jacquelyn. Call you
	later.”

	
	Brian buzzed Father
	Tom Dunleavey in and started pacing the floor. He felt certain that
	his lunch guest would do all he could to persuade him to come back
	to the Catholic Church. 
	

	
	As a lifelong
	student of the Catholic Bible, Brian was certain Father Dunleavey
	knew so much more of God’s Word than he did, especially Bible
	history. But did that mean he better understood God’s mercy
	and grace? 
	

	
	Was he so deeply
	entrenched in church doctrine and tradition that the Word of God
	became clouded over the years, to the point of dilution, like it had
	for so many Catholics throughout time, including his own family? 
	

	
	Did Father
	Dunleavey believe he had a personal relationship with Jesus when, in
	reality, he didn’t? Brian did not know. All he knew was the
	longtime priest wasn’t saved before last November. Otherwise,
	he wouldn’t still be here. 
	

	
	As his visitor
	would soon find out, Brian wasn’t the same confused person who
	needed consoling five long months ago. 
	

	
	Not even close. 
	

	
	Father Tom
	Dunleavey reached Brian’s floor huffing and puffing
	considerably, breathing the labored breath of the out-of-shape. The
	slightly overweight, 62-year-old man was almost completely bald. He
	wore thick bifocal glasses. As requested, he brought his Bible with
	him. 
	

	
	Underneath his long
	gray trench coat, Brian noticed a white collar tucked into a black
	shirt. He looked nothing like the jolly image posted on the church
	website. If anything, he looked far more serious and completely
	stressed out. The infectious smile on his online photograph was
	nowhere to be seen. 
	

	
	Obviously taken
	before last November,
	Mulrooney thought. 
	

	
	“Finally, we
	meet in person,” the Catholic clergyman said slowly, in
	between breaths. 
	

	
	“Welcome to
	my humble abode, sir,” Brian said, extending his right hand.
	After reading Matthew 23:9, where Jesus warned about calling any man
	“father” in a spiritual context, Mulrooney refrained
	from addressing his lunch guest by that title. “Hungry?”

	
	Sir? “You
	told me to bring my appetite...”

	
	“Let’s
	eat then, shall we?”

	
	The Catholic priest
	nodded yes. 
	

	
	Brian retrieved
	cold cuts from the refrigerator for sandwiches. 
	

	
	“Would you
	kindly bless the meal, sir?” Brian said.

	
	“My
	pleasure.” The Catholic priest lowered his head. Sir
	again? Brian
	wasn’t the first person this week to refrain from calling him
	‘father’. He was number seven, in fact. Hmm...

	
	Not surprisingly,
	Brian knew every word out of his lunch guest’s mouth before it
	was even uttered. When Father Dunleavey finished, he performed the
	sign of the cross with his right hand. 
	

	
	This was the first
	time Mulrooney refrained from doing the same in front of a priest.
	With so much Catholic education under his belt, Brian felt justified
	by this silent critique. Everything his lunch guest said and did was
	clinical, expected, as if out of religious obligation rather than
	expressing sheer thanks to God for providing the meal. 
	

	
	Thank you,
	Father, for saving me out of this! 
	

	
	Conversation was
	fairly light as the two men ate their sandwiches. Once they were
	finished, Brian said a silent prayer asking for God’s guidance
	and wisdom. 
	

	
	“Before we
	begin,” Mulrooney said, “I wish to reiterate that in no
	way do I pretend to be an expert on the Word of God. As a lifelong
	student of the Scriptures, clearly you know more about Bible history
	than me.” 
	

	
	Father Dunleavey
	said nothing but nodded affirmatively, like a teacher listening to
	one of his students. Then he winced: History?
		

	
	Before he could
	respond, Brian said, “Now that we’ve established that,
	can I ask you something?”

	
	“You may.”

	
	“How does one
	get to Heaven?”

	
	The longtime
	Catholic priest shifted his weight in his chair. “By faith in
	Jesus Christ, of course.” 
	

	
	“Is that
	all?”

	
	“Well...”
	Father Dunleavey paused, trying to word his reply properly. “On
	the surface, that’s a difficult question to answer.”

	
	“With all due
	respect, sir, how can it be difficult when the Word of God is
	explicit that salvation comes by faith in Christ alone?”

	
	Father Dunleavey
	raised an eyebrow. “What are you getting at, Brian?”

	
	“Can you show
	me a single passage in the Bible that teaches otherwise?”
	Mulrooney hated to sound so disrespectful, but this was too
	important. Besides, he was on a mission. The last thing he wanted
	was to be disobedient to the One who caused him to have the dream in
	the first place. 
	

	
	“Of course,
	Christ is the foundation of Christendom. That goes without saying.”

	
	“So why,
	then, has the Catholic Church added so much to it?” 
	

	
	“What exactly
	do you mean?” the priest asked. 
	

	
	“I’ll
	come back to that. For now, there’s something of vital
	importance I feel the need to establish. Are you familiar with
	Ephesians, chapter two, verses eight and nine?”

	
	Father Dunleavey
	tensed up. “I am.” 
	

	
	Brian sensed his
	uneasiness. “Do you mind if we open our Bibles and read it
	together?”

	
	“Not at all.”
	
	

	
	Brian found chapter
	two and read verse eight, “‘For it is by grace you have
	been saved...’” 
	

	
	Father Dunleavey
	joined in without referring to the text, “...through faith—and
	this not from yourselves, it is the gift of God—not by works,
	so that no one can boast.’” 
	

	
	“Precisely.
	So, in that light, do you believe a person is saved by God’s
	grace alone, without works?”

	
	“Well...”
	Here
	we go again,
	thought the Catholic priest. 
	

	
	“This passage
	clearly explains that grace alone, through faith, which is the gift
	of God, is the only thing necessary for salvation to take place.
	Anything added to it is entirely man-made and usually implies works
	of some sort, which I wholeheartedly reject. At least now I do.”
	
	

	
	Father Dunleavey
	looked at Mulrooney as if to say, “And your point is…?”

	
	“Scripture
	makes it clear in Isaiah sixty-four, verse six that our
	self-righteousness is seen by God as filthy rags. Because we’re
	sinners, there’s nothing any of us can do to take a single
	step toward God. This includes performing religious traditions. So
	why does the Catholic Church teach otherwise?” 
	

	
	Tom Dunleavey sat
	straight up in his chair and shifted his weight. He looked like he
	wanted to say something, but no words came out of his mouth. 
	

	
	“By studying
	the Scriptures, I’ve come to learn that God’s salvation
	is one-hundred percent God, one-hundred percent grace, one-hundred
	percent gift. Once someone has truly been born-again, they are
	justified in the eyes of God, and forgiven all sins, past, present
	and future. Once received, this Gift can never be lost. All we have
	to do is confess that ‘Jesus
	is Lord’ and believe in our hearts that God raised Him from
	the dead, and we will be saved.”

	
	“Ah, Romans
	chapter ten, verse nine, one of my favorite passages in all of
	Scripture.” 
	

	
	“Mine, too,”
	said Brian. “Verse ten makes it crystal clear that with the
	heart we believe and are justified, and with the mouth we confess
	and are saved, right?”

	
	The Catholic priest
	nodded his head affirmatively. 
	

	
	Mulrooney steadied
	his gaze on his lunch guest. “Did you notice there’s no
	mention of praying the rosary, saying ‘Hail Mary’s’,
	confessing sins to a priest, child baptism, performing various
	works, or anything else I was always told would bring me closer to
	God? So why teach such things?” 
	

	
	Brian sighed. “If
	there was anything else needed for salvation to take place, don’t
	you think God would have supernaturally empowered the writers of the
	New Testament to clearly define it for us? With eternity at stake, I
	do.” 
	

	
	“Yes, of
	course.” Father Dunleavey suddenly looked reflective. 
	

	
	“Quite
	frankly, anyone not teaching that God’s grace alone equates to
	salvation is leading their flocks astray and will be severely judged
	for it. This includes the Catholic Church.”

	
	Tom Dunleavey
	remained silent, but there was this pained expression on his face. 
	

	
	“Crazily
	enough, had it not been for a letter I received tucked inside a
	Bible my late friend who was Raptured gave to me, I never would have
	known any of this. Nor would I have ever felt the need to debate a
	Catholic priest on the Word of God.”

	
	Brian noticed his
	lunch guest didn’t react to his “Rapture” comment,
	one way or the other. He took a sip of water, “I must admit
	after I got saved for real, I thought the differences between
	Protestants and Catholics were so small it wouldn’t take much
	to bring both sides together. After all, it’s not like one
	side’s Muslim, trying to get the other side to denounce Christ
	and follow Allah. Nor is it a Buddhist—Christian thing.
	Catholics and Protestants both proclaim to be Christians, right?”

	
	Father Tom
	Dunleavey nodded yes, like a therapist reflecting on his patient’s
	latest rant. But this so-called patient was making too much sense to
	ignore. 
	

	
	“Both sides
	are in total agreement that Jesus is the only begotten Son of God.
	He was born of the Virgin Mary. He grew up performing many miracles,
	including raising the dead, all the while proclaiming Himself to be
	sent of God. For this, He was crucified at the ripe young age of
	thirty-three, right?”

	
	The priest nodded
	yes again and looked at his watch. 
	

	
	“Most
	importantly, both sides believe Jesus rose again on the third day
	and is now seated at the right hand of the Father, thus fulfilling
	every prophecy that He alone is the Messiah, right?” 
	

	
	“That would
	be correct,” said Father Dunleavey, trying to find a way to
	gain control of the conversation and be the professor again. But
	despite his best efforts, it was as if his tongue was tied. 
	

	
	“By having so
	much in common, you’d think both sides would want to join
	forces, especially with so many enemies trying to silence
	Christianity.” Brian’s brow furrowed. “But I must
	say, the more I read the Bible and study church history, the more I
	understand what drives both sides apart.”

	
	“I see. Care
	to elaborate?” 
	

	
	“First and
	foremost, both sides proclaim that Jesus alone is the Savior of the
	world, yet you’d never know it in many Catholic circles.”
	
	

	
	“What do you
	mean by that?” It was evident the Catholic priest was rattled
	by his comment. 
	

	
	“You know
	better than I that many Catholics believe Mary has the ability to
	save souls. At the very least, they believe she’s a key
	component to obtaining salvation. This is blasphemy! While Mary’s
	highly favored for having been chosen by God to give birth to Jesus,
	God’s Word is crystal clear that salvation comes through
	Christ alone, and no one else.”

	
	Father Dunleavey
	remained silent. 
	

	
	“So why does
	the Catholic Church place so much emphasis on her? It’s no big
	secret that most Catholics openly pray to Mary and to the many other
	so-called saints. I used to myself, but no longer. And why are some
	churches named after Mary and hymns written about her? Perhaps it’s
	because most Catholics think she was without sin. Luke chapter one,
	verse forty-seven speaks contrary to this. In this verse, Mary
	clearly acknowledges her longing and need for a Savior. Is it right
	for me to assume that only those who are sinners need a Savior?”
	
	

	
	The Catholic priest
	nodded yes, but very cautiously. “What are you getting at,
	Brian?”

	
	“Only the
	prayers offered up to God, through Christ Jesus, ever reach God’s
	ears.” Brian took a breath. This wasn’t going to be
	easy. “According to a dream I had for three straight nights, I
	believe the countless statues found in Catholic churches all have
	demons assigned to them.” 
	

	
	“Demons?”

	
	“Yes. Perhaps
	because it violates the first Two Commandments about having no other
	gods before the Most High or making any carved images to them. By
	having them in your churches, Satan’s
	been receiving whatever prayers that have been offered up to these
	lifeless, man-made vessels all this time, not God.” 
	

	
	Father Dunleavey
	flinched. “What else did you see in your dream?” 
	

	
	As Brian went on,
	Father Dunleavey started perspiring. Beads of sweat were visible on
	his forehead. 
	

	
	Mulrooney finished
	by saying, “I’m convinced my dream was from God.”

	
	Father Dunleavey
	gulped hard, then winced. “I need to use the restroom.”

	
	“Sure.
	Take your time.”
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	“ARE
	YOU OKAY IN there,
	sir?” Brian Mulrooney said, after 20 minutes had passed. 
	

	
	“I’m
	fine. Be right out.” Father Dunleavey splashed water on his
	face doing his best to pull himself together. He felt like he was on
	trial for his faith, and there was overwhelming evidence stacked
	against him. 
	

	
	A few moments
	later, the Catholic priest was seated on the couch again. 
	

	
	Brian knew his
	lunch guest wasn’t okay. His breathing was labored, his face
	was drained of all color, and the determined look on his face was
	gone, replaced with what Brian could only describe as someone who
	looked completely lost. 
	

	
	Mulrooney felt his
	pain, he really did, but didn’t expect his condition to
	improve all that much in the coming minutes. If this was God’s
	way of chastising the Catholic priest in his spirit, who was Brian
	to interfere? He thought about what Hebrews 12 said about
	the
	Lord disciplining those He loves as sons and daughters. Those left
	without discipline were illegitimate children. 
	

	
	Having been an
	illegitimate
	child for
	so many years himself, prior to his conversion, Brian knew how
	unpleasant it felt to be confronted with the Truth. But by drawing
	closer to his Maker in the Word, he was living proof that it really
	did yield the peaceful fruit of righteousness to all who have been
	trained by it. 
	

	
	Because Father
	Dunleavey wasn’t completely incinerated in his dream, like
	everything else connected to the Catholic Church—including
	many parishioners—Mulrooney felt certain that God was calling
	the Catholic priest to Himself, using Brian to bring forth His
	Message. The strong prompting in his spirit told him to press on,
	despite what he saw on his lunch guest’s face. 
	

	
	“Let’s
	continue, shall we?” 
	

	
	Father Dunleavey
	nodded wearily and wiped his sweaty brow with a handkerchief.

	
	“Since we’re
	talking about the Catholic Church, let’s start at the very
	top. I’ve always wondered why the Pope was called the ‘vicar
	of Christ’? For the first time in my life, I felt compelled to
	search out the meaning of the word, ‘vicar’. Did you
	know it actually means ‘bridge’?” 
	

	
	“Yes, of
	course.”

	
	Brian shook his
	head. “This is blasphemy! The Pope isn’t the ‘bridge’
	to God or the ‘Holy See’ or the ‘Holy Father’
	he proclaims himself to be. This isn’t scriptural. Only Jesus
	is the Bridge to God.” 
	

	
	Father Dunleavey
	bristled in silent annoyance. He wanted to scream that he was no fan
	of the new Pope, that his election three years ago couldn’t
	have come from God, but Brian was referring to all Popes, not only
	him. He remained silent. 
	

	
	“Despite what
	the Pope thinks, I’m one-hundred percent
	certain that last November’s Phenomenon was
	the
	Rapture of Christ’s Church. I believe that’s when the
	church reached its fullness and was supernaturally removed from the
	Earth. They’re
	not suffering in torment now as many believe, including the Bishop
	of Rome. If being in Heaven with Jesus is torment, sign me up; I
	desperately want it.”

	
	There
	was another uneasy pause. “After studying the chronological
	history of the Papacy, I must say I was sickened by much of what I
	read; from
	the fathering of illegitimate children to engaging in homosexual
	activities, to open incest and hosting orgies within the walls of
	the Vatican. I could go on and on.”

	
	Father
	Dunleavey raised an eyebrow, then signaled with his right hand for
	Brian to continue. 
	

	
	“Allegedly,
	one Pope was murdered by a jealous husband who found his wife in bed
	with the Pontiff. This same Bishop of Rome was rumored to have
	murdered several people before he was killed. He even hacked off
	limbs on occasion. 
	

	
	“And
	here’s something even more gruesome: one Pope, after being
	elected to the Papacy, had his predecessor exhumed from his grave,
	brought into court, and tried for various crimes. The corpse was
	found guilty and his three already lifeless fingers were hacked off
	as punishment.” 
	

	
	Mulrooney
	shook his head, “These men are supposed to be vicars of Christ
	and the closest to God? Frankly, it sickens me.” 
	

	
	“I
	could say the same about the many Protestants who have been caught
	up in similar scandals over the years,” the Catholic priest
	said, in defense.

	
	“Sadly,
	you
	are correct. There have been many Protestant false teachers
	throughout history who have manipulated the Word of God in order to
	become power-hungry, money-grubbing, sexually immoral deviants. But
	they won’t get away with it. Like all other ungodly
	individuals who do such things, God will judge them accordingly for
	the evil they did.

	
	“But
	here’s the difference between Catholics who are sold out to
	the religiosity of the Church and true followers of Jesus Christ:
	whereas the Pope has usurped Jesus as the head of the Church, any
	true child of God would vehemently oppose such a notion. Anyone who
	knows their Bible knows Jesus commanded us to follow and worship
	only Him, not man. This includes the Pope.” 
	

	
	Mulrooney
	sighed. “The reason so many Catholics never bat an eye when
	hearing such outrageous statements made by the Pope is that they
	don’t read their Bibles. One
	Pope recently said, and I quote, ‘All
	who live just lives will be saved, even those who do not believe in
	Jesus Christ.’ 
	

	
	“Frankly,
	sir, when I read that I couldn’t contain my anger or my
	astonishment. This
	same Pope said anyone who believes salvation comes only in response
	to faith in Jesus Christ is being cruel and unreasonable. In short,
	he said that we merit eternal life by our good works. 
	

	
	“This is
	blasphemy! Yet, because most Catholics are so blinded to the Truth,
	they always take the Pope at his word. And why not? They’ve
	been brainwashed into thinking he’s
	infallible, preserved from error and, therefore, accountable to no
	one. You know better than I that anyone who questions him is
	anathematized.” 
	

	
	Mulrooney shook his
	head again, “I mean, it’s
	like he thinks he’s
	the king of the world instead of a servant of the Most High. Isn’t
	friendship with the world supposed to be enmity with God?”

	
	The Catholic priest
	looked as if he wanted to say something, but he remained silent. 
	

	
	Brian continued, “One
	Pope, after being shot by a would-be assassin, was heard crying,
	‘Save
	me, Mother Mary!’ This same Pope later wrote, ‘From
	Mary we learn to surrender to God’s Will in all things. From
	Mary we learn to trust even when all hope seems gone.’”

	
	Mulrooney
	blinked hard, “Are
	you kidding me? Who
	is anyone, including the Pope, to change the infallible Word of God?
	Man, oh man! Another
	thing I recently did was read the Council of Trent very carefully,
	something I never did as a Catholic, I might add. I was quite
	shocked by the Church’s overall stance regarding God’s
	salvation and what it considers to be ‘anathema’.
	
	

	
	“I wrote a
	couple of them down for you. And
	I quote, ‘If
	anyone says the sinner is justified by faith alone, let him be
	damned.’ Here’s
	another one. ‘If
	anyone says men are justified by the sole imputation of the
	righteousness of Christ, let him be damned.’”
		

	
	Mulrooney eyeballed
	his lunch guest, “This is blasphemy! Here’s
	another. ‘If
	anyone doesn’t
	think good works equals salvation, let him be damned.’ I know
	it was written hundreds of years ago but, as you know, it’s
	never been rescinded.”

	
	Father Dunleavey
	squirmed in his chair. “Where
	are you going with all this?”

	
	“After
	reading the Scriptures very carefully the past few months, I came to
	learn the Church I was raised in failed me big time. Sure, I was
	taught to believe in Jesus, but He was more of a figurative Being to
	me rather than a living Savior. 
	

	
	“After
	thirty-plus years, my walk with God could best be explained as some
	faraway, distant relationship at most. Frankly, it’s a
	struggle to call it a relationship, let alone personal. 
	

	
	Brian felt anger
	rising up inside. “Yet, like most Catholics, I honestly
	thought as long as I remained in the good graces of the Church, I
	was all but assured of Heaven when I died. Now I know better.”

	
	“And just
	what do you know, son?”

	
	“Honestly,
	it’s a wonder how anyone can be saved in your
	system. From saying
	a mass where Jesus is sacrificed again and again, to the worship of
	saints and the veneration of angels, to the uselessness of infant
	baptism, to selling forgiveness for money and prayers for the dead,
	it’s easy to see why so few Catholics understand God’s
	plan of salvation. 
	

	
	“Quite
	frankly, had the disappearances not occurred, I never would have
	broken away from the Catholic Church. I never would have felt a need
	to. And I’d still be living in spiritual bondage.” 
	

	
	Mulrooney gazed
	deep into his lunch guest’s eyes, “If Protestants and
	Catholics believe in the same God, why are two different salvation
	gospels being taught? Since there can only be one Truth, one side’s
	obviously preaching a false gospel.” 
	

	
	Brian sighed. “With
	eternity at stake, what pains me most is I have loved ones on both
	sides of the fence. I don’t like choosing sides but if forced
	to, I will.”

	
	“I see. And
	what side will you choose, Brian?”

	
	“Jesus. Just
	Jesus!” Mulrooney frowned. “I shudder to think how many
	Catholics who thought they were going to Heaven are now in hell,
	simply because they were deceived into believing that being Catholic
	was their ticket to Heaven. And if they didn’t make the first
	cut, so to speak, they could work it off in a place known to
	Catholics as ‘purgatory’.
	Not to come across as disrespectful, but can you show me where
	purgatory is explained in this Book?” 
	

	
	Father Dunleavey
	raised an eyebrow. 
	

	
	“If anything, it’s antithetical to what the Word of God
	teaches. For this reason, I’m
	convinced that the many Catholics who believed in the purgatory lie
	and are now in hell, eternally separated from God, no longer believe
	in such a place. They know better than anyone still alive on this
	planet that the moment a soul leaves a body, it’s either A or
	B—Heaven or hell, for all time!” 
	

	
	Brian thought about
	his family, especially his father, and was on the verge of tears.
	Then again, his heart ached for all Catholics who were blindly going
	through the motions set forth by the Church—not God—hoping
	it would bring them closer to their Maker, when all it did was bring
	them closer to hell. 
	

	
	The
	righteous indignation he felt was evident in his voice. “When
	I first came to understand that, for the most part, the Catholic
	system was a false one, I was angry. All those wasted years. In
	fairness, I can’t lay every charge at the feet of the Catholic
	Church. Jeremiah twenty-nine, verse thirteen states that only those
	who seek God with all their hearts will find Him. 
	

	
	“What this
	means is whether someone’s raised in a Catholic or Protestant
	home, only those who seek God with everything that is in them, apart
	from man-made religion, find Him through Christ Jesus. Those who
	don’t find Him this side of eternity have no interest in
	seeking Him in the first place; it’s that simple.” 
	

	
	“I rejoice
	knowing Catholics everywhere are dusting off their Bibles and
	seeking God with all their hearts. The Church is literally shrinking
	in size as a result. Lord willing, I hope to shrink it even more by
	reaching out to Catholics everywhere and sharing the true Gospel
	with them. Guess you could say this is the mission field to which
	I’ve been called.” 
	

	
	“Oh?” 
	

	
	“I’m
	convinced beyond a shadow of a doubt that God revealed in my dream
	that Catholics represent extremely fertile ground. In fact, many
	will be part of the plentiful end-times harvest.” Mulrooney
	eyeballed the Catholic priest very carefully, “But only those
	who distance themselves from the religiosity of the Church—clergyman
	and parishioner alike.”
	
	

	
	I
	said it! Hallelujah! Mulrooney
	wanted to high-five himself. 
	

	
	Father Dunleavey
	folded his arms across his chest and refrained from commenting.
	Oddly enough, there wasn’t a hint of anger on his face, only
	concern. If he needed more proof that Brian had all but removed
	himself from Catholicism, he now had it. 
	

	
	“I need to
	use the restroom again,” the Catholic priest finally said,
	rising from the sofa. 
	

	
	“Take all the
	time you need,” Brian said. 
	

	
	Mulrooney sent a
	quick text message to Jacquelyn Swindell: You
	were right! God really is speaking through me. The words are flowing
	like never before! It’s so amazing. Still in meeting. Call you
	later!
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	FATHER
	DUNLEAVEY CLOSED THE bathroom door and leaned up against it.
	He was shaking uncontrollably. His
	chest heaved up and down reaching for its next
	breath. Staring at the wall opposite
	him, the guilt he’d suppressed for so many years
	overwhelmed him to where he couldn’t
	think; all he could do was feel. And what he felt was total
	devastation. 
	

	
	A
	rush of guilt devoured him wave after painful wave. The world he
	always knew and could set his clock to suddenly seemed to be
	spinning the wrong way. 
	

	
	Especially
	since he, too, was haunted by dreams of late, which were very
	similar to Brian’s dream. That was the deciding factor for his
	agreeing to this meeting of sorts. 
	

	
	Like
	Brian, the Catholic priest saw himself preaching to a congregation
	set on fire; he could smell it too. He also saw the Catholic Church
	hierarchy above him peering through the smoke and flames, and the
	demons fleeing the many focal points of worship he’d often
	prayed to and urged his flock to as well.

	
	Further,
	he saw the two men preaching in the back of the sanctuary, even
	heard their condemning message to the Church he’d dedicated
	his entire life to. Finally, he saw and felt the explosion that
	incinerated everything he ever considered holy. 
	

	
	But
	that’s where any and all similarities with Brian’s dream
	came to a halting stop. Instead of seeing Jesus standing where the
	church once stood, his dream ended with him standing before a just
	and holy God, totally naked and ashamed, after being found guilty of
	preaching a false message all those years.

	
	What
	roused Tom Dunleavey from his dream was this feeling of falling into
	a dark abyss with an eternal lake of fire at the bottom. He woke all
	three nights shivering uncontrollably, never more terrified for his
	life. Perhaps what he kept brushing aside as nothing more than a
	horrific nightmare really was true after all?

	
	But
	something else was eating away at the Catholic priest’s
	insides. Brian Mulrooney sounded exactly like the Catholics who
	disappeared last November. Also known as born-again Catholics,
	evangelical Catholics frequently met outside the church for
	fellowship and Bible study prior to last November. 
	

	
	Much
	like Brian, by reading their Bibles apart from the set structure
	implemented by the Church, EC’s claimed they felt so much
	closer to God in those settings than when attending mass. The more
	they learned from the Word of God, it’s like their spiritual
	eyes were opened for the very first time. 
	

	
	Under
	the conviction of the Holy Spirit, they repented of the sins they
	thought were forgiven by the Catholic Church, but weren’t, and
	placed their complete trust in Jesus. 
	

	
	They
	also stopped participating in the things the Church always
	encouraged, things that went against the Word of God; praying the
	rosary, reciting the “Hail
	Mary”,
	paying homage to other Catholic saints, topping the list. They even
	removed all statues of those so-called religious saints from their
	homes and vehicles.

	
	This
	created a growing rift in the Church. Evangelical Catholics were
	warned by top Catholic officials that only those within the Catholic
	Church hierarchy, who were lifelong students of the Scriptures from
	the Pope on down, were qualified to teach God’s Word to
	others. Those who took it upon themselves, without Church
	supervision, could very easily be deceived.

	
	Evangelical
	Catholics brazenly countered, suggesting that perhaps the reason the
	Church frowned upon taking the Bible into one’s hands
	unsupervised was that the Catholic Church stood contrary to the Word
	of God on so many levels. 
	

	
	Not only did Brian
	Mulrooney sound just like them, a growing number of parishioners at
	his church were also part of the mass exodus now taking place. 
	

	
	Much like Brian,
	these people refused to address him as ‘father’
	any
	longer,
	reciting Matthew 23:9, as the reason. Could
	it really be true? 
	

	
	Tom Dunleavey
	did
	his best to draw deep breaths. He splashed
	more water on his face and rejoined Brian. “Time for me to get
	back to the rectory. Thanks for lunch.” 
	

	
	“My pleasure,
	sir. Anytime.”

	
	The Catholic priest
	gazed at Brian as if he wanted to say something before leaving,
	anything, but once again no words came out of his mouth. It was as
	if God had supernaturally shut his mouth. 
	

	
	The two men shook
	hands and Father Dunleavey left.

	
	Brian watched out
	the window until his lunch guest drove off, then dropped to his
	knees and prayed: “Thank You, Father, for the Divine insight
	and wisdom. I never could have been so bold without Your direct
	leading. 
	

	
	“Open Tom
	Dunleavey’s eyes to Your true Gospel, before it’s too
	late. I’d hate to see him miss the Call the second time
	around, only to end up in hell. Please bless those who were praying
	for me today in Jesus’ name, Amen!” 
	

	
	

	

	
	DRIVING
	BACK TO THE rectory,
	Father Tom Dunleavey’s mind raced faster than his vehicle.
	Quite the debater himself, he normally could hold his ground. But
	not today. Brian clearly won the debate; he still had the proverbial
	egg on his face to prove it. 
	

	
	But how could the
	Catholic clergyman retaliate when the young man made so much sense?
	Too much to brush aside as sheer fanaticism on his part. 
	

	
	Has the Catholic
	Church been leading multitudes astray all this time? If so, how much
	blood do I have on my own hands?

	
	This wasn’t
	the first time Tom Dunleavey had pondered such thoughts. Long before
	the Rapture, he occasionally asked himself if he had 100 percent
	assurance when it came to his faith in God. 
	

	
	Sometimes the
	answer was yes. Other times it was no. 
	

	
	But one thing he
	could no longer deny was that the church he’d dedicated his
	entire life to really was in direct conflict with the Word of God on
	so many levels. Aside from the things Brian had brought up, Tom
	Dunleavey had a few other issues. 
	

	
	Topping the list
	was allowing gambling and serving alcoholic beverages on church
	grounds. Wasn’t it supposed to be holy ground? That’s
	what he always thought. He found it increasingly difficult to
	bolster
	these flawed theories. He no longer wanted to. 
	

	
	These were just
	some of the things he wrestled with on occasion. Yet, in the end,
	the Catholic priest always chose the safety and security the Church
	had provided over seeking closeness with his Maker. 
	

	
	It took meeting
	with a former student from his own system to finally realize the
	gospel he was preaching all this time was a false one. 
	

	
	Yes, God used Brian
	Mulrooney to make it crystal clear to him. 
	

	
	Tom Dunleavey was
	always a firm believer that Jesus was the Way, the Truth and the
	Life. After all, it was written. But that’s not what he
	taught. The Gospel he preached was Jesus plus personal works plus
	church membership, and a whole slew of other so-called essentials,
	equaled one’s salvation. 
	

	
	It was glaringly
	obvious now. Nausea swam through his body. 
	

	
	But Father
	Dunleavey wasn’t the only Catholic thinking such debilitating
	thoughts right now. Millions of clergymen and women and parishioners
	met this day with others who’d recently become new Christ
	followers and had left the Catholic Church. Their spiritual eyes and
	ears were being opened like never before. 
	

	
	But it wasn’t
	just Catholics whose eyes and ears were now being opened. As part of
	God’s final end-times harvest, the Most High had caused
	meetings like this to take place among Jews, Muslims, Buddhists,
	Hindus, Mormons and Jehovah’s Witnesses. 
	

	
	Knowing every new
	convert for Christ meant one less soul for him, Satan did all he
	could to disrupt these meetings, but to no avail. It was God’s
	will that they take place and there was nothing the devil could do
	to stop it. But certainly not for a lack of trying.

	
	And
	it all started with a bunch of dreams...
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	SARAH
	MULROONEY LOCKED THE bathroom door and lowered herself into a
	steamy bathtub. A cup of jasmine tea rested on a small table beside
	the tub next to a scented-candle, and the Bible Justin Schroeder had
	originally left for his now-deceased parents. 
	

	
	In order to
	recreate the dream she’d had the past three nights, Sarah made
	sure everything was exactly where she saw it in her mind. And this
	was crazy because it led straight to the last thing she wanted to
	think about, let alone delve into: the letter. So real was this
	dream that Sarah even smelled the jasmine tea and citrus scent
	coming off the candle. Everything was still so vivid in her mind. 
	

	
	The only thing she
	couldn’t remember was the content of the letter, only the
	anguish she felt from
	reading it. So palpable was this anguish that each time she woke,
	her eyes were moist with tears. 
	

	
	Tragically, Hans
	and Janet Schroeder never got to read it. Both were killed in an
	auto accident on the day of the Rapture. Which is why the Bible and
	letter were in Sarah Mulrooney’s possession in the first
	place. Brian left it in her top dresser drawer before leaving for
	Michigan. 
	

	
	So, in that sense,
	she received it by default. 
	

	
	Or so she
	thought...

	
	Mostly thanks to
	Brian, Sarah had little trouble believing that Justin was in Heaven.
	But Hans and Janet “doomed”, as her son had said? Sarah
	knew the Schroeders weren’t churchgoers. But neither were they
	murderers or bank robbers or violent criminals. 
	

	
	If anything, they
	were law-abiding citizens who probably paid their taxes on time and,
	to the best of Sarah’s knowledge, remained faithful to each
	other in the 37 years they were married. 
	

	
	That had to count
	for something, right? 
	

	
	According to Brian,
	no. 
	

	
	Despite the
	recurring dream, everything inside Sarah told her to leave the
	letter alone. The Bible was one thing; the
	letter was
	altogether different. It was too personal; too private. The thought
	of reading something that her son’s childhood best friend
	wrote for his
	parents sounded so
	insensitive on her part, especially since all three were now gone.
	At the very least, she was being intrusive. 
	

	
	Even so, as much as
	she tried fighting it, something she could only call a strong
	inner-prompting kept pushing her to read it. 
	

	
	Hence, the locked
	bathroom door. Sarah took a small sip of tea and unfolded the
	letter, very much feeling like she was committing espionage. Her
	eyes foolishly darted left to right to make sure no one was
	watching. Her heart raced, and her hands shook. But even that
	couldn’t stop her from proceeding. 
	

	
	Dear Mom and
	Dad, 
	

	
	I bet you’re
	shocked to be receiving a Bible from me, of all people, especially
	knowing you reject all things “religious”. You’ve
	made it clear to me on many occasions that your faith is
	rooted in
	science and humankind, not some Higher Power. Even so, I beg you to
	please hear me out; the Message this Book tells is the sole reason
	for the many positive changes in my life. 
	

	
	As I’ve
	tried telling you both for many years, the change occurred in my
	junior year in college, after I was invited to an off-campus Bible
	study. You can imagine how reluctant I was to go. The very last
	thing I was seeking in Colorado was a relationship with God, of all
	things. All I wanted was to become an engineer. 
	

	
	In truth, I only
	went to get my fraternity brother off my back. But it was God’s
	will that I be there that night. Before the Bible study began,
	everyone sang heartfelt songs to the Lord, as if Jesus was there
	among them. I can assure you their walk with God wasn’t some
	far away relationship many have with their Creator. It was real and
	deeply personal. What struck me at first was that I knew nothing of
	the Book or the God they cherished so much. 
	

	
	That’s
	also where I first met Heather. Anyway, back at my dorm that night,
	I had a peace inside I’d never felt before. It made me
	question many things in life. It was the beginning stage of a total
	life transformation for me. 
	

	
	After two months
	of perfect attendance, I came to fully understand my sin condition
	and my need for God’s forgiveness. God changed my heart and I
	surrendered my life to Jesus. It was the single greatest decision
	I’ve ever made, bar none! It’s a decision everyone needs
	to make this side of the grave. 
	

	
	Mom and Dad, for
	the first time ever, life makes sense to me. Going to college paved
	the way to fulfill my dream of becoming an engineer. But the
	education I received at the University of Colorado pales in
	comparison to the many life-altering lessons I learn from reading
	the Word of God each day. 
	

	
	Scripture makes
	it perfectly clear that the wages of sin is death. While most people
	can admit they are sinners, the majority fail to realize there’s
	nothing they can do to atone for their sins, despite who they are,
	who they know, or how much money they have in the bank. This
	includes you and me. 
	

	
	The Bible states
	with absolute authority that only those who trust in the One who is
	capable of atoning for the sins of man, the Lord Jesus Christ, can
	have eternal assurance. There is no other Source! 
	

	
	Because of
	Jesus, the fear of death no longer has a grip on me like it used to.
	I know you believe that when we die we simply cease to exist, but
	nothing could be further from the truth. Heaven really exists, Mom
	and Dad, even if you choose not to believe it. Hell exists too, I
	might add. Both eternal dwelling places are more real than anything
	on this fallen planet. 
	

	
	Chills
	shot up and down Sarah’s
	spine when she read the next paragraph. 
	

	
	Tragically, hell
	is where most people will end up when they die. Forgive me for
	saying this but I fear the two of you are traveling on that same
	destructive path. Not to come across as disrespectful, but from a
	worldly standpoint, you did a wonderful job raising me and guiding
	me down the right path. But spiritually you failed me. Had I
	remained on the path on which you instructed me to go, it would have
	led me straight to hell in the end. 
	

	
	Naturally, I
	don’t blame you for this. I’ve learned there are two
	types of people in the world. Those who are spiritually alive and
	those who are spiritually dead. Without exception, all of us start
	off spiritually dead. The problem for most is that they remain that
	way all throughout life, only to die in their sins, which leads to
	being separated from their Maker for all eternity. 
	

	
	So even if I was
	raised in a Christian household, the fact that I was spiritually
	dead at birth, due to the sin nature I inherited from the two of
	you, much like you did from your parents, I was already condemned
	before a just and holy God. 
	

	
	Yes, Mom and
	Dad, there is a God, and everyone who’s
	ever lived on this planet has a divine appointment with Him someday.
	This life is but a test for the afterlife. Those who don’t
	believe it now will have no choice but to believe it in the life to
	come. Despite what you taught me growing up, there is nothing more
	important than where a soul will spend eternity. 
	

	
	No one had the
	power to change my heart and breathe new life into me except the One
	who knit me together in your womb, Mom. That’s
	precisely what God did to me. Because of Jesus, I’ve
	crossed over from spiritual death to life. My prayer is that the
	same will happen to you, too, before it’s
	too late. Only then will you see your own sin condition and realize
	your need for a Savior. 
	

	
	Here’s
	what you need to understand: the
	One who saves you is the very One from whom you must be saved. Truth
	is, Satan doesn’t
	have the power to condemn you to hell. Only God does! Hell is merely
	a by-product of dying in one’s
	sins. 
	

	
	With that in
	mind, I pray you’ll both receive Christ as Lord and Savior
	while there’s still time. I’ve lived my life both ways,
	with Jesus and without Him. Now that I have Him, I don’t know
	how I ever survived on this crazy planet without Him. I really
	don’t! 
	

	
	In closing, I
	want to thank you both for bringing me into this world and for
	providing for me until I was able to do so for myself. I love you
	both from the deepest chambers of my heart and hope to see you on
	the other side someday, the Good side. God Bless you.

	
	In Christ’s
	Love,

	
	Your son, Justin

	
	

	

	
	Sarah Mulrooney was
	deeply touched by what she’d just read. Just like in her
	dream, her eyes were moist with tears. Brian was right. Justin
	wasn’t the same person she knew as a teenager. 
	

	
	The Justin she knew
	was incapable of writing something so deeply religious. It’s
	like he was the wise parent and his parents were the foolish
	children. 
	

	
	Sarah was especially struck by his comment, the
	One who saves you is the very One from whom you must be saved.
	It took a few moments to finally register, but once it did, it
	became pregnant with meaning: the same merciful God who is full of
	boundless love and forgiveness is the very same One who will judge
	the nations and punish all ungodly sinners throughout the ages with
	everlasting destruction. Satan had nothing to do with it. 
	

	
	It was a terrifying
	thought, to be sure. 
	

	
	A
	personal relationship with Jesus. Sarah
	liked the sound of that. As a lifelong Catholic, she never felt she
	had a close relationship with her Maker. Nor did she feel she had
	God’s forgiveness. 
	

	
	According to Brian,
	all she had to do was repent before her Creator and trust in Jesus
	for her salvation. Even better, no one had to be present when she
	did this, including a Catholic priest. It was strictly between
	herself and God. 
	

	
	These were
	comforting words, because Sarah never felt comfortable pouring out
	her heart and soul to a priest in a confession booth. Weren’t
	they sinners, too? 
	

	
	If so, how could
	they possibly absolve anyone’s sins, when they needed the very
	same forgiveness? 
	

	
	The problem with
	this thinking was that it ran contrary to what her husband believed.
	Like
	Brian, Dick was on a spiritual high of sorts himself. While Brian’s
	faith was rooted in Jesus Christ, and no one else, Dick’s
	faith remained rooted in the Catholic Church! 
	

	
	There lay the heart
	of the problem. 
	

	
	Truly,
	a line had been drawn in the sand on both sides, placing a
	noticeable strain on the family. Brian was going in one direction;
	Dick the other. A
	chill ran through Sarah: If
	I keep reading the Bible, what will become of my marriage? 
	

	
	The thought of
	possibly not being with the man she pledged her undying love to 35
	years ago, was enough to stop her heart from beating inside her
	chest. 
	

	
	But
	that’s what she kept seeing in her dream. Just thinking about
	it brought more tears to her eyes. In that light,
	though
	she was leaning more and more in Brian’s direction, she would
	remain neutral for the time being; anything to keep her family
	together. 
	

	
	No one had to tell
	her she was being spineless. Even so, that’s where she was
	right now. Her biggest challenge was once again forgoing her own
	personal anguish and doing all she could to try and bridge the
	widening gap between her son and her husband. 
	

	
	That task took a
	huge step backward when Brian shared his dream about the Catholic
	Church with them. Dick went
	off on him, spewing profanities Sarah had never heard escape his
	mouth before, as he vehemently defended the Church he loved so much.
	
	

	
	When he was
	finished, he hung up on Brian. 
	

	
	They
	hadn’t
	spoken since. 
	

	
	Dick’s temper
	was such that Sarah distanced herself from her husband at times. He
	was always so edgy, ready to argue at the drop of a hat with anyone,
	especially Brian. Unlike before. Whatever spirit was in him couldn’t
	have come from God. 
	

	
	As for Chelsea, she
	barely noticed what was going on. She had pretty much settled back
	into her normal life of chatting online with friends into the wee
	hours of the night. 
	

	
	Even the newfound
	craziness of the world couldn’t jolt her daughter from
	sleepwalking through life the way she was. 
	

	
	And then there were
	Brian’s ongoing struggles with Renate. All talks of
	engagement, at least on Brian’s end, were put on the back
	burner for now. Sarah loved Renate and dreamed of one day welcoming
	her to the Mulrooney family. Now it looked iffy at best. 
	

	
	The last time she
	confronted Brian on the subject, his response had floored her.
	“What’s
	the point, Ma? Why be married for only seven years? Doesn’t
	make much sense now, does it?” 
	

	
	Of all the things
	Brian had said since becoming a Christian, all this talk about the
	world coming to an end in seven-years was the most frightening to
	absorb. Was it really true? Many were talking about it, but the
	majority had downplayed it as just another false prophecy coming
	from a bunch of religious kooks.

	
	Whether it was true
	or not, tragic or not, Brian didn’t seem bothered by it in the
	least. If anything, his faith in God kept strengthening regardless
	of what happened on any given day, whether good or bad. Indeed, he
	was a new creation. 
	

	
	Although Dick
	strongly disagreed with this, the changes in Brian were clearly for
	the better. 
	

	
	Despite all this,
	Sarah would remain neutral and monitor both sides very closely, once
	again proving her lack of backbone. But
	at least she was searching and praying that God would show her what
	to do and where to go from here before it was too late. 
	

	
	If Brian was right,
	seven years wasn’t much time to work with. The last thing she
	wanted was to die in her sins, as Justin wrote in his letter, and be
	subjected to God’s fierce, eternal wrath. 
	

	
	What could possibly
	be worse than that? 
	

	
	It didn’t
	take long for Sarah to answer the question. Nothing. 
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	SIX WEEKS BEFORE
	THE PEACE TREATY SIGNING 
	

	

	

	
	“SINCE
	THIS WILL BE my
	last television address before the signing of the peace treaty, I
	can think of no better way to leave you than with this.” 
	

	
	Effervescent glow
	on his face, age had yet to weather Salvador Romanero’s
	radiant olive skin. Hair combed to perfection, he gazed deep into
	the camera, allowing the billions watching to catch a close-up
	glimpse of the sparkle in his eyes. “With our planet slowly
	but surely coming back to life, the only thing missing now is young
	children. With so many women soon-to-be entering into their third
	trimesters, in just a few short months we’ll get to experience
	the joys of child birth again. I eagerly anticipate having precious
	little ones living among us.” 
	

	
	More worshipers
	for me, Romanero
	thought, breaking into a warm smile. “Imagine how blessed the
	woman responsible for bringing the first child into the world will
	feel after nine long months without them? It’s in that spirit
	that I wish to announce that lucky woman will receive one-million
	dollars, compliments of the Global Community.”

	
	The Miracle
	Maker paused
	to let his words resonate. “The second woman to give birth
	will receive five-hundred thousand dollars. The third woman will
	receive two-hundred and fifty thousand. And prizes amounting to
	one-hundred thousand dollars will be awarded to the next
	ninety-seven women giving birth. 
	

	
	“Also, prizes
	of one-hundred thousand dollars will be awarded to all doctors and
	fifty-thousand dollars to all nurses and other staff assisting in
	the birth process. All gifts awarded will be issued on a new
	international monetary card, the first of its kind. It will be
	widely available before the first child is born. 
	

	
	“But let me
	caution all doctors and nurses out there that in order to win a cash
	prize, the births must be natural. If there are any signs of induced
	labor, your patient will automatically be disqualified. In short,
	the child must enter into the world when it’s good and ready,
	not when you doctors think it’s time. We’ll be
	watching,” Romanero joked. Or was he? 
	

	
	“My dear
	precious ladies, even if you’re not among the first one
	hundred to give birth, consider it your civic duty to join the more
	than one million women, ages twelve to sixty, who are already
	helping to repopulate the Earth. 
	

	
	“Six months
	from now I’d like to see that number rise to fifty million
	pregnancies worldwide. Make me proud, ladies. Do whatever it takes
	to help move society along.

	
	“To help make
	your decision easier, I wish to declare that all women giving birth
	from this point forward will receive free care and hospitalization,
	from start to finish, plus a lifetime supply of diapers and
	everything else you will need to properly raise your child, all
	compliments of the Global Community. 
	

	
	“All you have
	to do is get pregnant. I’ll take care of the rest. You have my
	word that I will not let you down. By helping the cause, future
	generations will celebrate you as heroines for being this chosen
	generation’s brave givers of life. 
	

	
	“As I close,
	I wish to thank the millions of you who asked me for sperm
	donations. While this is not possible, just know in your hearts that
	your child is also my child, and I will see that he or she will be
	fully cared for. So, what are you waiting for, ladies? Let’s
	get busy. See you all again in Jerusalem!” 
	

	
	Romanero flashed
	his now-famous peace sign gesture with
	his right hand, rotating it in a circular motion signifying world
	peace for all. 
	

	
	At that, his image
	faded to black.

	
	After Romanero’s
	speech, the Pope took to the airwaves from the Vatican to give his
	formal reply. In the few short minutes he spoke, he was in total
	agreement with everything Salvador Romanero said. He urged Catholic
	women, married or not, to get pregnant in the soonest possible time.
	More
	worshipers for me,
	thought the Pope.

	
	Father Tom
	Dunleavey watched and could only shake his head. First it was his
	painstaking meeting with Brian Mulrooney. Now this? He couldn’t
	stomach how the preeminent leader of the free world and the
	undisputed leader of the Catholic Church could endorse such
	foolishness. 
	

	
	Of the million or
	so women who were already pregnant, hundreds of thousands were young
	adolescents. More than 20 percent from that demographic were young
	Catholic girls. 
	

	
	Father Dunleavey
	feared that millions of Catholic teenage girls would get pregnant in
	the coming weeks. And why not, after just receiving the full
	blessing from the Pope himself? 
	

	
	Thanks to him, and
	Salvador Romanero, these youngsters weren’t concerned about
	the bond of marriage set forth by God, or that their children might
	not grow up with a father. 
	

	
	All that mattered
	was fulfilling their civil obligation to help repopulate Planet
	Earth... 
	

	
	In an instant,
	social media sites were bustling with young teenage girls boasting
	their willingness to help the cause, by getting pregnant in the
	soonest possible fashion. Like the many “already-with-child”
	women posting selfies online of their constantly expanding baby
	bumps, this new crop of women looked forward to doing the same. It
	was the new “in-thing” for women. 
	

	
	Some even held
	contests searching for the perfect man to impregnate them. Many went
	live on social media platforms and were scantily dressed. Some wore
	nothing at all. 
	

	
	With absolutely no
	parental strings attached, hundreds of millions of men gladly
	offered their services.

	
	What was
	unthinkable just a few short months ago had become commonplace. The
	uncontested absurdities of Romanero’s speech last January at
	UN Headquarters, was now bearing dangerous fruit. 
	

	
	Even Vegas
	odds-makers were getting in on the action. For the first time in
	months, online gambling sites were abuzz with people placing bets on
	which woman would give birth first. Much like horse racing, exacta
	and trifecta bets were also being wagered. 
	

	
	To the many who’d
	battled gambling addictions in the past, who were suddenly cut off
	at the Rapture, it was music to their ears. While betting on
	childbirth wasn’t nearly as exciting as betting on the Super
	Bowl, per se, it was enough to get their juices flowing until the
	sports world sprang to life again in the projected not-too-distant
	future. 
	

	
	With a heavy heart,
	Tom Dunleavey was unable to wrap his mind around what had become his
	world. First
	it was the meteoric rise of Salvador Romanero and his close
	association with the Pope. Everything about their alliance felt evil
	to the Catholic priest. 
	

	
	Tom
	Dunleavey wondered
	for the millionth time since last November’s strange
	occurrence if he’d
	unintentionally led so many astray, by placing the Catholic Way
	above the true Word of God? 
	

	
	His mind wanted to
	tell him no. 
	

	
	But according to
	his dream, the answer was yes. 
	

	
	All Brian Mulrooney
	did was reinforce it to him. 
	

	
	Tom Dunleavey
	sighed. Now more than ever, the Catholic priest feared he never
	really knew the God of the Bible. He felt this strong conviction in
	his spirit and let out an awful sob that forced its way up from deep
	in his gut. 
	

	
	Looking
	up at the ceiling with blurred vision, he said, “What have I
	done, Father? Is it too late to beg Your forgiveness for preaching a
	false gospel all these years? The anguish I feel for leading so many
	astray now consumes me. 
	

	
	“Am
	I worthy of another chance with You? There’s nothing I want
	more than to know You, Father, to really know You, like Brian
	Mulrooney does,” the Catholic priest cried out. 
	

	
	“I
	beg you, please, help me make an about face so I can finally be of
	good service to You. Strip me away of all things man-made, so I can
	be part of Your end times harvest. I’m willing to forsake all
	other things, including the church I’ve dedicated my life to.
	Please lead me in the right direction, Father. This I humbly ask in
	the only name that saves, Christ Jesus, Amen.” 
	

	
	Finished
	praying, just as the Catholic priest was about to perform the sign
	of the cross, something deep inside told him this was one of the
	many man-made gestures he just begged to be delivered from. 
	

	
	For
	the first time ever, Tom
	Dunleavey felt
	he was being led by
	God’s Holy Spirit, and not man. It
	felt good. 
	

	
	He would rejoice
	even more knowing millions of Catholics were diligently seeking
	their Creator, without the guidance of the Catholic Church and its
	many soul-destroying road blocks. 
	

	
	With their
	spiritual eyes and ears opened, they, too, were having
	life-transforming experiences, which meant their days with the
	church that had kept them living in spiritual darkness all their
	lives were numbered...
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	RENATE
	MCCALLISTER WASN’T A happy
	woman. During Salvador Romanero’s speech, tears fell from her
	cheeks one after another. 
	

	
	What she felt was
	an equal measure of joy and pain. Joy for the many women who were
	now pregnant and soon-to-give birth, and pain because of her
	boyfriend’s worsening condition. It hadn’t improved one
	bit since last November. The
	distance between them, though mostly unspoken, was gnawing on her
	like a dog gnawing on a bone. 
	

	
	Renate
	found it impossible to look at her Facebook and Instagram accounts
	without getting even more emotional. Each post she read from friends
	sharing their willingness to get pregnant for the greater good tore
	her up inside all the more. 
	

	
	She
	couldn’t help but feel jealous. No one wanted to get pregnant
	any more badly than she did. Even her best friend and fellow
	environmentalist, Rachel Stein, who often said she never wanted to
	have children, posted that she was willing to forgo her personal
	feelings and take the plunge into motherhood for the cause. 
	

	
	Many
	men replied to her post asking about the requirements. Rachel
	replied, saying the right man wasn’t nearly as important to
	her as fulfilling the mission. Usually the snobby type, this was so
	unlike her. 
	

	
	Renate was certain
	Brian was unaware of the whirlwind taking place online. Instead of
	trying to reconnect with the world and finding a way to fit back in,
	as most had done, aside from work—a job Brian disliked more
	and more as the days passed—all he did was stay home and read
	and study the Word of God. 
	

	
	All this did was
	bolster his position that Salvador Romanero, of all people, was the
	Antichrist of the Bible. Salvador Romanero, the Antichrist? No way!
	Renate had never heard anything more ridiculous in all her life! Not
	only did Brian believe such rubbish; he shared his harsh opinion
	with anyone who cared to listen. 
	

	
	Renate hadn’t
	spoken to her boyfriend since last weekend, when
	she accompanied him to the supermarket. 
	

	
	The moment the
	cashier made eye contact with him, Brian started preaching,
	declaring that all who’d vanished on that fateful day weren’t
	as many were still suggesting, “Doomed,” but were
	eternally comforted in Heaven with Jesus. 
	

	
	Brian then warned
	that she needed to repent and follow Jesus before it was too late,
	and she ended up in hell herself! How
	crude!

	
	The
	four-month-pregnant teenage cashier all but rolled her eyes. She was
	too excited about being a first-time mother to listen to her
	customer’s nonsensical fear tactics.

	
	It was then that
	Renate felt herself shrinking away from Brian. On the drive back to
	his apartment, she felt something
	cold start in the center of her chest that quickly attacked the rest
	of her limbs. She
	told Brian she wanted to go for a walk and got out
	of his car. 
	

	
	Brian
	never tried stopping her,
	unlike in the past. Renate ended up walking five miles or so before
	finally reaching home. 
	

	
	During that time,
	she mentally prepared herself to live in this strange, new world
	without her boyfriend of five years. 
	

	
	With 30 looking her
	square in the eyes, she wanted to have a child by the time she was
	31. When she shared these thoughts with her parents, they told her
	to follow her heart and do what she thought was right, that they
	were fully behind her all the way. 
	

	
	Her sister, Megan,
	pretty much shared the same sentiment.

	
	Her best friend,
	Rachel Stein,
	was a little more candid, “Brian’s turned into a
	lunatic. What he did to that poor cashier is shameful. The last
	thing you need is to be further subjected to his mental torture. You
	can do so much better than him! He no longer deserves to call you
	his girlfriend! Time to look out for number one, Renate! Let’s
	get pregnant together.”

	
	Remarkably,
	Rachel’s words were quite comforting. Then came the dream: For
	three straight nights, Renate saw herself giving birth to Brian’s
	child, a son. But instead of her boyfriend being in the delivery
	room, his father, Dick, was by her side. 
	

	
	Brian was nowhere
	in sight. Neither was his mother, Sarah. 
	

	
	It was bizarre, to
	say the least. When Renate finally mustered the courage to share her
	dream with Dick Mulrooney, it was like music to his ears; it lined
	up perfectly with the dream he’d had for three consecutive
	nights. 
	

	
	Convinced their
	Catholic faith had spared the family last November, despite his
	son’s dire warning that life as they knew it would end in
	seven years, Dick believed the future was quite promising. There was
	nothing he wanted more than to preserve the Mulrooney namesake. 
	

	
	The problem was, as
	his only son—brainwashed
	or not—Dick
	needed Brian to make his wish become a reality. Knowing he could no
	longer reason with his son, he gave Renate his full blessing and
	urged her to do all she could to get pregnant in the soonest
	possible fashion, whether they got married or not. 
	

	
	The fact that
	Renate wasn’t a religious woman meant if
	Brian wanted nothing to do with her or the child once it was born,
	this would give Dick Mulrooney the freedom to raise his grandson in
	the Catholic Church, just like he saw in the dream. Perfect!

	
	Renate was taken
	aback at first by Dick Mulrooney’s encouraging words. It was
	so out of character of him. It felt staged. 
	

	
	While her parents
	never objected to having a child out of wedlock, under normal
	circumstances, Brian’s parents would never agree to such a
	notion. If Brian brought a child into the world without first being
	married, his parents would disown him. 
	

	
	But this was a
	whole new world. What was unthinkable to Dick Mulrooney prior to
	last November, was something he now understood completely. 
	

	
	Desperate times
	called for desperate measures. If the Pope, who was infallible,
	already gave his blessing, who was he to object? Not
	wanting to further muddy with waters, Dick
	refrained from
	sharing his dream and, consequently, his conversation with Renate
	with Sarah.

	
	All this talk about
	getting pregnant only fueled Renate’s fire for Brian all the
	more. Though sick and tired of his religious nonsense, she still
	loved him and wanted to be his wife someday. 
	

	
	But first she had
	to find a way to pull him away from Jacquelyn Swindell. Renate was
	convinced she
	was brainwashing
	Brian even more than the Bible was. If she could only pull her
	boyfriend away from Jacquelyn,
	he would finally
	see how blinded he was all along, and how the wool had been pulled
	over his eyes. 
	

	
	Once that happened,
	if it happened, surely his father, or better yet, a Catholic priest
	could nurse Brian back to his senses, spiritually speaking, as she
	did her best to nurse him back to health, physically and mentally. 
	

	
	Yes, it was time
	for Renate to step in and save her boyfriend’s life. Enough
	was enough! 
	

	
	The more time Brian
	spent with Jacquelyn Swindell, Charles what’s his name, and
	the rest of the religious lunatics, the further down the path of
	self-destruction he would be led. 
	

	
	But
	what Renate McCallister didn’t know was that she was the one
	traveling down the path of self-destruction, not Brian. Like all
	others who weren’t children of the Most High God, unless she
	repented and placed her faith in Christ Jesus, her dreams would
	ultimately come to ruin...
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	TAMIKA
	MOSELEY LAY IN bed in total silence. She was too terrified to
	sleep, for fear that she might have the same dream she’d had
	the past two nights. 
	

	
	At least in the
	real world, she had the power to change what was swimming inside her
	head. But the dream world was altogether different. Tamika had no
	control whatsoever of this strange dimension inside her head. She
	feared that if the dream continued, she might never recover from it.
	
	

	
	Tamika
	sat up on her bed. For the second time since losing her family three
	long months ago, she bowed
	her head and prayed, “God, if You really exist like Brian and
	Charles say You do, then You must be listenin’ right now. If
	You there, I need to know if this dream’s from You. Please
	answer me before I end up doing somethin’ really stupid.
	Somethin’ I can’t walk away
	from…Anything...Please…Uh…Amen.”

	
	Just like last
	time, after waiting five minutes in total silence, Tamika heard
	nothing. Not a peep! She laid back down, once again feeling as
	though she’d wasted her time.

	
	An hour later, she
	was jolted from a deep sleep. Her eyes widened. There was a
	tightness in her chest, as if a bear was hugging her and preventing
	oxygen from getting to her lungs. 
	

	
	It was raining hard
	outside. Fierce winds penetrated the cracks in the windowsills
	without much of a fight. 
	

	
	But that’s
	not what woke her. As feared, Tamika was awakened by the same
	strange dream that had haunted her the previous two nights. Only it
	went much deeper this time. It was so gruesome that she could never
	share it with anyone else. 
	

	
	Could it have come
	from God? 
	

	
	Gruesome or not, it
	made Tamika think of something Charles Calloway told her when she
	first met with him at the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel a few months ago. He
	said on the day of the Rapture the dead were raised first, followed
	by the living. He went on to say they were all joined together in
	the clouds with the Lord Jesus Christ and taken to Heaven. 
	

	
	He even read
	Scriptures to her in his hotel suite to further validate his point.
	Would
	that mean the dead were no longer in their graves? Tamika
	pushed the thought from her mind.
	
	

	
	Her
	late grandfather, Samuel E. Washington, the object of her dream,
	died
	at the age of 72, when Tamika was just a small child. According to
	her mother, he was a deacon at his church and a strong believer in
	Jesus all of his adult life.

	
	If Heaven was a
	real place for true believers, surely he was there now. But what
	about his earthly body? Was it also in Heaven? No. Tamika attended
	his funeral and saw his lifeless carcass lying inside the casket
	that day. He was nothing but skin and bones. 
	

	
	She still
	remembered what the preacher said at his viewing, “His body’s
	there all right, but he’s
	at Home with the
	Lord!” 
	

	
	Would that
	mean…No…I couldn’t. Sinister
	thoughts started invading every inch of her brain. Just the thought
	of it was vile. 
	

	
	Tamika thought
	about her late father, Reggie Ferguson, and her brother, Antuwan.
	Were
	they in Heaven? She
	was unsure. 
	

	
	If they were true
	followers of Jesus Christ, they lived out their faith in secret. But
	if anyone in her family, aside from her mother, was a true
	Christian, it was her grandfather. 
	

	
	Besides, he was the
	one invading her dream, not her father or Antuwan. Would
	that mean his body was no longer in his coffin? 
	

	
	Tamika wondered if
	she could do something so scandalous? Could she stoop so low and do
	something so inhumane and unethical? Something that could possibly
	get her thrown in jail? 
	

	
	On one hand, if her
	grandfather’s body wasn’t inside his casket, it would
	prove Charles’ theory correct. How could she not believe it
	then? On the other hand, was it worth taking a risk like this just
	to prove it? 
	

	
	At 4:45 that
	morning, Tamika finally decided against all logic that she would dig
	up her Grandpa’s grave. Otherwise, she might never have a
	decent night’s sleep again. 
	

	
	If his body was
	still inside the casket—what was left of it—she would
	dismiss Charles Calloway’s theory no matter how logical it
	sounded and look to dispel all other theories, one by one, until she
	finally found the Truth. 
	

	
	But
	what if his body’s gone? First things first. Time
	to start looking for a pick and shovel. 
	

	
	“Here
	you go again girl with dis crazy thinking!” Tamika said,
	totally unamused by her own ponderings, before eventually falling
	back to sleep…
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	DURING
	HER LUNCH BREAK, Tamika Moseley drove to the cemetery in
	Brooklyn that housed her late grandfather. 
	

	
	Come nightfall,
	without a proper lay of the land, it would be impossible to
	accomplish the maniacal task at hand. She couldn’t aimlessly
	wander the cemetery, flashlight in hand, recklessly bouncing beams
	of light everywhere until she miraculously found her grandfather’s
	grave. 
	

	
	If she did that,
	she’d surely be caught at some point. 
	

	
	Ten years had
	passed since she’d last stepped foot inside this sprawling lot
	of land. She hadn’t the faintest idea where to begin looking.
	Her late father and brother were buried elsewhere. 
	

	
	As for her mother
	and two boys, they weren’t buried anywhere. Which is why she
	was doing this crazy thing in the first place. Yes, in her warped
	mind, part of her felt she was doing this for them. If Charles and
	Brian were right, perhaps tonight would bring closure. 
	

	
	“Maybe then I
	can finally find peace for my soul!” she told the windshield. 
	

	
	Tamika parked the
	taxi in front of the main office and went inside for assistance. 
	

	
	The man inside was
	happy to assist her. Unbeknownst to him, he was preemptively aiding
	and abetting her in a crime by leading her in the right direction.
	But he would never stand trial for it. When someone asked the
	location of a loved one’s grave, his job was to help that
	person, no questions asked. 
	

	
	Tamika took the
	makeshift map the man had drawn for her and drove off to her
	grandfather’s grave. 
	

	
	A few minutes
	later, she found it. A light covering of dirt, caked-in mud and
	stray leaves covered much of his in-ground tombstone, a tombstone
	provided by the U.S. military, for Samuel E. Washington’s 20
	years of faithful service to his country. 
	

	
	Because no family
	member had been to this place in quite some time, it was totally
	devoid of flowers, American flags, stuffed animals, and the many
	other things loved ones left. Weeds, now dead, like the bodies
	buried beneath the frozen ground, lay everywhere. 
	

	
	Tamika walked back
	to the cab and retrieved a pocketknife she kept in the glove
	compartment for added protection. She scraped and chiseled away at
	the hardened soil covering the light gray marble tombstone. This was
	done out of respect for her grandfather, and also so she could
	easily identify his grave when she came back later to do the
	unthinkable. 
	

	
	Tamika wondered if
	God would ever condone such a thing. Could
	He? Probably not,
	she concluded. Then again, if Charles Calloway, Brian Mulrooney and
	the preacher at her grandfather’s funeral were all right, his
	body wasn’t there anyway. Was God
	behind the craziness after all? 
	

	
	Tamika let her eyes
	wander over the partially frozen landscape for the best entryway in
	later. Eyes darting left and right, it quickly became apparent that
	if the front gates were locked, which she had every reason to think
	they would be, the only other way in would be to climb over the
	fence at the back of the cemetery. 
	

	
	This might pose a
	challenge but, at 27, she was still young enough to do it. With her
	mind made up to go through with her sinister plan, all that was left
	was preparation and execution. Execution,
	not a good word at dis place, Moseley
	thought. 
	

	
	After work, she
	would borrow the necessary tools—namely a pick and shovel—from
	Juan, the custodian at her apartment complex. They were pretty good
	friends. Hopefully
	I’ll have the nerve to go through with it. 
	

	
	Tamika left the
	cemetery and went in search of a customer. Her cell phone rang. It
	was Charles Calloway. After exchanging pleasantries Tamika said, “I
	tried praying last night.”

	
	“I
	can’t tell you how happy I am to hear that!”

	
	“Don’t
	be. It was a total waste of time,” she said, taking the wind
	out of his sail. 
	

	
	Charles grimaced.
	“I understand how you feel, Tamika. That was me much of my
	adult life. But at least you’re
	praying. That puts you on the right track.” Right track or
	not, Charles knew if she just stood there, chances were good she’d
	get run over by the devil again and again until she finally jumped
	all in with God. 
	

	
	He didn’t
	tell her that. “Can I ask you something?” 
	

	
	“Shoot,”
	Tamika said.

	
	“Does
	anything feel different now that you’ve tried praying? You
	know, anything out of the ordinary? After all, God tends to work in
	mysterious ways.” 
	

	
	This is
	mysterious, alright! Wickedly mysterious! “Nope,”
	Tamika lied. She took a deep breath and decided to come clean.
	“Actually, I was jolted from a deep sleep in the middle of the
	night. I had a dream...” 
	

	
	“And?”
	She’s
	having dreams too? 
	

	
	“Listen
	Charles,” she barked, “I don’t want to talk about
	it, okay? Besides, I’m working and need to concentrate on the
	road.” 
	

	
	“Understood.”
	Now wasn’t the time to pressure her. Tamika was finally
	searching for the Truth and Charles was grateful for that. She was
	even having dreams! God was answering both his and Brian’s
	prayers! 
	

	
	Hallelujah! 
	

	
	The moment the call
	ended, an alarm went off inside Charles Calloway’s head.
	Perhaps it was spiritual discernment on his part, but he suddenly
	felt Tamika was slowly surrendering to the pull of the Holy Spirit.
	Now more than ever, she needed prayer.

	
	“Time to call
	Brian!”
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	TAMIKA
	MOSELEY WOKE AT one a.m. still a little discombobulated. The
	vicious cold front predicted to reach New York City came through in
	full force. It was twelve degrees outside, but the fierce wind chill
	made it feel like eight below zero. 
	

	
	But at least the
	skies were mostly clear. And this was vital because Tamika would
	rely heavily on the moonlight for illumination, so long as the stray
	clouds would allow it. The flashlight would come in handy once the
	hole was dug and she began the task of desecrating her grandfather’s
	coffin.

	
	Tamika was bundled
	up in the darkest and warmest clothing she owned: a purple hoodie, a
	black parka jacket, black gloves, black jeans and a black mask to
	shield her face from the frigid elements. The only boots she owned
	were tan in color. She thought to dye them black, but there wasn’t
	enough time. Underneath all her layers of clothing she wore thermal
	underwear.

	
	Tamika wasn’t
	expecting a big crowd where she was going. At least not among the
	living. But there would be security guards. And dogs? Why didn’t
	I look for dogs earlier? Dummy! 
	

	
	Security guards
	would be bad enough. Dogs would pose a more serious challenge. If
	they found her, they’d be all over her petite frame before she
	knew what hit her. Yes, if there were dogs on the grounds, she’d
	surely be caught at some point, which meant she would never get this
	close again. Definitely not good! 
	

	
	Tamika needed to be
	extremely careful. One wrong slip could surely land her in the
	hospital; perhaps even in jail. By being related to the corpse
	buried six feet beneath the surface, she could say she missed
	Grandpa real bad and needed to see him again. 
	

	
	Perhaps they’d
	think she was crazy, kick her out of the cemetery and forget the
	whole thing. But only if she got caught before she started
	digging. Once she started, she’d be all out of excuses. The
	police would be involved and it would probably be turned into a
	criminal matter. 
	

	
	Thanks to Juan, the
	janitor at her apartment complex, Tamika had the proper tools. But
	did she have the strength to go through with it? Did she have the
	nerve? The resolve? Whether she did or not, the job needed to be
	done. And it had to be done while it was still dark. Come daybreak,
	cemetery guards would easily notice the freshly-dug hole and the
	scene would be investigated. 
	

	
	But what else could
	she do? This was the only viable option she could think of. One way
	or the other, following her dream—nightmare rather—would
	provide all the proof she needed. 
	

	
	No one had to tell
	her this was a despicable way of proving whether Charles and Brian
	were telling the truth or not. In her heart of hearts, Tamika wanted
	to believe the Rapture theory. She needed to believe in something
	again. 
	

	
	If her grandfather
	wasn’t inside his casket, she would ask God’s
	forgiveness and repent of every-last sin she’d ever
	committed—especially this one—receive Jesus Christ as
	Lord and Savior and rejoice knowing she would be rejoined with her
	kids and mother again someday. 
	

	
	On the other hand,
	if his remains were still there, she would sincerely apologize to
	her late grandfather, then sorrowfully and respectfully lay him back
	to rest. She would also lay to rest the Rapture theory once and for
	all. 
	

	
	Driving up to the
	front entryway of the cemetery, Tamika didn’t
	need to get out of her vehicle to see the chain-links circling the
	gates. Time for Plan B! 
	

	
	Moseley parked a
	block and a half from the cemetery and grabbed the backpack from the
	front passenger seat. It was full of tools; a flashlight, extra
	batteries, Band-Aids and gauze, a Thermos full of hot cocoa and
	enough food to get her through the night, including two ham and
	cheese sandwiches. 
	

	
	Walking the streets
	with a backpack at 2 a.m. didn’t necessarily make her look too
	out of the ordinary. Anyone seeing her might think she was homeless
	and leave it at that. 
	

	
	Carrying a pick and
	shovel was altogether different. If seen carrying these things,
	especially by a woman, it would surely bring unwanted attention her
	way. 
	

	
	Except for a few
	passing cars, Tamika reached the back of the cemetery without
	incident. Thankfully the police weren’t out patrolling the
	area with great frequency this night. 
	

	
	Tamika Moseley
	eyeballed the black eight-foot wrought-iron fence surrounding the
	entire cemetery, protecting it from possible intruders, so the dead
	could rest in peace—even though the dead were already at their
	final destinations. 
	

	
	Some were at peace.
	Most were nowhere near eternal bliss. 
	

	
	She removed her
	backpack and tossed it over the fence. No turning back now!
	Sliding the pick and shovel through an opening in the fence, Tamika
	checked to make sure the coast was clear, like any criminal worth
	their salt would do. 
	

	
	Satisfied that she
	was in the clear, she grabbed the fence with both gloved hands and
	slowly pulled herself up, her feet gripping a pole. Atop the black
	fence were metal spikes, obviously there to keep people from doing
	what she was doing. 
	

	
	Straddling the
	fence, Tamika took a deep breath and thrust herself onto the
	semi-frozen ground below. She hit the surface with a hard thud. The
	ground easily absorbed it. But not her body. She heard a crack in
	her left shoulder upon hitting the ground. 
	

	
	Now wasn’t
	the time to worry about it. Tamika brushed herself off and went in
	search of the grave site of Samuel E. Washington, all the while
	hoping the surface wouldn’t
	be too frozen to dig up. 
	

	
	Except for the
	faint moonlight, a few house lights and some streetlights in front
	of the cemetery, it was pitch black. But she couldn’t use her
	flashlight just yet. 
	

	
	When Tamika was
	just 14, her brother, Antuwan, was shot and killed during a drive-by
	shooting meant for the next-door neighbor. 
	

	
	Mostly due to the
	fact that his killer was never brought to justice, she came to
	believe that the screams of murder victims echoed from the grave,
	calling out to the still-alive for justice, hoping to be heard. 
	

	
	Tamika could almost
	hear their cries bouncing off the trees before slowly fading and
	getting smaller and smaller, but never fading completely. A chill
	shot through her. It was almost as if she could feel the devil
	walking alongside her. 
	

	
	The bitterly cold
	wind blew the dark, leafless trees from side to side, casting an
	eerie, stirring, whistling sound all throughout the cemetery. They
	looked like large monsters coming after her, their many arms
	flailing up and down. Not a good thought in a cemetery,
	especially at this ungodly hour. More chills shot down her
	spine. 
	

	
	The wind ripped
	through her protective gear at times like it wasn’t even
	there. Even bundled up, Tamika Moseley was chilled to the bone.
	Chilled
	to the bone.
	Another bad thought. Bones made Tamika think of skeletons; skeletons
	made her think of graveyards; graveyards made her think of…

	
	“Stop dis
	crazy thinking, girl,” Tamika reprimanded herself under her
	breath. 
	

	
	But nothing would
	deter her. Her mind was made up. She was so close. Her soul was
	starved for the Truth. One way or the other, the one question that
	dominated her thinking since meeting Charles Calloway would finally
	be answered: Did Jesus really come back for His Church last
	November? 
	

	
	No, there was no
	turning back now. 
	

	
	Tamika easily
	located her grandfather’s grave. Clearing the caked-in dirt
	from his tombstone earlier was a good move on her part. She removed
	her backpack and placed it on the frozen ground, then reached inside
	for the flashlight and placed it inside her coat pocket. She needed
	to know exactly where it was when it came time to use it. 
	

	
	She unscrewed the
	cap off the Thermos and filled a cup full of hot cocoa. It tasted
	good. She finished it and wanted more but, knowing she might be
	there all night, it needed to last. 
	

	
	Tamika scanned the
	area. Seeing it was clear, she raised the pick above her head and
	struck the ground with it, easily ripping into the semi-frozen
	surface. The topsoil posed no challenge for the pick. Two inches
	beneath the soil it was still moist from the heavy rains the past
	couple of days. 
	

	
	Tamika
	furiously picked away at the earth in broad even strokes. It was as
	if the
	ground had angered her and she was seeking vengeance. She kept in
	rhythm, as if trying to morbidly serenade the dead before shoveling
	what she managed to loosen to the side. 
	

	
	It took less than a
	half-hour to dislodge the tombstone. Though flat on the surface, it
	was 24 inches in diameter. Tamika tried lifting it out of the way,
	but it was heavier than expected. It fell into the hole she’d
	just dug, much to her dismay. Jus’
	have to dig around it...

	
	After an hour and a
	half more of rigorous digging, Tamika hit pay dirt. It was time for
	more hot cocoa and a ham and cheese sandwich. 
	

	
	Climbing out of the
	hole she saw headlights coming in her direction. “Oh no! Not
	now!” she cried.

	
	Tamika grabbed her
	backpack and ran as quickly as she could. Hiding behind a nearby oak
	tree, fear snaked through her. Was
	it a security guard? Who else could it be at this hour? 
	

	
	Yes, it was a
	security guard. Pulse racing in her ears, she frequently stuck out
	her head to monitor the guard’s every move. Hopefully he would
	leave quickly so she could get back to what she was doing before he
	rudely interrupted her. 
	

	
	What Tamika didn’t
	know was, at four o’clock in the morning, this was supposed to
	be the security guard’s fifth time patrolling the cemetery.
	His job was to make the rounds every hour on the hour. But this was
	only his second go-round. He and his partner had both fallen asleep
	while playing cards at around one-thirty.

	
	“What the…”
	the overweight Caucasian man said, noticing the fresh mound of dirt
	off to his left. He didn’t remember seeing it earlier. He
	wiped the windshield with his forearm to clear the frost build up.
	Unable to catch a good glimpse, the guard climbed out of the truck
	to take a closer look. 
	

	
	Tamika Moseley
	remained behind the tree paralyzed with fear. Not only that, she was
	completely frozen from head to toe. Being inside the hole had
	somewhat shielded her from the punishing winds. Now she felt its
	full brunt again. 
	

	
	She’d come oh
	so close. All her hard work the past few hours could go down the
	drain, just like that. If caught, it would all be for nothing. 
	

	
	Flashlight on, the
	man surveyed the area looking for anything out of the ordinary. In
	wide arcs, the beam of light illuminated every place it was directed
	to go. The overweight man was used to shivers crawling up and down
	his spine at this place. Bottom line: You never knew what to expect
	working at a cemetery. 
	

	
	Upon taking a
	closer look, the guard was satisfied that the freshly-dug hole was
	for a new burial tomorrow. But
	why were tools left out? He
	reached for the pick and shovel and mounted them in a fresh pile of
	dirt. He thought to take them back to the shed, but it wasn’t
	part of his job description. 
	

	
	“Slobs!”
	he finally said in disgust, directing his comment toward the grave
	diggers, who were undoubtedly sleeping at this late hour. If their
	boss only knew, they’d get an ear full.

	
	The man walked back
	to his truck to warm himself. He lit another cigarette and drove off
	to patrol the rest of the cemetery. 
	

	
	Thankfully he
	didn’t see Samuel E. Washington’s dislodged tombstone
	inside the hole. Had he seen it, Tamika would have been busted.
	Usually, holes were dug at cemeteries for three reasons: for a
	burial, to bury a loved one next to an already departed loved one,
	or to exhume a body for a criminal investigation. 
	

	
	Tamika remained
	camped behind the thick oak tree until she was convinced the coast
	was clear, then hurried back inside the hole. If she kept low and
	didn’t shine her flashlight skyward, she might be okay. But if
	the guard came back again, she’d be trapped inside the hole
	with no possible way of escape. 
	

	
	And she couldn’t
	use the “I-missed-Grandpa” story either. Visiting a
	grave site in the middle of the night and digging it up were two
	very different things. One might
	get
	you locked up. The other would
	get you locked up,
	no questions asked. 
	

	
	Yes, if caught now,
	they would have to assume she’d escaped from a mental
	institution. Who else would break into a cemetery on the coldest of
	nights, dig up her grandfather’s grave, and drink hot cocoa on
	top of his casket? 
	

	
	Only a person with
	a very serious mental condition. “Pretty
	much sums me up,” she told herself, chuckling without humor.

	
	Tamika reached
	inside the backpack for hot cocoa and a ham and cheese sandwiches.
	Sickening as it was, she felt hungry. The ten minutes spent hiding
	behind the oak tree had frozen her to the core. A
	fire would be great now,
	she thought, but was entirely out of the question. 
	

	
	Tamika finished her
	sandwich and got back to work, clearing a dirt path around the
	perimeter of the casket. 
	

	
	Locating the side
	that could be opened, she cleared a sizable gap on the other side to
	make more room. 
	

	
	Taking a moment to
	visualize the task at hand, she grabbed the shovel and worked
	tirelessly, repetitiously throwing heaping piles of earth over her
	shoulders. 
	

	
	At 5:45 a.m., with
	enough space cleared to open the casket, the moment of truth was
	finally upon her: Was Grandpa in there or not? 
	

	
	Tamika’s
	hands shook. Her mouth was suddenly dry, like she’d just eaten
	a spoonful of cotton. Her stomach churned. A voice inside told her
	not to continue, but to run as far from this place as she possibly
	could. But running wasn’t an option. This was something she
	had to do.

	
	Tamika surveyed the
	landscape looking for any possible signs of life, namely a security
	guard approaching again. Nothing. It was showtime.

	
	Tamika reached for
	the pick. Her grandfather’s brass casket would be severely
	damaged in the next few minutes. 
	

	
	As much as it
	pained her to desecrate his final resting place on Planet Earth, she
	had no other choice. She didn’t know how to open a casket. Nor
	did she have time to learn. 
	

	
	Grandpa’ll
	just have to understand.
	If
	he was Raptured, it won’t matter anyway. If he wasn’t,
	well…Tamika
	pushed that thought out of her mind and raised the pick above her
	head...
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	CHARLES
	CALLOWAY COULDN’T SLEEP. He tossed and turned all
	night, unable to stop thinking about Tamika Moseley. 
	

	
	So strong was his
	premonition that he sent a text message to Brian Mulrooney, despite
	the time, saying they needed to pray for Tamika’s protection. 
	

	
	Brian replied:
	Protection from what? 
	

	
	Calloway replied:
	Dunno, but I sense in my spirit she’s in grave danger. He
	had no idea of how right he really was, both literally and
	figuratively. 
	

	
	Instead of
	replying, Brian called Charles and the two men prayed for God’s
	hedge of protection for Tamika wherever she might be... 
	

	
	

	

	
	TOTALLY
	UNAWARE OF THE prayers
	being offered up to God on her behalf, Tamika broke the coffin locks
	with relative ease. All that was left to do was open it. 
	

	
	Physically it was
	the easiest part of the job. But mentally it was the most difficult.
	She could already smell the decaying insides of the casket. It
	wasn’t pleasant. It was enough to make a person want to vomit.
	Did this mean his remains were still in there? 
	

	
	Tamika hoped not.
	She reached for the flashlight in her coat pocket. This wasn’t
	one of those lifetime moments you brag about in front of family
	members and friends. 
	

	
	Steadying the
	flashlight with her left hand, she closed her eyes and said a silent
	prayer to no one in particular. Her eyes remained closed as she
	opened the casket with her right hand. Her heart throbbed in her
	chest. 
	

	
	Tamika opened her
	eyes, “Charles
	was right!”

	
	The only remains
	inside the coffin of Samuel E. Washington were his clothing, a Bible
	and Purple Heart medal he’d received in combat. But not a
	single bone was found inside the casket. 
	

	
	“Thank You,
	Jesus!” Tears exploded from Tamika Moseley’s eyes. An
	indescribable surge of peace flooded her soul. Gone were the
	feelings of hurt and rejection, of anger and indignation. All those
	emotions were frozen in a block of awe. 
	

	
	With a surge of
	healing rushing to her soul, Tamika closed the casket and sat atop
	it. Raising her hands in the frosty night air, she prayed: “Lord,
	I believe. I believe!” she cried, surrendering to the One who
	saw her unformed body before the beginning of time. “Thanks
	for showing me what I needed to see here tonight! I receive You,
	Jesus, as my Lord and Savior, and will follow You all the days of my
	life. Thanks for sending Charles and Brian into my life. Please
	bless them both tonight. 
	

	
	“Oh, and
	please take care of my two boys and Momma in Heaven. If Daddy and
	Antuwan there, take care of them, too. Tell Grandpa I’m sorry
	for what I did tonight. And tell Dante and Jamal Momma’ll be
	Home real soon,” she said, her voice cracking. “Thank
	You, Lord for saving me tonight. Amen.”

	
	Tamika Moseley was
	overjoyed. And overwhelmed! At the same time, this life-transforming
	moment had rendered her emotionally exhausted. She needed to focus
	what little energy she still had on getting out of the cemetery as
	quickly as possible. 
	

	
	After shoveling as
	much dirt on top of the casket as five minutes would allow—mostly
	out of respect for her grandfather—it was time to get out of
	Dodge. 
	

	
	At 6:05 in the
	morning, the security guard was out making his rounds again. When
	his headlights illuminated the fresh mound of dirt, something looked
	different. And the pick and shovel were missing. 
	

	
	At first, he
	thought perhaps the wind might have blown them over. But that’s
	not what his gut told him. He pulled as close to the grave site as
	he could, nervous twitch in his stomach. 
	

	
	He climbed out of
	the truck and took one last drag from his cigarette. He flicked it
	to the ground and stomped it out with his right foot. It was so cold
	that it was impossible to discern the cigarette smoke from his own
	breath. 
	

	
	The guard inched up
	toward the mound of dirt, his flashlight leading the way. Signs of
	daylight were starting to make their brilliant appearance in the
	eastern sky above. But not enough to offer much assistance. 
	

	
	The beam of light
	from his flashlight moved from left to right, per his command,
	looking for the shovel and the pick. They were nowhere in sight. He
	walked to the hole and kicked loose dirt aside with his right foot,
	exposing part of the damaged casket. 
	

	
	Whoa! What’s
	this? He
	panicked. Surely
	not the work of a grave digger. Grave robber, perhaps; grave digger,
	no. Whoever did this caused severe damage to a coffin on my shift.
	Not good! 
	

	
	Scanning the area,
	he spotted someone running away carrying a pick and shovel. “Hey,
	you,” the man shouted. “Come back here!”

	
	Tamika
	shivered at his command and ran as quickly as she could toward the
	fence. Why
	couldn’t I have been a track star instead of wanting to be a
	nurse!

	
	The man reached for
	his walkie-talkie and called the other guard for assistance: “Wake
	up, Hector!” he yelled, “And loose the dogs!” 
	

	
	Tamika glanced back
	at the man. Bundled the way she was, she’d never make it over
	the fence without being caught. He was gaining on her too quickly.
	She dropped the shovel and pick to the ground and darted toward the
	largest tombstone she could find as a quick hiding place. 
	

	
	“You can have
	’em!” she said, knowing they’d never be able to
	pull her fingerprints from them. She dove to the ground and hid
	behind a four-foot high tombstone that read: Joshua
	Hampton—1883-1947. “Sorry to inconvenience you, Mister
	Hampton.”

	
	Suddenly, Tamika
	heard dogs barking. “Oh, no.” And they were getting
	closer. 
	

	
	Just as she was
	about to make another run for it, a beam of light shone on her face.
	A voice boomed, “What are you doing here?!”

	
	Tamika’s
	throat tightened. “I...I...” She lost the ability to
	speak and was making a fool of herself proving it. “I...I...”

	
	“Don’t
	move a muscle!” the guard barked. 
	

	
	Tamika ignored his
	stern command and slowly rose to her feet. 
	

	
	“Hands above
	your head where I can see them!”

	
	Tamika did as she
	was told. When the guard reached for his walkie-talkie, she lunged
	forward and kicked him in the shin with as much force as her 5'5"
	frame would allow. 
	

	
	The overweight man
	buckled over and fell to the ground, moaning in agony. The tan boots
	came in handy after all.

	
	“Sorry,
	Mister. Didn’t mean it.” 
	

	
	A
	woman? “She’s
	out by the back fence, Hector,” the man barked into his
	walkie-talkie, ignoring her apology. “Stop her before she gets
	away!”

	
	“She?”
	the other guard asked, mostly to himself. 
	

	
	Tamika raced for
	the fence. It was now or never. Had she only remained silent,
	perhaps the guard wouldn’t have known she was a woman.

	
	“Where are
	the dogs? She’s getting away! Let them loose!” the man
	cried in agony.

	
	Hector did as he
	was instructed. The dogs chased after their prey at top speed.

	
	Meanwhile, the
	injured guard stood and limped in Tamika’s direction,
	realizing it was a moot point. He had no chance of catching her. She
	was ten yards away from the fence. 
	

	
	The dogs would have
	to get her. And they did! Two Doberman Pinschers tore into Tamika’s
	legs as she was climbing the fence, easily pulling her back down to
	the surface. 
	

	
	Tamika tried
	kicking them, but they were too aggressive, too strong! Then she
	remembered she’d brought mace with her. She reached inside her
	coat pocket, found it, pointed it at dog number one and sprayed. He
	ran off whimpering. 
	

	
	Dog number two was
	next. Tamika nailed him straight between the eyes. He, too, gave up
	the fight and ran away, looking for relief. But not before his teeth
	penetrated her flesh, doing potentially serious damage to her right
	leg in the process. 
	

	
	Tamika needed to
	block out the pain. She would worry about it later. Right now, she
	needed to escape. 
	

	
	The security guard
	approached her a little more cautiously this time. 
	

	
	Noticing he wasn’t
	carrying a gun, Tamika said, “Look, mister, I didn’t
	mean to do what I did. I surely don’t wanna have to hurt you
	again. But you see this here mace? If I have to use it to get outta
	here, I’ll do it. If you smart, you’ll turn around and
	walk away and let the police handle it.”

	
	The man slowly
	started toward her. Tamika held up the mace and aimed it at his
	eyes. He froze. After a ten-second standoff the guard finally backed
	down. He didn’t want to have to explain how some woman had
	handled him not once, but twice. 
	

	
	“Get outta
	here you lunatic,” he finally said in surrender. 
	

	
	“I’ll
	do just that.” Tamika climbed the fence and thrust herself
	over, landing hard on a small patch of grass on the other side. 
	

	
	She got up writhing
	in mind-numbing pain, brushed herself off and slowly walked
	backwards without taking her eyes off the security guard. Once she
	felt she was at a relatively safe distance, she turned and limped to
	her taxicab in agony, knowing full well the police could arrive at
	any minute. 
	

	
	A
	moment later, Hector arrived. “You
	okay, Nick?”

	
	“I still have
	another shin,” came the grunted reply. 
	

	
	“Got away,
	huh?”

	
	“Yep.”
	There was no way he would tell his partner about the ten-second
	standoff, or that he’d just given the woman her freedom. At
	least not now. 
	

	
	“Want me to
	call the cops?” Hector asked. 
	

	
	“Not yet,”
	Nick said, looking beyond the wrought-iron fence. Taking one last
	drag of his cigarette, there was a greedy glint in his eyes.
	Diabolical thoughts invaded his brain. 
	

	
	The heavyset
	Caucasian man knew that, if successful, the plan marinating inside
	his head would serve two purposes; it would put much-needed money in
	his pockets and pretty much ensure that the woman who’d just
	escaped his clutches wouldn’t remain free for long. 
	

	
	Before involving
	the police, Nick pulled his cell phone from his pants pocket and
	made another call. 
	

	
	“We’ll
	see who gets the last laugh, lady!”
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	BY
	THE TIME THE police arrived on the scene, Tamika Moseley was
	back in Manhattan, in dire need a few stitches, some antibiotics and
	perhaps a rabies shot. As much as she wanted to go to a hospital, it
	was out of the question. How would she explain herself? Once a
	police report was filed at the cemetery, which Tamika knew would
	happen at some point, those in charge at the hospital would be
	obligated to inform the police of her visit. 
	

	
	No, going to the
	hospital was out of the question.

	
	She thought about
	calling Nila Mirano. Perhaps her friend from college could stop by
	the apartment and tend to her wounds. Then again, with extremely
	limited contact and with the passage of time, could Nila be trusted?
	College buddies or not, if the story generated enough attention, she
	might feel pressured to report the incident to prevent losing her
	nursing license. 
	

	
	Not good!
		

	
	After the smoke
	cleared she would go to a doctor. For now, like it or not, Tamika
	would have to clean her wounds herself. Thankfully, there was plenty
	of rubbing alcohol, peroxide and gauze bandages at home. 
	

	
	Tamika arrived home
	feeling filthier than ever. She was desperate to scrub every inch of
	filth and grime off of her body. That’s what mingling with the
	dead on their turf did to a person. 
	

	
	It took 20 minutes
	just to get undressed. Once inside the shower, the hot water stung
	her back and shoulders. Once it hit the wounds on her legs, the pain
	was so severe that it nearly knocked her out. Head down, she watched
	blood-mixed water form a vortex as it swirled down the drain.

	
	After showering,
	the wounded woman very carefully dressed her wounds and threw on a
	robe. She limped to the bedroom ever so gingerly to get her cell
	phone. This was a call she greatly anticipated making. She finally
	had good news to share with someone, despite the excruciating pain. 
	

	
	Charles Calloway
	was in a deep sleep when his phone rang: “Hello?”

	
	There was silence
	for a few seconds. Then, “I believe you now.”

	
	Charles sat up in
	bed. He wanted to be certain he understood her perfectly clear. “Go
	on. I’m listening.”

	
	“I believe in
	the Rapture and everything else you and Brian been saying about
	Jesus being the only way to Heaven. I also believe Momma and my boys
	are in Heaven.”

	
	A volcano of
	happiness erupted inside Calloway’s soul. He started tearing
	up. “Praise the Lord,” he exclaimed. “What finally
	brought you to your senses?” 
	

	
	“Rather not
	say.”

	
	“Did it have
	anything to do with your dream the other night?” 
	

	
	“Doesn’t
	matter. All that matters is I believe now.”

	
	“Amen to
	that!” Calloway wanted to tell her he and Brian had prayed for
	her a few hours ago but left it alone for now. She was right. It
	didn’t matter. “How’s it feel to be a member of
	God’s eternal Family?” 
	

	
	“Painful.”
	Felt
	a whole lot better before I got saved! 
	

	
	“Painful?
	What do you mean by that?”

	
	“Nothing.
	Forget it. Will I really see my boys again someday, Charles?” 
	

	
	“Yep.”
	If
	this was Tamika’s way of being joyful, Charles would hate to
	be around when she found out she’d
	never be part of the Bride of Christ and would exist on a different
	plane than her two sons. He wasn’t
	about to tell her just yet.

	
	“And my
	momma?”

	
	“You can bank
	on it, sis. After all, she was Raptured along with your two sons.”
	
	

	
	“Thanks, Charles. I really
	needed to hear that. I
	gotta go now, but I wanna say thanks for not giving up on me. Tell
	Brian the same for me.” 
	

	
	Tamika ended the
	call, not
	knowing her life was about to be radically changed and her
	reputation utterly destroyed. Her little escapade at the cemetery
	was about to become the big story in New York City and beyond. 
	

	
	After
	she made her getaway, before calling the police, Nick, the
	heavyset Caucasian guard, called a good friend who owned a
	scrap-metal yard. After telling him about the break in at the
	cemetery, his friend agreed that now was the perfect time to do what
	they’d dreamed of doing for many months. 
	

	
	Said he, “If
	they’re made of copper like you say, bro, they’re worth
	a lot; perhaps five-figures for each of us, assuming Hector will
	help you steal them.” 
	

	
	Exactly
	what I need right now! “I’m
	sure he will.”

	
	“Of
	course, I’ll need to weigh ’em first. But if they’re
	copper, it’ll be a very good score. Just wish you could’ve
	stolen them prior to last November; they’d be worth double or
	triple what they’re
	worth now!”

	
	“Oh
	well, better late than never. Five figures is good enough for me,
	bro!”

	
	“I
	guess you’re right,” the scrap-metal yard owner said. 
	

	
	“Let
	me talk to Hector and see if he’s
	with us. Only have a small window of time to work with. After we
	steal them, I’ll call the cops about the break-in. Just hope
	no one asks to search my car after we place the vases inside.”
	
	

	
	“Be
	careful, Nick.”

	
	“Yep.
	See you later.”

	
	The call ended. 
	

	
	As
	anticipated, the offer of five-figures was more than enough to
	motivate Hector to help uproot and steal as many brass
	vases—provided
	by the cemetery to hold flowers left there by loved ones—as
	they could. After 90 minutes, they managed to stuff 230 of them
	inside the trunks of their cars. 
	

	
	Before
	calling the police and the cemetery superintendent, Nick and Hector
	placed a vase near the desecrated grave site of Samuel E.
	Washington, another one by the grave of Joshua Hampton—where
	Nick found the woman who’d desecrated the other grave
	hiding—and
	another one outside the cemetery fence where she escaped, to show
	further cause. 
	

	
	After rehearsing
	their story until both men were confident they could pull it off,
	Nick called the police. When the cemetery superintendent arrived,
	his two night security guards were already being interviewed by New
	York City detectives. 
	

	
	Two
	hours after
	wrapping
	up their investigation of the desecration of Samuel E. Washington’s
	grave site, the police were called back to the cemetery. 
	

	
	This
	time for a more serious matter:
	grand theft in the amount of $45,000. Tamika Moseley didn’t
	know it yet, but her troubles were just beginning...
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	PRESIDENT
	JEFFERSON
	DANFORTH WAS
	rocked
	with dreams again. Much like his first dream, it went on for three
	straight nights. He even saw the same two men, only they weren’t
	alone this time. There were many others. 
	

	
	It
	looked like a UN gathering, in that the men and women represented
	all nations and tribes. But these people weren’t world leaders
	or dignitaries; they were common folks. And the locations certainly
	weren’t world-renowned. They looked clandestine at best.

	
	The
	President woke with a nagging hunger inside that not even his great
	love of politics could quell. Interestingly enough, this second
	round of dreams started the night he stumbled upon a website he felt
	particularly drawn to, a website he hadn’t visited since:
	www.lsarglobal.org.
	
	

	
	As
	the First Lady lay sleeping next to him, President Danforth powered
	up his netbook and logged onto the site. He kept hearing the same
	seven words from his first round of dreams over and over again:
	“This is your last shot at redemption!”

	
	With
	“LSAR” being an acronym for “Last
	Shot at Redemption”,
	the President couldn’t help but wonder if the two men in his
	dream had anything to do with this particular website. It was a
	definite possibility. 
	

	
	Jefferson
	Danforth ignored the 22 individual links at the center of the
	homepage for the time being, and clicked on the
	CLICK
	HERE FIRST link
	at the top of the page. The deep,
	booming voice was identical to the one
	in his dream. 
	

	
	What in the
	world? Why am I dreaming about this man?

	
	He listened, as the
	voice explained why he thought this long-foretold time wasn’t
	meant for the Church, but for the Jews, beginning with his theory
	that Jesus needed to remove His Church from the planet—via
	the Rapture—before
	His Father could once again deal with His chosen people, the Jews. 
	

	
	The voice quoted 2
	Thessalonians 2:6-7 to further support his theory, “‘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,” the voice said with conviction.
	Regarding Daniel 9:24, he explained how 483
	of the 490 years of judgment God had levied upon the Jews had
	already come to pass, but the
	final seven years wouldn’t
	happen until after the peace treaty between Israel and the
	Antichrist was signed.

	
	The
	voice quoted Jeremiah 30:7 to further validate his point: “‘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?” said the voice. “Jacob was the son of Isaac.
	Isaac was the son of Abraham. Jacob was later renamed, ‘Israel.’”

	
	The
	voice then explained that while
	the seven-year tribulation period was described in vivid detail in
	Revelation—chapters
	4-18—the
	Church was never mentioned during this time. Only before and after
	the fact. 
	

	
	But what really got
	President Danforth’s
	attention was the voice’s
	take on the 144,000 preachers God would soon raise up. After
	explaining that they were 12,000 Jews from each of the Twelve Tribes
	of Israel, he asked, “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?” the voice asked. “I’ll
	tell you when,” he answered, “never!” 
	

	
	President Danforth
	couldn’t
	help but be impressed by this man. So clear and precise was his
	knowledge on these times that, if true, all signs really did point
	to Israel and the Jews, not the Church of Jesus Christ. 
	

	
	Regarding this
	present time, the voice convincingly explained how this was simply
	an in-between period the Antichrist, whom he was certain was
	Salvador Romanero, would use to gain the support of many world
	leaders. He also warned that everything they were rebuilding would
	be destroyed again. 
	

	
	The voice referred
	to the 22 links on the homepage, laid
	out to form a cross as
	a visual, so to speak. The first 3 links had a crimson red shadow
	cast over them, signifying everything prophesied in chapters 1
	through 3 in the Book of Revelation had already come to pass.

	
	A lighter shade of
	red covered chapters 4 and 5. The explanation given for this was
	that chapters 4 and 5 took place in Heaven. The site creators were
	certain it was taking place now but dared not speculate on the
	actual timing. Only those in Heaven knew.

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

	
	Chapter six had
	four black blinking arrows pointing at it, signifying what was next
	to come for Planet Earth. President Danforth almost didn’t
	want to click on it but did anyway. Revelation 6:1-2, 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.

	
	Is this really
	Salvador Romanero like so many Christians think?
	President Danforth
	did not know. How could he when this topic was mostly foreign to
	him? 
	

	
	As President of the
	United States, he had access to the kind of intelligence no one else
	on Earth had. Yet nothing in his daily briefings ever included the
	Word of God, unless it somehow threatened U.S. security. Another
	thing his daily briefings could never pinpoint with great accuracy
	was what the future held. 
	

	
	Did this man
	really know?

	
	Whether he did or
	not was unclear. But one thing was certain: the voice had to believe
	what he was saying. Why face so much potential danger all for
	nothing? The level of contempt to which he held Salvador Romanero
	was brave, but it was also foolish. 
	

	
	Once the Miracle
	Maker got
	wind of this website, it could surely spell danger for everyone
	connected to it.

	
	The voice ended
	with these words, “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!”

	
	Everything within
	President Danforth quaked with fear. Who
	is this man? 
	

	
	At 3:16 a.m., he
	quietly got out of bed, careful not to wake his wife. He carried his
	netbook to his private study so he could further investigate this
	soul-luring website. 
	

	
	With
	his life spiraling deeper and deeper into chaos and obscurity, now
	more than ever President
	Danforth wanted
	that same peace and assurance the man behind the website obviously
	had. He couldn’t
	imagine life getting any worse, but if it did, was there a Source he
	could fully trust to see him through? 
	

	
	According to this
	man, and many Christians like him, the answer was a resounding yes. 
	

	
	The President had
	no trouble believing the disappearances were Christian in nature.
	That point had all but been settled two months earlier. What still
	remained unknown, at least to President Danforth, was why it
	happened in the first place and where everyone went. 
	

	
	He thought about
	his daughter and son-in-law. Both were among the missing after
	vanishing at Camp David on that fateful day. After investigating so
	many world religions and comparing them to Christianity, the
	President kept coming to the same conclusion—they weren’t
	doomed as many were saying, including the Pope. 
	

	
	According to their
	beliefs, they were in Heaven now. With that justification, President
	Danforth felt it was time to give the last Book in the Bible his
	undivided attention. 
	

	
	He clicked on the
	first link. As the prophetic words of the Book of Revelation were
	being dictated to him, it’s
	like his eyes were being opened for the first time. The few times he
	skimmed through this prophetic Book, the many metaphorical
	descriptions had him so confused that he had more questions in the
	end than answers. 
	

	
	But this
	man—whoever
	he was—seemed
	to have a firm grip on things. If so, Salvador Romanero really must
	be the Antichrist of the Bible. No
	wonder I feel so powerless against him! I never even had a chance...

	
	First Lady Melissa
	Danforth woke at 7 a.m. to find her husband in his study, deep in
	reflection. After
	sharing his dream with her, Melissa shrugged it off. It was of
	little interest to her. 
	

	
	But
	after mustering the courage to share it with the three men in his
	administration President Danforth knew he could trust most—Vice
	President Everett Ashford, Chief of Staff Aaron Gillespie and
	National Security Adviser Nelson Casanieves—his shock matched
	theirs, as all three confessed to having similar dreams. 
	

	
	“Let’s
	find out all we can about the founders of this website, gentlemen.
	And let’s keep it between ourselves for now.” 
	

	
	“Yes,
	Mister President,” came the reply of all three men in unison.
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	FIVE
	WEEKS BEFORE THE PEACE TREATY SIGNING

	

	

	
	“I
	HAD THE MOST AMAZING
	dream
	last night,” Brian Mulrooney said to Charles Calloway. 
	

	
	“About
	the Catholic Church again?

	
	“No.
	It was entirely different.

	
	“What
	kind of dream then?” Calloway was en route to Atlanta to meet
	with Clayton Holmes and Travis Hartings. He was among a handful of
	others asked to come two days early to assist with whatever still
	needed to be done before the official launch of the End
	Times Salvation Movement.

	
	“Hard
	to explain, actually. Most of it was fuzzy. You were addressing a
	fairly large crowd, but I don’t think you were in a church. It
	was being streamed because I saw you on a monitor from a different
	location. Hundreds of others were with me. Jacquelyn was there too.”

	
	“I
	see. Go on.” Calloway turned on the cruise control. He didn’t
	want his excitement to result in a speeding ticket or perhaps even
	an accident

	
	“I
	don’t believe you were the main speaker. You were clearly
	introducing someone else.

	
	“Anything
	else?” Calloway said into his cell phone

	
	“Yes.
	Jacquelyn had the very same dream if you can believe that. Only hers
	led to a safe house of sorts, one that provided shelter for exiled
	Christians. According to her, she and I were put in charge of it.
	Does this have anything to do with your dream?

	
	Charles
	felt a charge surging through him. “I believe it might, Brian.

	
	Wouldn’t
	that be great. “Oh,
	one more thing about the dream.”

	
	“Yeah,
	what is it?”

	
	“Jacquelyn
	and I believe it has something to do with the people in charge of
	the website you introduced me to…” 
	

	
	“Why’s
	that?”

	
	“The
	voice on the website was the same one we both heard in our dream,
	only we couldn’t understand anything he was saying. It was too
	muffled. Even his image was clouded. It was rather strange. Even so,
	we’re convinced he’s the man you were there to
	introduce.” 
	

	
	“Thanks
	for sharing this with me, Brian. Let me make some phone calls. Get
	back to you as quickly as I can.

	
	“Okay,
	Charles.

	
	The
	call ended. Charles pulled to the side of the road and sent a
	private text message to Travis Hartings: Please
	call me. It’s urgent!
	
	

	
	Hartings
	replied: Call
	you in 5 minutes...

	
	Waiting
	for two trucks to pass, Calloway prayed that God would open this
	door for his good friend.

	
	The
	phone rang. “Hey, Charles, what’s up?”

	
	“Just
	received a call from Brian Mulrooney,” Calloway said,
	reentering the highway.

	
	“And?”
	
	

	
	“He
	had a dream. Not only him, but a woman he’s grown very fond of
	lately.”

	
	“Jacquelyn
	Swindell?”

	
	“That’s
	her.” Charles wasn’t the slightest bit surprised that
	Travis knew about her. 
	

	
	“Tell
	me about the dream.” The urgency in Travis’ voice made
	it evident that he was short on time. He had a mountain of paperwork
	on his desk, much of it legal documents pertaining to dozens of
	fictitious companies and shell corporations he formed under the ETSM
	umbrella;
	the main conglomerate being TH
	Corporation.
	
	

	
	According
	to the U.S. government, TH Corporation was an upstart automobile
	sales company based in Oak Ridge, Tennessee, formed by Travis
	Hartings. Hence, the “TH”. But to Holmes and Hartings,
	the “TH” stood for Tribulation
	Harvest.

	
	“Basically,
	they both dreamed about a large gathering of people. Neither knew
	where it was or how many were there, only that they were at a
	different location than me. Probably would have chalked it up as
	nothing worthy of your attention had it not been for what he said
	before ending the call.”

	
	“What’s
	that?”

	
	“They
	both saw me
	addressing
	a large group of people. But I wasn’t the main speaker. I was
	introducing someone else. More precisely, Clayton. Brian didn’t
	mention him by name, of course, but said he and Jacquelyn believe
	the voice they heard was the same one on the LSAR
	website.
	Only they couldn’t make out any of his words or see his face.”

	
	Travis
	Hartings raised an eyebrow. Charles had no idea they were going to
	ask him to open the event in prayer before introducing Clayton
	Holmes. This was confirmation. “Interesting. What do you know
	about Jacquelyn Swindell?”

	
	“Not
	much. Only that she lost her husband and unborn child on the day of
	the Rapture, not to mention her brother and sister-in-law. Her
	husband was killed. Everyone else was Raptured. She became a Christ
	follower a few weeks later. Brian says her faith is legitimate. I
	also know his feelings for her are quite strong.”

	
	“Yeah,
	we gathered that much from the few calls Braxton overheard. Sounds
	promising. Let me discuss it with Clayton. I believe Braxton’s
	already in the process of conducting a thorough background check on
	her. Do they have the funds to attend?”

	
	“Not
	sure. But if not, I’ll gladly pay the ten-grand for them. The
	twenty-five grand from the sale of my house was wired into my
	account the other day, so it won’t be a problem.”

	
	“That’s
	very kind of you, Charles.”

	
	“I
	really want Brian to attend. And since Jacquelyn’s dream
	included the two of them being put in charge of a safe house
	somewhere, I think it would be best if she attended too. That is, if
	everything checks out with Braxton.”

	
	“She
	dreamed that?”

	
	“Yes,
	sir, that’s what Brian said.” 
	

	
	“What’s
	your ETA to Atlanta?” 
	

	
	“I’m
	about halfway there. So roughly three hours. You?”

	
	“We’re
	leaving in an hour or so. Let’s continue this conversation at
	the hotel.”

	
	“You
	got it. Be careful driving.”

	
	“You
	too, Charles.”

	
	The
	call ended. 
	

	
	Charles
	called Brian back. “Just got off the phone with my source.
	Won’t know anything until tomorrow. Please don’t ask any
	questions. That’s all I can say for now.”

	
	“Understood.
	It can wait until tomorrow.”

	
	“Until
	then, keep praying for God’s favor.”

	
	“Okie
	dokie then.”

	
	“Oh,
	and Brian, one more thing.”

	
	“Yeah?”

	
	“Keep
	fighting the Good fight. Pray for me as I pray for you. God is with
	us.”

	
	“Wow!
	Thank you, Charles. I’ll surely keep praying for you,”
	Mulrooney said, ending the call. 
	

	
	He
	couldn’t help but smile.
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	THE FOLLOWING DAY

	

	

	
	“HEY,
	CHARLES! TO WHAT do
	I owe this honor?”

	
	“I
	call bearing good news, my brother.”

	
	“Oh yeah?”
	The anticipation in Brian Mulrooney’s voice was evident. He
	sat straight up on the couch. 
	

	
	“Just got
	permission to inform you of a meeting taking place this weekend.
	Can’t talk about it on the phone. All I can say for now is
	that it lines up with the dream you and Jacquelyn had.”

	
	“This
	weekend? Hmm. As much as I’d love to attend, I’m
	scheduled to work. Perhaps I can go when my shift’s
	over.” 
	

	
	“It’s
	not the kind of meeting where you come and go as you please. But
	believe me when I say, it’s definitely worth calling out sick
	for. The only reason you’ve been invited is because of your
	dream. You’ll be back home on Monday.”

	
	“Back home?”
	
	

	
	“Yes. You and
	Jacquelyn need to travel to Chicago today and check into a hotel
	somewhere in the vicinity of O’Hare Airport. You’ll
	receive further instructions tomorrow morning on where to go and so
	forth.”

	
	“You can’t
	be serious!” The old Brian Mulrooney wasn’t the
	spontaneous type. He would never leave town on merely a moment’s
	notice. Something like this had to be planned weeks in advance. 
	

	
	“As a heart
	attack. Come on, Brian, where’s your sense of adventure? I
	promise you it’s a can’t-miss moment. Not only does it
	line up with your dream, if you don’t go, it’ll end up
	costing me ten grand.”

	
	“Ten-grand?
	What do you mean?”

	
	“The cost to
	attend is five thousand dollars per person. I’m sure you and
	Jacquelyn don’t have that kind of money laying around. Am I
	right?”

	
	“Yes.”

	
	“Fear not,
	brother, I already paid your admission fee. Jacquelyn’s
	too. Money’s
	already been wired. So, no excuses. But you’re responsible for
	all other expenses.” 
	

	
	“I’m
	speechless, Charles. Ten G’s is a lot of money. You don’t
	even know Jacquelyn.”

	
	“Yeah, well,
	can’t take it with you, right?”

	
	“I suppose
	so.”

	
	“So, are you
	coming?”

	
	“How could I
	refuse now?” Funny thing was, Brian was enjoying this newly
	discovered spontaneity. Attacking each day with reckless abandon was
	exhilarating, even in these crazy times.

	
	“Great. Just
	don’t be late.”

	
	“Jacquelyn’s
	eager to meet you. Will we see you at the hotel?”

	
	“I won’t
	be in Chicago. Remember your dream?”

	
	“Oh, right.
	Where will you be then?”

	
	“That’s
	all I can say for now. Tomorrow you’ll
	know more.”

	
	“Got it.”
	
	

	
	“Want me to
	call Jacquelyn, or do you want to do it?”

	
	“Would it be
	okay if I called her, Charles?”

	
	“By all
	means. Just be careful what you say. Never know who’s
	listening.”

	
	“Check.”

	
	“How long
	will it take to get to Chicago from there?” 
	

	
	“Roughly five
	hours.”

	
	“Well then,
	you’d
	better get a move on, Safe travels, Brian. Keep fighting the Good
	fight. Pray for me as I pray for you. God is with us.”

	
	“That’s
	the second time you said that to me!”

	
	“Get used to
	it. You’ll
	be hearing it a lot. The next few years are gonna be rough. But at
	least we have each other. And we know who wins in the end, right?”
	
	

	
	“Yes, sir.”

	
	“Call me once
	you and Jacquelyn are on the road.” 
	

	
	“Sounds like
	a plan.” Just as Calloway was about to end the call, Brian
	said, “Charles?”

	
	“Yeah?”

	
	“Thank you.”

	
	“Don’t
	mention it. Talk to you later...” 
	

	
	The call ended. 
	

	
	Jacquelyn Swindell
	was at home reading the Word of God when the phone rang. Seeing it
	was Brian, her face lit up. “Hi Brian!”

	
	“What are you
	doing this weekend?”

	
	“Nothing.
	Why?”

	
	“You are now.
	Pack a suitcase. We’re going to Chicago.”

	
	“What?”
	Jacquelyn felt her heart rate accelerate. 
	

	
	“Don’t
	ask any questions on the phone. Just know it’s about the dream
	we both had...”

	
	“Are you
	kidding me?”

	
	“I kid you
	not. The bad news is that it costs five-thousand dollars each to
	attend...”

	
	“What?!”

	
	“The good
	news is my friend Charles paid for both of us.” 
	

	
	Jacquelyn’s
	head started spinning. “What can I say? My mind’s
	blown!”

	
	“Mine too. I
	know it’s crazy! But it’s also exciting! After the
	investment Charles just made in our futures, how could I say no? I’m
	scheduled to work this weekend, but I’m calling out sick.”
	
	

	
	Jacquelyn sighed.
	“What will I tell my parents?”

	
	“Don’t
	tell them anything. It’s not like you’re neighbors. You
	can still call or text them from the Windy City without them knowing
	you’re there.” 
	

	
	“I suppose
	you’re right.”

	
	“I, on the
	other hand, must think of something to tell Renate. Otherwise she’ll
	call my cell phone all weekend and camp out at my apartment until I
	come home. I’ll think of something. In the meantime, how much
	time do you need to be ready?” 
	

	
	“At least an
	hour.” 
	

	
	“It’s
	eight-fifteen now. Will ten work for you?” 
	

	
	“That’ll
	give me plenty of time.” 
	

	
	“Okay, see
	you then. Oh, and Jacquelyn?”

	
	“Yes?”

	
	“Keep
	fighting the Good fight. Pray for me as I pray for you. God is with
	us. See you soon.” 
	

	
	The call ended. 
	

	
	Jacquelyn stared at
	her phone and smiled. How
	did he know I needed to hear that? She
	blinked it away. Time
	to get packing! 
	

	
	

	

	
	“I CAN’T TELL YOU
	where I’m
	going. Sorry.”

	
	Renate scrunched
	her nose, “Why not?” 
	

	
	“I just
	can’t,” Brian said firmly. 
	

	
	“May I at
	least know what it’s in reference to?”

	
	“Sorry, but
	I’ve been sworn to secrecy.” 
	

	
	Silence hung thick
	in the air until Renate finally said, “Why can’t you
	tell me, Brian Mulrooney? What’s gotten into you?” 
	

	
	“I pray
	someday I can share it with you, Renate. Please try to understand.”
	
	

	
	“How can I
	possibly understand when it makes no sense? This is insane! Are you
	going on a religious retreat or something?”

	
	Brian remained
	silent. 
	

	
	Renate went on,
	“Who’s
	going with you on this religious retreat?” The room grew icy
	cold. “That’s
	what I thought,” Renate said, anger rising in her voice. “I
	need to go now. Hope you and Jacquelyn have a safe trip together.”
	
	

	
	“It’s
	not like that, Renate.” Brian winced. His intention wasn’t
	to hurt her. “So, I’ll call you when I get back.” 
	

	
	“Don’t
	bother! Just leave me alone, Brian Mulrooney!” Renate ended
	the call and burst out in tears. 
	

	
	Now more than ever,
	Renate McCallister was convinced that she’d
	never be able to pull her boyfriend away from Jacquelyn Swindell. 
	

	
	After a good cry,
	she was consumed with a thought. Hmm,
	get pregnant with Rachel?

	
	It suddenly sounded
	like the perfect thing to do...

	
	

	

	

	

	

	

	






	24

	

	

	

	

	
	THE NEXT DAY

	

	

	
	IN
	ATLANTA, GEORGIA, MORE than
	300 people gathered for the formation of the End Times
	Salvation Movement. The fact that Clayton Holmes and Travis
	Hartings were in Atlanta made the southern city The Location,
	so to speak. 
	

	
	Everything would be
	choreographed from there. Each of the 250 locations had identical
	itineraries even down to the music. Respect for time zones was
	ignored in favor of total synchronization.

	
	The meeting began
	in earnest with much song and prayer. At present, they were singing,
	“It Is Well With My Soul…”

	
	To have 25,000
	voices all praising God at the same time, from every corner of the
	globe, was amazing to behold.

	
	Though the songs
	were sung in many different languages, since God’s wisdom
	transcended all borders and barriers, each word was understood by
	the Most High with perfect clarity

	
	Because of their
	vast knowledge of the Scriptures, hundreds of pastors, elders,
	deacons, and frequent churchgoers were invited to attend. Like all
	other false converts prior to the Rapture, it took something so
	cataclysmic and traumatic to finally open their eyes to the true
	Gospel of Jesus Christ.

	
	Dozens of
	scientists, mathematicians, physicists, medical doctors, nurses and
	dentists, were also invited and expected to assume top positions
	within the organization. But like everyone else, they first had to
	pass various personality and aptitude tests, plus be tested on their
	overall managerial skills to see who was best qualified to do what.

	
	Charles Calloway
	was happy, though not overly surprised, to see the waiter who’d
	served him orange juice at Denny’s Restaurant, not to mention
	Purnima Rushi from the hotel among the gathering in Atlanta. It only
	made sense; they were members before he was...

	
	Meanwhile, Brian
	Mulrooney and Jacquelyn Swindell were in Chicago, Illinois, with 450
	other believers. Both marveled that it was the exact place they saw
	in their dreams.

	
	As instructed, they
	checked into separate rooms at a hotel not too far from O’Hare
	International Airport. After a quick meal at a local Mexican
	restaurant, they read the Bible together in Brian’s room until
	around midnight. 
	

	
	Like all other
	invitees, they were awakened at 5 a.m. CST, via encrypted text
	message, and given the address of the meeting location. They were
	instructed to be there no later than 8 a.m. If they were even one
	minute late, they’d be turned away. 
	

	
	They were also
	instructed to be extremely vigilant while en route, and on the
	constant lookout for any possible spies. Though precautionary, it
	would be good practice for the future. 
	

	
	Upon arriving at
	the church, like everyone else, they were patted down by security
	guards to ensure they weren’t in possession of handguns,
	knives, cell phones, netbooks, laptops, or any other hidden
	recording devices. 
	

	
	All attendees were
	instructed to leave those things at home or in their hotel rooms. If
	found, which sometimes was the case, they were confiscated and would
	be returned to each rightful owner once the meeting came to a close.
	
	

	
	Anyone caught
	smuggling those things would be red-flagged and written up for it.
	Only those chosen as hosts were permitted to bring laptops and cell
	phones, for interaction with other locations, or in case a problem
	arose and they needed to contact Atlanta immediately. 
	

	
	Many of the songs
	sung were new to Brian and Jacquelyn. Nevertheless, they sang with
	voices emanating unwavering belief. Arms lifted high above their
	heads, they shouted the life-affirming lyrics as they were projected
	on two separate screens. 
	

	
	That is, when they
	weren’t forced to their knees or on their faces completely
	prostrate before their Maker. 
	

	
	The praise and
	worship session lasted nearly two hours. In all, 20 songs were
	offered up to Yahweh God. 
	

	
	They ended with
	Glory In The Highest. The Holy Spirit flooded each heart and
	soul.

	
	It was time to get
	down to business. So much needed to be accomplished over the next
	two days. Like any large group, in order to be successful, they
	needed strong leadership and top-notch organization. Without the
	two, failure was imminent. 
	

	
	With Atlanta,
	Georgia being The Location, all satellite transmissions would
	be generated from the Deep South. The only exception would be during
	church service the following day. Three speakers were scheduled to
	preach from three different continents. 
	

	
	Other than that,
	the spotlight would remain on Atlanta, albeit an invisible
	spotlight. 
	

	
	At least they hoped
	so... 
	

	
	As it turned out,
	Charles was
	asked by Clayton
	Holmes to open the session in prayer before introducing Clayton as
	the first speaker. It was just as Brian and Jacquelyn had both seen
	in their dreams. 
	

	
	How awesome that
	God’s
	using our dreams to bring us all together? Calloway
	thought. Simply
	remarkable!

	
	Dressed in one of
	his best suits, Calloway approached the lectern feeling a little
	nervous, which was very uncharacteristic of him. “Greetings
	fellow believers!” 
	

	
	In unison, and in
	real time, 25,000 people from all over the world greeted him back in
	their native tongues. Some were still drying their eyes from the
	praise and worship segment. 
	

	
	Though Calloway
	could only hear the voices in Atlanta, knowing it was happening
	simultaneously, on a global scale, filled him with great joy. 
	

	
	“My name’s Charles
	Calloway. Prior to the Rapture, success was my god. I placed my
	business above all other things, including God. Like many of you
	here who were raised in the Church, I lost my entire family,
	including my wife and five children. My daddy was even a preacher.”
	
	

	
	Calloway grimaced. Pointing to
	the scar on his forehead, he said, “This is the first
	post-Rapture battle scar I received. It happened in the backseat of
	a taxicab in New York City, when life was forever changed for all of
	us. It’s a scar my family never got to see…” 
	

	
	A teardrop formed in his eyes.
	“Compared to the many inner scars I’ve gotten since, the
	worst is knowing I missed being part of the Church Age with my
	family. Don’t get me wrong, I’m eternally grateful to
	God for the second chance I’ve been given. To be rescued from
	the dominion of darkness and brought into the Light is the greatest
	of all blessings.” 
	

	
	Charles sighed. “But just
	knowing I’ll never be part of the Bride of Christ, with my
	precious wife and kids, fills me with great sorrow. I can’t
	tell you how much I struggle with this thorn in my side. I keep
	clinging to what our Lord told the Apostle Paul about His grace
	being sufficient. While nothing can replace my family in Heaven, God
	has blessed me with a new family. Being here with each of you
	strengthens me greatly.” 
	

	
	A chorus of “Amens”
	was shouted at each location. 
	

	
	Calloway took a
	deep breath and exhaled. “Let us pray.” 
	

	
	After a rather
	lengthy prayer, he said, “Now, it is my distinct honor and
	great privilege to introduce our first speaker. While most of you
	don’t know me, there isn’t a person in attendance who
	doesn’t know this man. At least his voice! Had it not been for
	him and his partner, we wouldn’t be here now.” Charles
	smiled warmly. “Would you please help me welcome Mister
	Clayton Holmes!” 
	

	
	Everyone at each
	location rose as one to give him a rousing ovation. Dressed in a
	dark suit and red power tie, the 49-year-old 6'5" dark-skinned
	giant of a man smiled from ear to ear. But there was this
	razor-sharp focus about him. 
	

	
	“Greetings,
	fellow believers! What an honor it is to be here! Though I can only
	see the group standing before me, I know my words are reaching the
	far corners of the Earth. Some of you had to hurdle many financial
	obstacles to be here. And many of you are forced to participate
	underground. In fact, roughly fifteen percent of the two-hundred and
	fifty locations are underground. 
	

	
	“This is the
	first and perhaps last time we’ll ever gather like this. The
	freedom we have now, limited as it is, won’t remain available
	much longer. Even now we’re taking a big risk. Once we appear
	on Salvador Romanero’s radar, which will happen at some point,
	it’ll be impossible to meet like this,” Holmes said, in
	the deep, booming voice everyone knew quite well from the website.

	
	“By no means
	is this a two-man show. I need to thank the many men and women
	who’ve worked tirelessly the past couple of months to make
	this day possible. Although I can’t call each of you by name,
	Travis and I want y’all to know we’re grateful for the
	valiant effort you’ve put forth. Without it, we wouldn’t
	be here now. Thanks, so much.” 
	

	
	“To the many
	security guards protecting each location, good job, fellas,”
	Holmes declared, giving a thumbs-up gesture. “And speaking of
	security: brothers and sisters, though I apologize for the
	inconvenience, airtight security measures will remain in effect
	throughout the weekend. So you can expect to be patted down by
	security guards whenever you come and go. Until we get to know each
	other better, it has to be this way.”

	
	“With the
	peace treaty signing just weeks away, we haven’t a moment to
	waste! As each of you know, we’re about to enter into the
	worst time our planet will ever encounter. Not only will we suffer
	God’s twenty-one trumpet judgments, we’ll also suffer
	great persecution because we belong to Jesus. In short, many,
	perhaps even most of us, will be killed in the next seven years.”
	
	

	
	Holmes grimaced,
	“Which is why we must put solid plans in motion now that will
	allow some of us to survive after our faith becomes illegal.” 
	

	
	Each location grew
	eerily silent.

	
	“But let not
	your hearts be troubled. While our enemies in the flesh will be
	sentenced to eternal damnation, we’ll spend eternity comforted
	by our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ! Despite the persecution we
	will surely face, never forget we
	win in the end! 
	

	
	“When our
	Redeemer returns in seven years, to be hailed ‘King of kings
	and Lord of lords,’ He’ll wipe every tear from our eyes,
	declaring us fit to spend eternity with Him in glory! Let us give
	praise to Him who is seated at the Right Hand of God.” 
	

	
	Everyone cheered
	wildly. 
	

	
	Clayton Holmes
	looked out at the gathering of 300 in Atlanta and continued, “As
	I’m sure you can imagine, we have a full docket for this
	weekend. Today will be spent studying everything written in the Word
	of God pertaining to these perilous times we’re living in.
	Understanding these verses inside and out will give us perhaps the
	only advantage we’ll ever have over the enemy. 
	

	
	“Needless to
	say, it’ll be a long day. Tomorrow won’t be any easier.
	After church service, aside from recapping everything we’ll
	learn today, everyone will be subjected to personality and aptitude
	testing. Bottom line: we need to get to know each other extremely
	well.

	
	“Before the
	Rapture, separation among God’s people was so fierce at times
	that it severely damaged the Church. In many circles, brothers and
	sisters persecuted one another simply because they came from
	different denominations. If we are to be effective in winning
	multitudes to Christ, this nonsense must cease at once! 
	

	
	“No longer
	are we Baptists, Pentecostals, Catholics, Lutherans, Methodists.
	We’re Christ followers, period! By becoming one, though our
	time is short, we’ll be more effective than our predecessors
	in reaching the world for Christ. Amen?”

	
	“Amen!”
	
	

	
	“Now, before
	the satellite transmission’s turned off, I want us all to read
	Revelation chapter seven, verses nine and ten together. I know
	you’re familiar with these two verses by now. Travis and I
	believe they represent the John three-sixteen of this era. 
	

	
	“Let’s
	stand and read them as they are posted on screen. ‘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!’
		

	
	“Hallelujah!”
	Holmes declared. “These passages will remain on our website
	home page until the enemy shuts us down. As you can see from the
	text, the number of converts will be too many to count. 
	

	
	“As much as
	I’d like to say the ETSM
	will be the main
	source God uses for this glorious accomplishment, that honor is
	reserved for the one-hundred and forty-four thousand Jews mentioned
	in chapter seven, preceding the verses we just read. 
	

	
	“The ‘after
	this’ in the text refers to the supernatural sealing of the
	one-hundred and forty-four thousand who will be revealed in the
	coming months. These Jewish men will lead multitudes to receive
	Christ as Lord and Savior. 
	

	
	“As my
	partner, Travis, will touch on tomorrow, once these men are revealed
	they will be given full access to ETSM
	resources,
	including our land, if they so choose. I eagerly anticipate meeting
	some of them. Lord willing...” 
	

	
	A smile broke
	across Holmes’ face. “That’s all I have to say for
	now. At least with the camera still turned on. In 30 seconds, our
	satellite transmission will be turned off and we’ll begin our
	extensive study of the Book of Revelation, verse by verse, and all
	other Bible prophecies found in Scripture which relate to these
	times. 
	

	
	“This will
	take up the remainder of the day. Thanks for listening. God Bless us
	all!” 
	

	
	Clayton Holmes left
	the pulpit and Bibles and notebooks were opened. 
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	TAMIKA
	MOSELEY WAS EN route
	to Mitzi’s
	Delicatessen to
	meet with her friend, Craig Rubin, and get a bite to eat—a
	paranoid spirit leading the way—when the story broke on her
	car radio:

	
	“We now have
	an update on the Graveyard
	Incident in
	Brooklyn.
	A
	warrant was just issued for the arrest of Tamika Moseley, a
	Manhattan taxi driver. Moseley is being sought for allegedly
	stealing more than forty-five thousand dollars worth of brass flower
	holders from grave sites scattered about the cemetery.

	
	“And talk
	about despicable, before leaving the cemetery, she desecrated the
	coffin of a decorated military veteran who just happened to be her
	own grandfather. Moseley faces a laundry list of charges, to include
	grand theft. If you see her, contact authorities immediately...”

	
	Tamika pulled the
	cab into an empty parking space and buried her face in her hands.
	Theft?
	What theft? What have I done?

	
	Just as she was
	about to send a text message to Craig Rubin saying something came up
	and she wouldn’t be able to make it, he texted her first: I’m
	looking at your picture on TV. What have you done? Please don’t
	come here. You’re no longer welcome. Turn yourself in at once,
	you criminal!

	
	Tamika didn’t
	reply to Craig’s mean-spirited message. Even if she wanted to,
	she couldn’t. Her hands were shaking too much. Besides, how
	could she possibly explain herself when she had no clue what was
	going on? 
	

	
	She got out of the
	cab and called Charles Calloway but got his voice mail. “Charles,
	I need you. I’m in big trouble. Please help me!” She
	then called Brian Mulrooney and left a similar message for him,
	after getting his voice mail too. 
	

	
	“Where are
	you guys? When I need you most, you’re not here for me!”
	
	

	
	Unaware that her
	two spiritual mentors had their phones temporarily confiscated by
	the End
	Times Salvation Movement, out
	of frustration Tamika slammed her phone to the ground, shattering
	it. She bent down to pick up the broken pieces and vomited on the
	sidewalk, never more frightened for her life. And for good reason...

	
	It wasn’t
	difficult for detectives to conclude that Tamika Moseley was the
	culprit on the night of the break-in. After both late-night security
	guards were interviewed extensively, their story was further
	corroborated when detectives interviewed the man at the front
	office. He admitted to giving Moseley directions to her
	grandfather’s grave site on the day of the burglaries. 
	

	
	Flashing Tamika
	Moseley’s picture in his face, the man unhesitatingly said,
	“Yup, that’s her, alright! She even drove a taxicab
	here.” 
	

	
	The two guards were
	cleared of any wrongdoings and the investigation turned to Juan, the
	janitor at Moseley’s apartment building. After being grilled
	for more than an hour and confirming his whereabouts on the night of
	the burglaries, to avoid facing conspiracy charges, he finally
	admitted to lending Tamika a pick and shovel on the day of the
	break-in. 
	

	
	Juan said, “She
	never told me why she needed them. I swear! If I knew, I wouldn’t
	have given them to her! She never even returned them. Now I have to
	replace them out of my own pocket.” 
	

	
	These clues made it
	easy to put one and one together. Even a person with limited
	intelligence could have cracked this case. 
	

	
	Still, if they
	needed more proof, they had it in the form of Tamika Moseley’s
	DNA. Blood was found on the ground, the rear fence, and on both
	Doberman Pinschers. The test results weren’t due back for a
	few more days. Still investigators were convinced it was Moseley’s
	blood! 
	

	
	The media easily
	obtained her driver’s license photo and darkened Tamika’s
	eyes to make her look as menacing as she was being portrayed in the
	news. Her face was posted everywhere for all to see. Because of the
	intense media coverage the story had generated, detectives were at
	her door an hour later.

	
	Tamika raced home
	and had already barricaded herself in her bedroom closet when they
	started pounding on her door. 
	

	
	“If you want
	me that badly, you gotta break down the door!” she said in
	fear. They banged on the door for ten minutes or so before finally
	giving up. It was the longest ten minutes of Tamika’s life!
	She was grateful they didn’t have a search warrant to enter
	the apartment. 
	

	
	If they did, she
	would be in handcuffs by now. 
	

	
	An hour or so
	later, after battling constant heart palpitations, Tamika decided it
	was time to make her getaway. She found an old blonde Tina Turner
	wig in the closet she’d purchased for a costume party way back
	when. It was a party she never ended up going to. 
	

	
	The costume she
	always thought was a total waste of money wasn’t such a waste
	after all. She threw on the wig and mixed and matched various
	articles of clothing, including dark stockings to cover her
	still-unhealed flesh wounds. 
	

	
	After stuffing as
	many things into her son Jamal’s backpack she knew she would
	need, she slipped her feet into the only pair of worn out black
	pumps she owned, which made her look a few inches taller. She prayed
	for God’s protection and left. 
	

	
	Locking her
	apartment door behind her, Tamika was terrified to the point of
	passing out.

	
	Convinced they were
	staking out the apartment complex, she prayed whoever was outside
	waiting for her would dismiss her as a street person or even a
	prostitute and leave it at that. 
	

	
	“Certainly
	look like a homeless prostitute!” she mumbled to herself. “Got
	the back pack to prove it!”

	
	The elevator door
	swung open. Tamika breathed a sigh of relief, then chided herself
	under her breath. Had someone from the sheriff’s office been
	inside the elevator car, there would be no way to escape. The very
	thought of being taken into custody petrified her all the more. 
	

	
	Tamika pushed the
	button for the first floor and leaned against the elevator wall to
	support her back. Then it dawned on her how foolish she was being by
	taking the elevator all the way down to the first floor. It was like
	walking into enemy territory unprotected. 
	

	
	In a panic Tamika
	pushed the button for the twenty-sixth floor. “You better get
	your act together or you’ll be in handcuffs in no time,”
	she scolded herself, under her breath. 
	

	
	She got off on the
	twenty-sixth floor and removed her high heel shoes. She descended
	the stairs on foot down to the twentieth floor, then took the
	elevator down to the second floor before getting off and taking the
	stairs to the first floor.

	
	Tamika took a deep
	breath and opened the door leading to the first-floor lobby. She
	rejoiced seeing no law enforcement there. She was tempted to exit
	through the back door, but the word on the street was that the back
	door was the most staked out by police. 
	

	
	The same was true
	with the two side-door exits. Front
	door it is!

	
	Tamika took another
	deep breath and left the building. As terrifying as leaving her
	apartment was, this was infinitely worse. Seeing two squad cars
	parked across the street, with windows partially down, her heart
	rate accelerated to the extent that she felt it might break a rib or
	two before finally shooting out of her chest. 
	

	
	Her legs turned to
	jelly on two wobbly feet. In a panic, Tamika pulled her broken cell
	phone from her coat pocket and pretended to be having a conversation
	with someone. 
	

	
	“You so
	funny, girlfriend,” she said with trembling hands, laughing
	loudly to the night air as if just being told a hilarious joke. 
	

	
	The four men in the
	squad cars monitored her very carefully. One man used binoculars.
	Tamika felt their eyes crawling all over her body like slimy
	leeches, but kept walking and talking and laughing to the night air
	on her broken cell phone. 
	

	
	Miraculously, the
	disguise worked.

	
	“Jus’
	keep going and don’t look back!” Moseley told herself. 
	

	
	A block away from
	her apartment complex, Tamika stopped dead in her tracks. Oh
	no! I forgot Cocoa! How could I do such a thing?
	She gulped hard. 
	

	
	She started back
	for her apartment complex, then stopped and leaned up against a
	brick wall. Removing her high heels, she massaged her aching feet
	and took a moment to think things through. One false step would
	surely land her in jail. 
	

	
	Having witnessed
	numerous stakeouts over the years, Tamika knew they would remain
	camped out for as long as it took to finally nab her. With so much
	media exposure, they would pursue her twenty-four-seven until they
	finally cuffed their suspect. 
	

	
	No, she couldn’t
	go back to her apartment complex, at least not now. Tears flooded
	her eyes. With her mother and two boys gone, Cocoa was all the
	family she had left. 
	

	
	“I’m
	sorry, Cocoa,” she cried. “Don’t worry, Momma will
	come back for you as soon as I can.”  
	

	
	At least he had
	plenty of food in his bowl for now. 
	

	
	But what about
	tomorrow? Who would feed him if she couldn’t? Certainly not
	Juan! After leaving the pick and shovel at the cemetery, he probably
	hated her like everyone else in the city. 
	

	
	I’ll
	figure something out,
	she thought, reaching the cab. 
	

	
	Tamika Moseley
	looked both ways to make sure the coast was clear, then lowered
	herself into the taxicab and drove off into the night, not knowing
	where she was going or where she would sleep... 
	

	
	All she knew was
	that she needed to get rid of the cab as quickly as possible before
	they tracked her down using the GPS system inside the car. 
	

	
	After that, she
	would move into the only residence she could think of for now, her
	late mother’s Oldsmobile Cutlass Supreme. 
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	AT
	TWELVE MIDNIGHT EST, it was time to call it a day. The
	satellite connection was turned on and Clayton Holmes’ image
	appeared on screen for all to see. It had been a full day and he was
	completely spent. If anyone needed rest, he did. 
	

	
	“Wow, what an
	amazing day! I never knew it was possible to cram so many Bible
	verses into such a short span of time. Is your head spinning like
	mine?” His comment caused some to laugh. “I know
	everyone’s tired, but I want to take a moment to go over
	tomorrow’s schedule again. 
	

	
	“As you can
	see by referencing your itineraries, church service will begin at
	eight a.m. sharp, Eastern Standard Time. We have three speakers
	lined up. Believe me when I say, you’re in for a treat. I
	eagerly await everything they will share with us. Expect each of
	your emotions to be tapped. 
	

	
	“After church
	service, satellite communications will be shut down and individual
	testing will commence. I’m not going to lie to you, it’s
	going to be grueling; even worse than today. More than five-hundred
	questions will need answering on most aspects of your life.
	Everything will be processed into our mainframe computer, so
	composites can be formed on each member. 
	

	
	“In the
	coming days and weeks, we’ll closely examine everyone’s
	strengths and weaknesses, which’ll allow us to get to know
	each of you a whole lot better. If everything goes according to
	schedule, tomorrow’s personal testing should conclude before
	we break for dinner. There will be no lunch break. So, make sure to
	bring lunch with you. 
	

	
	“I’m
	happy to announce that twenty-five hundred of you will be chosen in
	the coming weeks to join the ETSM
	in a full-time
	capacity. Naturally, those who score the highest will be the first
	ones chosen. 
	

	
	“As more
	people are needed in the future, those selected will be notified,
	via encrypted text message, then given specific instructions on
	where to go from there. 
	

	
	“If you’re
	not among the first twenty-five hundred chosen, do not be dismayed.
	You can rest assured knowing by being invited this weekend, you’re
	an integral part of the Movement
	and will be called
	upon at some point to assist us in some capacity.” 
	

	
	Clayton Holmes
	paused. “After dinner, Travis will share with us what must be
	done if we’re to have any chance of survival as time goes on.
	After that, we’ll once again recap today’s exhaustive
	study of Bible prophecy before heading back to our homes. 
	

	
	“It’s
	important that no one forgets what we learned today. Each of us
	needs to understand the Book of Revelation inside and out. Consider
	it your new survival guide. 
	

	
	“Now, if
	you’ll bow your heads with me. Lord Father God, thanks for
	protecting us today and for keeping us free of the clutches of the
	enemy. I’m grateful for the wisdom You provided as I humbly
	taught Your Word to my brothers and sisters in Christ. 
	

	
	“As this
	session comes to a close and we journey back to our homes and
	hotels, supernaturally seal our mouths from sharing any details with
	the outside world. I ask these things in Jesus’ mighty name,
	Amen.” 
	

	
	At that, the
	satellite connection was turned off and everyone dispersed. 
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	THE
	FOLLOWING DAY

	

	

	
	AFTER
	MUCH SONG AND praise, a web cam was turned on from an above
	ground location somewhere in Shanghai, China, and Xiang Tse Chiang’s
	image appeared on screen for all to see. 
	

	
	Only Clayton
	Holmes, Travis Hartings, Braxton Rice, Doctor Lee Kim (the IT man in
	charge of all satellite transmissions), and the 700 members gathered
	with Chiang knew his whereabouts. 
	

	
	For more than 30
	years, Chiang was a professor and biologist at one of China’s
	top universities. Then came the Rapture and the gentle man in his
	mid-60’s was forced to reevaluate everything in life. After
	coming to faith in Christ, he retired from teaching and joined the
	ETSM the moment the door opened for him. 
	

	
	Speaking in his
	native Mandarin Chinese dialect, his words were quickly translated
	for all to understand in their own native tongues. His message was
	centered on rising above the coming persecution and focusing on the
	afterlife with Christ Jesus. 
	

	
	Said he, “Like
	hundreds of millions of my fellow countrymen and women, until the
	Rapture I was a self-professed atheist. For many Chinese, atheism
	was all we knew. I was aware of the millions of Chinese Christians
	worshiping underground. I also knew what my government did to those
	who were caught.”

	
	Tragically,”
	Chiang said, shaking his head, “I often witnessed Chinese
	Christians being beaten in the streets for all to see, simply
	because of their faith in Jesus.

	
	“I wasn’t
	yet born when the People’s Republic of China was formed, and
	many Christian pastors were thrown in prison along with thousands of
	other believers. But I do remember when Bibles were ordered
	destroyed in the sixties and churches were torn down. 
	

	
	“I believe
	twenty million Christians were tortured, arrested and even killed.
	It was a terrible time. I was a young boy at the time, but how can I
	forget?”

	
	Chiang spoke in a
	soft, almost tired voice. Yet there was this ever-present glow on
	his face. “I wasn’t a believer back then, but it still
	pained me deeply to think that my own government could kill and
	imprison their own, simply because they believed in God. 
	

	
	“Two of the
	victims were distant cousins of mine. Both were sent to hard labor
	camps where they suffered many years of extreme torture. The
	persecution only grew more widespread as I entered adulthood. 
	

	
	“For
	instance, in the city of Wenzhou,
	which once was considered the Jerusalem of the East, my government
	recently tore down fifteen hundred crosses from buildings. They also
	sent out spies to infiltrate underground Christian communities,
	posing as fellow believers. Once these hideouts were exposed, their
	true identities were revealed, and many linked to those locations
	were executed on the spot. The rest were imprisoned. 
	

	
	“Yet,
	instead of my government silencing Christianity, it kept on growing
	in spite of the persecution. What made no sense to me back then
	makes perfect sense now that I am saved. The enemy can arrest us
	Christians, but they can never arrest the Word of God.

	
	“We must
	accept that we will surely suffer, and that the enemy may slip in
	among us at some point. But we mustn’t be surprised as if
	something strange were happening to us. 
	

	
	“Let us
	rejoice that we can participate in the sufferings of Christ, so that
	we may be overjoyed when His glory is finally revealed. If you
	suffer as a Christian, do not be ashamed but praise God that you
	bear that name. Times may be difficult for us, but we must persevere
	despite the coming persecution. 
	

	
	“As
	Scripture says, we must consider
	it pure joy whenever we face trials and tribulations of all kinds.
	The testing of our faith will develop perseverance. Those of us who
	remain true to the end will spend eternity with the Lord Jesus
	Christ! 
	

	
	“Brothers and
	sisters, what can be better than that? One thing I know is that I
	will always remain loyal to my Savior, no matter what happens to me.
	Thank you all for listening.” 
	

	
	

	

	
	THE SECOND SPEAKER WAS
	from Africa. Amos
	Nyarwarta, 56, addressed everyone from a location somewhere in
	Algeria. 
	

	
	A lifelong Muslim,
	Nyarwata was well versed in the teachings of Islam. While most
	Muslims he knew were kind and generous, Nyarwarta wasn’t
	naïve. He was fully mindful of the many hate ideologies radical
	Muslims wholeheartedly harbored, believed in, trained for, and even
	died for. Their collective goal was simple: to mete out vengeance to
	all infidels until they were no more. 
	

	
	Since coming to
	faith in Christ, living in a country that was 100 percent Muslim,
	Nyarwata knew if anyone became aware that he received Christ as Lord
	and Savior, chances were good it would cost him his life. 
	

	
	Now transformed by
	the power of the Holy Spirit, his message was the exact opposite of
	what he was taught growing up. Instead of working tirelessly to wipe
	out the infidels, his message was full of love and compassion toward
	one another. 
	

	
	Nyarwarta’s
	voice was deep and gravelly from three decades of smoking
	cigarettes. He abruptly quit after converting to Christianity. Said
	he, “The Disciple John said if anyone says ‘I love God’
	yet hates his brother, he is a liar. If we do not love our brothers,
	whom we have seen, how can we possibly love God, whom we have not
	seen? 
	

	
	“Jesus took
	this ‘love commandment’ one step further, by saying we
	should also love our enemies, and do good to those who hate us, and
	bless those who curse us, and pray for those who abuse us. If we
	love only those who love us, and do good only to those who do good
	to us, how does that make us any different from our enemies? Even
	the ungodly do these things! 
	

	
	“My dear
	brothers and sisters, what I’m trying to say is despite
	whatever persecution we may face, we must never let hate resonate in
	our hearts toward unbelievers! Sure, it will be difficult to love
	the enemy, but as God’s people, we must clothe ourselves with
	compassion, kindness, humility, gentleness and patience, just like
	Christ did for us. Our job is to love them, not judge them. That’s
	God’s
	job, not ours!”

	
	Nyarwarta paused to
	draw air into his lungs. “One of the reasons I was asked to
	speak today is that I am in the process of writing a book explaining
	the eschatology of the Islam religion. 
	

	
	“Since our
	time together is short, there is no time for me to teach on this
	topic now. But I want to encourage you all to familiarize yourselves
	with Islamic
	eschatology. After all, it presents many
	similarities with our own Bible end time prophecy. 
	

	
	“According
	to Islamic prophecy, the Mahdi, or Twelfth Imam, which is Arabic for
	‘guided one’ or ‘redeemer of Islam’, will
	very much be like Salvador Romanero, in that many Muslims believe he
	will be a political and military leader unparalleled by any other
	man throughout world history. 
	

	
	“Interestingly
	enough, there’s no reference to a Mahdi in the Quran. All
	prophecies related to him are found in hadith, which are reports of
	Muhammad’s teachings collected after his death. At any rate,
	Mahdi will slaughter all who will not worship Allah and will
	establish a worldwide caliphate. Guess you could say he is Islam’s
	savior. 
	

	
	“Something
	else you may not know is that Muslims also believe in Jesus, also
	referred to as ‘Isa’. Their so-called Jesus will assist
	the Mahdi
	against
	the Masih ad-Dajjal, which translates to ‘false Messiah’
	or ‘Antichrist’. According to Shiite teachings, Jesus
	will fully submit to Mahdi’s leadership, and the two great
	branches of Abraham’s family will be reunited forever.” 
	

	
	Nyarwarta
	shook his head. “This will never
	happen.
	This Jesus they refer to is not
	the
	Jesus of the Bible. The Jesus they believe in was a prophet, but
	certainly not God. They believe he went to Heaven like Elijah, where
	he stands alongside Allah waiting to be sent back to Earth to
	correct all Christians who have a grave misunderstanding of who He
	really is. 
	

	
	“They
	believe once
	their Jesus returns to Earth, he will convert to Islam and serve
	Mohammed. He will marry and have children. He will pray to Mahdi and
	worship him. Since he did not die, he cannot provide atonement for
	anyone. Instead of saving Christians, he will be the final judge
	against them. 
	

	
	“Not
	only will he will shatter crosses and kill pigs, he will abolish the
	tax on non-Muslims. He will kill the Islamic Antichrist. Then he
	will die and be buried next to Mohammed. In short: our Jesus is
	their Antichrist.

	
	“If
	interested in learning more about this topic, my book will provide
	an extensive insight into the faith God recently rescued me out of.
	And don’t worry, my dear brothers and sisters, once finished,
	the book will be available to everyone free of charge!”
	Nyarwarta flashed a brilliant smile for all to see. “Hope you
	enjoy the remainder of the service. God bless us, one and all!”

	
	

	

	
	THE THIRD SPEAKER WAS
	from Australia.
	Nigel Jones, 38, spoke to everyone from a location somewhere in
	Sydney. A self-made billionaire prior to the Rapture, Jones—longtime
	friend and business associate of Travis Hartings—didn’t
	believe in God; he believed in himself. 
	

	
	Jones thought he
	had everything in life under his control. Then he lost his wife and
	three children to the Rapture, and everything came crumbling down
	upon him. 
	

	
	After a few
	heart-to-heart chats with Travis Hartings and Clayton Holmes, Jones
	repented of his sinful lifestyle and received Christ as Lord and
	Savior. 
	

	
	On top of the
	$5,000 payment required to attend, Jones threw in $10M on top of it.
	He asked Clayton Holmes and Travis Hartings not to tell anyone. It
	was between them and God. 
	

	
	Fully believing in
	what Holmes and Hartings were doing, Jones sold his once extremely
	successful software company—for pennies on the dollar—and
	joined the ETSM
	in a full-time
	capacity. 
	

	
	This left Dr. Lee
	Kim, Jones’ lead
	IT man, unemployed. But after Kim confided in Jones about a dream
	he’d
	had for three straight nights, it ultimately led to Kim’s
	involvement in the ETSM.

	
	Jones’
	message was
	centered on overcoming the world and its many trappings. He said,
	“As believers, we must have only two things on our mind at all
	times—sharing the Gospel with unbelievers and survival. We can
	no longer seek the luxuries of this world—expensive cars,
	yachts, airplanes, vacations—things I was addicted to and
	worked diligently to obtain all my life. 
	

	
	“Every
	material possession I owned lost its luster after the Rapture, when
	I lost my wife and three children.” Wiping tears from his
	eyes, he continued, “Truth be told, had it not been for the
	Rapture, I’d still be a lost billionaire today. 
	

	
	“I’m so
	thankful to God for sending Clayton and Travis to straighten me out.
	The
	one Bible verse that brought me to my knees was Mark chapter eight,
	verse thirty-six: ‘For
	what shall it profit a man, to gain the whole world and lose his own
	soul?’ 
	

	
	“Thankfully,
	money no longer has a grip on me like it used to. God stripped away
	all things
	man-made. Unbelievers presently striving for luxury on this planet
	have short-term security at best. Tragically for them, it’s a
	security they’re trading straight up for eternal damnation. 
	

	
	“All I want
	now is to reach these people for Christ and plead with them to store
	up treasures in Heaven instead of here on Earth. I know it’s
	strange to want to reach out to the very people who will soon try to
	kill us. Nevertheless, as brother Amos said before me, this is our
	combined commission, our joint-purpose. 
	

	
	“Brothers and
	sisters, horrifying as the next seven years will be, this is as good
	as it will ever get for those who are perishing. If they don’t
	repent and turn from their wicked ways, their condition will
	drastically change for the worse once they step into eternity and
	are forced to suffer the fullness of God’s eternal wrath. Let
	that be your motivation for winning them to Jesus. 
	

	
	“But as for
	us, we’ll soon be in a much better place. And I’ll get
	to see my precious babies again!” Jones’ lips started
	quivering. The former billionaire buried his face in his hands and
	wept for the longest time. Each location grew eerily silent as Jones
	nearly collapsed to the floor. 
	

	
	Many sobbed with
	him. Everyone was held totally captive by his words. 
	

	
	Taking a few
	moments to collect himself and wipe tears from his eyes, Jones said,
	“I know I’ll exist on a different plane than them, but
	at least I’ll get to see them again. No amount of money can
	ever top that!” Jones sniffled. “Seven years of
	suffering is a small price to pay for an eternity with Christ Jesus
	and our departed loved ones. Can I get an Amen?” 
	

	
	“Amen!”

	
	“As I close,
	let me just say that I look forward to spending eternity with each
	of you on the Good side. Thanks for listening everyone. Keep
	fighting the Good fight. Pray for me as I pray for you. God is with
	us!”

	
	At that, the
	connection went dead. 
	

	
	They worked
	straight through lunch, finishing just in time for supper.
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	AT
	6:30 P.M. SHARP, EST, Clayton Holmes received confirmation
	from his chief surveillance man, Braxton Rice, that everyone had
	safely returned from dinner. 
	

	
	The satellite
	connection was turned on. 
	

	
	“Good
	evening, brothers and sisters!” Holmes said. “Man, oh
	man, were you as moved by today’s service as I was? When
	things really get crazy and I’m forced to dig deep down inside
	for that extra something, I’ll undoubtedly draw strength from
	the messages we were blessed to hear today. They reminded me that
	something truly awesome awaits us on the other side of our
	obedience. Thanks again, my dear brothers, for inspiring us today!”
	
	

	
	“Now ladies
	and gentlemen, would you please help me welcome a man who needs no
	introduction. He’s been my best friend for many years.”
	Clayton Holmes looked over to his partner and shouted: “Mister
	Travis Hartings!” 
	

	
	Hartings and Holmes
	embraced. If Charles Calloway, who stood an even 6' looked tiny next
	to Clayton Holmes, Travis looked like a midget. Hartings stood a
	lean 5'10" and weighed 180. 
	

	
	Now 50, the hair on
	his head was almost completely gray. He had soft green eyes and a
	salt-and-pepper finely groomed beard and mustache. 
	

	
	After a warm
	embrace, Hartings placed his notes on the lectern in front of him,
	cleared his throat and began: “Brothers and sisters, I greet
	you all in the mighty name of our resurrected Lord and Savior, Jesus
	Christ! From Charles Calloway’s warm greeting to open the
	meeting yesterday, to my partner’s spot-on teaching of Bible
	prophecy, to our three speakers this morning, it’s been an
	amazing two days so far! Talk about pressure! Sure hope I don’t
	let you all down,” he said with a chuckle. 
	

	
	“In all
	seriousness, what does one do when one knows a storm is approaching?
	He prepares! I’m delighted that we’re starting to get
	our act together. But so much still needs to be done as the peace
	treaty signing is fast approaching. 
	

	
	“Aside from
	assembling top minds on the planet to help keep our communications
	free of the enemy, we must begin stockpiling non-perishable foods,
	clean drinking water, fuel, computers, various medicines and
	vaccines, shelter and everything in between. You name it—we’ll
	need it. For a more detailed summary, kindly refer to the list in
	your packet. 
	

	
	“One thing we
	plan to purchase in the coming weeks are high-quality
	print-on-demand presses, so we can mass-produce top-notch Christian
	literature. Brother Nyarwarta isn’t the only gifted writer
	involved in the ETSM.
	Many other men and women are writing some really good stuff. 
	

	
	“Among them
	is a former Mormon missionary to the Philippines, a former Catholic
	from Brazil, a former Hindu from India, and a former Buddhist living
	in Thailand. Their books will explain the vast differences between
	true Christianity and the religions God recently rescued them out
	of. 
	

	
	“Once
	finished, they will be published into various languages and given
	away freely. Now, you may be asking, why publish paperback books in
	an electronic age? 
	

	
	“The time is
	coming when Salvador Romanero will order Bibles and all other
	Christian literature outlawed. He may even declare a global
	book-burning celebration. We also believe all Christian e-books and
	audio books online will be deleted.”

	
	In his cultured
	southern drawl, Hartings went on, “That’s why we must
	mass-produce these things now while we can! When we’re forced
	to live off grid, we’ll have plenty of books in our
	possession, including hundreds of thousands of Bibles printed in
	various languages. With our window for evangelism closing a little
	more with each passing day, we haven’t a moment to waste.

	
	“Of course,
	at the very top of the list is land. But I’ll touch on that in
	a bit. For now, just know that from here on out we must think in
	terms of total independence, cut off from the rest of the world. I’m
	afraid the one-hundred million plus raised this weekend is but a
	drop in the bucket. Hundreds of billions more still need to be
	raised if we are to succeed with our plans.

	
	“All money
	raised so far will be used to lay the foundation for the End
	Times Salvation Movement.
	Whatever’s raised from this point forward will remain in the
	country in which it was raised, with one stipulation: each country
	must agree to put aside twenty percent; half will be used to assist
	poorer countries. The other ten percent will be earmarked for the
	one-hundred and forty-four thousand God will supernaturally seal in
	His appointed time. Consider it your tithe of sorts.” 
	

	
	Hartings took a sip
	of water and continued: “Anyone invited to live on any of our
	ETSM
	properties must
	fully submit to the one-hundred and forty-four thousand Jewish
	preachers. To echo what my partner already said, anything these
	anointed men ask for in the future will be granted, no questions
	asked, including the use of any of our properties.

	
	“Which leads
	me back to the number one item on our list—land. It will be
	needed in mass quantities, worldwide, for the housing of exiled
	believers. Each building and parcel of land purchased by the ETSM
	will need to be
	retrofitted to house as many people as the land will allow.
	Blueprints for housing will resemble your basic military camps. 
	

	
	“Suffice it
	to say, the days of having personal studies, private bedrooms and
	baths are gone. Obviously, all land will be paid for in cash. Once
	purchased, only a handful of members will occupy our safe houses at
	first, as we reinvent the land, so to speak. 
	

	
	“No need to
	have a premature mass exodus all at once. Wouldn’t be smart.
	If we suddenly went into hiding all at once, we’d surely be
	caught by the enemy at some point. No, we must remain in the
	workplace for as long as humanly possible. 
	

	
	“Anyone
	chosen to occupy a safe house will have to slowly cut the strings to
	their old lives, in order to stop any and all paper trails that
	could lead the enemy to our doorsteps. If and when you’re
	chosen to join us, you’ll be brought to one of our secluded
	locations in the middle of the night.” 
	

	
	In Chicago,
	Illinois, Jacquelyn Swindell glanced at Brian Mulrooney and smiled.
	Brian knew why. The dream she’d had. Brian nodded, then set
	his gaze on the monitor again. 
	

	
	Hartings shifted
	his weight. “Now for the most difficult part. Anyone chosen to
	occupy a residence must be willing to leave your unsaved loved ones
	behind for good. I know this is a delicate subject, but once they
	receive the Mark of the Beast, there can be no turning back. 
	

	
	“So deeply
	will our unsaved loved ones fall under Romanero’s strong
	hypnotic powers that they’ll think they’re doing us a
	favor by turning us over to universal troops. With that in mind, if
	selected, you’ll have no choice but to cut all ties and become
	ghost-like. In other words, they’ll need to think you’re
	dead.” 
	

	
	Hartings paused to
	let his words hang in the air. “It will take a massive effort
	to accomplish everything that needs to be done. Those chosen to
	manage various locations will move onto the premises immediately,
	then get busy building, scraping, painting, building irrigation
	ditches, makeshift hospitals, community cafeterias, and so on. 
	

	
	“Needless to
	say, you’ll be busy from sunup to sundown. Each person chosen
	will come from inside the organization, and only after their loyalty
	has been proven to us time and again.

	
	“By the way,
	the only reason I’m speaking so freely now is because of the
	dreams you all had. More than one-hundred thousand others showed
	interest in joining our organization. Many had the money in place
	and were eager to send it to us. 
	

	
	“But what we
	didn’t have from them was confirmation from above in the form
	of dreams, so they weren’t invited. Clayton and I believe Joel
	chapter two, verses twenty-eight and twenty-nine is being fulfilled
	right before our eyes. God is pouring out His Spirit on all flesh;
	allowing us to have dreams and see visions. 
	

	
	“So, in that
	light, we feel certain that if you’re here, you’re here
	by God’s direct leading. The money was secondary. But as
	leaders, we mustn’t be naive: like brother Chiang said
	earlier, we must expect, and even prepare for, a few moles to sneak
	in among us as time marches on. They’ll claim to be believers
	but are nothing more than wolves in sheep’s clothing. 
	

	
	“These false
	converts will inflict great harm on some of us, at least in the
	flesh. Perhaps some of our locations will be compromised as a
	result, and destroyed due to their betrayal, along with everyone
	residing there. 
	

	
	“To combat
	this, excluding the one-hundred and forty-four thousand, only a
	handful of people will know the location of each ETSM
	safe house. Those
	chosen to manage a particular location will be given extremely
	limited access, if any, to other locations. And even that will take
	time. 
	

	
	“Those who
	are ultimately granted shelter with us in the future will only know
	the location at which they are residing. Nothing more. There simply
	cannot be any compromising connections between us, except at the
	most secret points.

	
	“To further
	protect from outside danger, all e-mails and text messages sent to
	ETSM
	members will first
	be read by trusted leaders of the group before being passed on to
	the original recipient. Not debatable! 
	

	
	“As time
	marches on, we’ll eventually be forced to live off grid. Which
	is why we must begin at once reconstructing all properties to be
	totally self-sufficient regarding energy. We will rely heavily upon
	air and solar power. 
	

	
	“But more on
	that a later time. Once we acquire land, most of the crops we grow
	will be done hydroponically on the inside. Growing crops out in the
	open will be extremely risky. All it would take is one low flying
	drone or airplane; the use of satellite imagery, or even a passerby
	to know someone resides there. 
	

	
	“We also plan
	to build indoor hatcheries, so we can harvest freshwater fish and
	raise farm animals for meat, eggs and milk. If everything goes
	according to plan, we’ll build makeshift hospitals at most
	locations. One requirement for all ETSM
	members is that you
	must agree to give blood once a week, unless, of course, you can’t
	due to health issues. 
	

	
	“As time goes
	on, our biggest concern will be fresh water supplies. As God’s
	judgments continue to bombard the planet, the poisoning of the
	world’s freshwater supplies will surely happen. 
	

	
	“Even
	rainwater will be severely affected, which means we’ll need to
	rely on the desalination of salt water. That is, if we can even get
	to the oceans and they aren’t polluted to the point of no
	return. I can assure you many future wars will be waged over water.”
	
	

	
	Seeing many
	squirming in their seats before him, Hartings said, “Brothers
	and sisters, this isn’t a cause for celebration, but for
	preparation. As great an effort as we’ve already put forth
	this weekend, billions of dollars still need to be raised as quickly
	as possible. We must pool our money and precious metals now while
	money and precious metals are still worth something. 
	

	
	“We can’t
	afford to have huge cash reserves go awry, simply because we didn’t
	act quickly enough when our money was still good. Once the money’s
	been raised, it cannot be deposited into banks. Too risky. It would
	lead the enemy right to our front doors. No, banks are entirely out
	of the question.”

	
	Travis Hartings
	looked at his watch. It was time to end. “In closing, the one
	email we keep getting more than any other has to do with whether
	Christ followers should have children or not. 
	

	
	“The answer
	is an astounding yes! After all, if we don’t repopulate the
	Earth, who will populate the Kingdom when Christ returns for His
	millennial reign? But I must caution you women that it will not be a
	favorable time to be with child.” 
	

	
	Hartings opened his
	Bible to Matthew 24:19-22: “‘And
	alas for women who are pregnant and for those who are nursing
	infants in those days! Pray
	that your flight may not be in winter or on a Sabbath. For then
	there will be great tribulation, such as has not been from the
	beginning of the world until now, no, and never will be. And if
	those days had not been cut short, no human being would be saved.
	But for the sake of the elect those days will be cut short.’
		

	
	“Sobering, I
	know. If any of you ladies decide to give birth, despite all that,
	the rest of us must see that your child is cared for to the best of
	our ability and protected from the evil clutches of Salvador
	Romanero.” 
	

	
	Hartings cleared
	his throat. “Finally, those of you who are among the first
	twenty-five hundred selected as full-time members of the End
	Times Salvation Movement, you
	must know that no salaries will be offered now, or at any point in
	the future. But at least you’ll have food and shelter. Lord
	willing, that is. 
	

	
	“The days of
	having salaries and bank accounts will soon become a thing of the
	past. Like Nigel Jones said earlier, each dollar raised from here on
	out must be spent on spreading the Gospel, and on our collective
	survival needs—nothing more! 
	

	
	“While our
	fate in the flesh certainly isn’t a cause for optimism, it’s
	better for us to know what awaits us than to not know at all. This
	way, we’ll be better prepared. 
	

	
	“Naturally,
	our biggest challenge will be choosing the right people to help with
	the monumental task at hand. That’s where God must always lead
	the way! 
	

	
	“That’s
	all I have to say for now. In thirty seconds, our satellite
	transmission will be turned off and Clayton will conclude his
	extensive study of the Book of Revelation, and all other Bible
	prophecies found in the Word of God. This will take up the remainder
	of the evening. Thanks for listening. God Bless us all!” 
	

	
	Travis Hartings
	left the pulpit and notebooks were opened.

	
	

	















29














AT
11:30 P.M. EST, the End Times Salvation Movement was
about to break camp. 



Thankfully,
everything went smoothly without a single glitch. Though completely
exhausted, everyone was jubilant. Which was good. And expected. But
if 25,000 people went back home totally fired-up, outsiders would
take notice and red flags would go up. 



Knowing this, Holmes
was about to bring everyone back down a few notches. Said he, “In
closing this meeting, I must warn you all again to harness your
excitement and enthusiasm before heading back home. Having gained so
much knowledge of the ETSM,
and our future plans, we must be extremely careful from here on out. 



“As per God’s
promise, believers will continue to be on the vast increase. Even so,
we must never forget that we’ll always be greatly outnumbered.
Compared to Salvador Romanero and his rapidly growing number of
international allies, we’re a blip on the screen. 



“You think the
hatred toward us is bad now? We ain’t seen nothing yet! Once
the peace treaty is signed in a couple of weeks, and we officially
become Tribulation Saints, many of us will die horrible, gruesome
deaths for the Cause. 



“Some of us
will lose fingers, toes, arms, legs, and other body parts—including
our heads—due to our insubordination. Many will be told if we
only denounce Jesus and pledge our allegiance to Salvador Romanero,
we’ll be spared other delicate body parts. 



“As time goes
on the torture inflicted upon us will only get worse. Especially if
we’re successful with our plans and word gets out that we’re
planting safe houses all over the world. 



“If captured,
the information we’ll be forced to divulge to the enemy will be
damaging to the ETSM.
Salvador’s evildoers will devise new methods of torture to get
us to speak. 



“It will be
enough to rival or even surpass the gruesome torturous deaths Jesus’
Disciples suffered for their belief in Him. Many of us will beg to be
put out of our misery, but our torturers will do everything in their
power to keep us alive. At least until we speak up. 



“Even those
who ultimately betray the Movement
will be considered
worthless dogs by the enemy and put to death like the rest of us. In
other words, regardless of whether you spill your guts or you remain
silent, your fate will remain unchanged—you’ll still be
killed. Guess you can say this will be where the rubber meets the
road. 



“As for me,
despite any agony I’ll suffer if caught, I can assure you I’ll
never give the enemy a single shred of information on the ETSM.
I’ll gladly become a martyr for the Cause. By dying for Christ,
I will surely live. 



Brothers and
sisters, the next seven years won’t be easy for us. Even in
exile, the Disciple John—the writer of Revelation—must
have thought of his situation as mild, even comfortable, when
compared to his vision of what we Tribulation Saints will be forced
to endure. 



Nevertheless, I will
remain true to my God at all costs. If you decide to jump ship and
join the enemy in the future, I promise you won’t do nearly as
much damage to the ETSM
as to yourself. 



To paraphrase second
Peter two, verses twenty and twenty-one, ‘Those
who escape the corruption of this world by trusting in Christ Jesus,
but later become entangled in sin once again—and are overcome
by the evil one—will be worse off at the end than they were in
the beginning. It would have been better for them not to have known
the way of righteousness, then to have known it and later turn their
backs on it.’” 



Clayton Holmes
steadied his gaze into the camera trained on him, “By no means
does this mean they lost their salvation. It means they were never
saved to begin with.” 



Many in attendance
silently prayed they would remain loyal at all times, and that God
would spare them the horrific persecution many believers were sure to
suffer. Those caught would need every ounce of God’s strength
to endure it all. 



“I’ll
end on this: From a worldly standpoint, it’s gonna get ugly.
The author of confusion will try his best to disrupt all that is
good. The enemy can burn down our churches, but it’s not the
building that houses us that matters most; it’s the Spirit that
indwells us! Though we’ll suffer mightily as Tribulation
Saints, always be mindful that the enemy can kill our bodies, but not
the spirit living within us! 



“Brothers and
sisters, may we never lose sight that our faith in Christ isn’t
a blind leap into a dark abyss, hoping that God would be there on the
other end waiting for us. Rather it’s faith founded on fact.
Our faith isn’t merely an intellectual assent, but a total
transformation, a total surrender of our hearts and minds based on
the overwhelming evidence of Christ’s life, death and
resurrection, that are found within the written pages of the Word of
God. The Most High God we worship will soon crush Satan under our
feet. 



“But before
that great and wonderful day comes, many things still need to happen,
many of them bad—especially for us Christ followers! With that
in mind, much money still needs to be raised. 



“Much land
needs to be purchased, and much constructing needs to take place.
That and a million other things need to be done. And everything must
be done inconspicuously, which, of course, will be our greatest
challenge, especially when there are children to care for. 



“If we are to
succeed, we will need God’s favor shining on us at all times.
If we rely solely on ourselves, we will surely fail. The odds are
already stacked way against us. Which is why we must take everything
to God in prayer.” 



Holmes gazed out at
the crowd before him. “I want to thank you all again for
attending the formation of the End
Times Salvation Movement.
Before we’re dismissed, let’s all stand and sing two
timeless classics together, Amazing
Grace and
How
Great Thou Art.” 



Afterwards, Holmes
blessed everyone, and the meeting officially came to a close. 








THANKFULLY, THE GUARDS PROTECTING
each location did so
without incident. Not a trace of violence was reported from any of
the 250 locations. Never once was a gun drawn or poison-tipped arrow
fired. Everything went smoothly on all fronts. 



Or so they thought…




What they didn’t
know was that their counter surveillance equipment had been totally
outsmarted without ever being detected. The entire event was secretly
monitored by hundreds of carefully chosen men and women. 



Each word spoken was
captured on tape. 



Emails and satellite
transmissions were intercepted. 



Thousands of
photographs were taken of everyone entering and leaving each
location, both above ground and below. 



No one involved in
the ETSM
had any idea…


















30










ONE MONTH BEFORE THE
PEACE TREATY SIGNING 







THE
PLACE LISTED FOR sale was part of a vast network of
properties. Many real estate agents and brokers were working in
concert to sell the 500 properties as part of a huge package deal. 



With the real estate
market dreadful at best, numerous properties just sat there
completely empty, totally devoid of life. Everyone was selling. But
only a few were buying. 



Members of the End
Times Salvation Movement would do their best to bridge the gap,
even if only slightly. As for the asking price, it wasn’t
listed. Interested buyers were urged to contact a myriad of brokers,
either by phone, email or text message. 



Brian Mulrooney was
viewing one of the properties located in Chadds Ford, Pennsylvania.
Why Pennsylvania? Brian hadn’t a clue. All he knew was that he
felt drawn to this particular location. 



To say he was
thrilled that both he and Jacquelyn were chosen as two of the first
2,500 full-time members of the ETSM was a huge understatement.




After reviewing his
impressive test scores, conducting a thorough background check and
eavesdropping on his meeting with the Catholic priest—thanks to
Braxton Rice—Clayton Holmes and Travis Hartings had every
reason to believe Brian Mulrooney was the real deal. His dream
got his foot in the door. His business talent would help him climb
the ladder very quickly. 



Even so, they spent
hours on their knees in prayer on Brian’s behalf, just to be
sure. Both got the same answer from above; yes. They called Brian
saying they were eager to utilize his much-needed managerial skills
and placed him at the top of the list of possible candidates to
manage a property someday. 



A find like this
would all but guarantee it, Mulrooney
thought, knowing it was more wishful thinking than anything else.


Twelve similar
locations dotted the Keystone State countryside and were part of the
stable of properties for sale. But right now, Mulrooney was mostly
interested in the property staring back at him on his laptop computer
screen. 



For whatever reason,
it felt right. Chadds Ford was situated 25 miles southwest of
Philadelphia, and nine miles north of Wilmington, Delaware; making it
more a suburb to Wilmington than to Philadelphia. 



Mulrooney wondered
if the sellers would be willing to break up the properties and sell
them individually? With the market on the brink of total collapse, it
would come as a complete shock to him if they wouldn’t be
willing to accommodate their needs. 



Then again, if they
could purchase all 500 properties in one fell swoop, hundreds of safe
houses could be planted all across the United States and Canada
almost immediately. The bad news was that it might generate unwanted
publicity, which, in turn, could bring a world of trouble upon their
growing organization. 



Mulrooney commanded
his computer to print out the portfolio on the property. As his
printer spit out page after page, he took his time carefully skimming
over everything. From what he could read, everyone living there had
vanished during the Rapture. Clothing littered the entire property,
leading investigators to conclude that every person living there had
disappeared. 



Everyone was listed
as without
bodies. 



Authorities
discovered this place a month and a half after the Rapture. But it
wasn’t until State Police in Vermont discovered a similar
location just outside the Capital City of Montpellier, that the
property in Chadds Ford, Pennsylvania, appeared on their radar
screen. 



During their
extensive search of the property, investigators were eager to
question someone, anyone, but there was no one to question. They were
all gone. 



“Praise the
Lord!” Brian said to himself. “They’re in a much
better place!” 



Vermont authorities
swept the grounds looking for more clues. Sorting through an old
filing cabinet in the main office, they found what appeared to be a
master list linking 350 locations in the U.S., and 150 others in
Canada. To a certain degree, each location bore a similar resemblance
and landscape. 



After looking for
real estate on the internet all day, this was the best possibility so
far. Even without making a phone call or shooting off an e-mail or
text message, Brian sensed this place might be a major blessing from
God Almighty Himself. 



The fact that
Christians had previously inhabited those properties heightened his
senses all the more. The possibilities were seemingly endless.
Suddenly, the term “Pockets of Peace” came to mind.
That’s
it. We can call them ‘Pockets of Peace!
Mulrooney thought.
It had a solemn, yet comforting ring to it. 



With the onslaught
of God’s judgments still to come, as sure as the sun rose, new
believers, especially, were walking on kegs of dynamite. Having
properties like these could become perfect safe-houses for sheltering
believers in the future, offering an inkling of peace in a
topsy-turvy world. 



Brian couldn’t
wait to share this latest find with Charles Calloway and Jacquelyn
Swindell.


As long as the
properties were still inhabitable and weren’t in need of a
complete demolition, they could easily be reconstructed to mirror the
blueprints Travis Hartings had briefly outlined at last month’s
meeting. The fact that Christians had occupied the 500 locations
meant they were probably well maintained. 



Brian felt certain
that gaining approval from those at the top of the organization for
the funds needed wouldn’t be a problem. After all, money was
starting to pour in. 



Since the formation
of the ETSM,
nearly a half-billion dollars had been raised, with the promise of
billions more to come. And like Travis Hartings said, it needed to be
spent quickly while their money was still worth something. 



No, obtaining the
necessary funding wouldn’t pose a challenge. Explaining to the
Realtors why they wanted to purchase so many properties all at once,
was altogether different. 



The property in
Chadds Ford was situated on 20 acres of land. Quietly nestled in the
woods, it resembled your basic campsite, with its huge private
entrance, community pool and 270 cottages scattered about the
property. 



If purchased, Brian
knew the pool would never be used for swimming. Days of swimming and
lounging by the pool were forever gone. If purchased, this place
would become a place of survival, nothing more. 



Perusing the specs,
Mulrooney learned that seven of the 270 cottages had burned to the
ground on the day of the Rapture.
Someone was
obviously cooking or doing something involving fire or electricity
when they were suddenly taken away to be with the Lord. Surely,
they could be rebuilt, Brian
thought. 



Yes, they’d
have to be leveled and rebuilt. Every inch of space obtained by the
ETSM
would need to be
fully maximized. 



Two-hundred and
seventy cottages were nothing when potentially dealing with swarms of
exiled believers looking for safe havens in the future. Each cottage
still structurally sound would need to be completely retrofitted. 



Instead of sleeping
four to eight people, like most had in the past, each would have to
sleep 50 to as many as 100 per cottage. Cots and beds would take up
every last inch of living space. They might even be forced to pitch
tents on land upon which they couldn’t build or grow crops. 



Once Christianity
was outlawed, and all beds and cots were taken, an insulated tent on
the inside
of a safe-house
property would be better for persecuted Tribulation Saints seeking
shelter than anything on the outside—especially during winter
months...


The more Mulrooney
perused the specs, the more excited he was. It felt good to be
excited again. 



If they were
extremely lucky, no, not lucky—Brian corrected himself,
blessed—and
they ended up purchasing all 500 properties, perhaps only a minor
overhaul would be necessary. 



Certainly, there
would be a pest control problem in the beginning. When humans no
longer inhabited places, animals, rodents and bugs often invaded,
claiming it as their own. 



Even so, having
property that needed work was far better than having no property at
all. Therefore, within reason, it didn’t really matter what the
property looked like. 



For whatever reason,
something deep inside told Brian this might be the first ETSM
property. If so, he
would beg to be the one chosen to manage it. He loved Ann Arbor, but
if selected, he would leave Michigan in a heartbeat, no questions
asked. After all, if God wanted him in Pennsylvania, who was he to
disobey? 



Even if it meant
leaving his old life behind, he was mentally prepared for it. While
the thought of having no contact with his family saddened him,
amazingly, there was no pain in his heart with the thought of cutting
ties with Renate McCallister. How
can I love someone who worships the Antichrist? 



Brian and Renate
were unequally yoked. And this meant, if chosen to manage an ETSM
property, she could
never know his whereabouts. Brian would fully comply. 



But he couldn’t
say the same about Jacquelyn Swindell. If chosen to go to
Pennsylvania, he would want her by his side. As they both drew closer
to Christ Jesus, Brian’s love for Jacquelyn had grown to the
extent that he couldn’t live without her. 



He wondered if she
felt the same way about him. All he could do was hope and pray. 



Brian refocused. If
chosen, only he and a handful of others would become full-time
residents at the outset. Travis Hartings said many months could pass
before others eventually joined them there. Even so, once purchased,
they would need to get busy and stay busy, as soon as the keys were
handed over to them. 



There was a knock on
the door. Brian panicked. He wasn’t expecting anyone, including
Renate. Then again, if it was her, she wouldn’t have knocked.
She had a key. He quickly dismissed her. 



How did, whoever it
was, manage to get through the security gate downstairs? Brian
gathered the printed sheets of paper and stuffed them in the top
drawer of his desk and locked it. He turned off the printer, even as
it was still spitting out page after page.


If the End
Times Salvation Movement were
to occupy any of these 500 locations in the future, no outsider could
ever know about it. Privacy would be paramount to their overall
survival. He had to guard this new discovery with his life. 



Mulrooney put the
screen saver on his laptop computer and tiptoed to the front door.
His heart was pounding wildly inside his chest. This
is ridiculous, having to tiptoe in my own apartment!



He looked through
the peephole. It was Jacquelyn Swindell. Relieved, Brian unlocked the
main lock and the two deadbolts he installed last month for added
protection and opened the door. 



“Hi, Brian!”
Just one look at him and the smile on Jacquelyn’s face
evaporated.


“How’d
you get in, Jacquelyn?” 



“The gate was
open. I wanted to surprise you.” 



“You’ve
succeeded.”


Seeing the beads of
sweat on Brian’s forehead and fear in his eyes, Jacquelyn said,
“Maybe it wasn’t such a good idea, after all. Are you
okay?”


“I am now.”
Brian stuck his head outside the door and looked both ways. Satisfied
that no one else was there he breathed a sigh of relief. He closed
the door, locked all three locks, then apologized for his sudden
paranoia. 



Jacquelyn understood
completely. Every believer needed to be paranoid from here on out. 



Grabbing both of
Jacquelyn’s shoulders, Mulrooney looked deep into her big, blue
eyes, “You gotta see what I just found!” 



“Wow! Good to
see someone’s excited for a change. What is it?” 



“I think I may
have found our first property,” he exclaimed.


“Great!
Where?”


“All over the
country, actually. Place I’m looking at is in Pennsylvania.”
Brian led her into his spare-bedroom-turned-office.


“Pennsylvania?”


“Yep. Place
called Chadds Ford. Not too far from Philadelphia. I’m curious
to see if it lines up with the dream you had.” 



Brian took a seat at
his desk and removed the screen saver, allowing Jacquelyn a sneak
peek of the property, while he fumbled with the key opening the
drawer holding the already-printed specs. 



Jacquelyn pulled up
a chair next to his and plopped down onto it. Perusing the paperwork,
she said, “It looks vaguely familiar, but hard to say for
sure.”


“Let’s
go to Pennsylvania for an up close and personal view of the place.”
It came out of nowhere, surprising even Brian. 



Jacquelyn shot Brian
a sideways look, “Really?”


“Yep. At least
then we’ll get to see if it’s the place you saw in your
dream, and if it’s even worth buying.”


A smile broke across
Jacquelyn’s face. “Wouldn’t that be something. When
do you wanna leave?” 



“Since I’m
off the next few days, I’m thinking tomorrow morning. Can you
handle four a.m.?” 



“Yeppers,”
came the reply. “Will the interstates be okay?”


“I think it’s
safe to assume we’ll encounter a few minor problems and delays
along the way, like we did driving to Chicago last month. But we’ll
make it. After all, we’re doing God’s work, right?”




Jacquelyn smiled.
“Amen to that!” 



“Let’s
do it then. I’ll be at your house at three fifty-five a.m.”


“Aye, aye,
captain,” Jacquelyn said, saluting him like a soldier would her
commanding officer. “By the way, what’s the asking
price?” 



“Not sure.
It’s part of a huge package deal. We’ll find out soon
enough.” 



“Sounds good.
Well, time for me to go home and get packing,” Jacquelyn said.
“Four o’clock comes awfully early in the morning. 



“Try to get
plenty of rest. We’ll both need it.” 



“I’ll do
my best.”


“See you in
the morning, Jacquelyn.” 



“I look
forward to it.”


“Me too.”


At that, Jacquelyn
left for home...
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AT
THREE FIFTY-FIVE sharp,
Brian called Jacquelyn’s cell phone to inform her of his
arrival. 



Jacquelyn grabbed
her jacket, a thermos full of hot coffee and a bag full of snacks for
the long trip. 



Brian was waiting
outside the car with the passenger front door open for her, “Good
morning, Jacquelyn!”


“And a fine
good morning to you, too, sir. Or, what’s it you Irish say,
‘Top of the morning to you’?” 



Brian chuckled. They
embraced. Jacquelyn’s hugs always felt good, especially this
early in the morning. Her just-washed hair filled his nostrils with a
pleasant aroma. He didn’t want to release his grip on her, but
they needed to get a move on. 



Jacquelyn climbed
inside the vehicle and Brian closed the door for her. 



“Is that
coffee I smell?” Brian asked, fastening his seat belt. 



“A whole
Thermos full. Would you like a cup?”


“I’d
love one!”


“I also
brought lots of goodies in case we get stuck in traffic or stranded
for any other reason.”


“Very
thoughtful of you,” he said.


“Just happy to
be taking this road trip with you.” 



Brian smiled. 



Jacquelyn poured two
cups of coffee into lidded cups. After adding the right amounts of
cream and sugar, Brian sped away, sending gravel spinning beneath his
rear tires. 



Almost immediately
Jacquelyn joked, “Are we there yet?” 



“Close. Only
six-hundred and fifty miles to go.” 



Jacquelyn laughed.


They drove east on
Willis Road until they reached U.S. 23, then headed south on 23, past
Toledo, Ohio, to the Ohio Turnpike, and headed east. 



Three hours later
they reached I-76, Pennsylvania’s Turnpike. According to the
GPS inside Mulrooney’s car, they still had six hours of driving
time left.


At 7 p.m., they
reached the DOWNINGTOWN
EXIT,
paid the extremely high toll and proceeded to route 100 southbound. 



Forty-five minutes
later, Brian pulled into the hotel parking lot of the Best Western
Hotel, in Concordville, Pennsylvania. 



Jacquelyn was
sleeping. 



Mulrooney quietly
got out of the car and paid for two separate rooms for two nights.
When he returned to the car, Jacquelyn was awake. He gave her the key
to her room. “Hungry?” 



“I’m
starving,” she exclaimed.


“You’ve
never starved a day in your life!” 



“You’re
right. I’m very hungry. Is that better?” 



“Much,”
Brian said. 



Jacquelyn smiled.


After taking their
suitcases up to adjoining rooms, Brian and Jacquelyn ate at a
restaurant next to the hotel. The food was delicious. After dinner,
they went back to their rooms. 



Almost immediately,
Brian called Jacquelyn: “Whatcha doing?”


“Nothing.
You?” 



“Wanna come
over and watch TV?” 



“Sure.”
Perfect!
It
had been a long drive, and Jacquelyn needed a break, a mental
release. It had been a long six months for that matter. Besides, she
felt lonely and didn’t want to be left alone in her room. 



Five minutes later,
they were channel surfing, looking for something decent to watch for
a change. As vile as Hollywood was prior to the Rapture, with
children and the salt of the Earth temporarily removed, zero
discretion was used in monitoring television programs and movies. Not
that much discretion was used in the past, but it was so much worse
now. 



The former rating
system that had been in place for decades—G,
PG, PG-13,
R,
NC-17 or
X—warning
parents of a movie’s possible foul content was lifted. With
children temporarily gone, vile, evil, vulgar shows exploited the
airwaves. 



These new movies,
sitcoms and documentaries made the shows of old look like Barney
the Dinosaur.
All were full of nudity, vulgar sex, foul-language and extensive drug
use. Some shows actually taught viewers at home how to properly
insert needles full of heroin in the veins. Absolutely nothing was
hidden from them.


The more they aired
these lewd programs the higher the ratings shot up. The end result
was that society decayed all the more.


But not all was bad.
Excessive violence in movies was way down. Thanks to Salvador
Romanero and his promise of peace for all, anti-violence was now a
cause worth championing. 



Hollywood executives
promoting anti-violence in their movies were cheered as heroes. But
they more than made up for it by filling that void with excessive
amounts of drug use, sex and nudity. 



One Hollywood
executive was quoted as saying, “Sex and drugs should be
celebrated in our society. Unlike violence, they make the body feel
good. We need to love our neighbors, not hurt them!” 



In short, the theme
in Hollywood was vastly becoming, “As long as a TV show or
movie isn’t too violent, everything else is permissible.”




Brian and Jacquelyn
were both thrilled to find a Three
Stooges marathon
airing on TV. A little laughter was just what they needed. 



During a commercial
break, Brian dashed to the vending machine down the hall and
purchased a bag of microwave popcorn and soft drinks. With
unspeakable trouble lurking on the horizon—especially for God’s
people—relaxing moments like this would soon become a thing of
the past. 



Brian pushed that
thought out of his mind. He didn’t want to ruin this precious
moment by thinking negative thoughts. 



Not tonight. He was
grateful to have no other plans except to watch the Three
Stooges and
eat popcorn with Jacquelyn Swindell. 



There was no other
place Brian would rather be. 



If Renate could
see me now…
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AT
8 A.M. THE next morning, Brian called Jacquelyn’s room.
“Wake up, sleepy head.”


“Sleepy head?
I’ve been awake for more than an hour, thank you very much,”
she countered, teasingly. “Been reading the Bible.


“Oh yeah,
which part?


“Daniel. What
a confusing Book!


“Yeah.
Difficult to comprehend the Book of Revelation without it. Not to
change the subject, but there’s a continental breakfast
downstairs. I don’t know about you, but I’m hungry.”


“Are you
kiddin’! I’m…” Jacquelyn was going to say
“starving” like she did the night before but thought
better of it. “Me too.”


“If you wish,
we can discuss the Book of Daniel over a bite to eat.” 



“Sounds good.”




Brian met Jacquelyn
outside her room and they rode the elevator down to the lobby
together.


After breakfast,
they drove to the property for sale. Brian and Jacquelyn couldn’t
contain their excitement. 



Brian pulled into
the parking lot, “Here we are...” 



Seeing the maroon
wooden fence stretched out in both directions, Jacquelyn’s
mouth was agape. “This is the place I saw in my dream!”


“How can you
know for sure? We haven’t seen the inside yet.” 



“I can just
feel it.”


Brian silently
rejoiced. If chosen to manage this property—if purchased, that
is—the fact that Jacquelyn had dreams about it would greatly
increase her chances of joining him there. Perfect!



Jacquelyn got out of
the car. Her flesh was covered in goosebumps. 



The property was
completely surrounded by huge, leafless, 100-foot oak trees. They
didn’t offer much camouflage now, but with spring fast
approaching, as surely as the daffodils and tulips were starting to
pop up here and there, leaves would soon grow on the trees, offering
a natural canopy of camouflage in the spring and summer months. They
were already budding, in fact. 



Normally this time
of the year, the major league baseball season would be in full swing.
As a huge New York Mets fan, Brian seldom missed watching a game on
his laptop computer. 



But not this year.
The season was canceled. He wondered if a major league baseball game
would ever be played again. He wasn’t concerned either way. It
was no longer important to him. 



Brian and Jacquelyn
pressed their faces up against the eight-foot picket-fence to catch a
glimpse through the cracks. As expected, with the absence of people
for so many months, deer roamed the grounds looking for food like
they owned the joint.


As they were still
looking through the fence, the Realtor pulled up, right on time. 



Brian and Jacquelyn
were as excited as two kids on Christmas morning. Not
good! 



“Whatever you
do, try to remain calm at all times,” Brian said to Jacquelyn.
“Let her earn her commission.” 



“Okay.”


Rhonda Kimmel
approached them at a very brisk pace, her right arm already extended
for a handshake. “Mister Mulrooney?” 



“Hi Rhonda.
I’d like you to meet my good friend, Jacquelyn.”


“Pleasure to
meet you, Jacquelyn.”


“Likewise.”


The two women shook
hands. “Shall we?” Kimmel said. 



“By all
means.”


Rhonda Kimmel opened
the lock box and retrieved the key that opened the gate. With a
slight flick of the wrist, the gate swung open and the property
unfolded before their eyes. 



Jacquelyn was
rendered speechless. What was more of a gut feeling when they first
pulled onto the parking lot now felt like full-blown confirmation.
This really is
the place! 



Brian glanced at her
and knew what she was thinking. He smiled. 



They walked the
grounds. Off to the right was the swimming pool area. It would be
useful, but not for swimming or lounging. 



They checked out a
few of the cottages. Unlike most traditional campsites where
everything pretty much looked the same, these cottages and bungalows
all had their own personalities, so to speak, varying in size and
color. Some were brown. Some were gray. Some were blue. Some were
yellow. 



They would all need
to be repainted in camouflage colors. The more they blended in with
nature the better off they would be. As nice as everything looked, if
purchased, it would all have to be changed. What mattered most now
was survival, not beauty. 



But one thing was
certain: this place had unlimited potential. If purchased, the first
thing they would do is tear down the picket fence encircling the
property and build a brick and mortar wall at least 15 feet in
height. Even a limited view from any outsider could do irreparable
harm. 



The cottages were
built approximately 20 yards away from the fence line. Much like the
trees and shrubbery, they followed the fence everywhere it went,
until finally coming full circle. 



It reminded Brian of
a fortress from days long gone. 



A gravel road
encircled the entire property, obviously for vehicles. And a few
badly chipped, cement walkways were scattered about for bicycles,
skateboards, strollers and pedestrians. 



At the back of the
property was a daycare center, general store and large cafeteria.
These things would surely come in handy. What they didn’t see
was a hospital. They would have to build one. 



Smack dab in the
center of the property, Brian noticed what appeared to be a church
steeple with a cross at the top. Which, of course, made perfect
sense. After all, they were
Christians.




Why wasn’t
this mentioned online? Brian
wondered. There was some mention of a general meeting place, but the
word “church” was never mentioned. 



Brian went off in
that direction, doing his best to contain his excitement. Jacquelyn
and Rhonda Kimmel followed closely behind. 



Sure enough, it was
a church. Brian glanced over at Jacquelyn and saw that she, too, was
bubbling over with excitement. They did their best to remain calm.
They would high-five each other later.


“This is where
the wackos worshiped before they were vaporized!” Kimmel said,
with a healthy dose of sarcasm. Getting no response from her clients,
not even a chuckle, she thought, Maybe
they’re wackos too? Ah, who
cares? Stay focused, Rhonda! Make the sale, girlfriend. Don’t
lose a huge commission because of your big mouth.


Brian and Jacquelyn
weren’t at all impressed with Rhonda Kimmel. But if they had to
go through her to get this property, so be it. It was more than a
fair trade off. 



“Rhonda, would
you mind if Jacquelyn and I had a moment alone,” asked Brian. 



“Sure, take
all the time you need. If you need me, just call my cell phone.”




“Thanks,”
Jacquelyn said softly. 



Sensing their
growing excitement, Kimmel left them alone inside the church pavilion
and walked to the front gate. With so much money riding on this
sale—to be divided among so many people—it was time to
make some phone calls.


But Kimmel stood to
receive a million-dollar bonus for making the sale herself. She was
already spending the money inside her mind. 



Brian and Jacquelyn
sat on a bench and marveled. This place not only looked like a place
of worship; it felt like one. Made entirely out of wood, it was
solidly built; as solid as it could be without having permanent walls
affixed to it. 



Several twelve-foot
wide, canvas roll up walls were mounted to the underbelly of the
ceiling, which could be manually lowered and raised with ease. The
underbelly of the roof was completely hollow, exposing wooden trusses
18 inches in diameter. Painted white, they crisscrossed in a fruitful
attempt to hold the structure together. 



The large trusses
were used to mount lights and ceiling fans throughout the sanctuary.
Four large speakers were bolted to the beams; two at the front of the
pavilion and two at the midway point. They were covered in plastic to
protect from the elements of winter. 



Electric candles
hung on diagonal support beams throughout the pavilion, three candles
per sconce. The weight of the speakers, lights, ceiling fans and
candles posed no challenge whatsoever to the solid wooden beams. 



Brian’s eye
followed a thick rope inching its way from the steeple in the center
of the pavilion all the way up to the left side of the stage, where
it was knotted off at the end. He walked over and gave it a good tug.
Sure enough, a bell chimed. 



The sound hung thick
in the air giving off a clear, vibrant sound, until it finally gave
way to a dull, distant thud. It was a sound reminiscent of a bygone
era. 



It was nice, but if
they purchased this place, the bell would only be rung if they
encountered danger. Nostalgic or not, near silence and total secrecy
would be the order of the days spent here.


The pulpit itself
was a three-foot high stage, with a podium smack dab in the middle of
it. The stage was large enough to comfortably hold 100 people if
needed, including a choir. 



Behind the stage was
the only solid wall inside the pavilion. A cross was mounted on it
between two stained-glass windows. Bible quotations were hung
wherever there was extra space. 



Mulrooney counted
the wooden benches in the sanctuary and surmised that 500 people
could easily fit inside for each gathering. 



Brian wondered who
would do the preaching: Me?
He pushed that
thought out of his head for the time being. 



For now, he liked
that everything about this place was simple. It would need to be
modernized a bit, to include a retractable movie screen behind the
pulpit for internet and satellite conferencing with other locations.
Other than that, they would keep it simple, especially knowing they’d
be forced to live off grid at some point.


“I can see why
whoever lived here lived here. It’s so quaint,” Jacquelyn
said. “Your phrase ‘Pockets of Peace’ fits this
place like a glove. This’ll make a great place of worship,
especially in the summertime. Though it will be cold in the winter.”




Brian could no
longer sit still. He started pacing the sanctuary, thinking a mile a
minute. “We’ll need to build solid walls.” 



“Wouldn’t
building walls take away from the overall beauty of the place?”


“At this point
in history, Jacquelyn, I’m not too concerned with that.
Besides, building walls will give us the added security we’ll
need.”


“You’re
right,” She said. Good
point.


“Well, whaddya
think?” Rhonda Kimmel said, startling them. They could almost
see dollar signs in her eyes. “Is it what you’re looking
for?” 



“Impressive,”
Brian said. “How much?”


“Eighty-seven
mil.”


“How much?!”


“You do know
it’s part of a vast network of properties, right?”


“Yes, but
eighty-seven million dollars? You’ve got to be kiddin’
me?”


“I’m
afraid not.” Rhonda started sensing she wouldn’t make The
Big Sale today
after all. There
goes my million-dollar bonus.


“How much for
just this place?”


“One-point-seven-mil,”
she said. 



Brian whistled
through his teeth. “You’re asking way too much. It needs
a lot of work.”


“What do you
plan to do with it if you decide to buy it?”


“We’re
not sure we’re gonna buy it, Rhonda,” said Mulrooney,
bluntly.


“I know. But
let’s say you do, why would you want this
place?” Kimmel
countered studying her manicure, apparently pleased by it. 



“Tell you
what, Rhonda, why don’t you focus more on telling me your best
price and less on why we wanna buy it, okay?” Brian regretted
saying it. It sounded mean. “Sorry. Got away from me.”


Kimmel extended both
arms forward, palms straight out, unbending smile on her face, fake
as it was to begin with. “Please forgive me, Brian. I tend to
be nosy at times. It’s none of my business why you may want
this place.” 



There was total
silence except for a few birds chirping in the trees above. Finally,
Brian said, “Here’s the deal—we are
interested. But it’s
not worth one-point-seven-mil. Our offer is one million dollars in
cash. If you can do it, call or text me. We’ll be in
Pennsylvania until tomorrow. We can consummate the deal over
breakfast. If not, I won’t expect to hear from you.”


“Wow, Mister
Mulrooney, what a tough negotiator you are! I like your style…”
Kimmel lied, crackling gum inside her mouth. 



Brian ignored her
ranting and glanced at Jacquelyn. Apparently, she, too, was impressed
with his negotiating prowess. Her eyebrows raised, and there was a
radiant smile on her face. 



But it wasn’t
just that. She had the look of someone who was about to purchase land
with the love of her life. Her eyes sparkled; enough to freeze Brian
in his tracks. He was completely deaf to Rhonda Kimmel’s
meaningless words. 



“…supervisor,”
Kimmel went on. “If he agrees, I’ll call you. How’s
that sound?” She noticed them staring at each other totally
love-struck. “Uh…Mister Mulrooney…are you still
with me?”


“Uh…yeah,
right,” Brian said, coming back down to Earth. “That’ll
be fine, Rhonda.” He heard the important part. If she could do
the deal, she would call him in the morning. That’s all he
needed to know. 



Leaving the
property, Brian eyeballed the real estate broker: “If
everything works out, how quickly can we move in?” 



“You said it’d
be a cash deal, right?”


“Yes,”
Brian and Jacquelyn both said in unison.


“The fact that
no one’s lived here for quite some time, I don’t see why
you couldn’t move in almost immediately. At least within a
coupla weeks. I’ll try to have an answer for you in the
mornin’, okay?”


“Sounds good.”




They watched her
drive off. 



“Brian, I love
it!” Jacquelyn said.


“Me too.”


“Do you think
they’ll let us have it for a million?”


“Let’s
hope so.” 



“Can we go any
higher?” 



“Yes.
Especially since it’s the place you saw in your dream. That’s
the best bargaining chip we have so far. Let’s wait and see
what happens tomorrow. For now, we need to place it in God’s
hands, and inform those at the top of our discovery. If it’s
meant to be, it’ll be. If God opens this door for us, who can
close it, right?” 



“Right.”
Us?
Jacquelyn liked the
sound of it. 



Brian was thinking
the same thing...
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BRIAN
MULROONEY WOKE up to the sound of his cell phone ringing.
“Hello?”


“Mister
Mulrooney?” It was Rhonda Kimmel. There was no mistaking her
whiny, nasally voice, or her strong Northeast accent. 



Hailing from New
York, Brian used to sound a lot like her. Attending college in the
Midwest and living in Michigan had gradually softened his East Coast
accent over the years. But there were certain words Mulrooney would
utter that revealed his New York City upbringing. 



“Good morning,
Rhonda.”


“I have good
news and bad news. Which do you want first?”


“The bad
news.”


“No can do on
the price you’re offering.”


“Well then,
gee, what’s the good news?”


“The good news
is you can purchase the property all by itself. If we can agree on a
number, you can have it in your possession in no time. Isn’t
that exciting?” 



“And that
number is…?”


“One-point-three-mil.”
There was silence. “Even in this terrible market, my client
won’t go a penny lower.”


“I don’t
know, Rhonda, it’s a bit steep.”


“I’m
sorry. I did my best to get the price you wanted. Believe me, I don’t
wanna lose a sale. The market’s been terrible. But there’s
nothing I can do.” Rhonda sounded sincere for a change. Perhaps
she wasn’t such a bad person after all. 



“Understood,”
Brian said. “I appreciate the effort, Rhonda. I’ll get
back to you if anything changes on my end.”


“Okay.”


The call ended, and
Brian dropped to his knees; something he did with great frequency
these days. “Well, Father, You heard it. Not that You didn’t
already know. If You want us to have this property, please give me a
sign or something. I ask this in Jesus’ precious name, Amen.”


Brian called
Jacquelyn and asked her to join him in his room. After filling her
in, he said, “What should we do?”


Jacquelyn sighed,
“Why don’t we call Charles?”


“For one
thing, he told me he’d be busy visiting a potential ETSM
location in Florida
before going to Georgia to look at a few more properties.”
Brian scratched his chin, “But more importantly, I feel we need
to take the bull by the horns and move forward on this deal,
especially since it lines up with the dream you had.” 



“I agree.
Besides, we need to get on the map as soon as possible, which means
we desperately need land, right? And fast!” 



Brian nodded yes.
“But talk about pressure!” 



Jacquelyn went on,
“It’s not like we don’t have the money. Travis said
you can go as high as $1.5 million, right?”


Brian nodded yes
again. 



“Well then, I
say we go for it. We’re two-hundred-thousand under budget. Once
this one’s up and running, many will follow, Lord willing.”


“You got it
all figured out, huh, Jacquelyn?” Mulrooney said, with a
chuckle.


Jacquelyn bit her
lower lip, “Not really, but I say we go for it anyway.”


Brian took
Jacquelyn’s optimism as answered prayer. Besides, she was
right. Time was of the essence. They needed to act quickly. “Guess
you’re right. It’s time to step up and make a decision on
behalf of the ETSM
by myself. I’ll
call Rhonda and tell her it’s a done deal. Then I’ll call
Charles.” 



Jacquelyn threw
herself into Brian’s arms and basked in the warmth of his
embrace. Was it the heat of the moment? Sheer loneliness?
Desperation? Or because they were about to purchase real estate
together? Well, sort of. 



Whatever it was, it
came out of Jacquelyn’s mouth, loud and clear: “I love
you, Brian Mulrooney.” 



Jacquelyn stood
frozen in his arms, awaiting a response, her words hanging in the air
for what seemed an eternity. 



Brian was too blown
away to speak. Jacquelyn couldn’t see it, but his pale blue
eyes were wider than silver dollars. 



Those three words.
He wanted to say them to her on so many occasions, especially at the
church pavilion the day before. Each time they embraced, something
stirred deep inside Brian that he never felt before, not even from
Renate. It felt amazing. 



Finally, Brian said,
“I love you too, Jacquelyn.” 



Jacquelyn’s
lips curled into an easy smile. Tears streamed down her cheeks. Her
mind told her it was too soon to fall in love again. But her heart
told her what she felt for Brian Mulrooney was genuine and true. 



Jacquelyn loved her
late husband, Tom, and was always faithful to him, but compared to
what she felt now, the love she shared with Tom was more of a
worldly, fleshly love.


With Jesus as their
Rock and Redeemer, Jacquelyn felt certain the love she and Brian had
for each other would stand the test of time, because it was ordained
by God Almighty Himself. 



They held each other
for the longest time. Both were too numb to move. But it was a good
numb; the numb feeling of being in love. Finally, there was something
to feel good about. 



Brian was the first
to snap out of it. He looked deep into Jacquelyn’s eyes and
smiled. “Let’s call Rhonda.” 



“Okay,
sweetie.”


Sweetie...it
had a nice ring to it. 



Mulrooney called
Charles Calloway, who, in turn, called Travis Hartings, to update him
on the situation. 



“Sounds
promising,” Travis said. “Let me discuss it with Clayton.
In the meantime, I’ll have Braxton conduct a thorough
background check on this Rhonda Kimmel woman. Tell Brian if
everything checks out, it will be his property to manage. After all,
he discovered it.” 



“I’m
sure he’ll be thrilled to hear that, Travis. I’ll pass it
along to him. What about Jacquelyn? She said it’s the same
place she saw in her dream…”


“Have
to get back to you on that...”


“Okay,
Travis. Understood.”


When
Mulrooney heard the news, he wept tears of joy. 



The
ball was finally moving. 



Thank
you, Jesus! 
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THE
MORE TAMIKA MOSELEY heard her name broadcast in the news, the
more frightened and paranoid she became. Even three weeks later, an
all-talk radio station retold the story every 30 minutes, still
labeling her a “monster”. 



Hearing it so much
on her mother’s car radio—her new residence for who knew
how long—Tamika was starting to feel like the despicable person
they made her out to be. True or not, the more something was repeated
the more one tended to believe it. 



It was the worst
feeling knowing if anyone recognized her, she would be arrested and
taken into custody. And for what? 



It’s not like
she’d committed a murder. And she certainly didn’t rob
the cemetery, as charged. The only thing she was guilty of was
opening her grandfather’s coffin. Nothing more. 



But how in the world
could she prove it to the police? 



For the past three
weeks, Tamika was on the lam in northern New Jersey. Her new routine
in life was to park at one location for a day or two before moving on
to another place and pray that authorities wouldn’t link her to
her late mother’s vehicle. 



So far so good!


Looking across the
Hudson River, the world-famous Manhattan skyline Tamika loved so much
and was proud to call home the past five years, now terrified her.
She could almost feel the hatred toward her racing across the water
like a tsunami ready to punch her in the face. 



At least Cocoa was
with her now. Tamika went back for him the night police came banging
on her door. But first she returned the taxi she drove the past three
years back to headquarters. She didn’t want to be on the run
for a stolen taxicab as well. 



She arrived at
headquarters at 1:30 a.m., thankful the police weren’t there
waiting for her, and that they didn’t track her down while en
route using the GPS locator inside the vehicle. 



Leaving the keys
inside the ignition, Tamika walked the shadowy streets of the city
looking for a payphone. It took a while, but she finally found one
three blocks away from headquarters.


With trembling
hands, Tamika called the late-night-shift supervisor. After making
him confirm the cab was safely in his possession, she asked him to
pass along to her boss that she was in trouble and needed time to
sort things out. 



The late-night
manager rolled his eyes. What was there to tell? Everyone in New York
City knew she was a wanted woman! 



Tamika replaced the
phone knowing her days of taxicab driving were over. 



After going back and
forth inside her head for the longest time, she slid behind the wheel
of her late mother’s Oldsmobile Cutlass Supreme and drove back
to her apartment complex. She parked the car two blocks away and
walked ever so cautiously toward her apartment, still wearing the
same Tina Turner disguise. 



Tamika saw a lone
squad car parked across the street. She was certain a second squad
car was parked out back. A few feet from the front door, she pulled
her broken cell phone from her pocket—a phone she’d since
ditched so authorities wouldn’t track her down with it—and
spoke to the night air again. 



She once again felt
the weight of their collective stares burning holes in her body. Yet,
for whatever reason, the two men remained inside the squad car.
Perhaps they thought she was a demented psychopath and left her
alone. 



Tamika didn’t
care what they thought about her. All that mattered was that the
disguise had worked again. 



She hurried inside
the building and took the elevator a few flights up before getting
off and walking a few flights on foot, only to ride the elevator
again. By the time she reached the twenty-ninth floor, she was soaked
with sweat. Peeking down the corridor and seeing the coast was clear,
she removed her high heels and dashed to her apartment as quickly as
she could, key in hand. 



In the darkness,
Tamika found the backpack that belonged to her youngest son, Dante,
and filled it with things she would need; cat food, a few toys for
Cocoa, her wedding ring so she could pawn it, and a jar full of
change amounting to nearly $77. 



Lastly, she gathered
a trembling Cocoa into her arms. 



Locking the door
behind her, Tamika had a strong premonition that she would never
enter or leave that place again. 



Praying for God’s
protection, the now-homeless woman ran to the emergency exit door and
went through the same motion, this time descending twenty-nine
stories, taking the elevator a few flights then walking a few, until
she reached the first floor. 



Tamika stuffed Cocoa
inside her coat and left the building, opting not to use her phone
that time. Twice was enough. 



Miraculously, it
worked again. For the first time ever, even despite her mounting
troubles, she could feel God directing her path. She was greatly
comforted by it. 



“Welcome to
your new home,” Tamika had said, to the only family member she
had left in this forsaken world upon reaching her late mother’s
Oldsmobile. 



Before leaving
Manhattan, she made a quick stop at a nearby ATM machine and drained
what little money she had left in her bank account. 



That was three long
weeks ago...


Tamika and Cocoa had
been homeless and running scared ever since. At least Tamika was
scared. “What I wouldn’t do to be sitting on my throw
pillow in the kitchen sipping hot tea and reading a good book,”
she said, to her pet feline, giving her a handful of dry cat food to
nibble on. “Those days are over...” 



Every few minutes,
Tamika checked her rear view and two side mirrors to make sure no one
was sneaking up on her, especially someone with a badge and gun. 



Seeing her
reflection in the rear-view mirror, she nearly lost it. Still visible
in her hair were faint patches of orange from when she dyed it last
spring. The tightly coiled orange-black mess atop her head looked
nasty. Not only that, her once silky-smooth dark skin looked ghastly,
her once beautiful almond-shaped brown eyes looked dead, and the
injuries on her legs from the dog bites were starting to form pus.


Tamika not only felt
dirty, she looked and smelled dirty. Her last shower was five days
ago at an interstate truck stop. 



“It’s a
wonder you haven’t passed out by now, Cocoa.” Tamika
frowned. “Least in jail I can shower every day and put clean
bandages on my legs!” She looked skyward, “Do You still
love on the run homeless people, Father? I certainly don’t feel
like one of Your children right now...” 



She blinked the
thought away. If she ever got caught, with so much widespread press
coverage, proving her innocence would be no easy task. The old
“I-did-it-purely-for-spiritual-reasons” excuse would only
make her look even more crazy. 



And who would
possibly defend her? Who would want to? She couldn’t afford a
lawyer. And she certainly didn’t have bail money. The few
hundred dollars she had left to her name had to last. 



If caught, Tamika
feared they’d throw her in jail for who knew how long, or
perhaps commit her to a mental hospital for serious psychological
evaluation. Either way, she would lose her freedom—possibly for
a long time. 



Scooping Cocoa into
her arms, she said, “Who would take care of you then?”


Thanks to Brian
Mulrooney and Charles Calloway, Tamika knew any sentence of seven
years or longer was basically a death sentence. Nothing could stop
what was headed their way. 



Devastation so
severe was coming that incarcerated prisoners would whimper in their
cells like scared puppy dogs, powerless from seeking safe refuge. 



Tamika felt sorry
for anyone presently behind bars. The last thing she wanted was to
end up among them. Though unpleasant, living in a car was infinitely
better than languishing in a jail cell. 



No, Tamika wasn’t
going to jail. Not if she could help it. 



Tamika was desperate
to contact Brian and Charles. Given the situation, she was certain
they would help her no questions asked. 



But how could she
call them with no cell phone? Even worse, she forgot to write their
numbers on a piece of paper or commit them to memory before ditching
her cell phone. So even a payphone was useless to her now. And since
she never took to social media, she had no idea how to contact either
of them online. 



Tamika Moseley felt
all alone in the world. Until she found a way to make contact with
Brian and Charles, it would remain just her and Cocoa against the
world. 



Tamika couldn’t
speak for Cocoa, but she didn’t like their odds.
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TWO WEEKS BEFORE THE
PEACE TREATY SIGNING 







THE
ELEVATOR CAME TO an abrupt stop. Clayton Holmes and Travis
Hartings stepped off the elevator car. Both were blindfolded. 



The
two men had no idea they’d been dropped inside a mountain of
all places, a very secure mountain. Nor did they know about the
hundreds of other locations like this scattered all across the United
States.


Only
the select few knew they existed, including many in Congress. But
even they were under the impression that this particular location was
one of the lost, forgotten properties of the cold war era, paid for
by U.S. tax-payers way back when.


For
all they knew this sub-terrain location, along with many others like
it, were demolished long ago, making it the perfect place for a
clandestine meeting. Especially since it had secretly been revamped
with all the latest high-tech, non-traceable, devices known to man


This particular
location was built 300 feet beneath the Earth’s surface, 50
miles west of Washington D.C., in an uninhabited part of the foothill
mountains of northern Virginia. In all, the three-story shelter took
up 10,000 square feet of subterranean space


But
Clayton Holmes and Travis Hartings knew none of this. Nor did they
know whose presence they would soon be in. All they knew was both
were summoned to Washington D.C. and told not to be followed by
anyone. No exceptions or excuses.


After
being searched by two military personnel and checked for weapons,
their mobile devices were temporarily confiscated. Both men were
blindfolded then placed in the back of a black Chevy suburban with
government tags, then driven to this location.


Even
visually impaired, they never sensed they were in any sort of danger.
Once their blindfolds were removed, a man dressed in Marine fatigues
led them to a conference room large enough for 30 people. They were
told to be seated


Their
shock knew no bounds when President Jefferson Danforth suddenly
appeared from another door built into the wall. Both men rose to
their feet and extended their hands.


“Relax,
gentlemen,” the President said. “Take a seat. This is an
informal meeting. I only have a few minutes to spare so let me be
brief. The only reason I’m meeting with you in person is that I
keep seeing the two of you in my dreams. Care to tell me why?”


Holmes
and Hartings glanced at each other and exchanged looks of disbelief.


“Well...,”
Travis Hartings said, sheepishly.


Placing
drone and satellite reconnaissance photos in front of the ETSM
co-founders—taken
by FBI and CIA agents—President Danforth came straight to the
point: “Could it have anything to do with the meeting you
recently had?”


Holmes
and Hartings stiffened in their seats. They couldn’t fathom how
they’d possibly been spied on. Their eyes widened. Clayton
Holmes said, “You know about our meeting?


“Yes,
gentlemen, you were being staked out from start to finish. Two
hundred and fifty locations, right?”


Without
saying a word, the two co-founders nodded yes in defeat.


“American
intelligence agencies are far more advanced than you can imagine.
Your little operation, gentlemen, while lofty, posed little challenge
to us. As far as we can tell, no one else was spying on you. We don’t
think anyone else had the resources to. You were lucky. But that will
soon change.


Clayton Holmes and
Travis Hartings felt like two kids who’d just been caught
red-handed by their parents for doing something mischievous. Only in
this case it was the U.S. Government.


President Danforth
went on, “If you are to survive in the future, you’ll
need to be better prepared and equipped. Can you imagine the kind of
technology Romanero will soon have at his disposal? It’s just a
matter of time before he has the ability to potentially breach even
our nation’s military-strength security systems.”


“Are we to
assume you’re no fan of Salvador Romanero?” Travis
Hartings asked


“Why do you
think I want to help you?”


“We’re
grateful, Mister President, we really are, but...


“But what?


“With so much
at stake, we’re extremely careful with whom we share our plans.


The glare on
President Danforth’s face screamed, Are
you kidding me? “Apparently
not careful enough, gentlemen. Without my help, it’s just a
matter of time before Romanero squashes you. If you try pulling off
something like this in the future, his forces will be all over you
before you even know what hit you.”


“We’re
mindful of that, Mister President.” Travis Hartings said.


The President looked
at his watch. “The choice is yours, gentlemen. Sorry to cut
this short, bu


I have a very busy
schedule.” Steadying his gaze on the two men, he said, “If
I were you, I wouldn’t want to go it alone. It’s about to
get ugly.”


“We know that,
Sir, and we appreciate your offer to help us. More than you know!”
Travis Hartings said. “But first we need to pray about it.”


“Pray? Are you
serious?”


“Yes, Sir.”


“You must
really buy into everything you preach on.”


“With
everything that is in us, Sir.”


President Danforth
paused a moment: “What if you’re wrong? I mean, how can
you know for sure there’s
a God listening on the other end of your prayers?”


Hartings
said, “Oh, He’s there alright. And since He’s in
complete control of all things, it’s only reasonable that we
take all things to Him in prayer.” 



“I
see.” That’s
deep, President
Danforth thought. 



Knowing the meeting
was about to end, Clayton Holmes leaned forward in his chair. Sensing
the President was soul searching, he couldn’t resist. “Mister
President, can I ask?”


President
Danforth nodded yes. 



“You seem well
informed of what’s headed our way, Sir, but when you say it’s
about to get ugly, from what source do you draw such knowledge?”




“My approval
numbers may be dropping, but I still have access to all the trappings
my position affords, including the best technologies on the planet.”




“I was hoping
you’d say you got it from the Bible.”


“Look, I know
you believe we’re presently situated in between chapters four
and five of the Book of Revelation, right?”


“That’s
right, Mister President. It would be good for you to believe it, too,
because it’s one-hundred percent accurate. So, the real
question is do you have eternal assurance through Christ Jesus?”


President
Danforth gave Clayton Holmes a sideways look. 



“In other
words,” Travis Hartings interjected, “if your life came
to an end today, where will you spend your eternity?”


The
President rubbed his chin with his right hand, “I knew what he
meant.”


Holmes
leaned back in his chair, “Mister President, the Lord Jesus
Christ is, and always has been, the Lord of all creation. Blessed are
those who understand this and call Him ‘Lord and Savior’
this side of eternity.”


Travis
Hartings chimed in, “Pardon me for saying this, Sir, but
without exception, everyone, including you, will call Jesus, ‘King
of kings and Lord of lords’ on the other side. But only those
who believe it on this side have eternal assurance through Him.”




President
Danforth gulped hard. “I’ve given this a lot of thought
lately. Still not sure what to believe. All I know is my days at the
White House are numbered. I can feel it with every fiber of my
being.”


“I
can only imagine how you feel, Mister President, but you must know
you’re fighting a losing battle. Not even the strongest
military in the world can stop what’s coming. After all, it’s
written. I don’t know what will become of your Presidency, Sir,
but despite how long you remain in office, nothing can prevent you
from standing before God someday. Then comes the real judgment, the
eternal judgment.” 



“I
admire your bravery, gentlemen, foolish as it is.”


“No
disrespect, Mister President,” Clayton Holmes said, “but
even more foolish would be to leave this planet without first
trusting in Jesus as Lord and Savior. Come Judgment Day, if God sees
Jesus standing in your place, He’ll welcome you Home as one of
His children. But if he sees you
standing
before Him without Jesus, you’ll be...” Holmes paused. 



“Yeah?”
President Danforth asked. 



Holmes’
eyes expressed a growing concern. “Doomed, Sir, eternally
doomed. No one is excused from this, not even kings and presidents.”


At
first the President’s green eyes narrowed and turned
steely-gray, as he pondered what Holmes had just said. It hit him
hard. The seven words he kept hearing in his dream came to mind, this
is your last shot at redemption!




President
Danforth raised his right hand as if to say something in defense,
then backpedaled. “Yeah. I heard your call to salvation on your
website. I also read the verses about the redeemed souls being too
many to count...” 



“You’re
looking at two of them. Perhaps you should take them more seriously,
Mister President, because only we redeemed Tribulation Saints will be
spared the fullness of God’s eternal wrath.” 



President
Danforth gulped hard. “Perhaps we can continue this another
time.” This
is your last shot at redemption! This is your last shot at
redemption! The
President tried blinking away the dreadful thought, but he couldn’t.
This
is your last shot at redemption! 



“Nothing
would please us more, Mister President,” Travis Hartings said.
“Until that day comes, just know we’re praying that God
will open your eyes and ears to the Gospel of Jesus Christ. We’ll
also be praying for the First Lady.”


“I’m
sure I don’t need to tell you this meeting needs to remain
confidential. It other words, it never happened.” 



“We
understand, Sir, and wholeheartedly agree with you,” Travis
Hartings said. “Like you said, it never happened.”


“Very
good. In the meantime, let’s set up a meeting between your top
minds and mine regarding your future security. For starters, let’s
see if we can better equip you with military-strength encryption
technology.”


Clayton
glanced over at Travis. “It would help, right?” 



Hartings
shrugged his shoulders and nodded yes. 



“Okay
then, consider it done,” President Danforth said. “Expect
someone to contact you in the coming weeks regarding this matter.”


“Thank
you, Mister President,” Travis Hartings said, extending his
right hand.


When
President Danforth shook Clayton Holmes’ hand, he knew his
guest still had something of importance to say. It was written all
over his face. “What is it, Clayton?”


“Just
this, if you have Jesus, Sir, you have all you need. But if you don’t
have Jesus, even with the many trappings you have as President, you
have nothing.”


The
President was taken aback by Holmes’ words. Yet, for whatever
reason, he was also comforted by them. “I’ll take that
under advisement, gentlemen. Safe travels back to wherever it is
you’re going.”


At
that, America’s highest civil servant—at least for the
time being—left through the same door from which he entered,
and the two ETSM
leaders
were blindfolded and led to the elevator, then escorted back to
Washington D.C.


Holmes
and Hartings both had a sinking feeling that President Danforth knew
exactly where they were going, and would always know their
whereabouts from this point forward...


They
also sensed God was changing his heart and he was slowly but surely
surrendering to the pull of the Holy Spirit…
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PASSOVER WEEK






WHAT
HAD BEEN DUBBED the most unstable part of the world since the
late-1940s—the Middle East—was finally about to realize
peace in her streets this Passover holiday. 



After so many failed
attempts to bring lasting peace to the Middle East, it was finally
within reach. All across Israel—from Jerusalem to Tel Aviv to
Haifa—Jews and Palestinians openly embraced in the streets,
even exchanging gifts with one another. 



To see teenage Jews
and Muslims playing together in the streets of Jerusalem, without
parental supervision or protesting—as if they’d been
friends for life—was a beautiful thing to witness. While this
was common in some circles even before the Rapture, to see it so
widespread was quite remarkable; miraculous even.


This was only one of
the many miracles Salvador Romanero, a man no one knew anything about
just a few short months before, had orchestrated since rising to
power. 



Thirty miles
northwest of Jerusalem, at Ben Gurion International Airport, in Tel
Aviv, commercial planes and private jets—owned by some of
Planet Earth’s most famous and influential people—landed
one after another. 



To help with the
onslaught of celebrities, dignitaries and business moguls, limousine
drivers were brought in from Jordan, Lebanon, Syria and
Egypt—Israel’s staunch enemies for many decades—to
help transport the world’s elite to the poshest hotels, homes
and high rise condominiums in Jerusalem. 



Dubbed the “hottest
ticket in the history of Israel”, Jerusalem was the place to
be. Celebration festivities had been ongoing. They would continue
throughout the week, as the Holy Land welcomed the world’s
elite to celebrate peace with them and pay homage to the man
responsible for it all, their beloved Salvador Romanero. 



In all, more than
50,000 of the world’s most well-known people were invited.
Salvador Romanero promised it would be the event of a lifetime. 



Not even the Oscar’s
in Hollywood or the Cannes Film Festival in France could
compete with it. Tinsel Town’s finest applauded
everything the Miracle Maker stood for and would document this
life-altering moment for future generations to enjoy.


This time last year
people were being killed in record numbers all throughout the Middle
East. But thanks to Salvador Romanero, bombs were being dismantled,
guns were holstered and even destroyed, as the promise of peace lay
thick in the air. 



The media had
Jerusalem wired from all angles. Press members on Salvador Romanero’s
A-List were given the choicest locations from which to broadcast.
They interviewed the world’s elite as they moseyed along the
streets of the Holy Land, visiting the sites and frequenting
restaurants, pubs and shops. 



Those interviewed
had a certain sparkle in their eyes and luminous glow on their faces.
Many wore shirts and hats with white doves embroidered on them and
were giddy with laughter. And why not? With the dawn of a new utopia
finally upon them, wasn’t this the way one should act? 



With Salvador
Romanero at the helm of the ship, most were confident things would
keep sailing in the right direction. Something far greater lay on the
horizon. Humanity was headed to a much higher echelon, beginning with
today’s historical peace treaty signing. 



Life would never
revert back to how it had once been. There was great cause for
optimism. 



Or so they
thought...


Those not fortunate
to be in Israel—the vast majority—were glued to their
televisions, computers, and mobile devices watching everything as it
unfolded. They felt lucky to have the chance to live vicariously
through their favorite business moguls, celebrities and world-class
athletes in the comfort of their homes, without spending money they
didn’t have anyway. 



By stretching
society’s boundaries the way Romanero had, restrictions found
in parties prior to last November were nowhere to be found in Israel.
The world got to watch their heroes and heroines drinking heavily,
popping pills, snorting cocaine, poking needles full of drugs into
their veins, and freely engaging in sex with one another. 



When interviewed,
partially dressed celebrities told the viewing public that what they
were experiencing in Israel was but a tiny glimpse into a promising
and exciting future for everyone. 



“The days of
inhibition are forever gone!” declared an intoxicated
world-famous super model on live television, wearing only a towel.
“It’s time to stop talking about loving our neighbors and
just do it—spiritually, emotionally and physically! I love you
all so very much!” She removed her towel and exposed herself
for all to see, then rejoined the orgy inside her hotel room.


Most were clearly in
favor of this new “without limits” lifestyle.


There had yet to be
a Salvador Romanero sighting anywhere in Jerusalem. True to his word,
the Miracle
Maker remained
secluded all week, despite the many parties being given in his honor.




He was too busy
dotting I’s
and crossing T’s
in his historical
speech to participate in the festivities. Not only that, had he gone
to any of them, chances were good he might be touched by someone at
some point. 



Noticeably different
from three months ago, when Romanero announced the signing of the
peace treaty with Israel, was that many of the protesters lining the
streets hurling insults at him were nowhere to be found. And for good
reason. 



Those who were
identified by facial recognition technology were located and
incarcerated. Some were even slain. 



But they weren’t
the only ones. Everyone interviewed on TV and online the past few
weeks, who’d spoken out against Salvador Romanero for any
reason—thousands in all—had already been killed. This was
only the beginning. 



The Salvador
Romanero “dissident” killing machine was about to go into
full swing...


Dissident number one
was the Crown Prince of Spain. Now that the King had formally
abdicated and
passed the crown on to his son, Javier, Romanero
was merely waiting
for the perfect time to publicly execute him. He wanted to send a
very strong message. 



But with peace heavy
in the air, now wasn’t the time. 



Romanero felt it
would happen soon...
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BRIAN
MULROONEY AND JACQUELYN Swindell were studying the Book of
Daniel, verse-by-verse, when Brian’s cell phone rang. 



Brian vaguely
recognized the number. “Hello?


“Hi, Brian.
It’s Tom Dunleavey.


Tom?
His ears perked up.
“Hi. How are you?


“A whole lot
better than last time we saw each other.


“I can’t
tell you how happy I am to hear that. Wasn’t sure I’d
ever hear from you again.”


“That’s
what I thought, too, when we parted company.”


Mulrooney sighed,
“Sorry for some of the things I said that may have rubbed you
the wrong way.


“Once you hear
what I have to say, you’ll see there’s no need to
apologize to me.”


Brian leaned up on
the couch and muted the TV. It was always on in case news broke in
Jerusalem. He then put the speaker on so Jacquelyn could listen,
“Tell me then. I’m all ears.”


There was a pause.
“One thing I never told you was that I also had a dream. That’s
why I came to your apartment in the first place. You can imagine my
surprise when you told me about your dream, especially since it was
similar to mine. To say I was shocked would be putting it mildly.”




“Joel two,
twenty-eight and nine, right?” Jacquelyn whispered softly.


Brian nodded yes. 



“My reason for
not telling you was twofold: first I admit I was embarrassed, being a
Catholic priest and all.” Tom Dunleavey grimaced. “Second,
my dream didn’t end like yours. Instead of seeing Jesus
standing in a serene harvest field like you did, I saw myself
standing before an angry God feeling totally condemned. It was the
most terrifying sensation of my life. I still shiver when I think of
it.


“Who was I to
think I could somehow absolve anyone’s sins, or think man-made
images could represent a likeness of the Most High God? I was foolish
to think such things. By praying to man-made statues and other
images, which I admit I did, my thoughts about God came more from a
human perspective than anything else. How could I possibly compare
God to anything man-made? Talk about the ultimate contradiction!”




“Well put,”
Brian agreed.


“We’re
supposed to become more like God, not the other way around. His ways
are so much higher than our ways.” There was sniffling. “Now
that I’ve been freed from the bondage of religion, nothing will
take place of the Word of God ever again.” 



“Are you
saying what I think you are?”


“Yes, Brian,
I’ve been forgiven all my sins through Christ Jesus,” Tom
Dunleavey said, his voice cracking, “and no longer stand
condemned before my Maker.”


“Hallelujah!”
Brian shouted. “I can’t help but marvel at the
awesomeness of God!” ]


“From the
bottom of my heart, thanks for being obedient to God and for being so
hard on me the day we met. It was exactly what I needed. And I’m
convinced God used you to expose me as a false convert breeding other
false converts.”


“You’re
welcome, Father Dun...I mean, sir.”


“Please, call
me Tom. Or better yet, brother Tom.”


“Okay, brother
Tom it is.” You’re
amazing, Father!


“It wasn’t
easy for me to accept I was preaching a false gospel all my life. How
prideful I was! I’ve since abandoned all focal points in the
church that once stood between me and my Maker.” 



Tears rushed to
Brian Mulrooney’s eyes. “You have no idea how this makes
me feel.”


“Oh, but I do,
Brian. My recent conversion is already bearing fruit. Been sharing
the true Gospel of Jesus Christ with everyone, including during mass.
And in case you’re wondering, there hasn’t been any smoke
coming out of me.”


Brian burst into
laughter.


Tom Dunleavey grew
more serious, “It feels good standing on the Word of God and
preaching the whole Truth for a change. The difference it’s
making for many in my parish is nothing short of miraculous. Many
have since come to faith in Jesus Christ, including three priests and
two nuns.”


“Amen!”
Brian shouted. 



Jacquelyn whispered
the same thing under her breath. 



“Yes, and I
haven’t even told you everything. Ready for this?”


“Go on.”


“All new
born-again believers have confessed to having similar dreams. They
even saw demons fleeing statues like we did.”


Brian shook his head
in wonderment, “Simply amazing!” 



“We no longer
pray the rosary, say Hail Mary’s or pray to other saints. All
we want from this point forward is Jesus, just Jesus!” 



Brian Mulrooney’s
joy knew no bounds. “What an awesome testimony you have,
brother Tom!”


“Indeed. The
bad news is I’ve already been reprimanded by the Church on two
separate occasions. They warned that if I keep sharing messages that
aren’t part of the curriculum, so to speak, I’ll face
stiff discipline. With so many leaving the Church, the higher-ups
have become extremely paranoid.” 



“So, what will
you do?”


“Keep
preaching the Word, brother. If they punish me for speaking the
Truth, it’s between them and God. I love the people in my
parish and feel it’s my duty to share the true Gospel with
them, despite what my still-blinded superiors might think. So, in
that sense, you and I have the same Mission; to pull many Catholics
away from the religiosity of the church.”


“Amen to
that.” 



“Why don’t
you come this Sunday? It would be good to see you again.”


“I’d
love to, brother Tom. Would be nice to meet new brothers and sisters
in Christ.” 



“They already
know about our meeting and are just as eager to meet you.”


“I look
forward to it.”


“Me too,
Brian. Until then, may God bless and keep you.”


“Same to you,
brother Tom. Oh, and one more thing...”


“Yes?”


“Keep fighting
the Good fight. Pray for me as I pray for you. God is with us.”


“Thanks for
the encouraging words! Same to you, brother!”


At that, the call
ended. 



“Care to join
me on Sunday?”


“I’d
love to,” Jacquelyn said.


“Hope we can
tell him about the ETSM
someday. Wouldn’t
that be great?”


Jacquelyn smiled. It
quickly faded. This incident made her think of her late husband, Tom,
who was now in Hades waiting his eternal sentence. One Tom saved; the
other Tom eternally doomed. 



In a way, Jacquelyn
identified with Charles Calloway. She, too, would never exist on the
same plane as her late husband. But at least Charles would see his
family again. She had no hope of that with Tom.


Sensing her
thoughts, Brian wrapped his arm around Jacquelyn and pulled her close
to him. He remained silent as his girlfriend released every last tear
she had for her late husband. 



Though her heart now
beat strongly for Brian Mulrooney, this realization was a painful
thorn in her side. Only it was felt in the heart. 



Finished weeping,
Jacquelyn looked deep into Brian’s eyes. “Thanks for
always being there for me.”


“You’re
welcome, Jacquelyn. Now, where were we? Chapter eight, I think...”




Jacquelyn nodded yes
and smiled wearily. 
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11:19 A.M. - THE DAY
OF THE SIGNING






WITH
LESS THAN AN hour to go before the historical peace treaty
signing, throngs of people of all nations and tongues crammed the
streets of the Holy Land, hoping to get as close to the action as
they possibly could. 



While many had
partied into the wee hours of the morning at various star-studded
galas citywide, those closest to the Western Wall vicinity had been
camped out there for many days. 



To help pass the
time, they sang songs together, took selfies, chatted online, and
meditated corporately for world peace. 



To ensure there
wouldn’t be a bad viewing space anywhere in Jerusalem, large
forty-by-eighty foot projection screens were hoisted twenty feet in
the air all throughout the city.


Absolutely no
expense was spared. 



Earlier in the week,
Romanero tweeted to his three-billion Twitter followers saying, It’s
Passover week for everyone, regardless of geography, creed or
religion!


“This is
blasphemy!” his incensed Jewish opposers cried to high Heaven.
“Passover is for we Israelis only; no one else!” 



These people refused
to participate in the mass hysteria engulfing their beloved Israel.
They would remain at home and observe Passover with friends and loved
ones in private. 



They didn’t
know it yet, but the Most High Yahweh God was steadily chiseling away
at their hearts, preparing His Remnant for what Jeremiah recorded
nearly 3,000 years ago, in chapter 30, verse 7, “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”.


Planet Earth was but
a breath away from entering a time of unparalleled distress, yet
God’s Remnant would be saved out of it. Their spiritual eyes
and ears were being opened like never before. 



But to those with
Jewish blood coursing through their veins, whose hearts remained
hardened to the ways of God, all they could think about was the here
and now. And right now, they wanted peace for their country, not
organized religion. 



Expecting things to
get a little better each day, like all other followers of Salvador
Romanero, they would soon be in for the shock of their warped lives. 



If they thought the
past few months were traumatic, they hadn’t seen anything yet.
Then again, not even new Christ followers were prepared for what was
about to happen.


Opposition forces
had already sounded the battle call…







SALVADOR ROMANERO WAS ESCORTED
from his top-floor
palatial suite at the Dan Tel Aviv Hotel. A
lone cameraman was
permitted in the hallway to capture Romanero’s departure on
live television. 



Dressed in a
brilliant white suit, Romanero looked like the most beautiful person
in the universe. Every strand of hair was in place. His radiant skin
made him look like an angel of light. 



With his right hand,
he flashed his now-famous customary peace sign, quickly forming a
circle with his right hand, signifying world peace for all. 



The large crowd in
Israel watching on jumbotron screens erupted. What made this so
ironic was—aside from the Pope, Romanero’s parents and
his personal entourage—no one knew the Miracle
Maker had
even left Jerusalem for the coastal city. Everyone thought he was at
the King David Hotel, including most of his security team and all
employees working there. 



Thinking they were
protecting their most cherished guest from the outside world, the
King David Hotel went into full lock down mode at 9 a.m., meaning no
one was allowed in or out—period! 



This kind of
security had never been offered to any other world leader before. But
then again, they weren’t Salvador Romanero! 



Hotel guests were
free to remain in their rooms if they wanted to watch the peace
treaty signing on TV, but they weren’t permitted to loiter in
the lobby until after the Man
of Peace was
safely back inside his suite on the top floor, whenever that might
be.


But no one seemed to
mind. Just staying under the same roof as Salvador Romanero was well
worth the minor inconvenience. As it was, many hotel guests boasted
of feeling this overwhelming energy in the hotel that couldn’t
be explained to those not staying there. 



All they could say
was that it wrapped itself around them soothing and energizing them
simultaneously. Most likened it to having a prolonged religious
experience. 



Romanero was taken
to a nearby helipad where a chopper was waiting to shuttle him from
Tel Aviv to the Mount of Olives. His parents followed closely behind,
careful not to touch their son. 



A mysterious-looking
man walked a few steps behind them, dressed from head to toe in what
could only be described as futuristic religious garb. His face was
completely covered. 



For now, only
Salvador Romanero and his parents knew it was the Pope. 



At the crack of
dawn, as many in the region slept, Romanero was whisked out of his
palatial suite at the King David Hotel. He told his entourage he
wanted to escape the mass hysteria in Jerusalem. But that wasn’t
the real reason. 



Instead of being
driven from the King David Hotel to the Mount of Olives by limousine,
his desire was to descend from the sky, landing ever so gracefully on
the Mount of Olives with the eyes of the world on him, then mounting
a majestic white stallion. 



When the chopper
lifted off in Tel Aviv, everyone in the Holy Land rejoiced, along
with the billions watching online and on TV. 



Once the media got
wind that Romanero was in Tel Aviv, they scrambled to make sure their
cameras were trained on his chopper as it made its way toward the
Holy Land. 



The world’s
super elite, including notable Israelis, Palestinians, Jordanians,
Syrians, Egyptians and Lebanese, all rushed to claim their reserved
seats. 



It was show time...
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CLAYTON
HOLMES AND TRAVIS Hartings
were at the cabin in Tennessee, making final preparations, before
going to Atlanta in the morning to hopefully purchase seven
properties for their rapidly expanding Christian organization. 



Twelve other ETSM
members, including Charles Calloway, would join the two founders in
Atlanta and meet with a real estate broker, who just happened to be
an ETSM member himself. 



From there, they’d
go out to inspect the seven properties—two ETSM members
per location—and pray over them, seeking God’s wisdom in
the matter. Not that there would be much to inspect. All seven were
decrepit old properties built on several acres of land, scattered
throughout eastern Alabama, northwest Georgia, southwestern South
Carolina and southeast Tennessee. 



All were within a
hundred miles of Atlanta, Georgia. Once purchased, they would be
demolished, then reconstructed to fit the blueprints Travis Hartings
laid out at the formation of the End Times Salvation Movement.




So, in that light,
there wouldn’t be much to look at. But knowing just beneath the
Earth’s surface, each safe house would be fully mobilized with
the most advanced and secure technologies available to man—all
thanks to President Jefferson Danforth—they would pray for
God’s hedge and shield of protection over the seven properties.




For now, only
Clayton and Travis were mindful of President Danforth’s
involvement. As much as they took comfort in his willingness to help
protect them, since he wasn’t a Christ follower, if he remained
unconverted, it could mean grave danger to the ETSM;
especially after the Mark of the Beast was implemented. 



Holmes and Hartings
kept praying without ceasing that God would save the President and
First Lady out of this sin-stained world, so they wouldn’t end
up in hell for an eternity. 



Once the properties
were purchased, Holmes and Hartings were still undecided as to which
of the seven, if any, would become the official ETSM
Headquarters. Until God revealed it to them, they would remain at the
cabin in Tennessee until the seven properties were reconstructed. 



The two leaders
would then occupy all seven safe houses, residing at a location for a
week or two before secretly being carted off to the next safe house,
and almost never together. 



At least that was
the plan... 



Those residing at
safe houses in which Holmes or Hartings just happened to be visiting
would be strictly prohibited from sharing this crucial information
with other ETSM refugees. 



Aside from them,
only a limited number of ETSM
members would ever
know the exact whereabouts of their two leaders at any given time.
This would never become a topic of debate on any level. 



“Good morning,
Charles,” Clayton Holmes said, answering his cell phone.
“You’re up early.” 



It was 11:45 a.m.,
Jerusalem time. But on the east coast of the United States of
America, it was 4:45 in the morning. 



“Been awake
since three-thirty. Wouldn’t miss this for anything. I’ve
heard the term, ‘history’s
about to be made’ on numerous occasions, but nothing compares
to this.” 



“Yeah, but in
this case, we can be certain of the outcome even before it happens.
There’s no element of the unknown. Now, what happens after
the signing is
altogether different…” Holmes had no idea how wrong his
“no element of the unknown” comment would turn out to be.




“I heard
that!”


“Not to cut
you off, Charles, but it’s nearly show time. I wanna watch it
from start to finish. Let’s touch base after the treaty’s
been signed. If not, I’ll see you in Atlanta in the morning.”


“Lord willing,
I’ll be there bright and early.”


“I look
forward to seeing you again, brother.”


“Same here,
Clayton. Call if you need me.”


“Likewise.”


The call ended. 



“Hey, Travis,
it’s about to begin,” Holmes yelled to his partner.


“Be right
there.” Hartings sent an e-mail to Doctor Lee Kim reminding his
lead IT man to extend the crimson red shadow on the website homepage
from Revelation chapter 6:1 to 6:2, the moment the peace treaty was
signed. 



“Okay, boss,”
came Kim’s quick reply. 



Travis rose from his
cluttered desk and refilled his coffee cup, then joined Clayton in
the living room. 



Both had no clue as
to what was about to transpire in Israel...
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IT
DIDN’T TAKE LONG for the chopper transporting Salvador
Romanero to reach Jerusalem. The world watched expectantly as it
gently touched down on the Mount of Olives. 



Romanero was the
first to get out of the chopper. Thunderous applause ensued all
throughout Jerusalem. 



The Miracle Maker
wasted no time mounting a majestic white stallion and slowly
descended the Mount of Olives, for the 1.3-mile trek west to the
Wailing Wall. His white suit gleamed brilliantly under the bright
Middle Eastern sun.


Meanwhile, the Pope
was led to an armored limousine and escorted to the holy site.
Romanero’s parents rode in a separate limousine and were seated
in the front row next to the Pope. UN
Secretary-General Li Ping and NATO Secretary-General Jurgen Staat
joined them, along with the Prime Minister of Israel. 



It was then that the
first incoming planes raced above the Holy City at top speed. All
were painted a flat midnight black that looked more like primer than
paint. Not only that, all identifying registration features—including
tail codes and serial numbers—were scrubbed off each plane. 



Hmm, what’s
this,
Romanero thought, craning his neck back to see the aircraft racing
overhead. At first, he shrugged it off thinking perhaps it was some
sort of miscommunication. Then two more planes flew overhead. Then
four more. What
in the world? 



His entourage were
too focused on the massive crowds in front of them to look skyward.
But the thunderous sound of jet engines rocking the mid-day air shook
each of them to the core. 



Salvador Romanero
burned with anger. This
isn’t part of the plan! 








“THOSE AREN’T OUR
PLANES,”
said a UN radar technician to his NATO counterpart, monitoring the
screen before him. 



“Whose planes
are they then?” 



“Don’t
know, but I told you security was too lax,” came the reply. 



“It was
Romanero’s wish that it be this way. You know, for peace and
all.” 



Suddenly, two UN
planes patrolling the skies above Western Jordan, to the east of
Israel, fell off the radar screen. “Whoa! Did you see that?”


“See what?”


“Two of mine
just fell off radar,” said the UN radar technician, fearfully.
“Sound the alarm!”


“Were they
shot down?” 



The man didn’t
reply. He couldn’t. He was too petrified. Dozens of more planes
appeared on his radar screen, this time speeding in from the
Southwest. 



Meanwhile, the NATO
radar technician watched five of his own planes patrolling the skies
above Egypt vanish from his radar screen. Panic set in. In the blink
of an eye, hundreds of enemy warplanes appeared on radar—all
headed for the Holy Land! 



Not now,
thought the UN and NATO Military Air Traffic Controllers. How
could this be on the day of the peace treaty signing? They
both started hyperventilating. 



Thankfully, the
Israeli military acted more quickly than their UN and NATO
counterparts.


Dozens of Israeli
warplanes were already airborne. Dozens more were being prepped for
takeoff, armed to the teeth with various weaponry. 



Peace treaty or not,
Israeli pilots would protect their homeland at all costs. Even if it
meant losing their lives, it would be done...
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“TAKE
ROMANERO TO THE fallout
shelter at the Waldorf-Astoria
Hotel at once!”
barked an Israeli military commander. 



“Come again?”
Romanero’s chief security person replied, suddenly anxious.


“Do not bring
Romanero to the Western Wall! I repeat, do NOT bring him to the
Western Wall! Israel’s about to come under attack! Take him to
the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel immediately!” 



“Don’t
you mean the King David Hotel?”


“No! Have the
decoy car go to the King David. Let everyone think Romanero’s
there. But take him and the Pope to the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel fallout
shelter immediately.”


“Why the
Waldorf-Astoria?”


“Just do it!”
came the stern reply. 



It didn’t take
long for the command to reach the ears of the guards protecting
Salvador Romanero. 



Two men rushed the
Miracle
Maker and
pulled him off of the white horse he was riding on. Both men felt a
strong electricity ripping through them, as if they’d been
struck by lightning. 



“What are you
doing?!” Romanero hissed. “Why did you touch me?”
His temper went from zero to maximum in the blink of an eye. 



“I’m
sorry, your Eminence,” one man said, “but we’ve
been ordered to take you to the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel at once!”




“Take your
hands off of me! Now!” 



“I’m
sorry, your Eminence, but Israel’s fallen under attack! You
must seek shelter. We’re taking you to the Waldorf-Astoria
fallout shelter at once.” 



“Who gave that
order?” Romanero brushed himself off, as if the two men had
just contaminated him. His radiant skin suddenly looked ashen. “You
shouldn’t have touched me! Especially with the whole world
watching!”


“Sorry, your
Eminence, but we’re simply following orders. Now please get in
the limousine. We must hurry,” the man said. Fear twisted
through him. 



It wasn’t the
words Romanero spoke or the anger behind them that nearly caused both
men’s knees to buckle; it was the uneasy energy ripping through
them, plus what they saw in their leader’s eyes. Even among the
chaos, it was almost enough to stop their hearts from beating.


Hearing more planes
flying overhead, the Miracle
Maker glared
at the two men and grit his teeth. He was amazed at how tight his own
fists could clench. “Take me to the Waldorf-Astoria at once,”
Romanero grunted, knowing their days were numbered. 



They weren’t
the only ones...


“Yes, your
Eminence.”


Two terror-filled
minutes later, Romanero joined the Pope three stories beneath the
Waldorf-Astoria Hotel, in a state-of-the-art fallout shelter—under
heavy guard—where he would remain until the conflict was over. 



Meanwhile,
Romanero’s parents were whisked away to the King David Hotel.


Warning sirens
roared to life all throughout the Holy Land of Israel. 



Again...
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TRAVIS
HARTINGS WAS TAKING a sip of his coffee when the “breaking
news” bulletin flashed on the TV screen. ENEMY
AIRCRAFT RACING TOWARD ISRAEL! He spit the contents inside his
mouth all over himself. What in the world? 



His hands started
trembling. He placed his cup on the table in front of him to avoid
spilling more coffee on himself and shot a desperate glance at his
partner. “Why is this happening, Clayton?”


Holmes scratched his
head in astonishment. “Not sure. Far as I know, this was
supposed to happen after the signing of the peace treaty, not
beforehand.”


Their mobile devices
roared to life with countless phone calls and text messages from ETSM
members. Holmes and Hartings silenced their phones. Now wasn’t
the time to provide commentary. Once they had time to absorb it all
and process things, they would then share their findings with
everyone else. 



Clayton Holmes
adjusted the volume on the TV and listened carefully with the rest of
the world. His stomach churned. 



“I’ve
just been advised that the Holy Land’s about to be invaded!”
the TV reporter announced. Sirens started blaring all throughout the
city. The woman had to shout into her microphone in order to be
heard. She wasn’t the only one. 



Hundreds of
reporters on the scene kept breaking away from the camera’s
trained eye, to make sure they weren’t in harm’s way.
Looking skyward, there was this unmistakable fear in their eyes that
their viewers found most unsettling.


The peace that lay
thick in the air just a few short moments ago was quickly replaced
with unbridled chaos.


News choppers were
ordered to land at once, along with all other commercial and private
aircraft. Here
we go again,
was the silent outcry of the masses. 



Quick measures
needed to be enacted or all hope for peace in the Middle East could
be lost again. 



Within a matter of
minutes, they watched in stunned horror, as bombs started falling
from the sky, aimed at key strategic targets in Jerusalem, including
the Wailing Wall vicinity where the peace treaty was to be signed. 



Bone-crushing
explosions were felt all throughout the Holy City. Nearby buildings
that weren’t hit shook violently from the impact. Panic ensued.




The many lining the
streets, suddenly terror-stricken, dispersed in all directions
seeking shelter. Those who were camped out for days hoping to get as
close to the Western Wall as possible, now wished they were nowhere
near the Holy site.


It didn’t take
long before the many bomb shelters dotting the Holy land were full of
terrified souls. With no room to spare, most were left to hide in
basements, bathrooms and in closets. 



They hoped and
prayed that someone would say it was all just some crazy drill gone
haywire and that everything would soon be fine. That message of
assurance never came. 



Nearly every window
in every building in Jerusalem had people peering skyward, hoping
theirs wasn’t the next building to be leveled. They listened
and watched and waited in stark terror, with fear etched across their
faces. It was spine-tingling eerie. 



As missile-laden UN,
NATO and Israeli aircraft dominated the skies above Jerusalem, doing
all they could to form a perimeter above the city, citizens of Israel
felt like they had for far too many decades, fearful of possible
destruction. Again. 



This time with the
eyes of the world fully upon them. 



The bombing grew
even more fierce. Midnight black enemy planes zigzagged this way and
that dropping bombs on Jerusalem, with Psalm 83:4: “Come,”
they say, “let us destroy them as a nation, that the name of
Israel be remembered no more” painted on them. 



Black smoke billowed
up as far as the eye could see. Hundreds were killed with each new
explosion. 



“How could
this be?” they cried.


The billions of
netizens watching online were stunned into utter silence. 



Peacekeeping forces
among the crowd were powerless from safeguarding anyone on the
ground. Frightened for their lives, many fled the posts they were
sworn to protect to seek shelter with everyone else. Some made it.
Others didn’t. 



The first plane shot
down over the Holy Land was a UN fighter jet. It was fired upon by an
enemy aircraft, approaching from Lebanon in the north, headed due
south toward Israel. 



The UN pilot
unsuccessfully fired off a round before the air-to-air missile fired
at him made a direct hit. His plane exploded on impact, sending what
was left of it and himself to the ground, killing many in its wake. 



Minutes passed like
hours, as horrified onlookers hid beneath cars, buses, trucks and
even trees. Even in harm’s way, some were too afraid to take a
single step for fear of sudden destruction. 



Most of them were
killed. 



Travis Hartings was
desperate to ask his best friend a million questions as to why it was
happening, but seeing the perplexed expression on Clayton’s
face, he remained silent. 



Both men knew this
day was fast approaching. They’d been warning the millions of
visitors to their website to be prepared for this inescapable time
for many months now. 



But neither expected
anything like this to transpire just moments before
the peace treaty
signing! It didn’t seem to fit God’s prophetic timetable.
Had it happened one minute after
the signing, it
would be so much easier to explain to everyone else.


Who was behind it
all? Clayton
Holmes opened his Bible to Ezekiel 38 and 39 and started reading but
couldn’t peel his eyes off of the TV screen long enough to
concentrate.


Travis Hartings
received a text message from Dr. Lee Kim: Shall
I extend the crimson red line?


He replied: No.
Definitely not!







“ARE YOU WATCHING BRO?”
Brian Mulrooney yelled into the phone, in a growing panic. Jacquelyn
Swindell was seated on the couch next to him. 



“Yes, I am,”
said Charles Calloway. “I keep trying to reach Clayton and
Travis, but I can’t get a hold of either of them.” 



“Their phones
must be ringing off the hook by now. Thought this wasn’t
supposed to happen until after the signing?”


“You and me
both, bro. I’m sure they’ll explain it to us once the
dust settles. I’m supposed to meet them tomorrow in Atlanta.
Hopefully they’ll know something by then.”


“Not to change
the subject, Charles, but have you heard anything from Tamika?”


“I keep
calling her, but it goes straight to voice mail each time.”


“Same here.
I’m concerned for her. It’s been several days. She never
goes more than a day or two without getting back to me. Think she’s
okay?”


“Don’t
know, bro,” Calloway said. “But if something terrible
happened to her, at least we know it is well with her soul.”


“Amen to that.
Still, I need to know either way.”


“What about
your friend, the one Tamika always sees?”


“Craig Rubin?”


“Yeah.”


“Haven’t
heard from him since I gave him the Bible from Justin. It’s
like he wants nothing to do with me now.”


“We
both know why. Call him. This is an emergency. Perhaps he’ll
know how to contact her.”


“Okay.”


“Let me know
if you hear anything.”


“I will, bro.
You too.”


“You got it.
And keep praying for Israel.”


“Absolutely.”
Brian’s phone vibrated. “Gotta go. My mother’s
calling me.”


“Talk to you
later, bro!” 



Brian clicked over.
“What’s going on over in Israel, Brian?”


“Don’t
know, Ma. Far as I know, this sort of thing wasn’t supposed to
happen until after the peace treaty signing. But I trust that God
knows and there’s a definite reason for it.”


“Can you pray
for me, son?”


“I always do,
Ma. What kind of prayer do you need?” 



“For God’s
protection. Can you do that for me?” 



“Of course!”
Sensing God was using this tragic situation to wake up his mother
spiritually, Brian’s joy knew no bounds. Open
her eyes, Father, as only You can... 








PRESIDENT JEFFERSON
DANFORTH WAS among the many whose phone calls and text messages were
ignored by Clayton Holmes and Travis Hartings. 



Deeply confused by
what was happening in Israel, he needed the kind of clarification his
security team couldn’t provide. Feeling that Holmes and
Hartings could point him in the right direction, instead of leaving a
voice message, President Danforth arranged to have the two ETSM
founders secretly
brought to him again. 



Until then, come
morning, for the first time since becoming President of the United
States, Jefferson Danforth would read his thick
briefing intelligence books with
an open Bible next to them. 
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THE FOLLOWING DAY






THE SKIES ABOVE
JERUSALEM were free of aircraft—enemy and friendly alike. 



On
the week that was intended to usher in peace to a perennially ravaged
land, more blood was shed, and more dead bodies were removed from the
streets of Jerusalem than during any other time in Israel’s
turbulent history. 



Much of the city was
in shambles. Buildings still smoldered. While most peace-seekers were
fortunate to find safe refuge in the nick of time, thousands died
trying to escape the chaos, including many of the world’s
elite. 



Some were killed
when the buildings in which they sought shelter were struck by
falling bombs. Others were killed by falling debris or by stray
gunfire. The damage was severe. 



Search and rescue
forces combed through debris looking for trapped humans, as cadaver
dogs sniffed around for human remains.


It was a short war
to be sure; roughly six hours. But seeing the widespread carnage, one
might think it lasted six-weeks. 



The most notable
building destroyed was the Dome of the Rock. The Muslim shrine that
was constructed in Jerusalem when the Muslims first came to the Holy
Land in the 7th century now lay in ruins. Muslims the world over
mourned bitterly. 








WITH CAMERAS TURNED ON,
Salvador Romanero approached the microphone-laden lectern set up at
the Western Wall. Going against the strong advice of his security
team, the Miracle
Maker flat-out
refused to address the world from an underground bunker. It would
make him look scared and weak. 



On Romanero’s
right was the Pope, stripped of the futuristic garb he wore the day
before. On his left was the Prime Minister of Israel. All three men
looked outraged. 



The look of peace
and tranquility Romanero was known for while giving his countless
“unity and tolerance for all” speeches was replaced with
a murderous vengeance. He was incensed!


Without greeting his
many loyal followers, Romanero glared into the camera and came
straight to the point, “To the cowards who did this, while your
surprise attack may have caught us off guard, it wasn’t enough
to bring us to our knees. Not only were your efforts thwarted, nearly
every one of your planes was destroyed. 



“Now you will
pay the price! You can rest assured knowing I will stop at nothing
until all persons and countries responsible for this attack are
punished severely! Did you really think you could get away with this
by simply painting your airplanes black and removing the registration
codes? 



“Now that you
have failed with your mission, make no mistake: your days are
numbered! You will be met with overwhelming strength and resolve,
much to your detriment! 



“All parties
responsible will be rooted out, including those of you who harbored
the enemy, by allowing them to enter into our restricted airspace
uninhibited! Every last one of you will be caught and dealt with
accordingly! 



“Aside from
the Dome of the Rock, all other buildings you destroyed in Jerusalem
can be rebuilt. But the thousands of lives lost at your hands are
irreplaceable.” 



Romanero lowered his
head and took a deep breath. “Two of them were my parents. They
were killed when one of your
bombs fell on the
King David Hotel, moments before they had a chance to make it to the
fallout shelter.”


The Miracle
Maker took
a moment to contain himself. “But the victims stretch far
beyond Israel. Your cowardly actions have touched every country on
the planet. More than two-hundred thousand innocent lives were
snuffed out by way of miscarriage. 



“The stress
you
caused so many
expectant mothers was just too much to bear, including many
teenagers. I hear your cries, ladies. I also hear the sobs of the
innocent unborn victims crying to me for vengeance.” 



Romanero’s
pro-life rhetoric had nothing to do with his championing that
particular cause. It was more sinister than that: You
killed my
children; my future worshipers! “I
already know who most of you are. As for the rest of you, I will not
rest until my tenfold vengeance visits each and every one of you!”




Romanero took a few
deep breaths to calm himself down. Clasping the hands of both the
Pope and Israel’s Prime Minister, he said, “Even amid
such tragedy, we will rise from these ashes and reconvene here at the
Wailing Wall three days from now for the signing of the peace treaty.
And mark my words: this will not
happen again! I look
forward to seeing you all in three days. Until then, may you all be
blessed in my name.” 



The three men
embraced for all the world to see. Now that Romanero had already been
desecrated by the two men who pulled him off the horse, he was free
to engage with others.


Muslims were
outraged. Was Romanero actually suggesting that the Dome of the Rock
would never be rebuilt? It sure sounded that way. How dare he! It
seemed he cared more for those yet unborn than he did for what had
proudly stood in Jerusalem for more than thirteen-hundred years. 



And this meant
Salvador Romanero didn’t care for Muslims or their holy sites.
This ultimate betrayal wouldn’t go unchallenged. 



Muslim leaders were
already planning on the best way to assassinate the so-called Miracle
Maker...







WHAT SALVADOR ROMANERO FAILED to
mention in his press conference, but knew from his morning intel
briefing, was that 90 percent of all enemy aircraft destroyed came at
the hands of Israeli forces; only 10 percent were taken out by UN and
NATO forces. 



Even more
remarkable, while more than 100 UN and NATO planes were shot down in
battle—mostly outside of Jerusalem—not a single Israeli
airplane was destroyed, let alone hit by return fire.


But the greatest
miracle to occur was, of the thousands of deaths caused by the
surprise attack, not a single Israeli citizen was found among the
casualties—military or civilian. 



Some lost their
homes and vehicles, but all walked away without a scratch on them. 



When word got out,
many Jews, their spiritual eyes now fully opened, took to the streets
of their besieged city praising Yahweh for the glorious Passover
miracle. 



One well-known rabbi
exclaimed, “Yahweh just proved to the world that Passover is
for us Jews only, by exposing Salvador Romanero as a false prophet!
The peace he promises is a false peace! Only Yahweh can protect us,
not this diabolical Gentile.”


And he was right.
The miracle the Most High Jehovah Jireh just performed was His way of
reminding His chosen people that He,
not Salvador Romanero, was the true Miracle
Maker.
Only He could save them. He once again proved His power by sparing
the Jews in their beloved homeland.


Even Israel’s
enemies had no choice but to confess it. One Middle Eastern pilot
fighting for the enemy—who successfully ejected himself from
the cockpit after his plane was shot down just outside of
Jerusalem—said during his interrogation aired on live
television, “It’s
as if their God changed the path of our rockets in mid-air with His
mighty finger. I’ve
never seen anything like it before.” 



When a reporter was
granted permission to ask if Israel’s
Iron Dome Tamir missiles—part
of Israel’s multi-layered defense umbrella—had anything
to do with their bombs
being redirected, the bruised and bloodied man in handcuffs shook his
head no. 



Said he, “Our
bombs weren’t
intercepted. Every one of them reached the ground. Only they never
hit the intended targets. Clearly,
the bomb that struck the Dome of the Rock wasn’t one of our
targets. It was meant for the Western Wall. I should know because I
was the one who fired the shot... 



“I’m
certain the coordinates were right, and the target was locked in. It
was a true miracle for the Jews. But for us Muslims, it’s total
devastation.” 



The
prisoner shook his head in bewilderment, “By attacking
Jerusalem, it’s like we attacked the heart of their God. I know
Muslims will vow revenge, but how can we, when our own missiles were
responsible for destroying our holiest site in Israel?” 



He
lowered his head and wept uncontrollably, not knowing how right he
was on all counts. The nation of Israel really had been
supernaturally protected by their powerful Almighty God. 



This was the Most
High God’s final shaking to arouse the people He chose
thousands of years ago to be His own. This miracle was but a final
warning, as God was about to finish what He started with the Jews
thousands of years ago, as recorded in Daniel, chapter nine.


They were about to
enter the seventieth week of judgment God had levied against them. As
the world trembled all around them, the Most High would use this
ordained time to rescue His Remnant, through a relationship with His
only begotten Son, Yeshua HaMashiach. 



Soon
many Jews would repent after realizing they crucified their Messiah,
thus fulfilling Zechariah 12:10: “And
I will pour out on the house of David and the inhabitants of
Jerusalem a spirit of grace and pleas for mercy, so that, when they
look on me, on him whom they have pierced, they shall mourn for him,
as one mourns for an only child, and weep bitterly over him, as one
weeps over a firstborn.”


But for most Jews,
even despite the many undeniable miracles, their hearts were too
hardened to connect the dots and view it from a spiritual lens. 



Totally blinded to
the Truth, instead of seeking the face of the only One who could save
them from utter destruction, they defiantly chose to still stand with
Salvador Romanero.




And
why not? They understood his anger. They felt his pain having just
lost his parents. They understood his desire to retaliate. They
applauded it. 



They
were behind the Miracle
Maker all
the way, even to their own detriment. 
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IN
HEAVEN, BEFORE THE Throne of God the scene was entirely
different. The redeemed souls of the ages were assembled together
dressed in white robes. They encircled God’s throne in utter
awe, worshiping their Maker in concert. The worldly clock and
calendar system which had so controlled them back on Planet Earth no
longer mattered. 



From
now on, every day would be a day of worship. Gathered with friends
and loved ones, everyone had new, glorified bodies that would never
hunger or thirst or hurt or ache or shed tears again. God had indeed
kept His promise to His faithful servants, by raising them up from
corruptible to incorruptible. 



They shone like the
brightest stars in the heavens.


To be in the
presence of the Lord Jesus Christ, to behold His glorious face and
peer into His holiness was beyond description, especially knowing
they would feel this way forever. 



There was no place
else they would rather be, especially now that the Judgment Seat of
Christ had just concluded. 



As was written to
all believers in 2 Corinthians 5:10, “For we must all appear
before the judgment seat of Christ, that each one may receive what is
due him for the things done while in the body, whether good or bad,”
the Redeemed had to give an account of all things done and not done
in the flesh after becoming believers.


At the point of
salvation, new believers in Christ were justified in the eyes of God
and were forgiven each sin they ever committed in life—past,
present and future—then presented to Christ as pure virgins. 



From that point
forward could be likened to an engagement period. In other words,
after receiving Christ as Lord and Savior, believers were expected to
do certain things for God’s Kingdom. 



Their faith in
Christ was the root of their salvation. 



Their works were
simply the proof of it.


Hence, they weren’t
saved by works, but unto them. Like Jesus’ half-brother, James,
boldly stated in the book bearing his name, “Faith without
works is dead.” 



At the Judgment Seat
of Christ, believers were thoroughly examined to see how faithful
they were to the Bridegroom [Jesus] during this time. But this was
also a time of celebration, as the Redeemed were rewarded for the
good they did and for the evil they refrained from after
believing in Christ. 



Five eternal crowns
were awarded to those deserving of them—the Crown of
Righteousness, the Incorruptible Crown, the Crown of Life, the Crown
of Rejoicing, and the Crown of Glory. 



These eternal
rewards would never rust, tarnish or ever be stolen. 



The Crown of
Righteousness was awarded to those who lived righteous lives in the
eyes of the Lord, shunning evil whenever it visited their doorsteps. 



The Incorruptible
Crown, also called the “Victor’s Crown”, was
awarded to those who denied self, and rejected earthly
opportunities in order to fully pursue God’s Kingdom. 



The Crown of
Rejoicing was awarded to those who led others to faith in Christ. 



The Crown of Glory,
also known as the “Elder’s Crown,” was awarded to
those who preached the Word of God—pastors, ministers, priests,
bishops, evangelists, and the like. 



The Crown of Life,
sometimes called the “Martyr’s Crown,” was awarded
to those who were killed because of their faith in God and for their
testimony. 



Those who lived
righteous lives in the eyes of the Lord, who shunned evil in the
flesh, denied self in order to further God’s Kingdom—leading
many to Christ in the process—and preached the Gospel
everywhere they went, then died martyr’s deaths received all
five crowns.


Many received four
crowns at the Judgment Seat of Christ. Multitudes more received
three. Others two. Some received only one. Sadly, some received none.




As recorded in 1
Corinthians 3:15, “For
no one can lay any foundation other than the one already laid, which
is Jesus Christ. If any man builds on this foundation using gold,
silver, costly stones, wood, hay or straw, his work will be shown for
what it is, because the Day will bring it to light. It will be
revealed with fire, and the fire will test the quality of each man’s
work. If what he has built survives, he will receive his reward. If
it is burned up, he will suffer loss; he himself will be saved, but
only as one escaping through the flames.”


Those who received
no crowns felt totally naked in the presence of their Savior, as they
recounted the numerous opportunities squandered away in the flesh
after coming to faith in Christ Jesus. Things they could have
done—should have done—to bring glory to God and further
His Kingdom on Planet Earth, were brought to light; every last one of
them. 



Instead of eternal
treasures, they would suffer loss, as one escaping through the
flames. Yet, because there was no condemnation attached to the
Judgment Seat of Christ, all guilt and shame temporarily suffered was
laid to rest for all time. 



As God’s
chosen ones—His elect—none were in danger of losing their
salvation. They were righteous heirs to the Master’s Throne and
would never be asked to leave this most Glorious Place, eternal
rewards or not. 








IN THE
RIGHT HAND of
Him who was seated on the throne was a scroll with writing on both
sides. The scroll was sealed with seven seals. A mighty angel of the
Lord proclaimed in a loud voice, “Who is worthy to break the
seals and open the scroll?” No one in Heaven or on earth or
under the earth was worthy enough to open it or even look inside it. 



Then a Lamb, looking
as if it had been slain, stood in the center of the throne, encircled
by the four creatures and elders. It was Jesus—the Lion of the
tribe of Judah, the Root of David. 



He had seven horns
and 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.




And they sang a new
song, saying, “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.”


Then angels,
numbering thousands upon thousands, and ten thousand times ten
thousand, encircled the throne, and the living creatures and the
elders sang in a loud voice, in unison, saying: “Worthy is the
Lamb, who was slain, to receive power and wealth and wisdom and
strength and honor and glory and praise!” 



And
the four living creatures said, “Amen!” and the elders
fell down and worshiped. It
was the greatest praise session in history!


With
the hourglass of time about to be turned upside down, the Bride of
Christ had a front row seat to witness what was about to take place
on the planet they once inhabited or had recently been evacuated
from. 



Those
who were left behind were about to experience the seven most horrific
years to visit Planet Earth since the dawn of civilization. What
happened in Jerusalem was only a hiccup compared to what was coming
next...







“Then
the Lamb opened the first of the seven seals.

One
of the four living creatures said 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”

(Revelation
6:1-2).







Thanks
for taking the time to read the fourth installment of the 



Chaos
in the Blink of an Eye series.




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. 













Who
was behind the surprise attack on Israel? Was it a single country or
a joint coalition?


Since
it happened on Salvador Romanero’s watch, did this mean he was
incapable of delivering peace to Israel after all? Should he be
stripped of the title, “Miracle Maker”? 



Will
the End Times Salvation Movement succeed with the monumental
task at hand, or will their plans be thwarted before even getting off
the ground? 



What
danger will President Jefferson Danforth face now that he has all but
pitted himself against Salvador Romanero? 



When
will the 144,000 be sealed by God and sent on their missions?


Find
answers to these questions and so much more as you continue in this
prophetic series...







The
sixth installment is now available.


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