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Introduction

Journalist Riley MacCormick, a country boy at heart, is a 
prominent columnist for the Washington Post. He enjoys week-
ends at his beloved home in rural Virginia west of DC, but life 
takes a vicious twist. As national and international events threat-
en to unravel the mighty United States; Riley is forced to make 
tough decisions. Retreating to the Shenandoah Valley, he uni-
fies his friends into a dynamic force to be reckoned with. Riley’s 
childhood sweetheart Rebekah Storm agrees to marry him, but 
she doesn’t realize what she is getting herself into. The sinister 
invasion of Riley’s home by the U.S. Government in the mid-
dle of the night forces Riley to flee for his life to the forests and 
mountains. There he renews the struggle, as he battles with the 
enemy of men’s souls. Life in the USA is dramatically and directly 
impacted by the unfolding narrative in Israel and the middle-
east. Deception and intrigue in the highest places of world power 
become a threat to all that is right and good. There is much glory 
to be had, but Riley is in it for a much nobler cause. He resolves 
to fight to the death if necessary.
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Item of Interest  
from the Author

I started writing this book in late 2010. Late in 2010, I 
was writing in here about an earthquake that reached from 
Washington D.C. to Boston. It measured 9.8 on the Richter 
Scale and was very devastating. Some eight to ten months later, 
as I was close to being finished, an earthquake hit this same re-
gion. The date was August 23, 2011. This real earthquake mea-
sured 5.9 on the Richter Scale and did very little damage. I had 
been writing and decided to read some news on the internet. 
There before my eyes was the real-life headline report of this 
earthquake. I looked at it two or three times in amazement. 
Was I seeing, what I thought I was seeing? I was astounded! 
Now, I am not saying that I prophesied this, and yet it is very 
difficult to believe, that I just happened to accidently pick this 
location in my story. Do you realize, that six major cities lie in 
a virtual straight line here? This is a huge population region. 
I am not predicting, that there will be a major devastating 
earthquake there in the future; but I am not saying there wont 
be either. America had better wake up and smell the coffee. I 
don’t think it is an accident, that one of America’s greatest icon 



landmarks — the Washington Monument — suffered some 
damage. I don’t think it is coincidence, that the — National 
Cathedral — suffered some damage. Isn’t this a sign? I leave it 
to you to judge.



Table of Contents

1. God Forsaken  ...........................................................1
2. White Horse Rider  .................................................33
3. Toward The Setting Sun  .........................................80
4. Can’t Do Business With You .................................. 116
5. Riley’s Dilemma .................................................... 153
6. Riley My Hero ...................................................... 178
7. Run For The Hills ................................................. 198
8. The Stage Is Set .....................................................232
9. High Treason ........................................................267
10. O Jerusalem Jerusalem ...........................................282
11. Shall Do Exploits ..................................................294
12. You’re Getting Married?! ........................................302
13. Strengthened  ........................................................ 313
14. Twilight Triumph  .................................................323





 1 

God Forsaken 

Riley stared at the monitor with fear in his eyes. 
“CHINA DUMPS U.S. GOV’T DEBT HOLDINGS,” 

read the headline.
“God Almighty have mercy on us all,” whispered Riley under 

his breath.
There in the main office where he worked, the jaw-dropping 

news had the place in an uproar. Riley tried to get a grip on him-
self. He had been doing research for his next assignment, but 
a new headline stole his attention, “NYSE PLUNGES 10% 
TRADING HALTED ONE HOUR”.

“What in the world is going on here?” Riley muttered to 
himself.

This morning on the way to work, he had felt an uneasiness 
in the pit of his stomach. Something seemed out of order in the 
cosmos, but he couldn’t quite put his finger on what it was. He had 
been in the news business for a long time, and he comprehended 
the delicate balance of power among the nations. Both politically 
and economically, ripples were beginning to appear on the water. 
Something was agitating just below the surface, and he could feel it 
deep in the recesses of his psyche. Several recent stories his team had 
covered were not necessarily earth-shaking. Still, there was serious 
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kinetic energy around the globe. It would have to find release some-
where in the system. He sensed a tectonic shift in the status-quo 
and one of megalithic proportions. Riley forced himself to work.

“Gotta stay busy,” he thought to himself.
He began searching through his files for clues.
“A great deal has taken place this year; however, it wasn’t 

really that different from any other year,” he argued to himself 
half out loud. “Hmmmm. Interesting! Chinese general Zhing 
Zhao declares, that China should use their U.S. debt holdings as 
a weapon to collapse the U.S. economy. The American empire’s 
tentacles now reach into every corner of the globe, projecting its 
will over the planet. China should demonstrate its superpower 
status and rid itself of any cordial connection to this monster.”

Riley remembered being somewhat intrigued with this story 
some twelve to fifteen months earlier. He shuddered at the un-
folding realities.

“Perhaps China has advanced a formal challenge to U.S. world 
domination,” Riley rationalized to himself.

As he theorized from various perspectives; he concluded, that 
world-business-as-usual had just become a thing of the past.

“What can we do?” he pondered.
Riley scribbled a hasty note to himself to keep an eye on the 

category five storm brewing in the Atlantic. Sixty minutes passed 
by quickly, and he noticed the stock exchange had gone back 
online. He and his fellow reporters stared nervously at the bank 
of TV screens to see what would happen. The numbers at the 
Big Board quickly spiraled downward amidst panicked selling. 
In eight minutes flat, the market lost another ten percent, trig-
gering a second halt in trading. Soon thereafter, the closing bell 
sounded, mercifully ending work hours at the exchange. Riley 
and his comrades exhaled a sigh of relief. They had plenty to write 
about for sure, but this was disconcerting.
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Abdul crawled out of the end of the tunnel. He was amazed 
at how easy it had been to get into the United States via Mexico. 
He had trained hard and long for various contingencies; however, 
most of them had not been necessary. His brother, Akil, pushed 
the large backpack out of the hole into his waiting arms. Akil 
climbed out into the cool night air, pulling a second backpack up 
out of the tunnel.

“Carlos and Umar will be waiting for us,” said Abdul to his 
brother. “We have a tough hike ahead of us.”

Akil nodded as he pulled the compass and flashlight from his 
pocket.

“Umar said to go due north, and that way is due north,” he 
pointed. “Let’s get moving; time is wasting.”

The two brothers strapped the packs to their backs and hiked 
into the Arizona desert The clear starry sky, along with the cres-
cent moon, pre-empted any need of extra light for the time being. 
They had about six and a half hours before daylight: more time 
than needed to travel the five miles to rendezvous.

Early morning up on the Temple Mount in Jerusalem, the 
Israeli Defense Force (IDF) quickly secured the area, before routine 
daily activity could get under way. Muslim WAKF security agents 
were quickly and quietly secured in as friendly a way as possible. 
The Prime Minister’s body guard gave the “all clear” signal.

Prime Minister Yah El Gealyahu and his entourage, qui-
etly and without fanfare, ascended the Temple Mount. Having 
crossed the Temple mount platform to a previously chosen spot, 
preparations were made for the occasion. Israeli Defense Force 
soldiers maintained a tight visible perimeter for security, while 
Shin Bet moved about in stealth mode ever vigilant. Several circles 
were formed around the two men in the center. Prime Minister 
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Gealyahu broke the silence.
“Men, we have become a great nation once again; however, 

even as I speak; our very existence is being threatened. Virtually 
no one is interested in helping us in our time of emergency. Even 
the United States, under President Quasim’s leadership, has left 
us to our own devices. We have a plan and a mission, but it will 
most certainly fail, unless YaHVeH God rises up to defend us. 
Intelligence reports come across my desk on a daily basis and 
clearly indicate; we are doomed, unless we act quickly and deci-
sively. We have no where else to turn, except to the God of our 
forefathers. This is the reason; we are here on the Temple Mount 
today. As Prime Minister, I am sworn to protect and defend our 
nation. I will carry out my duty, even if it is the last thing I do on 
this earth. This mission is classified top secret, and I charge each 
one of you with complete secrecy. You were each chosen carefully 
and personally for this mission. We have come to this most holy 
place to humbly ask YaHVeH, the Great God of Israel, for His 
blessing and protection. My Levite friend, Rabbi Shoul, is ritu-
ally clean and properly attired for this most important ceremony. 
Rabbi Shoul, please intercede for us.”

Rabbi Shoul instructed the group to bow down on their knees, 
and then he lifted his hands toward heaven.

He began to pray, “Almighty God, Creator of the universe, 
we come to you in this our hour of need. You, YaHVeH, chose 
Yerushalayim, out of all the places on earth, to be Your holy city. 
You, YaHVeH, chose this mountain, out of all the places on earth, 
as the spot for Your holy temple. You chose Abraham, Isaac, Jacob 
and their descendants to be Your chosen people, out of all the 
peoples of the world. For over a thousand years of exile, we Your 
people turned and faced this spot, when we prayed to You, the 
One and only True God. You heard our prayers and kept Your 
word. You gathered Your people Israel from the four corners of 
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the earth. You are that great God of all eternity. Give our Prime 
Minister wisdom, knowledge, understanding and courage. You 
know the dire straights in which we lie this day. Our enemies 
have made clear their intentions to wipe us from the face of the 
earth. We are Your people, though we have sinned very wick-
edly. It is because of our multitudinous iniquities, that You scat-
tered us across the face of the earth. To this very day, we do not 
honor You as we should. Only a minority pray constantly, that 
You would return to us and show us mercy. Surely, You did not 
bring us back to the land You gave us, only to turn again and 
destroy us. We beseech You by Your great mercies and in Your 
great name YaHVeH, that You would speed us on our way with 
the protection and safety, that only You can afford. We beg You 
to strengthen us as mighty eagles in the sky, as powerful lions on 
land, and as fearsome sharks in the sea. Help us to destroy the 
weapons of mass destruction, that our enemies have prepared for 
our annihilation. Please go with us, for if You are with us, who 
can be against us? Show forth Your glory as in days of old. Turn 
the hearts of we Your people Israel once again, to the deep awe 
and respect that only You deserve. We humbly bow ourselves be-
fore You, putting our trust and our hope in You alone. This we 
ask and pray in Your mighty name: the name YaHVeH. Amen!”

Rabbi Shoul, the Levite Priest, lifted his head and reached for 
his horn of oil. He freely poured the oil, and in no small amount, 
upon the head of the Prime Minister.

“I anoint you Prime Minister Yah El Gealyahu, body, soul 
and mind, in the name of YaHVeH God.”

He proceeded around the circle of warriors in like fashion, 
pouring oil, and blessing them. He was girded with a linen ephod 
and priestly garments. Quickly and quietly the gathering depart-
ed the way they had come.
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“There’s the signal,” whispered Abdul. “Carlos and Umar are 
waiting just ahead.”

Abdul and Akil picked up the pace. They were near their ren-
dezvous point. Abdul, age 32, was three years older than Akil. 
They had been best friends all their lives, and shared the same 
ambitions. They had come to the United States with their par-
ents eighteen years earlier from Saudi Arabia. By now, they spoke 
pretty fair English. Their father was a wealthy man. He was the 
Imam of the mosque, where they lived in Cincinnati. It wasn’t 
that they hated the United States. They actually kind of liked 
it, but that did not change there dedication to the Koran and to 
Islam. They daily knelt on bended knee to worship Allah, the 
god of Mohammed. Their father had trained them from young 
boys, that Islam was the only hope of the world. This meant to 
them, that for the world to ever have a true and lasting peace, 
Sharia Law and the strict teachings of the Koran had to be spread 
to the ends of the earth. This was to be done by whatever means 
necessary.

Cousin Umar had only been in the country a short time. He 
was visiting from back in Saudi. He was an outgoing fellow, who 
made friends easily. He was also a shrewd and cunning man at 
the young age of 26. He was the one, who had met Carlos on the 
reservation at a casino. They had hit it off right away. He had in-
troduced Abdul and Akil to Carlos. Here on the reservation, they 
had hatched an evil plan.

Carlos belonged to the Tohono O’odham nation of native 
Indians. He lived there on the reservation in southern Arizona, 
and very close to the border with Mexico. He often dreamed of 
the glory days; his ancestors once enjoyed, before his tribe had 
been vanquished by the white man. He resigned himself to the 
idea, that those days were gone forever, that is until he met Umar 
and his cousins. He was determined to help them any way he 
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could. He knew the terrain like the back of his hand, and this was 
his chance to right the wrongs of generations past.

Abdul and Akil closed the remaining distance in ten short 
minutes.

“Hi,” said Akil. “You didn’t think we would make it, did you? 
I see you have the four- wheelers we spoke about.”

“Yes,” replied Umar. “They are full of fuel and ready to go. 
Carlos has figured out the best way to get out of here, and we will 
avoid people and questions.”

“Magnificent!” exclaimed Abdul. “We must maintain the 
strictest possible silence, and we must not waste any time! Let’s 
load up and move out.”

Akil jumped on the four-wheeler behind Carlos, back-pack 
and all. Abdul climbed on behind Umar, with his pack also 
strapped to his back. Having started the engines, the four men 
traveled through the desert toward Arizona Hwy. 86. They were 
making much better time, now that they had wheels under them.

Because of Carlos’ skill on the reservation, two hours passed 
by without incident. Soon they made it to Carlos’ old van, hid-
den just off the road. They quickly loaded everything inside and 
headed up 86 to Tucson.

“We will be there in one hour,” Carlos informed them. “You 
might be able to catch a wink of sleep.”

Carlos drove up the old highway in silence , as the brothers 
heavy breathing turned into light snores. He smiled to himself 
knowingly.

“They looked pretty beaten,” said Umar.
“Yes. Between the tunnel and their trek through the desert, 

they had a long night,” agreed Carlos. “Let them sleep a few more 
minutes.”

“Of course,” answered Umar. “They need all the rest they can 
get.”
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Carlos pulled up in front of the house. “My brother is work-
ing out of town, so we have the place all to ourselves. The vans are 
parked inside the garage, just waiting to be loaded.”

Carlos jumped out and raised the old garage door. Umar gen-
tly lifted one of the packs. He walked it over to one of the vans 
and carefully laid it down.

“I am curious as to how volatile this stuff is,” Umar wondered 
out loud. “They didn’t seem too worried about setting it off, the 
way they were handling it.”

“I don’t know about that!” Carlos responded. “It gives me the 
creeps just being around the stuff. If I didn’t understand what 
you guys were up to; you couldn’t get me within fifty miles of any 
of it. I sure hope Abdul was right about it being harmless in its 
present form.”

The two men went down their checklist, making sure they 
loaded all the necessaries. “Let’s get that other van ready while 
we’re at it, so we’ll be ready to roll,” said Carlos. “You can get the 
other backpack. I have no intention of touching it.”

Umar carefully removed the second backpack from Carlos’ 
old van and headed for the second vehicle with it. He tripped 
momentarily over one of the cases of bottled water and then 
recovered.

“Hey! Shine that flashlight where I’m walking, not where 
you’re walking,” Umar commanded. “You trying to get us all 
killed?”

Carlos grinned broadly, “I thought all three of you guys had a 
death wish quite frankly. It sure would mess up the plan, to blow 
us all up here at my brother’s house. No one would understand, 
why we decided to blow up this little town in southern Arizona,” 
he laughed softly.

The two of them finished loading the second van, while Abdul 
and Akil slept soundly.
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“I sort of hate to wake them up, but all our plans are down the 
drain if we don’t,” said Umar.

He shook Abdul’s shoulder. “Abdul! Wake up! Its time!”
Abdul bolted straight up from where he had been lying and 

just as quickly recomposed himself.
“That was fast,” he said. “How long did I sleep? Where are 

we?”
“Carlos’ brother owns this place,” Umar replied. “We have the 

vans loaded. You better wake up Akil, so we can get this show on 
the road.”

“I need a shower to get this filth from the tunnel off me first,” 
protested Abdul. “Just let Akil sleep a few more minutes, while I 
do that. Can you roust up something to eat?”

Carlos started frying some fish for them, that was thawed in 
the refrigerator. It wasn’t long until Abdul emerged all squeaky 
clean with a fresh change of clothes on.

Abdul roused Akil out of his peaceful sleep. “Akil! You’d bet-
ter get you a good shower man. And make sure you take care of 
your business while you can. Umar? You have your cell phone 
with you, right?”

“Sure thing replied Umar,” as he handed the phone to him.
Abdul reached into his pants pocket and retrieved the slip of 

paper he had stored there the night before. As he read the num-
bers off one by one; he punched them into the phone.

“Hello?” said Abdul. “Is that you Naseem?
“Yes,” replied Naseem.
“Is everything quiet there at the mosque?” Abdul inquired.
“Yes,” replied Naseem. “Everything is just fine here. I’ve been 

waiting for word from you.”
“Listen,” said Abdul. “The event must take place tomorrow at 

1:30 Eastern Standard Time. Will you be ready then?”
“Of course I will be ready,” Naseem replied. “That is what we 
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agreed upon, and I always keep my word. You know that.”
“Yes you do. That is why you are joining us in this,” said 

Abdul. “Well then, we are set and ready to go. This is good. I just 
had to touch base with you and make sure we are on the same 
page. Don’t forget! 1:30 Eastern Standard Time.”

“I wont forget,” answered Naseem. “You can count on me, as 
if your life depended on it”.

“Very good,” said Abdul. “Allah be with you. 1:30 Eastern 
Standard Time. Good-bye.”

“Good-bye my friend. Allah be with you,” replied Naseem, as 
he hung up the phone.

Abdul handed the phone back to Umar.
“Naseem is hiding out in the mosque until tomorrow,” Abdul 

informed Akil, Umar, and Carlos. “He has the package ready. We 
are all set, except for a very long drive.”

They all sat around the table eating fish and bread until they 
were satisfied. It was time for the brothers to split up. Abdul 
kissed Akil on each cheek. In like manner, Akil kissed Abdul on 
one cheek and then the other.

“Allah be with you and give you success,” Akil said to his 
brother.

“I love you little brother,” replied Abdul. “Remember. 
Tomorrow at 1:30 p.m. Eastern Standard Time. See you in 
paradise.”

Everyone finished their good-byes. Abdul and Umar climbed 
into the van and started the engine. No one seemed to notice, 
as the first van backed out of the garage and disappeared up the 
street just before first light.

Riley rolled over and hit the snooze button. He didn’t want 
to sleep too late, because he had work to do; however, this was 
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Friday. He usually worked from his home on these days. He loved 
leaving the big city for the long weekends. Between his laptop, 
cell-phone and comfortable office with all the trimmings; he 
had all he needed. Quite frankly, if they would let him; he could 
do most of his job at home. Riley MacCormick was thirty-four 
years old. He had light green eyes, black hair, mustache and a 
somewhat muscular frame at five feet and ten inches. He lived in 
the mountains of the northern Shenandoah valley region on the 
weekends. This was his native home, and he loved his little farm 
with all his heart. His childhood sweetheart, Rebekah Storm, 
lived not too far away in Rileyville. The name of the town had 
nothing to do with his heritage. It was merely coincidental. He 
and Rebekah were still very much in love, but had been so busy 
with their careers, that they had not yet tied the knot. Oh, they 
talked about it from time to time, and this certainly was their 
intention. Close friends considered them a bit odd, but their ar-
rangement had worked so far. Riley had hired out his journalistic 
skills to the Washington Post; however, he was a country-boy at 
heart and took every opportunity to remind his peers of this. He 
didn’t mind the needling he took as a red-neck. He figured he 
truly was a redneck, albeit a somewhat refined one, and that’s why 
he loved his mountains. He didn’t mind the city too badly, yet 
getting out of town on the weekends was uppermost in his mind.

“I sure do miss Rebekah,” Riley thought to himself, as he 
drifted off for a few more minutes sleep.

“Huh?” Riley awakened with a start.
The bed was shaking noticeably, and he heard a couple of 

things fall to the floor in the adjacent room. He nervously sat 
up with both hands flat on the bed, trying to find stability. The 
tremor lasted for about twenty seconds and then seemed to sub-
side. Riley moved gingerly to the side of the bed, subconsciously 
reasoning, that slow careful movement would somehow cause 
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the newfound stability to prevail. He tiptoed into the next room, 
where his office was, and made his way over to his desk. Hooking 
his laptop to the PC station, he had there; he fired it up.

“I’m awake now,” he rationalized to himself. “I might as well 
see if there is any news about the tremor.”

As his PC came online; Riley clicked on his homepage.
“Oh no!” he groaned in dismay.
Riley read the headline. NYSE CONTINUES DOWN-

WARD SPIRAL. Trade has been halted for a third time in two 
days. President Quasim has asked for an emergency meeting with 
the NYSE board of directors within the hour. China, Brazil, 
India, and Russia (BRIC nations) have officially announced their 
intention to divest themselves of all American debt instruments. 
BRIC is forcefully proposing a new international currency. The 
four nations have made crystal clear, that they will no longer 
trade in U.S. dollars.”

“I was afraid something like this might happen,” Riley de-
clared out loud. “This sure is a serious game-changer. As the 
Roman Empire went into decline, so we have started down a 
steep slope. We may never find our way back.”

By this time Riley had forgotten the tremor, that had awak-
ened him. He pressed the speed-dial on his cell-phone.

“Hello?” said the voice on the other end.
“Hey Rebekah. How are things going?” Riley inquired.
“Hey sweetheart,” answered Rebekah. “We just landed at 

Washington Dulles International about an hour ago. I’m coming 
home. I am completely worn out.”

Rebekah Storm and Riley had been sweethearts ever since el-
ementary school. Her beautiful blonde hair reached past the mid-
dle of her back. Her eyes were amber color, and she stood five feet 
six with a shapely figure. She worked at keeping in shape, because 
she liked feeling good about herself. In addition to that, it was a 
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requirement of the airline she worked for. Often, Rebekah would 
not be home for two or three weeks at a time. She spent much of 
her time in a motel room, waiting for the next flight. She knew, 
that she could not keep up this pace indefinitely. Rebekah always 
looked forward to returning home to her beautiful Shenandoah 
Valley.

“Have you heard about the tremor in the valley?” Riley asked 
her.

“I haven’t heard,” she said. “How bad was it?”
“It woke me up. The bed was shaking quite a bit. It didn’t 

last but maybeeee.... fifteen, twenty seconds? Hoping for the 
best, I cautiously got out of the bed and walked into my office. 
Wondering if there were any news of the tremor, I went on line 
to see about it. I forgot all about that, when I saw the New York 
Stock Exchange news. But guess what? Its not just the New York 
Stock Exchange. European markets are crumbling as well. Oh, 
and the Tokyo Stock Exchange was also tanking. Things are 
looking really grim, but listen to this. China, Russia, India and 
Brazil just announced ........”

“I already heard the news Riley,” said Rebekah fearfully. 
“That’s why I caught the next flight home. They were trying to 
get me to take a flight to Paris, but I reminded them, that I had 
already been out for over two weeks. They understood and grudg-
ingly gave in. Riley, I miss you more than words can say. I am 
feeling so insecure right now, from listening to all the bad news. I 
desperately need to feel your big strong arms around me. Can we 
have dinner tonight? Please?”

“Of course we can,” Riley replied. “That would be very nice. 
You have been out of town for too long. I really miss you too. 
What time do you think you will be home?”

“I think I can be home by 5:30, maybe 6:00 p.m.,” she said.
“Whatta you say to dinner at 7:30 tonight?” he asked. “You 
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know I hate to cook, but I would like to build us a nice romantic 
fire in my fireplace and have dinner here with you. You up for 
that?”

“That would be perfect!” replied Rebekah. “I can’t wait to see 
you, but I have to go right now. I’ll see you tonight. I love you 
honeybunny.”

“Love you too,” he answered.
Riley hung up the phone. He clasped the pretty diamond ring 

between his thumb and index finger, holding it up before his eyes 
thoughtfully.

“Life sure is short,” he mused.
Riley had bought the shiny jewel seven months earlier and 

had been waiting for that perfect moment to pop the question.
“What if a man waited too long, and circumstances robbed 

him of his dreams? What is more important in life, than faith and 
love?” Riley wondered.

“Tonight is the night Rebekah Storm,” he said out loud. “I 
intend to make you my wife, if you will have me. Tonight you 
will have a decision to make.”

He sat down at his work station and began working fever-
ishly. The three o’clock p.m. deadline for his article would come 
quickly, and he must have it e-mailed into the office by then.

Akil and Carlos had plenty of time to rest up. They didn’t 
have nearly as far to go, as did Abdul and Umar. They had waited 
until midnight, backed the van out of the garage and headed west 
out of town. Now it was a few minutes after ten o’clock a.m. 
Carlos was at the wheel, methodically taking them into the heart 
of Los Angeles.

Carlos noticed a mother walking down the sidewalk, hold-
ing the hand of her four year old son. He wondered where she 
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was going today. What was so fascinating about a huge flat city 
with twelve million people in it anyway? Who in their right mind 
would want to live in such a place? It was hard for him to wrap 
his mind around the thought. He loved the wide open spaces of 
southern Arizona. He very much liked the lack of crowds and 
buildings. Even though he owned a car and drove it; he much 
preferred riding his horse through the mountains and desert. His 
mind was wandering, and he needed to stay focused.

“You know? I am not Muslim!” stated Carlos matter-of-factly. 
“I’d rather not go down with the ship. You about have that thing 
ready?”

Akil was kneeling between the lead plates, gingerly pressing 
buttons on the timing device.

“Yes. Its ready,” he answered. “I have exactly twenty minutes 
to get close to the U.S. Bank Tower. This is where you get out my 
friend. It has been great knowing you. Perhaps your dreams will 
come true after all.”

Carlos pulled over to the side of the avenue and put the van 
in park. Jumping quickly over to the passenger side, he made way 
for Akil to take the driver’s seat.

“I’m out of here,” said Carlos with a big smile on his face. “It 
looks like we’ve done it.”

Carlos patted Akil on the shoulder, clambered out of the van 
and waved at Akil as he went. Akil waved back knowingly, as he 
pulled back into traffic and headed deep into the heart of the city.

Carlos waved over a taxi, that was headed in the opposite 
direction.

“I’m really in a big hurry,” he told the driver. “Here’s an extra 
fifty dollar bill, if you will get me out of town fast.”

The Imam in charge of the Miami Mosque helped Naseem 
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load the package into the van. There in the courtyard, they were 
safe from prying eyes. Naseem set the timer to go off at 1:30 
exactly. He was already deep inside the city and very close to 
I-95. He could be on the big road in five minutes and down into 
the international banking district of downtown Miami in around 
twenty minutes. Because he worked for a large international ship-
ping firm, no one would suspect the cargo inside, especially since 
the company’s logo was emblazoned across the sides of the van.

“Very Good, I have about thirty minutes before the big bang,” 
he quipped.

Naseem smiled and waved good-bye to the Imam, as he 
jumped into the van and headed for the interstate. Traffic was 
fairly heavy, but moving quickly. Ten minutes later Naseem ex-
ited I-95 onto I-395, and then he found 2nd Avenue.

Traffic got very heavy, as he suspected it would. He made his 
way slowly down 2nd Avenue, stopping at red lights. With his 
windows down, he could hear the noises of human activity all up 
and down the thoroughfare. A beautiful young Cuban lady was 
in the crosswalk. When she got to the other side of the street, she 
threw her arms around a lucky young man, that was waiting for 
her there. Naseem loved to be around pretty women, but he had 
never found someone special to call his own. The guy sure was 
lucky in his estimation. Seventy-two virgins sounded really good 
to him. Surely he was soon to be treated like a king.

“It is a most beautiful day to enter paradise,” Naseem whis-
pered to himself. “I wonder what father and mother will think, 
when they get my letter?”

The streets were crowded with pedestrians and traffic, and he 
had only a couple of more minutes.

“Anywhere down through here will do just fine,” he muttered 
under his breath.

Naseem smiled to himself in anticipation, and yet his stomach 
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was filled with butterflies. He realized, that the unknown was 
only minutes away.

This was another grand and gorgeous day, in a string of lovely 
days. The waterfront shimmered under the noon sun, as a light 
breeze blew in off Lake Michigan. Sandwich shops and street 
vendors were plying their trades, feeding the lunch crowd. Grant 
park was filled with picnickers, joggers, lovers and bicyclers, and 
children were laughing and playing. Wrigley field was already 
buzzing with anticipation for the early afternoon game. The Cubs 
were in playoff contention. It seemed like any other ordinary 
day in the Windy City. Umar skillfully guided the van into the 
Chicago Loop. Lunch hour traffic jammed the streets, making 
progress dreadfully slow; nevertheless, they were on time.

“I see Willis Tower just ahead,” Umar informed Abdul.
Abdul had leaned the heavy lead plates back from the back-

pack and was gently securing the proper settings.
“Its armed and ready,” said Abdul. “My hand is on the trigger. 

I’ll see you in paradise.”
“I have waited my whole life for this one moment in time,” 

said Umar excitedly. “Our people will be very proud of us forever. 
You know, we are going to be famous for delivering a death blow 
to the great Satan.”

The lunchtime hour was in full swing. Abdul shouted with 
all his might, as he pressed the trigger. The van exploded into a 
million pieces, with the force of over one thousand tons of TNT. 
In seconds, the force of the blast leveled the heart of downtown 
Chicago, along with its financial district. A cloud of dust and de-
bris spread westward over the city. Much of the skyline crashed to 
the streets below, as thousands upon thousands were consumed 
in a moment.
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Approximately seven minutes later, explosion number two 
ripped thru the center of downtown Los Angeles with the same 
deadly results. The seats of government and finance collapsed 
simultaneously with the massive explosion. Millions of homes 
suddenly lost power. Millions of telephone conversations end-
ed abruptly. Millions of Television screens lost their pictures. 
Thousands and thousands of electronic transactions ended with-
out warning. The death toll shot up into the ten thousands within 
seconds.

Only 19 seconds later, a massive hole appeared in the Metro-
Dade Cultural Center district. The blast waves of wind and heat 
shot out of downtown in a westerly direction for eleven blocks. 
Buildings of all sorts were strewn across the city. The area looked 
like something out of science fiction, unimaginably bizarre. 
The northerly breezes carried the radioactive fallout across four 
counties.

Panic immediately spread all across the metropolis of three 
heavily populated American cities, as they felt the shock and 
heard the noise from three thermonuclear blasts.

Within one minute of the first blast, all American military de-
partments and systems were ordered to DEFCON ONE. High-
ranking military personnel at the Pentagon were being alerted, to 
a supposed high-level attack in progress against United States cit-
ies. President Husaam Quasim was grabbed forcefully by Secret 
Service agents. They descended with him deep into the earth 
to the command center under the White House. Hundreds of 
squadrons of F-15's, F-16's, F-22's and F-35's ascended into the 
skies over U.S. population centers and important American as-
sets. ICBM silos, aircraft carriers and nuclear armed submarines 
stood ready around the world for orders from the top.

President Quasim immediately commanded the national 
guard to service and declared martial law throughout the fifty 
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states. Nations around the world watched anxiously, as the United 
States prepared itself for all-out war.

It was a surreal site, eight squadrons of Israeli F-15E eagles 
streaking across the northern Saudi desert, very low to the ground. 
Every single fighter was bristling with weaponry. Twelve of them 
were specially outfitted with the latest Israeli-made tomahawk-like 
cruise missiles. Each one was tipped with a ten kiloton tactical 
nuke. These were also equipped with the terrain contour match-
ing (TERCOM), automatic target recognition (ATR) guidance 
systems. Their mission was limited in scope and directed primar-
ily at air defenses and nuclear facilities.

The Mossad, having worked covertly in Iran for some thir-
teen months non-stop, had singled out eight must-destroy-tar-
gets. These were crucial in disabling the Iranian nuclear threat 
indefinitely.

The fighters suddenly exited Saudi airspace and moved out 
over the Persian Gulf. Dahveed, leader of squadron one, stared 
ahead in astonishment. High in the sky in front of them, and 
just off to the right, stood a huge angel. In his extended right 
hand was a mighty sword pointing directly at Iran and slightly 
downward. Dahveed’s skin tingled electrically, as he motioned to 
the other pilots in excitement and pointed up into the sky. One 
fighter after another tipped their wings in acknowledgment.

“Looks like Prime Minister Gealyahu has connections with 
the Creator,” Dahveed thought to himself. “Could it be, that 
YaHVeH, God of our fathers, is real after all? Is it possible, that 
the stories in our Hebrew Bible are not merely bedtime stories? 
Is it possible, that we are truly a chosen people? One thing is for 
certain. I did not imagine that angel, and the other guys saw him 
as well.”
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They were slicing through the air at breakneck speed. In less 
than one hour, they could see the Iranian shoreline up ahead. The 
five leading squadrons armed their missiles, as they moved into 
battle formation to engage the Persians. One by one, sleek aerody-
namic fuel tank extras were ejected from the fighters.

Dahveed could see the Russian-made S-300 anti-aircraft bat-
teries on his radar screen, just where the Israeli spy satellite had 
placed them.

“Here we go,” Dahveed thought to himself.
He and his squadron were practically scorching the water; 

they were flying so low. And then he could feel it. An unseen 
hand was gently, but firmly, moving the stick in spite of his ef-
forts. The aircraft seemed to silhouette in essence, as it moved 
in unusually fast, almost effortlessly. Missiles were being fired; 
he did not know how. A bright flash of light shot up to his right 
and to his left for some two to three miles, and then they were in. 
They were flying over Persia!

Dahveed was mystified, as to what has just taken place. He 
could see plumes of smoke rising from behind him, where the 
Persian defenses had been. He looked around, counting as he 
scanned the horizon: two, three, four.........nineteen, twenty........
thirty, thirty-one, thirty-two. Every single one of his fighters were 
there without exception.

“Unbelievable! Just like in the Hebrew Bible! I didn’t think 
this was possible,” he said out loud.

Squadron by squadron broke off into their respective target 
directions. They would be there in minutes.

It was five fifteen p.m., when Riley heard a knock at the front 
door. He had been cooking in the kitchen, if you could call it that. 
He peeked out to see, who might be there. “Rebekah?” thought 
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Riley as he cocked his head, pursing his lips together sideways. 
“She’s not supposed to be here for almost two hours.”

Riley opened the door. “Hey, you’re earl .......... “
Rebekah ran into his arms. “Oh Riley, did you hear the news?”
“I guess not,” said Riley. “I’ve been cooking and straightening 

things up for us tonight. What happened?”
Rebekah grabbed his hand and pulled him along behind her 

into the family room.
“Where’s the remote?” she asked. “Turn it to one of the news 

channels.”
Riley flipped on the television. What appeared before their 

eyes, were shocking images of inner Chicago, Los Angeles and 
Miami.

“What the .......?” exclaimed Riley.
“They’ve hit us bad Riley. I’m scared to death,” she said as 

she burrowed in close to him. “Someone has set off nukes. There 
are so many dead, and they don’t know the extent of death and 
destruction yet. I heard it on the radio about thirty minutes ago, 
and I couldn’t hardly drive for crying. I had to come straight 
here.”

Riley pulled her close to him and held her tightly. He placed 
his hand on the back of her head, where she had laid it on his 
shoulder. They embraced for quite some time.

“It’s going to be alright my love,” Riley whispered in her ear.
The two sat down on the couch together and listened intently 

to reports, as new facts came in every few minutes. Riley jumped 
up from the couch, where they were sitting.

“All this is just too much to process at one time,” he said. “I 
feel like my brain is going to melt down. This may sound crazy 
at a time like this, but I have been planning tonight for a very 
long time. I have something important, that I want to talk to you 
about. You have a clean change of clothes with you right?”
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“I always have extra clothing on my trips Riley. You know 
that,” replied Rebekah.

“Please go ahead and get a shower and change, while I put the 
finishing touches on dinner. Even if the world falls apart; I don’t 
want it to spoil my special evening with you, ok?” asked Riley 
with a reassuring smile.

Rebekah cocked her head slightly to the side, as she scanned 
Riley’s face.

“Something is different about you tonight Riley,” she said. 
“Are you alright?”

“Oh, I’m alright,” said Riley mysteriously. “We can worry 
about tomorrow after while. Work with me here, ok?”

“Alright sweetheart,” she said. “Something’s going on inside 
that head of yours. You are in rare form tonight.”

Riley went out to Rebekah’s car and retrieved her suitcase and 
other necessaries. He helped Rebekah get her stuff back to the 
bathroom, kissed her on the cheek with a smile, and disappeared 
back into the kitchen. Rebekah watched as he retreated in the 
other direction.

“Riley McCormick,” she thought to herself. “Hopefully I can 
figure you out some day.”

Riley poked his head back around the corner momentarily, 
“Rebekah? I can’t tell you how happy I am, that you are here this 
evening. I love you.”

Rebekah looked at him lovingly, “I love you too Riley.”
Riley chopped lettuce, tomato, cucumbers and peppers, 

mixed them together into a tossed salad, and placed them on the 
table. He checked the steaks, that were simmering on the grill out 
on the deck.

“We are almost there,” he said to himself.
He couldn’t believe how good and peaceful he felt at this 

very moment, in spite of the spate of horrible news from the TV 
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reports. Riley took the baked potatoes out of the oven and placed 
them on the table. He lit the two green candles, placing the din-
nerware and napkins exactly across the table from each other. He 
proceeded to light a cheery fire in the fireplace and then retreated 
to his bedroom to clean up a bit. Riley reached into his closet and 
removed the small box he had stored there. After having changed 
into his favorite casual outfit; he returned to the family room. The 
timer went off, that he had set to remind him about the steaks. 
Riley promptly returned to the outside deck to retrieve them. He 
brought them into the kitchen and put them on top of the stove 
to simmer. No sooner had he done this; Rebekah emerged from 
the back in a pretty black sexy dress with spaghetti straps and 
high heels.

“I know how much you like this dress and these heels,” she 
said as she sashayed into the room where he was. “How do I look?”

Riley looked her over really well shaking his head. “You look 
absolutely smashing. I can never get enough of how pretty and 
sexy you are.”

Riley pulled a chair out at the table and invited her to sit 
down.

“Your blonde hair and that black dress drive me crazy,” he 
said.

Riley leaned over and kissed her lips softly.
“I don’t know what has gotten into you Riley,” she said. “But 

I like it!”
Riley walked over and collected the steaks from the stove, 

placed one of them on Rebekah’s plate and then again the other 
on his own. Sitting down across from her, he extended his hands 
to hers, as he bowed his head.

“Heavenly Father,” he prayed. “I thank you a million times 
over for this special lady. I thank You, that we can be together 
this evening. I thank You for all the wonderful memories, that she 
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and I have made over the years. Father, You know I am not that 
great of a cook, but I do ask You to bless this food to our health 
and to our strength. I ask You to please bless us with your pres-
ence on this special evening. We love You and want You to know 
how grateful we are, for all the wonderful things; you have done 
for us down through the years. This I ask and pray in the name of 
Yahshua Jesus. Amen.”

They filled their salad bowls with salad and dressing, and be-
gan to eat. Riley didn’t say much, as he stared at her thoughtfully 
with a smile on his face. Rebekah peered back at him inquisitively.

“You seem a little different to me somehow,” she said.
Riley just smiled and winked at her, as he dressed his baked 

potato and dove into it. Before long the two of them were enjoy-
ing their steaks. Rebekah poured steak sauce on hers, but Riley 
put ketchup on his.

“You know, I have never understood this ketchup thing of 
yours,” Rebekah needled him. “You buy this expensive steak and 
then torture it with ketchup, of all things.”

“I call it steak sauce,” Riley grinned.
“Oh, right!” she laughed. “You are so different from everyone 

else! I guess, that is one of the reasons; I love you so much. By the 
way, this steak is actually pretty good.”

“Don’t tell anyone,” Riley whispered in a quiet voice. “I 
wouldn’t want that to get out.”

“Riley, you’re so silly. You are like a big kid. Promise me you 
will always stay that way.” she replied.

“I don’t know,” said Riley. “Time has an affect on things. 
Who can tell what tomorrow will hold? By the way, I found some 
really succulent peaches. I pealed them and cut them up into nice 
bite sized pieces just for you.”

“You didn’t?” she asked laughingly. “You remembered! You 
are just full of nice surprises tonight.”
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Riley put his hand into the bowl, got one of the pieces in his 
hand and put it up to Rebekah’s mouth. She opened wide.

“Mmmmm. This is delicious,” she mumbled with her mouth 
full. “Another one.”

Riley fed her another and then another. He was enjoying him-
self immensely, as was she.

“You know; you light up my life!” Riley stated emphatically. 
“I’ve been doing some heavy thinking for the last few months.”

He cleaned his hands with some wipes. “I have loved you with 
all my heart for years ... actually ever since elementary school.”

He suddenly got up from the table and walked over to the fire-
place. He picked up the small object there and made his way to 
Rebekah’s side. Riley reached for her hand and quickly dropped 
to one knee.

“Rebekah Storm ... will you be my wife now and forever?”
Rebekah’s eyes filled with tears, as she gazed into his eyes. 
“I have dreamed about this moment for a very long time. YES! 

YES! A thousand times YES!” she promised.
Riley pushed the sparkling diamond ring onto her finger. 

Rebekah jumped up from her chair and threw her arms around 
his neck, pressing her lips tightly to his. Riley pulled her against 
himself. He put his arms around her waist and held her there for 
a very long time.

“I love you Rebekah,” he whispered into her ear. “And I al-
ways will.”

Finally, Riley released his hold, took her by the hand, and led 
her over in front of the love seat close to the fireplace. Sitting down 
in the floor, he leaned back against the seat, and then pulled her 
down there with him. She sat in the floor immediately in front of 
him and leaned back against his chest. Riley put his arms around 
her waist, and there they passed the time quietly. They stared into 
the fire together, watching the dancing flames casting their magic 
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shadows all about them.
Riley whispered into her ear. “We’ve already waited way too 

long to do this, and I don’t want to wait even one more day. 
What do you say, we get preacher Ramey to perform the cer-
emony tomorrow?”

“I am in total agreement with you,” said Rebekah. “I bought a 
dress some time back in hopes of this night, and I am ready baby.”

Dahveed escorted his phase II squadron to the first target. At 
over one thousand miles per hour, they were quickly coming into 
firing range. The guided cruise missile would do the rest from 
here. Eli, his wing man, fired the first missile. It leapt away from 
the aircraft and headed toward its target, scanning the ground for 
target recognition. Moments later, Eli fired missile number two at 
the same target, but it veered off in another direction.

Dahveed broke radio silence in a stern voice, “Ringleader to 
bandit two — what the heck is going on? We can’t afford collat-
eral damage, especially with tactical nukes.”

“Bandit two to ringleader — I didn’t do anything. It seems to 
have a mind all its own,” replied Eli.

“Ringleader to Bandit two — fire that third one, we must 
completely devastate target one,” said Dahveed.

Eli fired the third missile, and it followed the same flight path 
of the first missile.

“I don’t know Ringleader,” said Eli. “It’s like some unseen 
force took control of missile two.”

A few short moments later, a massive mushroom cloud as-
cended high into the sky in the direction of the wayward missile. 
The entire squadron stared in the direction of the cloud.

“Ringleader to Bandit two — looks like our renegade missile 
found, what Mossad has been looking for. Uuuunbelievable! No 
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one will ever believe this! There is someone or something out here 
with us, and it is helping us.”

The radar warning went off suddenly in Dahveed’s cockpit.
“Ringleader to Bandit four — incoming at three o’clock, and 

seven to eight miles out. No visual as of yet. Bandit three, take 
four’s back.”

The two fighters broke sharply to the right.
“Bandit two — we need a visual on target damage from our 

two cruisers. Follow me.”
Dahveed and Eli roared off in target direction. At fifteen hun-

dred miles per hour, it would only be minutes.
“Look there Ringleader,” shouted Eli excitedly. “The side of 

the mountain is gone.”
“Ringleader to Bandit two — let’s go in quickly to the right, 

to avoid that cloud of radiation moving off to the west,.” Dahveed 
instructed.

The two fighters tore through the atmosphere with their cam-
eras rolling.

“Ringleader to bandit two — that is one deep hole I am look-
ing at. Perfect targeting! Let’s round up Bandit three and four and 
vacate the premises, while we still have fuel.”

“Ten-four Ringleader.”

The scene at the United Nations was anything but calm; in 
fact, the place was buzzing with frantic activity. Mass confusion 
had prevailed for most of the day. Instead of one big emergency, 
there existed three huge emergencies. The world body was in a 
tug-of-war over where to start. International cliques had nearly 
come to blows, over what should receive number-one priority.

Delegates from Iran/Persia were demanding immediate inter-
national retaliation against Israel, for its unilateral attack against 
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Iran’s nuclear program. Against all odds, Israel completely devas-
tated Iran/Persia’s nuclear program. Top-secret classified Iranian 
nuclear sites were detected and destroyed by cruise missiles tipped 
with tactical nukes. Especially intriguing was the growing ru-
mor, that Israel’s Air Force (IAF) had no human knowledge of 
these secret sites. Somehow, supernaturally, several of the missiles 
were guided away from their intended targets by unseen hands. 
Miraculously, they found and destroyed the most important nu-
clear storage and production facilities in Iran. Rumor also had it, 
that Prime Minister Gealyahu, just hours prior to the mission, 
had invoked the help of YaHVeH God. Apparently he had as-
cended the Temple Mount with a Levite priest and others. The 
Muslim world was presently screaming insanely for Israel’s head 
on a platter, and yet there seemed to be great fear among them. 
It appeared, that Israel’s ancient God had arisen to battle, as in 
ancient times. The whole world clamored in astonished disbe-
lief, that this “mission impossible” had really even taken place; 
however, there were the indisputable satellite images of eleven 
completely destroyed sites. In less than twenty-four hours, Israel 
singlehandedly eliminated the Iranian nuclear threat, that had 
practically held the world hostage for the last several years. OPEC 
(oil producing exporting nations) was threatening to strangle the 
world’s oil supply, if the demands of Islam were not met.

Perhaps of greater significance was the devastation of three 
major U.S. inner cities by terrorists. Through the detonation of 
suitcase nukes, they had destroyed the lives of more than one and 
one-half million Americans. The American intelligence commu-
nity declared a direct connection between the terrorists and the 
Saudi Arabian royal family. Families all over the United States 
were in mourning and demanding vengeance for their loved ones. 
President Quasim had wavered all over the place. He was talking 
tough, but actually doing nothing. Leaders all over the world, 
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fearing World War III, were begging the President to show re-
straint, and asking him to move slowly. Several days had passed, 
and now hundreds of thousands more were gravely ill with radia-
tion sickness. The world held its breath, fearing U.S. retaliation 
would escalate into apocalypse.

Thirdly, world markets had collapsed. The New York Stock 
Exchange had suspended business indefinitely, as a result of the 
chaos, that had followed the nuclear explosions. Subsequent pan-
icked selling in other world exchanges had crashed those markets, 
leaving much of the world in a state of hopeless fear.

Presidents, kings and various heads of state were gathered 
at the United Nations building in New York City, desperate for 
solutions.

Forty miles deep in the earth, rock broke away from rock 
sending shock waves at a speed of four miles per second. On 
the surface, the ground began to quake violently. It started in 
metro Philadelphia, and moved northeast and southwest. The 
rolling and shaking continued for some three and one-half min-
utes. Eight minutes forward, aftershocks of greater magnitude 
rolled and split the ground through Wilmington, Baltimore and 
Washington D.C. Within seconds the split continued northeast 
through Trenton, New York City and all the way to Boston. 
Minutes later, the ground quaked for a solid three minutes from 
Washington D.C. in a straight line to Boston. It measured 9.8 
on the Richter magnitude scale. Washington monument fell 
to the ground into a pile of rubble. Millions of people ran into 
the streets of six major cities and dozens of other large cities. 
Hundreds of local, state and federal buildings, and millions of 
homes and businesses wrenched back and forth, tearing them in 
pieces. Capitol hill, the Pentagon, the Supreme Court building, 
the White House and the New York Stock Exchange were among 
the tangled wreckage, that extended for hundreds of miles. The 
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building of the United Nations, where the nations were in emer-
gency session, collapsed into the streets. Numerous other parts of 
the New York skyline disappeared suddenly from view. Ships in 
Baltimore and New York harbors rocked from side to side. The 
death toll climbed to over 343,000 the first day. Forty percent of 
the densely populated region along the north-eastern seaboard 
was rendered homeless in less than one hour. All across the land 
there arose a great cry — weeping, wailing and gnashing of teeth. 
The mighty United States of America, who forgot Almighty God, 
was driven heavily to its knees. Dozens of nations lost heads-of-
state in the rubble of the United Nations building in New York 
City. World communications, business and commerce connec-
tions, and the hub of international government were all dealt a 
crushing blow almost instantaneously.

Inside the American nuclear sub, the crew felt isolated from 
the world. They had received word of the nuclear explosions state-
side with its devastation. They were also informed, that the in-
telligence community had established a solid link between the 
nuclear terrorists and the Saudi Royal family. Command aboard 
the sub received notification of the DEFCON ONE status and 
had been instructed to standby for further orders. Then the or-
der came: prepare for launch of SLBM’s. After this, things had 
become a bit sketchy. Apparently, the United States had suffered 
a severe earthquake, and communications had been degraded as 
a result. They were in limbo. Worst of all, the Captain (a down-
town Chicago resident) and some of the crew had no doubt lost 
loved ones to the terrorists. After a passionate round-table debate 
among the officers and crew, the sailors aboard the submarine 
voted unanimously, to make an example out of militant Islam. 
They discussed the possible consequences of court martial and 
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even possible execution. What good was a nuclear sub armed 
with nuclear tipped SLBM’s, if not to even the score? How could 
they call themselves men and warriors, if they did not strike back 
at the enemy? How could they ever live with themselves, if they 
did not avenge the blood of their family and friends? Warriors 
they were, sitting on a mountain of weaponry, and it was about 
time to unleash some of it. Authorization was given, by the cap-
tain and his civilian counterpart, to launch four SLBM’s — their 
targets? — Mecca and Medina! Three, two, one: one by one the 
four missiles tore open the water hundreds of miles out in the 
Indian Ocean. The world would be a very different place in less 
than one hour, of this they were sure.

Riley MacCormick opened his eyes in the early morning light. 
He was a married man now. Rebekah was snuggled up close to 
him in the bed. Life had taken a vicious twist, but at least they 
had each other. He felt that he could handle anything with her by 
his side. “Are you awake?” Riley whispered in her ear.

“I am now,” she complained. “I was having a beautiful dream, 
and you terminated it! In the dream, you and I were married with 
three wonderful children. Everything was normal like before the 
quake, and ...... what are we going to do Riley?”

“We will continue trusting in Almighty God,” Riley replied. 
“Just because the world has fallen apart doesn’t mean, that He 
has abandoned us. He promised never to leave or forsake us, and 
that He would provide for His own even in famine. Even though 
we are out of work like many other thousands of people; we will 
be just fine. I guess no one will be making fun of my little farm 
anymore. You remember how everyone at the office used to call 
me a redneck and farm-boy ..... stuff like that?”

Rebekah chuckled. “Yeah. Sure do. Last year at the Christmas 
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party, they were asking, when you were going to sell your farm 
and move permanently to D.C. I used to think it was kind of 
weird, why you always planted a garden and heated your home 
with a wood heater in the winter. With such a strong economy 
and a really good paying job, it was always puzzling to me, why 
you continually talked about times getting hard. I am so glad, 
that you have a mind of your own. You are not swayed by what 
everyone else thinks, and I have always admired that about you.”

“Thank-you sweetheart. It’s a good thing; I invested in that 
generator. Taking time to harness the creek with the waterwheel 
was a great idea. It is actually working perfectly. Things seem 
pretty normal around here in spite of the fact, that public power 
in the valley is still out. You know, our honeymoon has been like 
going to heaven. I have thoroughly enjoyed just hanging out here 
alone with you. I don’t think it could have been any sweeter, if 
we had taken an exotic trip somewhere,” said Riley, as he hugged 
her warm body.

“It has been even better, than I ever dreamed it could be,” 
Rebekah agreed, “We will be lucky, if I am not already pregnant. 
I wooould like to have you all to myself for a year or two.”

Riley laughed, as he nodded his head in agreement. “I couldn’t 
agree with you more. You know, it’s hard to believe, that a large 
part of our country lies in ruin. It almost seems sinful for us to be 
enjoying life so much at a time like this. If not for the fact, that we 
put marriage off for so long, and that we are on our honeymoon, I 
would feel totally guilty. Pretty soon, we will have to return to the 
real world, whether we like it or not. Be that as it may, my heart 
leaps for joy with the knowledge, that we will face it together as 
husband and wife.
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I saw, and behold a white horse, and He that sat upon him had 
a bow. A crown was given unto him, and he went forth con-

quering, and to conquer. Whose coming is after the working of 
Satan, with all power and signs and lying wonders.

A large yellowish harvest moon had just risen above the 
horizon in the night sky. This night was Halloween, but 

more sinister by far than any preceding it. Assembled in a circle 
around a large roaring fire, was a strange group of men. Some 
were dressed in Masonic garb; others wore Shriner’s fezzes having 
tassels, as in the days of the Ottoman Empire; others were Mus-
lim religious heads. Witches, sorcerers, witch-doctors, magicians, 
mediums and like-minded sorts were gathered in that number. 
Secret organizations, such as “Skull-and-Crossbones”, the mafia, 
the Illuminati and others had their representatives present and 
accounted for. A very few heads-of-state graced the meeting with 
their presence. They were gathered in a secluded spot beside the 
Kura River in northwest Azerbaijan, very close to the border with 
Armenia and Georgia. A man with piercing eyes and strong coun-
tenance interrupted the buzz of conversations.
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“Everyone that is here has come by invitation only. It is my 
pleasure to announce, that all who were invited, have honored 
our request in being here. Everyone here is aware of why they 
were invited. There has been a major shift in the cosmos. For 
hundreds and hundreds of years, there has been a restraining 
force standing in our way. We have ventured out numerous times 
with a limited amount of success, only to be thwarted on the very 
brink of victory. I know, that each one of you is very in-tune to 
the spirit realm. I am confident, that you too have clearly sensed 
the movement of which I speak. This stubborn restraining force, 
that was present in the spirit realm, suddenly disappeared some 
three months ago. It is no longer interfering in our affairs. The 
time has come for us to make our move. There is a chosen-one 
among us, and he is here to demonstrate his credentials to you, so 
that you will know for a certainty he is the one. It is my distinct 
privilege to present — THE messiah — to you.”

The man turned his eyes toward the fire and with a flourish 
directed their attention there. Up out of the fire rose a ghostly 
figure, that suddenly exited the flames. There before them, as if 
by magic, stood a normal human being. He was a very handsome 
man, whose height reached to six feet and two inches. His smile 
was captivating, and his countenance commanded the attention 
of them all. A sense of confidence, power and authority radiated 
outwardly in every direction. The man reached for the person 
closest to him and embraced him warmly; greeting him by name.

“It is good to see you,” he said, with a confident matter-of-fact 
smile.

One after another, he greeted his guests in the same fash-
ion, moving slowly and deliberately around the fire. At length, he 
stood before them.

“You can call me Dr. Lighting,” he said. “I see that prepara-
tions are being made to roast a deer for dinner tonight.”
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He gestured in the general direction, where they were about 
to light the wood under a skewered doe.

“Gentlemen, would you please stand back out of the way for a 
moment please,” he instructed.

Those lighting the fire stepped back a couple of paces.
“You might want to step back a few more steps,” Dr. Lightning 

instructed them.
The men backed up further with puzzled looks on their faces.
Dr. Lighting pointed up into the sky and said with authority, 

“Come down fire!”
He swiftly moved his finger away from the sky and pointed 

straight into the wood arranged under the skewer. A bolt of light-
ning shot down from the sky into the pile of wood, immediately 
engulfing it in hot crackling flames. The men jumped back, star-
ing incredulously at the sight. All around the fire, men went to 
their knees, bowing down in reverence before Dr. Lighting.

“Please, please, gentlemen, up on your feet,” he said with a 
warm smile. “We are all in this together. The time has come to 
present permanent solutions to a world in turmoil. I have a plan, 
that will set everything right. Each one of you belong to different 
organizations, that have sought for that one specially gifted leader 
on earth. We have all longed for the one, who could bring peace, 
safety and prosperity. I am that man. You all know very well, 
that the religions of the earth have failed miserably in addressing 
the true needs of mankind. With your assistance, we will impose 
mandatory programs, that are completely necessary for these good 
things to become a reality. I insist that you trust me 100%. Some 
of the steps, I will take, will not make sense to you; however, they 
are well-planned to bring about the utopia, for which we have 
longed. First-steps are essential in laying the groundwork for what 
we really want. Some of them will be somewhat revolting to us. 
I assure you, that what may seem like bad decisions, will shortly 
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thereafter usher in possibilities; we have only dreamed of. Every 
one of you must keep yourselves informed of my actions and the 
actions of my staff. Your positions of authority around the world 
will be very useful in implementing our policies. Gentlemen, fas-
ten your seatbelts. We are about to transform the world.”

Dr. Lighting walked slowly through the group of men, staring 
deeply into the eyes of each and every one of them, not saying a 
word. Every last one of them were mesmerized at his presence, 
becoming more and more entranced by his gaze. Again he began 
to speak.

“I was born here in the general area of ancient Gogharena, 
but my father moved our family several times in his quest to pay 
the bills. I received my degree in economics over in Istanbul and 
have traveled rather extensively. I have to say, that the time spent 
among the descendants of my ancestors in northeastern Turkey, 
Armenia, Georgia and Azerbaijan has been the most fulfilling. 
Gentlemen, do not despise the size of small beginnings. A group 
bound together in agreement and common purpose is far more 
powerful, than people realize. Some of you are ministers in the 
Turkish and United Arab Emirates governments. I will need for 
you to introduce me to the prime minister of each one. Now listen 
very carefully, to what I am about to say. I have discovered a very 
simple concept, that is almost as powerful as faith. This power is 
unity or the power of agreement. If enough people achieve perfect 
unity, there is nothing that they cannot accomplish. It was almost 
achieved at the Tower of Babel, but the restraining force I men-
tioned earlier interfered. I am telling you, this restraining force is 
now out of the way. If everyone here will trust me completely and 
support my proposals, then we cannot possibly fail. I am asking 
you to pray for my good success in uniting others behind me. 
Pray at least five times a day for this. We must not keep the world 
waiting, if it is to survive. While they finish preparing our meal; I 
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must spend some time in meditation, but I will return shortly to 
share the meal with you.”

With that, Dr. Lighting turned on his heel and strode to the 
waters edge. Without slowing down, he walked out onto the Kura 
River and off into the distance. The men stood spellbound for 
quite some time, before they regained their composure.

Ten days later:

“Hello Dr. Lighting,” said Prime Minister Younan of Turkey. 
“A couple of my ministers have hounded me for days, to accept a 
meeting with you. What can I do for you?”

“I thank you from the bottom of my heart sir,” Dr. Lighting 
responded. “If you will permit; I would like to get straight to the 
point.”

“Please do,” the Turkish leader replied. “I have other pressing 
matters, that I must attend to, but you have my full undivided 
attention for up to thirty minutes.”

“Thank-you sir. In light of the collapse of world markets, es-
pecially European and U.S. stock markets; in light of the dread-
ful calamities, that have taken place in the United states; in light 
of the annihilation of Mecca and Medina; in light of three dif-
ferent nuclear attacks by three different entities the world is in 
desperate need of security, hope, and permanent solutions. Until 
recently, the United States was the world leader economically, and 
in maintaining peace and stability. As you know, that is now a 
thing of the past. The United States is barely holding itself togeth-
er, much less the world. The destruction of the United Nations 
world organization in New York City during the earthquake, and 
the consequent deaths of numerous world leaders, have left the 
world crying out for strong sensible leadership. You, Mr. Prime 
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Minister, are a man of considerable influence, both in Europe and 
in Asia. I have a comprehensive plan, that will set the world back 
in order within one hundred days.”

Dr Lighting leaned forward, staring deep into the prime min-
ister’s eyes. “I would like for you to help me revive the caliphate, 
dissolved by Mustafa Kemal Ataturk. I need for you to convene a 
meeting of the heads of Islam. The time has come for Muslims to 
lay aside their differences, and to speak as one single voice. Islam 
will no longer be divided as in days gone by. We control most of 
the world’s oil, and we can use this as a tool, but we need to be of 
one mind and of one voice. We will not be unreasonable in our 
approach, so that the world will follow our lead. We are going to 
be a part of something really big Mr. Prime Minister.”

Dr. Lighting extended the staff he was carrying in the direc-
tion of the prime minister and said, “Grasp the handle of the staff 
with me.”

Prime Minister Younan hesitated for a moment and then 
placed his hand on the handle of the staff with the doctor.

“Now, on the count of three, you and I will throw the staff 
down to the ground,” Dr. Lighting directed him. “Ooone, twooo, 
three!”

The two men tossed the staff to the ground. Instantly the stick 
began to slither, standing erect. The hooded Cobra stood poised 
and ready to strike. The Prime Minister jumped back in fear. Dr. 
Lighting laughed warmly, with a big smile. He took hold of the 
snake’s tail. Just that quickly, he was once again holding his staff 
only. He became very serious, as he stared deeply into his eyes.

“You and I will do great things together my friend.”
Prime Minister Younan, with great awe and respect, bowed at 

the waist, as if to a king. Dr. Lighting reached for his hand and 
shook it firmly in the manner of a close friend.

“I notice, that you strain to hear me when I talk. I also notice, 
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that you wear a hearing aid,” said Dr. Lighting.
Prime Minister Younan nodded in the affirmative. Dr. 

Lighting carefully placed his hands over both of his ears for about 
a minute, looking deeply into his eyes, and muttered some strange 
words. He plucked the hearing aid from his ears.

“You wont be needing this anymore,” he said. “Please do 
not delay the gathering of the leaders of Islam sir. Time is of the 
essence.”

The prime minister just stood their for a few moments, enjoy-
ing listening to the sounds around him.

“It has been many years, since I have been able to hear like 
this,” he said. “I forgot how pleasant it is, just to have normal 
hearing. Thank you very much sir! I will cancel some of my ap-
pointments and begin contacting Muslim leaders at once. I think 
I am going to call you — The Chosen One — . Do you mind?”

“You may, if you wish,” replied Dr. Lighting with a smile.

Riley and Rebekah were sitting at the kitchen table eating 
sausage and biscuits, and listening to reports on their multi-band 
transistor radio. The reporter was giving out the grim news.

“Across the nation, industry has slowed to a crawl. Orders for 
non-essential items have been canceled by the tens of thousands, 
as people are hunkering down trying to ride out the storm. Many 
companies, that manufacture luxury big-ticket items, have had 
to close their doors for business. A run on grocery stores and gas 
stations has virtually left the shelves bare and the tanks empty. 
President Quasim has issued an executive order; taking national 
control of the food, energy, communication and transportation 
sectors of the economy. He has also issued an executive order 
commandeering the railroad and trucking industries. His in-
tent is to insure the ongoing transfer of energy and food supplies 
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nationwide as winter approaches. The issuing of another executive 
order opens the national strategic oil reserve. It further orders all 
domestic oil and gas production to be accelerated to one hun-
dred percent output and beyond. The national guard has been 
called out in all fifty states, to enforce martial law throughout the 
country. Top priority has been assigned to Los Angeles, Chicago, 
Miami and along the northern part of the eastern seaboard, from 
Washington D.C. to Boston. The national guard, along with lo-
cal and state police, is making some headway in restoring law 
and order in these cities. Tent cities have begun to appear in any 
and every open space, where people can safely take refuge from 
the disaster areas. An additional eight hundred thousand peo-
ple are deathly ill with radiation sickness and are not expected 
to live. President Quasim, against the advice of his military ad-
visers, is recalling much of the U.S. military back to the home 
front from various parts of the globe. The military remains at 
DEFCON ONE. In the words of the President, — Until our 
nation is restored at home, the rest of the world is going to have 
to rise up and assist in world security —. The President, who 
had been en route to the general assembly of the United Nations 
in New York City, amazingly escaped the earthquake by just 
eight minutes. Air Force One had been in descent to land at the 
airport, when it was warned off by Secret Service agents on the 
ground in the city. Rumor has it, that President Quasim, and his 
family are holed up at NORAD headquarters in Colorado. The 
President has ordered all farming, and food processing industries, 
to continue at one hundred percent output regardless of the cost. 
Telecommunications have been largely compromised as a result 
of the disasters. Under the President’s orders, hundreds of crews 
are working tirelessly to reasonably restore the network. This is 
also a national priority in spite of the cost involved. All customers 
have been given a three month grace period concerning billing, to 
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assist families and victims in regaining control of their lives. Most 
of the nation has gone physically untouched, yet every life in the 
nation has been forever radically changed.”

Riley turned the radio off. “I can only take so much of this at 
a time. I would just like for us to enjoy our breakfast as much as 
we can. Can you believe your ears?”

“This whole thing is absolutely astonishing to me. Never in 
my wildest imaginations have I ever entertained such a scenario,” 
answered Rebekah, shaking her head in utter disbelief.

“Rebekah,” he said softly. “You know, that I have a calling 
on my life. I have tried for years to warn people about what was 
coming. I have written column after column, pointing out how 
we have drifted away from our Christian roots as a nation. I have 
never grown tired in this pursuit. I have been diligent in making 
people aware of the consequences, that we have been inviting on 
ourselves. I have been mocked again and again for the stance 
I have taken. While all of this calamity does scare me in one 
way; I was not one bit surprised to see it happen. All the prepara-
tions, that I have made here on the farm, are a result of practicing 
what I preach. A wise man, when he sees evil coming, prepares a 
place of refuge for himself. I’m going to tell you something else. 
A couple of hours before the downward spiral of the New York 
Stock Exchange; I got out of bed and got ready for work. On the 
way to work, something happened. I don’t really know how to 
describe it, but something hit me in the pit of my stomach. I have 
had lesser versions of this same thing happen to me in the past, 
but nothing like this. There was a grave heaviness about it. Deep 
inside my psyche, I had a knowing that something gigantic was 
taking place. Later at work, when things started coming unglued 
nationally, my eyes were opened. The dam holding back a flood of 
massive evil was gone. In my mind, the dam did not collapse, but 
was removed in an instant. I have spent a considerable amount 
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of time thinking about this. I have to say, that a certain Bible 
verse keeps ringing in my mind. It is found in the second book of 
Thessalonians in chapter two, and in verse seven: [For the mystery 
of lawlessness is already at work: only it is restrained for now, un-
til restraint be taken out of the way]. That is my paraphrase, but 
my point is this: I think that the appointed time of this restraint 
was completed that day at work. You are the only one I have told 
about this so far. I sort of expect to hear, about a messiah-type-
person coming to the forefront on the world stage very soon. This 
is both scary and exciting at the same time. Scholars do not agree 
on what the restraining power is. Some believe it is the Church. 
This really does not make sense, when you read verses one, two 
and three of the same chapter. If we study verses one through 
seven carefully; we see, that the man-of-sin will be revealed before 
the Day of Christ. The Church will know who the man-of-sin 
is BEFORE Christ returns for the Church. The man of sin will 
have begun to do his work on earth, with the Church having full 
knowledge of this, and while the Church is waiting for Christ’s 
return. It seems completely logical to conclude, that the Church 
cannot possibly be the restraining force. It could be, that the re-
straining power is the Holy Spirit or Michael the archangel. The 
Holy Bible really does not seem to give a name to the restraining 
force. It does say that the “Day of Christ” will not take place, 
until sometime after the restraining force is removed. Sweetheart, 
I think I am supposed to warn people about this. Let’s hope that 
I am wrong, for it will be a horrible time for the earth. If I am 
right; we don’t want our family and loved ones to be a part of that 
number, that defects from the truth.”

“You are scaring me Riley, but I trust you with all my heart. 
It is your wisdom, that has prepared a safe place for me, while 
our country is disintegrating before our very eyes. I love you even 
more than before, because of that. I am with you whatever you 
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decide. You can count on me in life and in death.”
Rebekah put her arms around Riley and held him tightly. 

“You are worth far more to me than silver or gold or diamonds or 
rubies. With the world falling down all around us; I have never 
been more happy in all my life.”

“Mmmmm, I love you sweetheart,” he whispered in her ear. 
“You want to take a road trip into D.C., to see for ourselves?”

Prime Minister Younan of Turkey took to the stand before 
the Muslim gathering. “Good evening gentlemen. It is my dis-
tinct honor to introduce our guest this evening. I have personally 
witnessed the authority and power this man possesses, and I have 
to tell you: he is no ordinary man. I am convinced, that he is the 
one; we have been waiting for. I will leave it to you to make up 
your own minds. Without any further delay, I present to you — 
The Chosen One —.

Dr. Lighting ascended the stage and stood before the gath-
ering of Muslim dignitaries. “My friends, this is a beautiful 
evening. I want you to just look at that desert crescent moon. 
Have you ever seen anything like it? I can’t think of anywhere; I 
would rather be tonight, than out here under the stars with my 
Muslim brothers. You may not believe this, but my mother was a 
Christian lady, whose ancestral roots go back to the ancient tribe 
of Meshech. Interestingly enough, while my mother’s father was 
Christian, my mother’s mother was Jewish. Pretty unusual don’t 
you think? I know this may seem like a huge negative to you, 
but hang in there with me for a few moments. My father was a 
staunch Muslim man, whose ancestral roots are traced back to 
the ancient tribe of Tubal. As you can guess; my father saw to it, 
that I had a proper Muslim upbringing. It has served me well. 
Gentlemen, the world is in desperate need of an objective leader; 



 44 

Mickey McConnell

someone that has the ability to transcend cultures and nationali-
ties. I am just such a man. I don’t hate anyone. I care deeply for 
this hurting world. It is my heart-felt desire, to lead the world 
into a new millennium of peace, security and prosperity. The old 
way of doing business has had disastrous results. Any intelligent 
person following world events will agree readily with me on this. 
There is always a tit for tat in world affairs, and it has pushed the 
planet to the brink of extinction. If the nations and people of the 
world continue to hate one another, then there is no hope. This 
cannot and must not continue. I have a set of proposals for our 
planet, that are completely revolutionary. We will have to set aside 
old ways of thinking, in order to govern a new utopian world: a 
heaven on earth, if you will. Deep in my heart; I am Muslim. You 
men must not forget this! Let me repeat what I just said. Deep in 
my heart; I am Muslim! Some of my proposals will sound wrong 
to you at first. But how will we ever get the rest of the world 
on board, unless we use a different tact of cunning shrewdness? 
Know this! Things are not always what they appear to be. Does 
not the end justify the means? We will give the world what it 
wants in appearance, but in reality, we will accomplish, what we 
have always wanted to accomplish. We will achieve world domi-
nation. We will do it without them even realizing it. When we 
are done; the world will thank us. We will give them peace and 
safety. In just such an environment as I am proposing, prosperity 
is possible throughout the entire world. Do you want to dominate 
the world, or do you want to fuss and fight amongst ourselves 
and get nowhere? Do you want the world to continue to push 
us around as they have for a hundred years? We have a window 
of opportunity here. My friends, I have the power to make these 
things happen. The middle-east is where civilization began, and 
it should be the center of world power. The middle-east is al-
most completely Muslim. Is not this the way it should be? As you 
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all know; the Americans destroyed Mecca and Medina after the 
nuclear attacks on their cities. Do not be discouraged! Nothing 
happens by accident. I have been sent by Allah, and my time is 
now here. I am — The messiah — . I am the chosen one. We will 
rule the world from new Babylon-the-Great, and we will do it 
right here in the middle-east. The Americans thought destroying 
Mecca and Medina would be a fatal blow to Islam. They failed 
to realize, that they were only facilitating the next step. Allah is 
removing the old and bringing in the new, and he is using our 
enemies to make it happen. Mecca and Medina served their pur-
pose, and this primary purpose has been fulfilled. The coming of 
the messiah overshadows any earthly place. The time of setting 
up Allah’s kingdom on earth is now here. We will take control of 
the world without firing a single shot. The earthquake sent to the 
infidel cities of Washington D.C. and New York City was an act 
of Allah. The destructions in Miami, Chicago and Los Angeles 
were acts from Allah. The collapse of the U.S. dollar was an act of 
Allah. The infidel empire of the United States had to be removed 
from greatness, in order to pave the way for world Islam. Defense 
minister Rustam Yovari from Persia/Iran stood boldly to his feet 
questioning, “Are you a Shiite Muslim, or a Sunni Muslim?”

“Does it really matter, as long as I am Muslim?” asked Dr. 
Lighting.

“It matters quite a lot ,” answered Yovari. “It is the Shiite 
Muslims, that have proclaimed the coming of the Mahdi for cen-
turies. If you are the hidden Imam, then you would doubtless be 
Shiite. Are you Shiite?”

“Sir,” replied Dr. Lighting. “This is exactly, what I was speak-
ing of only moments ago. If we do not become unified, then we 
will not succeed.”

Defense Minister Yovari pressed forward, “If you are not 
Shiite; I will not follow you!”
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A man, moving slowly through the crowded gathering, 
reached the spot where Yovari was standing, and put his hand 
heavily upon Yovari’s shoulder.

“You will not use that tone of voice, when you address lord 
Shachar!” the man said sternly.

Defense Minister Yovari started to open his mouth again, 
when he noticed his hands turning cancerous right before his 
eyes. The skin cancer spread quickly and hideously to his arms 
and face. He glanced around with a look of panic, and then ran 
out of the gathering screaming. The man, who had touched him, 
watched his retreat with an ice-cold stare.

“Some people are simply too stubborn to be helped,” he mused 
out loud, shaking his head in wonder.

“This is my assistant Eliyah,” said Dr. Lighting. “He does 
not do anything without my approval. We have been very close 
for years, and I trust him explicitly. I saved his life many years 
ago, and our bond is indestructible. You can depend on what he 
tells you, but he is a bit over-protective. Will someone chase after 
Defense Minister Yovari and bring him back? Everything will be 
alright; I promise you.”

Shortly thereafter, Dr. Lighting placed his hands on either 
side of Yovari’s head saying, “Be restored as before.”

Immediately the cancer began to withdraw, leaving his skin 
clean and supple, as when he was a teenager. Defense Minister 
Yovari knelt down before him in worship.

“Thank-you so very much sir. Please accept my apology for 
being stubborn and unbelieving,” he said.

Dr. Lighting took him by the hand, helped him to his feet, 
and embraced him.

“Please be seated again,” Dr. Lighting said kindly. “Eliyah!”
“Yes my lord?” answered Eliyah.
“These men need a demonstration of my power. Let’s give 
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them proof of who I am. Do that which I have taught you,” said 
Dr. Lighting.

“Yes my lord,”he replied.
Eliyah raised his hands to the sky and began to make circular 

motions with his pointing fingers. Faster and faster he moved 
them.

“Go wind!” he commanded.
Three ghostly figures ascended into the sky in a rotating pat-

tern. Immediately a funnel cloud descended onto the desert floor 
in the moonlight. The dust devil moved swiftly in the direc-
tion of the gathering. The men gathered there began to murmur 
nervously.

“There is no cause for alarm my friends,” Dr. Lighting in-
structed them in a calm voice. “The dust devil will not harm you 
while I am here. It is only a demonstration.”

The desert tornado began to bear down upon them, slinging 
sand and dust all over the place, and roaring like a freight train. 
The men present were shielding their faces from the sand and 
dust, and hunkering down in as safe a position as they could.

Dr. Lighting pointed with authority at the dust devil and said, 
“Lift over us and do us no harm!”

The funnel cloud lifted high off the ground, crossed over the 
gathering, and sat back down on the other side. It roared off into 
the distance and disappeared in minutes.

“I am sorry for all the sand and dust,” said Dr. Lighting. “It 
was necessary for you to see for yourselves the reality of my au-
thority. You would not have understood how real my power is, 
if you had not experienced it in real time for yourselves. Eliyah? 
Illumine the minds of these fine men.”

“Yes sir my lord,” replied Eliyah. “Gentlemen, this man stand-
ing here before us all is the long awaited messiah. You may call 
him — lord Shachar— .”
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Eliyah gestured in the direction of Dr. Lighting. The coun-
tenance of lord Shachar began to radiate a shining light, that 
seemed to reflect off the faces of each one present. The men of 
the gathering, being entranced by the brightness of his presence, 
slipped to their knees in reverence.

Eliyah broke the silence saying, “Rise to your feet gentlemen. 
Lord Shachar is the fulfillment of all we have been taught from 
the time of our youth. He made me the man, that I am at this very 
day. He trained me to be his right hand man, and he has endowed 
me with much power and ability. I owe him everything, includ-
ing my life. Lord Shachar has chosen Prime Minister Younan to 
reestablish the caliphate, and we ask you to close ranks around 
him with your co-operation and assistance. We must unite our 
Muslim nations into a sort of United States of the Middle-East; 
or Middle-Eastern Union, if you will. We must not delay, if we 
are to retain the initiative. The near destruction and collapse of 
the United States of America has left a power vacuum in world 
leadership. We must step in right away, before the Europeans or 
the rulers of the east. Do we have your 100% support?”

As if in a unified trance, the leaders of the Muslim world re-
plied, “We will do as lord Shachar has said.”

“Before we go our separate ways, I must have a meeting with 
the chief ruler of the United Arab Emirates,” said Dr. Lighting.

Riley pumped diesel fuel into his car from the two-thousand 
gallon tank, that he kept full to the brim. Rebekah was packing 
lunch and supper for the day trip; the two of them were taking into 
the Washington D.C. area. It was their first trip off the MacCormick 
farm. It was their desire, to see for themselves, the extent of the 
earthquake damage. They had heard the reports of devastation on 
their multi-band transistor radio. Somehow it was hard to believe; 
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that Washington D.C. was a pile of rubble. Rebekah brought the 
picnic basket out and started loading it into the car.

“Are you about ready sweetheart?” she asked.
“Just about,” replied Riley. “You did lock the doors right?”
“Of course I did silly, but obviously you’re not ready big boy. 

You forgot your jacket and sunglasses,” she needled him.
“Mercy,” said Riley. “I sure am glad you remembered. I hate 

it, when I forget my sunglasses. You women sure are useful that 
way. Touche?” he asked smiling at her.

Rebekah gave him a big wet kiss. “Touche. Let’s hit the road, 
like we meant business.”

Riley opened the door for Rebekah. She got in and scooted 
over into the middle. He walked around, climbed in on the driv-
er’s side, and pulled the door shut. Riley fired up the car, and they 
headed down the road.

“We’re off,” he reported. “It is so wonderful having you with 
me all the time. It almost seems like we’re doing something wrong, 
when I wake up in the morning all tangled together with you. I 
think I’m going to like this being married thing.”

“You think?” she said as she elbowed him playfully. “You bet-
ter watch it buddy, you have met your match.”

“Oh, I know that’s right,” he laughed. “I don’t think I could 
handle the polygamy thing like Jacob in the Bible. I don’t know 
how he did it.”

“Hey little boy! You don’t need to know how he did it. You 
have more woman, than you will ever be able to handle the way 
it is,” replied Rebekah.

The time passed by quickly, as the miles rolled by one after 
another. Soon they were turning off of U.S. 340 onto I-66 east, 
headed toward Washington D.C.

“It seems really weird,” said Riley. “There used to be so much 
traffic headed into D.C., but we’ve only seen a very few cars since 
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we left. Have you noticed that?”
“I know,” Rebekah replied. “I don’t have a good feeling about 

this. I hope we aren’t making a big mistake.”
Some eighty miles later, they began to enter the Virginia met-

ropolitan area southwest of Washington D.C. About the same 
time, tents by the hundreds, and even thousands, came into view.

“Whoa!” said Riley in amazement. “Must be a refugee camp?”
Just ahead on the interstate was a military roadblock with 

flashing lights. Riley slowed the car and pulled alongside the sol-
dier carrying an M-16.

“Good afternoon sir,” said the military police officer. “State 
your business. Where are you headed?”

“We brought food and water for whoever might need it,” said 
Riley. “It is in the trunk. You want to take a look?”

“Yes I do,” stated the MP. “Let me see your driver license as 
well.”

Riley popped the trunk lid, as he pulled out his wallet and 
handed the man his license. The MP walked toward the rear of 
the car. Riley glanced over at Rebekah with a look of apprehen-
sion and shrugged his shoulders.

“So you all are from Page County?” the MP questioned.
“Yes. Born and raised there,” replied Riley.
“I have a friend that lives in Page County,” the military man 

replied. “Listen, it is ok for you to go further into town, but you 
enter at your own risk. We are having fairly good success main-
taining law and order, but we have had a few problems with loot-
ing and rape. Miss, I advise you to stay close to Mr. MacCormick 
just to be on the safe side. Also, the interstate close-in to the 
Potomac is badly damaged in places, and the bridges across the 
river collapsed in the earthquake. The Army Corps of Engineers 
has assembled a temporary military style bridge across the riv-
er, but they may or may not let you cross it. There is a curfew 
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enforced at nightfall. If you don’t want to spend the night, then 
you had better be out before dark.”

“Thank-you sir,” Riley replied. “You can be sure, that we will 
be back before then.”

The two of them rode along in silence for several miles, before 
Riley spoke up.

“It’s going to be a while, before I get used to thinking of our-
selves, as not dominating the world as before. I have my doubts, 
that we will ever recover the world standing; we once enjoyed.”

“Look,” said Rebekah pointing. “More tents, and more mili-
tary police. After today, I would sort of like to take a trip to a 
large city, that is untouched by the disasters. I’m wondering, if 
we have lost many of our freedoms. Do you think the rest of the 
United States is sort of back to normal?”

“That is a very good question sweetheart. Maybe we could 
go down to Richmond and Virginia Beach, and then perhaps on 
down to Raleigh/Durham. Hmm. Arlington City limits! It wont 
be long now. I never imagined there would be so many tents. 
There must be quite a few campfires as well, because of all the 
trails of smoke. I did notice a number of trucks loaded with fire-
wood earlier.”

“I really feel sorry for all these people. They must have lost 
their homes in the quake,” said Rebekah. “It almost looks like 
pictures you would see in a third world country. Just look at those 
ripples in the road on the other side! And look there! The over-
passes are a pile of concrete and steel.”

“What in the world? Innnncredible!,” Riley asserted. “There’s 
the Potomac right up ahead and look at the devastation over in 
D.C. I used to always enjoy seeing the top of the Washington 
Monument from here. It really is gone, like they said.”

Riley’s voice cracked and tears streamed down his face. He 
pulled the car to the side of the road. The two of them stared off 
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into the distance, as they held each other.
“Hearing the reports is one thing,” said Rebekah. “Seeing it 

with my own eyes is shocking. I have a sick feeling in the pit of 
my stomach, and it is almost more than I can bear.”

Riley sat speechless, taking in the sight. He looked sadly into 
the eyes of Rebekah.

“I have been afraid, that something like this would happen,” 
he said. “It’s still mind-boggling to me though. I suppose this is 
how things are all the way to Boston. It just really messes with my 
thinking, seeing it in person.”

“Just look at that line of tractor-trailers waiting to cross the 
temporary military bridge,” stated Rebekah. “Have you noticed 
the F-E-M-A signs on most of them?”

“Yes,” replied Riley. “I’m sure they are loaded with everything 
from tents, to propane bottles and heaters, to prepackaged meals 
in those refrigerated trucks. Think about how big of an operation 
it is, to feed all the refugees from Washington to Boston, plus the 
ones in Chicago, Los Angeles and Miami. It is going to be a very 
long time, before our country gets back to normal. Look, there 
are people still trickling out of Washington on foot. I betcha, they 
are heading to those tent cities we saw. I don’t know what you’re 
thinking; but I’m thinking, that they are not going to let us into 
D.C. I’ve watched them turn a couple of cars back already. Why 
don’t we get off this road and down into town, to find some needy 
people to give our food and water?”

“I think that is a good idea,” Rebekah answered. “I don’t 
mind looking around for a while, but I am missing the valley 
pretty badly right now. I’m ok with getting on back home soon.”

Riley got out and opened the trunk of the car. He pulled 
out the five gallon can of diesel fuel, that he had brought along. 
Taking the fuel cap off the car; he slowly emptied the entire can 
of fuel into the car’s fuel tank. Having returned the empty can to 
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the trunk; he got back into the car.
“Just thought it might be smart to put the extra fuel into the 

car,” he told Rebekah. “You heard what the MP said back there 
about looting. I don’t want us, to not have enough fuel to get back 
home.”

Riley drove a couple of blocks, where they spotted a large 
group of tents in the city park. He eased the car up close and 
turned off the engine. The two of them got out of the car and 
walked into the middle of the camp. A fire was burning there, 
where a large group of people were just standing around. It was 
apparent, that they had nowhere else to go.

“Could you all use some canned corn and green beans?” he 
asked.

“We sure could,” answered a middle-aged woman. “The army 
is giving us army rations a couple of times a day. They also give us 
some pre-packaged stuff, that they bring in large trucks, but the 
taste sure leaves something to be desired.”

“Would a couple of you men give us a hand? We have four 
dozen quart cans of food; I canned out of my garden this past 
year. It is in the trunk of the car,” Riley informed them.

In minutes the food was distributed among the group.
“Four dozen quarts sure doesn’t go very far in a situation like 

this,” Rebekah mused. “We hardly put a dent in the need here.”
The middle aged woman spoke up. “That doesn’t matter, 

we appreciate every bit of help that comes our way. My name is 
Shelly and this is my son Tommy. My husband and daughter were 
killed in the earthquake. Our house was destroyed, and our car 
was crushed in the garage, when it collapsed. We spent the first 
couple of nights in the rubble of our home. It didn’t take long 
for the stuff in the refrigerator to spoil with the power off. It was 
quite an ordeal keeping warm, with the natural gas infrastructure 
out in the city. We heard that the government was setting up tents 
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for anyone left homeless. We also heard, that the Army Corps of 
Engineers had constructed a bridge across the river close to the 
interstate. On the third day, we put what was left of the food in 
garbage bags and hiked toward Virginia. It took us a day and a 
half to get here.”

Shelly dropped her voice to a whisper and pulled Riley and 
Rebekah off to the side.

“I don’t know how we are going to get out of here, but I have 
relatives in South Carolina. Is there any help you can give us? 
Even if you could just take us part of the way, it would be much 
appreciated.”

“We live in the Shenandoah Valley. That is a long way from 
South Carolina,” answered Rebekah, as she cocked her head in-
quisitively at Riley. “What do you think darling?”

Riley was rubbing his hand back and forth across his mouth 
with his head tilted downward. “Weeell, if ya’ll are willing to 
come with us to our farm for a few days; we might be able to take 
you at least part of the way.”

“I am willing to do whatever you two say, if you will help us 
out,” Shelly replied. “My husband and I had a few dollars in a 
checking account. I don’t know how long it will be, before I can 
get to it. Perhaps I could gain access to it in your town. I will 
gladly give it to you, if you will help us.”

“We will worry about that later,” Riley said. “My wife is ready 
to get on back home. You and Tommy can hop in the car with us, 
if that is what you want to do.”

It took Riley a while to get back to the interstate, because of 
the destroyed interchange close to the river. He was finally able to 
re-enter a couple of miles west of where they had been. Tommy 
fell to sleep in minutes. Shelly, though completely worn out, had 
a look of great relief on her face. The four of them traveled west-
ward down I-66 in silence.
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It was a beautiful Tuesday in Dubai United Arab Emirates. 
The sunlight glimmered off the sleek new buildings of the neo-
modern westernized city. Khalifa Tower, the tallest building in 
the world, extended high above the line of the cities’ skyscrapers. 
The city also had claim to the world’s second tallest hotel. The 
building boom of recent years had been perhaps the largest in the 
world. They had converted an oil-producing based economy into 
a huge financial, real estate and tourist economy. With seventy 
malls, the world’s seventh largest shopping mall, souk trading 
markets, and dhow cargo shipping, it existed as a sort of shop-
ping commercial trade center for the middle east. International 
banking had thrived and grown into a sizable industry. Al 
Maktoum International Airport, having aspirations of becoming 
the largest airport in the world, was well on its way. It was al-
ready handling a massive volume of international passengers and 
air cargo. International sports events were on the increase, and 
the city boasted the world’s largest manmade harbor. Huge land 
reclamation projects were already well underway, namely Palm 
Jumeirah, Palm Jebel Ali, and Palm Diera. These projects, being 
built out into the Persian Gulf, could house as many as three mil-
lion people. Theme parks, marinas, hotels, beaches, villas, apart-
ments, retail outlets and other very large projects were all brand 
spanking new. Terms like “eighth wonder of the world” were an 
indication of just how huge some of these projects had become. 
Dubai World Trade Center was host to major world class events. 
The city was quickly emerging as the next Babylon of human his-
tory, with all it’s human accomplishment and genius.

Dr. Lighting had an eye-opening conversation with the chief 
ruler of the United Arab Emirates and Dubai. Because of that 
conversation, the sheik extended an invitation to the nations of 
the world, to assemble in Dubai for a new beginning as it were.

As he put it, “Dubai is a very neutral site for international 
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deliberations. It is the city of peace and hope, and from here we 
will begin a new era of co-operation and stability.”

The world was responding positively and almost unanimous-
ly. Delegates from virtually every nation on the planet had ar-
rived, and were arriving, at Al Maktoum International Airport. 
International reporting agencies had filled the city with reporters 
and photographers. A brand new manmade island was being un-
veiled this very afternoon at two o’clock, with extravagant office 
space available to every tribe and nation. A splendid new general 
assembly hall, that was architecturally breathtaking, patiently 
awaited the appointed hour for its guests. Lavish pools, fountains 
and artistic creations graced the gorgeous green lawns and walk-
ways of the very large central plaza, leading up to the gleaming 
new international facilities.

The time was one o’clock, and dignitaries by the droves were 
arriving and filling the plaza. Off to the side, a fairly large crowd 
was buzzing with excitement, with their attention obviously fas-
tened on the Persian Gulf. In the distance, the shape of a man 
moved slowly toward the international plaza. He apparently was 
not swimming, but was walking across the top of the water. There 
was no small stir, as many speculated as to the meaning of this.

“It’s a political stunt,” one man speculated.
“It must be part of the inaugural festivities of the new island,” 

another wondered out loud.
“Perhaps the Sheik of the United Arab Emirates has prepared 

another special surprise for us all,” ventured another.
The man on the water drew near. He was sporting a fine black 

suit, and his shoes splashed water as he walked, as if he were walk-
ing through puddles of water in the streets. He pointed straight 
up into the clear blue sky and commanded with great authority, 
“Come down fire!”

Immediately a large jagged bolt of lightning descended into 
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the gulf, blasting water in every direction to his right. He raised 
his arm again and pointed to his left. Another blaze of lightning 
opened the waters once again to his left.

The growing crowd reacted with an “Oooooh”; in the same 
manner that people witness holiday fireworks.

The man, now at the shore’s edge, walked onto the grass of the 
plaza and up to the crowd gathered there. Cameras were flashing, 
as reporters pressed in to ask questions.

“Who are you sir?” asked one reporter.
“My name is Dr. Lighting,” the man replied.
“Are you a delegate of one of the nations, and if so which 

nation?”asked another reporter.
“I am not a delegate of any country,” said Dr. Lighting. “I am 

the guest of Prime Minister Younan of Turkey. He invited me to 
participate in the deliberations of the new General Assembly. The 
chief ruler of the United Arab Emirates is obviously a man of vi-
sion. Just look at what he has prepared here for the nations of the 
world. I have great respect for men like this. I too am a man of 
vision, and I am honored to just be a part of this new undertak-
ing. I have been asked by Prime Minister Younan, to address the 
General Assembly tomorrow on behalf of the nation of Turkey. I 
consider it quite an honor to do so.”

“Where and how did you learn to do ..... those, er, well ..... 
things?” asked a reporter.

Dr. Lighting laughed heartily, “You mean walking on water 
and calling down fire out of heaven?”

“Weeell, yes,” replied the reporter.
“Several years ago, I began to experience great power. It was 

an unusual kind of authority, if you will. I was just as surprised by 
it at the time as you are. I will not go into my methods, or how it 
all came about, but I of course started experimenting with it all. I 
have actually come to understand some astounding truths of our 
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universe. I am here at this place and at this time to help mankind, 
if I can. Be sure and come tomorrow, if you wish to learn more,” 
Dr. Lighting instructed them.

“Can you do that fire-out-of-heaven thing for us one more 
time?” asked a reporter.

“Okay,” replied Dr. Lighting. “But then we must keep our 
date with the chief ruler of the United Arab Emirates. This is the 
beginning of a great era, of this you can be sure. Are you ready?”

Once more Dr. Lighting raised his hand toward the heavens 
and commanded with authority, “Come down fire!”

He swiftly pointed his finger out into the Persian gulf. Just 
that quickly a massive zigzag line of electricity blew out a hole 
in the water of the gulf for a couple of short seconds, before the 
water closed back in as before.

Next day in Dubai:

Newscasts across the globe quickly spread the news of su-
pernatural events taking place in Dubai, United Arab Emirates. 
Reports, along with unbelievable pictures, showed a handsome 
man in a black suit walking on water, with a flash of lightning 
nearby. The media was in a feeding frenzy, as they searched for 
answers. Where is this man from? How old is this man? Who 
are the parents, relatives and friends of this man? Where was the 
man born? Is it true that Dr. Lighting walked on water, or was it 
an illusion? What kind of man can call down fire from heaven? 
What else can this man do? Does this man have a wife? Does Dr. 
Lighting have children? What kind of discourse will Dr. Lighting 
engage in today before the General Assembly? Can Dr. Lighting 
resolve the impasse at the assembly? Does Dr. Lighting have an-
swers to go along with his stage appeal? The news had already 
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reached the streets of the nations of the earth. Coffee houses, 
marketplaces, religious organizations and many others discussed 
the possibilities and what their ramifications could entail. Eyes 
and ears were fixed with anticipation on the upcoming speech 
slot, that was allotted to the nation of Turkey at seven o’clock 
p.m. (10:00 a.m. eastern standard time).

Prime Minister Younan of Turkey ascended the platform and 
made his way to the podium.

“My friends,” he began, “It is with much pleasure, that I come 
to you on behalf of the mighty nation of Turkey. The world is 
at a great crossroads in economic terms, and there exists a great 
vacuum in leadership. My nation is not sitting on the sidelines, 
for we have already entered into partnership with neighboring 
nations, to bring stability to our region. If the world does not act 
quickly and decisively; our planet is in danger of descending into 
a chaotic abyss of death and destruction. We are not living in the 
middle ages here. We are living in a dangerous world of nuclear 
arsenals aimed back and forth at each other, with the ability to 
kill millions from the opposite side of the earth. Intercontinental 
ballistic missiles, with their deadly payloads, are huge virtual 
armies deployed in minutes of time. They reek far more destruc-
tion, than ancient armies ever could. We have recently witnessed 
this phenomena in the United States, Iran and in Saudi Arabia. I 
fear this is only the beginning. Mankind must make peace with 
himself, or he is doomed. We must not squander this opportu-
nity. NOW, I have invited a very special man, to address this as-
sembly on behalf of my nation. He is a very capable man. I have 
spent considerable time with him in recent days. I have to say, 
that he is a far more capable leader, than I have ever met in my en-
tire life. He loves humankind. He has briefly given me a glimpse 
into a set of proposals, that are more than adequate to save our 
planet. Out of respect for my nation; I ask you to please pay close 
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careful attention, to what this man has to say. My friends, please 
welcome, Dr. Lighting.”

There was a burst of applause across the auditorium. Some 
were reserved with a wait-and-see attitude, but the rest stood to 
their feet and clapped for quite some time. Approximately sixty 
seconds of awkward silence followed, as the assembly awaited the 
appearance of Dr. Lighting. As if by magic, a foot, then a leg and 
then the whole body of Dr. Lighting passed through the wall in 
the front of the auditorium. Those present gasped with wide-eyed 
surprise, yet with pleasure and anticipation. With a charming 
smile, Dr. Lighting faced the assembly.

“Prime Minister Younan,” he said. “This is a very great honor, 
that you have bestowed upon me. You have already proven to be a 
wonderful friend, and for this I thank you. Ladies and gentlemen, 
it is my distinct privilege to address this assembly-of -new begin-
nings on behalf of the nation of Turkey. I also want to thank 
the Prime Minister of the United Arab Emirates for being open 
minded. We owe him our gratitude, for making this beautiful 
new venue available to the tribes and nations of the earth. It is 
very important, that we have an international forum for peace. 
After yesterday, I have been besieged with phone calls, e-mails 
and every other kind of inquiry you can imagine. I have a doctor-
ate in economics, but I am also a medical doctor and scientist. I 
would like to introduce you to my young friend here, Xing.”

To the right of Dr. Lighting, a woman released a young child 
in his direction. The young boy ran to Dr. Lighting and jumped 
into his waiting arms. Dr. Lighting, with great delight, stood 
back up holding the young boy in his arms.

Dr. Lighting continued. “Only three months ago, Xing’s lit-
tle body was filled with a cancer, that would have killed him in 
less than twelve months. My team of doctors and scientists have 
been doing extensive research for several years, and we recently 
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discovered the common thread for most cancers. We have devel-
oped a cure, that we believe will eradicate several of these cancers. 
Xing is alive today with no trace of cancer in his body, because we 
administered this cure to him. It will be on the market early next 
year. We invite any interested persons to thoroughly investigate 
the validity of our claims. We intend to make our cure available 
to the public at low cost, so that anyone can afford it, includ-
ing those without insurance. Our main objective is the health of 
mankind, not the enrichment of profiteers. As I am sure you are 
aware, we could literally make billions off of this cure, if this is 
what we wanted to do. Cancer has been a major scourge on all of 
humanity. We are only interested in the well-being of our fellow 
man. We are not men of greed. We are endeavoring to foster a 
spirit of unity and co-operation among the nations. It is our hope, 
that this will encourage a humane utopian paradise for us all.

The auditorium exploded with applause, as Dr. Lighting re-
leased Xing to run back to his mother, who was waiting for him.

“There is so much potential among us,” said Dr. Lighting. 
“We must find a way to co-operate for the benefit of mankind. 
This will take very strong leadership. The world can be a paradise, 
if we will swallow our pride and our greed.”

At this point, Dr. Lighting walked to the edge of the stage. 
Without stopping, he walked through the air down into the cen-
ter isle. The crowd stared in awe. He continued walking through 
the crowd with the microphone in his hand. He slowly walked 
throughout the entire auditorium, carrying his message down to a 
very personal one-on-one level. His strong countenance, with his 
piercing eyes, yet gentle manner, held his audience captive. It was as 
if unseen forces were moving about among the assembly, drawing 
them in, impacting them, enticing them. Glimpses of ghostly fig-
ures, seen for only split seconds of intrigue, drew the crowd magi-
cally, mystically, delivering a sort of control to the doctor.
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“I am here to tell you, that we are on the verge of a new world,” 
he said, as he slowly and deliberately made eye contact with each 
person as he moved among them.

“I have come to this place at just such a time to offer the world 
hope. I have sensed a mood change everywhere I go. The inhabit-
ants of the earth are weary of war and poverty. They are afraid of 
what tomorrow will bring, and they long for a new world.”

Dr. Lighting paused, moving slowly, talking slowly, talking 
deliberately.

“The old world, of which we have been a part for so long, is 
fatally flawed. It is time to bring in a new millennium built upon 
worldwide peace and safety. We are all a part of the human race, 
and this binds us together with common purpose. We need each 
other. We can maintain our smaller differences, because this is 
what gives us identity and value as individuals; however, the time 
has come for individuals and nations to lay aside the big differ-
ences. This is what makes us want to war against each other. We 
must refocus our energies from enemies and war, to friends and 
co-operation.”

Dr. Lighting walked over to the live camera. Looking straight 
into it, he addressed the world.

“Please listen quietly and attentively, and then consider the 
possibilities. What kind of world do you want? Do you really 
want prosperity for every soul on the planet, or only for you and 
your friends? Do you really want peace and safety for everyone, 
or just for you and your country? Do you really want everyone in 
the world to eat until they are full everyday, or just you and your 
nation? Do you really want every one to have a job, or just you 
and the ones you love? Do you really desire health for every soul 
on earth, or just for you and your friends? Would you consider 
laying aside religious differences for the betterment of mankind, 
or do you consider your religion the only pathway to God? Can 
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it really be, that God only loves you and your friends? It is within 
our power to fix every problem I just mentioned; however, it will 
take extremely strong leadership, and the backing of every man, 
woman, boy and girl. We live in an ultra-modern world. We have 
capabilities now, that we could only dream about one hundred 
years ago. Well world? What do you say? Are you tired of wars? 
Are you tired of greedy political leaders stealing your children’s 
future? Are you tired of their empty campaign promises, that re-
sult in further massive spending and debt? Are you tired of people 
trying to impose their religion on you? Are you tired of seeing 
images of starving children? Are you tired of criminals stealing 
your identity and other things of value? Are you tired of terrorists 
moving easily around the planet, wreaking death and destruction 
on the innocent, and leaving fear in their wake? Do you have the 
courage and fortitude to take advantage of this opportunity? Are 
you willing to initiate a fresh bold world of opportunity, peace 
and security?”

Throughout the entire world, people by the billions were glued 
to their tv’s, internet and other technology boxes. Completely 
mesmerized by the confident, kind, wise and practical words of 
the handsome man before them; everyone was under his spell. 
Something very influential was taking place in the spirit realm, 
and it was hypnotic in nature. The hopes of men for the last sever-
al thousand years were beginning to seem possible. Dr. Lighting 
paused in the isle at the back of the huge auditorium. He sudden-
ly disappeared from where he had been standing and reappeared 
back on the front stage in an instant.

“I have four main topics I want to discuss,” he began. “They 
are as follows. Restoring the world economy, peace and security, 
essentials of life, and integrating nations into a single prosper-
ous co-operative. Each of these topics have sub-topics, for which 
I have proposals or solutions as it were. Without restoring the 
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world’s economy, we will quickly be returned to a pre-twentieth 
century standing; therefore, it must be the highest priority, and 
my first set of proposals address this adequately. The world has 
devolved into a debtor economy. Neo-modern wisdom has it, 
that we can borrow increasingly greater amounts of capital, thus 
spurring economic markets and growth, thus producing great 
amounts of wealth. This is supposed to improve our way of life. 
The problem with this so-called neo-modern wisdom is this: the 
debt grows and grows, until it becomes the tail wagging the dog. 
It tends toward more entitlements and less productive people. The 
end result is the collapse of economies.

Dr. Lighting squatted down and vibrated his hands and arms 
up and down over the floor of the assembly. The place and the 
building, where they were assembled, began to shake just enough 
for everyone to notice. A nervous murmur circulated through the 
assembly, as people looked around wondering what to do. After a 
couple of minutes of this, Dr. Lighting slowed his hands until he 
stayed them all together.

“When the thing you depend on starts shaking; it is quite 
nerve-wracking, even scary. Most everyone in here was think-
ing about evacuating the building. Economies based upon debt 
inevitably create a shaking and quaking in the system. Everyone 
gets nervous and agrees, that something must be done, but no one 
is willing take any reductions. Eventually the shaking takes the 
whole thing down. The solution is simple. We must cancel all debt. 
We must cancel all international, national, and individual debt: 
ALL DEBT! With economies already collapsed, there is no way 
to pay the debts back anyway. The only thing that makes sense is 
to cancel all debt. This will free up everything and everyone. This 
is part A of my first proposal. Part B of my first proposal is this: 
make all currencies obsolete. With so many worldwide currencies 
and markets, even the currencies themselves have been exploited 
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to gain wealth and to manipulate whole nations. It is too easy 
for wealthy nations to take advantage of the less wealthy. Part B 
includes the creating of a single world currency of the same value 
throughout all the earth. The currency would be set up as a value 
system of credits and debits, instead of the old paper bills and 
coins. This brings me to part C of my first proposal. In order to 
protect the value system, to manage everyone’s credits and debits, 
for reasons of security, for the easy collection of taxes, to reduce 
fraud, to reduce criminal activity, to reduce the free movement 
of terrorists, and to efficiently manage employment and services; 
a worldwide identification system for all individuals needs to be 
put into place. The technology we already possess, through bio-
metrics and computer chips, will make it virtually impossible to 
steal another person’s identity. This alone will enhance the secu-
rity of all peoples everywhere, and simplify the management of all 
our economic activity. Part D of my first proposal concerning the 
restoration of the world economy is this: I propose that we sub-
divide the world into ten economic zones, based upon population 
and geography. This will greatly enhance the ability to manage 
the world economy fairly and equitably. I am giving a copy of 
my book to everyone in this assembly, and in it is a map of these 
divisions. These four things will solve the bulk of our economic 
woes across the globe. Yes, the economies of our world have been 
shaking and falling, but just as sure as these things are put into 
place, stability will quickly take hold and once again rule the day.

Dr. Lighting continued, “Now let us give consideration to 
peace and security. Every nation, kindred, tongue, and people 
must be given respect and dignity. Is there any human that is 
worthless? I say to you from the bottom of my heart, that every 
human-being on the face of this earth has value and worth. Not 
one person here would appreciate it, if someone declared you, or 
your family, or your tribe, or your nation, or your ethnic group 
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the scum of the earth. No one here would like it, if you and yours 
were declared a worthless liability undeserving of existence. The 
devaluing of our fellow man, and treating him as inferior, has 
caused many wars and much suffering. It is a most vicious evil. 
Capital punishment for certain crimes is necessary, but to despise 
a fellow human is intolerable. We must come to think of ourselves 
as a global neighborhood of peace and harmony, for the greater 
good of all. After centuries of war, the Europeans created an eco-
nomic union. For the most part they have ceased to war among 
themselves and have worked together in unity. There are a few 
flaws, such as debt-based economies and excessive entitlements, 
but my question is this: what advantage is there in attacking each 
other with armies and weapons? I propose that “weapons of mass 
destruction” be dismantled in every land. As we all know, three 
cities in the United States, and two cities in Saudi Arabia have 
either been destroyed or severely damaged. Just in the past few 
weeks, millions have died as a result. Militaries worldwide are at 
their highest state of alert even as I speak. We are all very tense 
and afraid of what might happen tomorrow. What would hap-
pen, if there were another world war? Who would survive an all 
out thermonuclear war anyway? I am a man of peace and love. I 
respect every law-abiding person. I recognize their right to exist 
and their right to the pursuit of happiness. Every nation and tribe 
must move as one, to support and do business with only those who 
dismantle weapons of mass destruction. Every single nation must 
refuse to do business with those, who refuse to dismantle their 
weapons of mass destruction. When this happens; we will most 
assuredly succeed in having a world of peace and safety. When I 
say refuse to do business; I mean, refuse to do absolutely any busi-
ness whatsoever. I mean total isolation for the offending nation. It 
is just that simple my friends. Now let me share some important 
information about myself. My mother is a Christian lady, whose 
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ancestral roots are in the ancient tribe of Meshech. Her father 
was a Christian man, but her mother was a Jewish lady, and she 
was very kind to me. My father is a Muslim man, with ancestral 
roots in the ancient tribe of Tubal. I was born in the region of an-
cient Gogharena, which is generally around northeastern Turkey, 
Armenia, Azerbaijan and Georgia. My father moved us quite a lot 
to keep food on the table. As you can see, I have an interesting 
background, that helps me appreciate diversity.”

As Dr. Lighting continued to speak, Eliyah and several oth-
ers brought out several large round pieces of metal. They stood 
them up crisscross on the stage on a rubber floor covering. They 
propped each piece up with large wooden forks and then walked 
away. Everyone watched this scene curiously. Dr. Lighting grew 
silent and walked over to the display.

With a loud confident voice, Dr. Lighting pointed straight at 
where the metal intersected and commanded, “Burn fire!”

Electricity leapt out of the air from three different directions 
into the center of the metal display, welding and melting all the 
pieces together in seconds. A kind of white, blue and black smoke 
curled up from the center of it all. The crowd sat speechless and 
in wonder, as they tried to comprehend what Dr. Lighting was 
doing. All the while, they were very aware, that a strange display 
of supernatural power had just taken place.

Dr. Lighting walked up to the display and said, “I want you 
to notice, that one piece of metal has the word Judaism on it; an-
other has Christianity on it; and the last has Islam on it. This dis-
play is a representation of me. I am Jewish, Christian and Muslim 
in my very DNA. My forefathers conceived me in love, and I am 
a three-in-one product of them all. My family is proof, that the 
world can live in harmony.”

The audience broke out into cheers and clapping, and then 
rose to their feet in a standing ovation for quite some time. Dr. 
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Lighting bowed slightly again and again, until quietness prevailed.
Dr. Lighting continued, “As a part of my [Peace and Safety] 

proposal, I have strong recommendations concerning the city of 
Jerusalem and the country of Israel.”

Dr. Lighting teleported himself suddenly to where Prime 
Minister Gealyahu of Israel was seated. Looking deeply into the 
Prime Minister’s eyes, he reached out his hand. The two men 
shook hands firmly.

“Mr. Prime Minister,” he said. “My Jewish grandmother was 
the most wonderful person I every knew. I love her with all my 
heart to this day, though she has been deceased for several years. 
In the interests of peace, I have negotiated a deal with Muslim 
religious and political leaders, that will benefit both Muslims and 
Jews. Let the world be my witness. I want to make a proposition 
to you and your people. Though Mecca has been destroyed; the 
black stone of the Kaaba survived. This is a very precious artifact 
in Islam and most holy to Muslims. With the permission of you 
and your people, Muslim religious and political leaders would 
like to disassemble the Noble Sanctuary in Jerusalem, also known 
as The Dome of the Rock. They would like to transport it to 
Mecca, reassemble it over the Black Stone there, and thus revive 
the destroyed holy site. Also with the permission of you and your 
people, Muslim religious and political leaders would like to dis-
assemble the Al Aqsa Mosque and transport it to Medina. Once 
again, their desire is to revive the Holy Site in Medina. If you and 
your people would be so kind; Muslim nations agree to recognize 
Israel’s right to exist and Israel’s right to Jerusalem, including east 
Jerusalem. Muslim nations will also agree to Israel’s right to revive 
their religion, by building a temple wherever they see fit on the 
mount. Muslim religious and political leaders request, that you 
allow them to erect a simple monument, recognizing the spot of 
Muhammad’s assent to heaven. They agree to work respectfully 
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with you in placement of the monument, so as not to interfere 
with your holy place. They also request, that the Israeli Defense 
Force remove from the West Bank, to the Israeli side of the West 
Bank Barrier Wall, thus leaving this area to the Palestinian People 
for a homeland. These leaders have put the words of this agree-
ment on paper, and every single one of them have signed it. I ne-
gotiated this very generous peace treaty for all interested parties. 
If you and your people will agree to it Mr. Prime minister, then 
it will be the duty of world leaders to oversee and guarantee its 
implementation for seven years.”

Dr. Lighting continued looking deeply into Prime Minister 
Gealyahu’s eyes, as he reached the document to him. The Prime 
Minister stood to his feet with a look of fascination, as if in a 
trance. The two men embraced, as the crowded auditorium went 
wild with celebration.

“Dr. Lighting,” said the Prime Minister. “This is a fascinating 
proposal. I promise to present it to my people and return you an 
answer within days. This has the potential to permanently end 
the conflict in the Middle East. I thank you sir.”

Again, the assembly broke out in loud applause. After a few 
minutes, the place finally resorted to a semblance of calm.

Dr. Lighting continued, “My third and fourth proposals are 
pretty straightforward. My [Essentials of Life] proposal as out-
lined, includes, food, clothing, shelter, healthcare, energy, trans-
portation, communication and jobs. Every soul on the planet will 
be entitled to these reasonable essentials. Their guaranteed job 
and mandatory employment are the key elements, that will pay 
for these essentials. A maximum sixty percent debit from their 
work credits will pay for these essentials, leaving everyone a mini-
mum forty percent, with which to build discretionary wealth and 
prosperity. My fourth proposal, the Integration of Nations into a 
Single Prosperous Co-operative, is simple. From henceforth, we 
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will not behave as individual nations as in the past, but we will 
co-operate with each other as a single government entity. We will 
establish a World Union of Peoples and bring in a utopian heav-
en on earth. This union of peoples will co-operate in the man-
agement and distribution of the essentials of life, enforcement 
of the rules, collecting of tax debits and the like. That’s it: four 
main proposals, that require very strong leadership. This assem-
bly and the peoples of the earth must choose one strong central 
ruler. They must empower him to make the important decisions. 
Without this very strong leadership, it cannot succeed. This per-
son needs to be wise and compassionate. He must be strong in 
justice, strong in mercy, have a mind for economics, be good with 
people, and possess great mental strength and power. My book, 
that is now available to all peoples worldwide, has detailed plans 
for implementing my four proposals within one hundred days. 
I will work with whomever this body chooses, to put these pro-
posals into action. Prime Minister Gealyahu? I can be reached 
through Prime Minister Younan of Turkey.”

Dr. Lighting walked over to a delegate, seated close to the 
northern wall of the assembly, and asked, “Sir, how old are you?”

“I am forty-six years old,” replied the delegate.
“How long have you been all bent over like this?” Dr. Lighting 

enquired.
“For thirty-three years,” replied the man.
“Obviously you have a brilliant mind, or you wouldn’t be here, 

but your body has caused you considerable pain over the years. 
Would you please step out into the isle?” asked Dr. Lighting.

The man, with difficulty, stood to his feet and stepped into 
the isle.

“If you will allow me,” said Dr. Lighting.
He placed one hand on the man’s back and the other hand on 

his chest, then closed his eyes. Mumbling some words in a very 
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low voice; he rubbed the man’s back and chest for about a min-
ute. Suddenly, a popping and cracking of bones could be heard 
by them, who were close by. The man began to straighten. After a 
short time, he was standing straight and tall. He jumped up and 
down, as if he were making sure this was all real, and that he was 
not dreaming. He took off up and down the isles, jumping and 
running. He returned to where Dr. Lighting was standing and 
fell to his knees, bowing down before him.

“Thank-you! Thank-you! Thank-you!” said the man with tears 
in his eyes. “My pain is completely gone! My wife is not going to 
believe me, when I tell her what happened.”

Dr. Lighting took him by the hand and raised him to his feet 
with a smile. “Enjoy your new life my friend,” he said.

Dr. Lighting abruptly faced the north, raised his right hand 
into the air, and twirled it in counter clockwise circles. The north 
side of the auditorium was glass from the floor to the ceiling, and 
it presented a gorgeous view of the Persian Gulf. Three ghost-
ly figures exited through the ceiling of the auditorium, moving 
swiftly out into the gulf in a counter clockwise fashion. In sec-
onds, a funnel shaped cloud descended into the gulf and moved 
in the direction of the General Assembly Building. The eyes of 
everyone were filled with fascination as they observed the scene 
before them, but as before the people began to grow more nervous 
as each second passed.

“Do not be alarmed,” said Dr. Lighting. “Everything is under 
control. I will be back at the end of the week, to see what decisions 
have been made, and what assistance I can offer to the nations.”

Dr. Lighting handed the microphone to the closest man seated 
nearby, turned and walked thru the clear glass wall, and out onto 
the plaza. The waterspout roared to the shore’s edge. The silhou-
ette of a white horse emerged from within and galloped to meet 
Dr. Lighting. Dr. Lighting grabbed a handful of mane and swung 
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himself onto its back. The ghostly white horse moved swiftly to-
ward the setting of the sun; its rider carrying what looked like a 
longbow. The twister followed along close behind.

The news media was raving almost hysterically over the events, 
that had taken place at the World Assembly Building. There was 
some talk concerning Dr. Lighting’s proposals; however, most of 
the discourse centered around the supernatural events, connected 
with the handsome man in the sharp black suit. Talk shows were 
buzzing with speculation, as were intellectual guests on news pro-
grams. Politicians were trying to make sense, of what they had 
never considered possible in the past. What could all this pos-
sibly mean? For three days straight, the airwaves were filled with 
various speculations in every nation. The medical community 
was excited about having a legitimate cancer cure. Weathermen 
were questioning, how a tornado could form out of a clear blue 
sky. Friends and relatives of the bent over shriveled up man were 
swearing up and down, that their beloved one indeed had suf-
fered for years. They insisted, that Dr. Lighting had healed him. 
Christian leaders were in a tizzy over the ghostly white horse, that 
Dr. Lighting rode away on. Could this be the horseman men-
tioned in Revelation chapter six?

“We better be careful not to fall into this trap,” some warned.
Leaders of other religions scoffed at such an idea. They put 

forth their belief, that this was the real messiah: a kind man, a 
man of peace, a man of great power, a man that was interested in 
ushering in a perfect world. Illusionists and magicians sought to 
replicate the events witnessed at the World Assembly hall. People 
in the news media itself were so in awe, that they were shamelessly 
lobbying over the airwaves in favor of the man in black. But most 
importantly, the common-man on the main streets of the world 
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clamored for world leaders to give this man a chance.
“Nothing else has worked. This man obviously has great pow-

er and intellect. We want him installed as the chief ruler of the 
world. We want him to be given the authority and position to 
work his proposals,” the common man insisted.

There were massive demonstrations in hundreds of cities 
across the world. They were calling for the leaders of their na-
tions, to vote the White Horse Rider into power. Millions and 
millions of youth and college students jumped on board the dem-
onstration train. In every capital city, government buildings were 
surrounded, and feeling the impact of near rioting. Police and law 
enforcement were overwhelmed by the sheer numbers. It did not 
matter if the nation was a Republic, Communistic, Islamic, dic-
tatorship, or whatever else. The system was being overwhelmed 
by extra-huge crowds. People from across the world seemed over-
taken by unseen forces, that had them whipped into a near frenzy. 
Interestingly enough, most of the rulers of the world had become 
uncharacteristically obsessed with Dr. Lighting. He seemed to 
be almost god-like, and in a way most pleasing to the super-ma-
jority. The mere possibility, that mankind had finally produced a 
“worthy one” to wear the mantel of “Healer of the Nations”, was 
an unheard-of opportunity. The world refused to take no for an 
answer.

On Thursday evening, the World General Assembly voted al-
most unanimously, to adopt all four proposals, as set forth by 
Dr. Lighting. There had been some difficult moments, but world 
sentiment had been overwhelmingly in favor of Dr. Lighting. 
The leaders of the nations feared open revolt from their citizenry. 
Quite frankly, they too were seduced by Dr. Lighting’s charm, 
and instructed their delegates to vote yes to all four proposals. A 
strange urgency toward unity seemed to be taking hold of every 
corner of the globe, being somehow urged on by the spirit realm as 
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it were. Astonishingly, virtually every religious group worldwide 
had thrown their influence and support behind Dr. Lighting, 
with the exception of Christianity. Strangely enough, over half 
of Christendom was also on board. The India delegation intro-
duced a new resolution called “Supreme President of Presidents”. 
This resolution was designed, to give a new world leader authority 
to implement the four proposals. It also would give this person 
unprecedented police power to enforce these mandates. Much of 
the driving force in speeches before the assembly, amounted to 
rejection of the former imperialistic American Empire. The na-
tions were determined to create a new world government, that 
was completely divorced from the domination of American influ-
ence. The measure passed by a very large margin. China, not to 
be outdone, put the name of Dr. Lighting into nomination to fill 
the office of Supreme President of Presidents. Once again, this 
measure passed unanimously, with two nations abstaining.

An overflowing flood of support had swept every obstacle out 
of the way. No standing army had ever delivered such power to 
any general, king, or emperor in all of human history.

Three short days after Dr. Lighting had addressed the assem-
bly, he was scheduled once again to take the stage Friday evening, 
and Friday evening had arrived. Literally hundreds of reporters 
and camera crews were strategically positioned. They were at-
tempting to get a word or a picture of the man-of-the-hour. At 
five minutes before seven o’clock p.m., two new black Chevrolet 
Suburbans, with a flashy Jaguar C-X75 in between, made their 
way onto the manmade island. The Prime Minister of the United 
Arab Emirates own personal security flanked the three vehicles 
on both sides, as they slowly made their way up to the World 
Assembly Plaza. Well-wishers by the thousands had turned out 
to see the spectacle, but were held at bay by the UAE security 
force. The door on the driver’s side of the Jaguar swung open and 
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upward, and out stepped Dr. Lighting to the delight of the crowd. 
A crowd of reporters pressed forward, in hopes of catching a mo-
mentary interview with him. Security tried to hold them back, 
but Dr. Lighting waved them off with a flourish.

“I will take a couple of questions,” said Dr. Lighting.
“Dr. Lighting,” said a reporter close in. “Congratulations 

Supreme President of Presidents. How does it feel to be the su-
preme leader of the world?”

Dr. Lighting smiled and answered, “I am not yet sure what 
it feels like to be honest with you. I can say this: I am delighted, 
that my proposals were approved by the World Assembly. We will 
be moving swiftly, starting early tomorrow morning, to imple-
ment all four proposals. I have been making dozens of phone calls 
to heads of state, CEO’s of major corporations and the banking 
industry, and Secretaries of the Treasuries across the world. As I 
said earlier in the week; we can make it all happen in one hundred 
days. It is only a matter of thorough and efficient administration.”

A second reporter in a loud voice asked, “Dr. Lighting, how 
are you going to.........”

In a split second, one of the reporters standing only a few 
feet away lunged at Dr. Lighting. A flash of bright steel, thrust-
ing forward and upward in his right hand, pierced the chest just 
right of center under the fifth rib. The assailant pushed the large 
dagger with all of his might up to the hilt, viciously jerked it up 
and down and right to left, and then swiftly pulled it out. The 
crowd gasped in dismay, as Eliyah tackled the man to the ground, 
knocking him out cold with a single blow. Dr. Lighting, with the 
look of death on his face, collapsed to the ground in a pool of his 
own blood. One of the security men capped his hand over the 
wound, in an effort to slow the bleeding. Others gathered around 
to carry him to the second Suburban.

“Do not touch him!” Eliyah screamed. “Leave him right 
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where he is!”
The security men and those standing close by looked at Eliyah 

with skeptical dismay.
“You can’t be serious can you?” asked a reporter.
“I am very serious,” retorted Eliyah forcefully. “Everyone 

stand back, and I mean everyone!”
He glared at the press corps.
“Security! Police! Form a ring around Dr. Lighting and make 

him secure! Move! Right now!” Eliyah commanded.
“You two over there,” Eliyah said, pointing to a particular 

reporter with a microphone and her cameraman. “You may stay 
here in close.”

“Is there a medical doctor here?” he shouted.
A man about fifteen feet away waved his hand in the air.
“I am a medical doctor,” he shouted above the mayhem.
Eliyah waved him in his direction. “Please come here quickly 

sir. Give me a hand.”
The doctor rushed to his side and went to his knees. He bent 

down close to Dr. Lighting and felt of his wrist. He placed a hand 
on his neck, putting his ear to his chest.

“He doesn’t have a heartbeat,” he informed Eliyah.
The MD removed the tie from around Dr. Lighting’s neck, 

unbuttoned the two top buttons, and put his mouth on Dr. 
Lightings mouth. Blowing hard, he then put his hands on Dr. 
Lightings chest, and pushed down hard again and again with a 
heart-like rhythm.

“You push on his chest like I did,” the doctor instructed 
Eliyah.

Eliyah got down on the ground with the doctor and did as 
he was instructed. Together, the two of them worked on Dr. 
Lighting. News cameramen from every tongue and nation had 
been filming the whole scene, from the moment Dr. Lighting 
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and his entourage had arrived. They continued rolling from a dis-
tance, catching everything with their telescopic lenses, as if they 
were standing right there next to them. The whole world watched 
on live TV, weeping and wailing their chagrin. Some sobbed un-
controllably, while others screamed hysterically. Others stared at 
their TVs in dismay, with their hands placed on both sides of 
their heads.

After a few minutes, the surgeon raised up and motioned for 
Eliyah to stop. He checked Dr. Lightings vital signs once again 
and then shook his head.

“He’s dead,” the surgeon said sadly. “There is nothing else, 
that we can do here.”

He stood to his feet and walked away. Eliyah looked around 
with a calm and determined look on his face. He rose from the 
ground, and walked over to the reporter and cameraman, that he 
had permitted to stay in close.

Looking straight into the camera and with a calm voice Eliyah 
said, “Dr. Lighting’s heart is not beating. He has no vital signs at 
all. Looking at the pool of blood around him, it appears that he 
has lost most of his blood. He has a gaping hole in his chest, where 
the dagger went in. The MD has pronounced him dead. I am ask-
ing everyone in all the earth, who had hoped Dr. Lighting would 
lead us into peace and harmony, to pray with all your might for a 
miracle. Start praying right now in agreement, and do not stop!”

Eliyah took the reporter by the hand and led her over close 
to where Dr. Lighting’s body lay. He motioned the cameraman 
to follow. Eliyah knelt down in such a way, so as not to block 
the cameraman’s view. He pulled the suit-coat open, and then 
he finished unbuttoning his shirt. Pulling the shirt tail out of 
his pants, he spread it open. He then ripped the undergarment 
in two and pealed it back as well, exposing the death wound. 
He placed one hand upon Dr. Lighting’s head and one on his 
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chest, but left the wound exposed. Eliyah leaned his head back 
and shut his eyes, as if in meditation. He did this for a minute, 
perhaps longer. When he opened his eyes, there seemed to be a 
glassy stare. He looked into the sky and started muttering words 
no one understood. As he continued muttering what seemed 
to be a prayer, the death wound began to close up. After a few 
seconds, the death wound was completely healed, only there was 
still blood all over Dr. Lighting’s chest. Dr. Lighting continued 
to lay motionless.

Eliyah continued to stare up into the sky. In a loud audible 
voice he shouted, “Spirit of Dr. Lighting, return to Dr. Lighting’s 
body now!”

Dr. Lighting’s mouth opened wide, and breath like the wind 
rushed into his lungs, causing his chest to swell slightly. Eliyah, 
looking down at Dr. Lighting’s body, raised his right hand high 
and brought it down hard on Dr. Lightings chest. Instantly, Dr. 
Lighting’s eyes opened, and he sat up. Dr. Lighting shook his 
head back and forth, as if clearing cobwebs out of his mind. 
Turning his head toward Eliyah, he smiled and nodded his ap-
proval. Eliyah pushed himself up and stood up. He reached his 
hand down to Dr. Lighting and helped him to his feet. The crowd 
stared in amazement for several moments, and then broke into 
applause and cheers. Security and law enforcement formed a tight 
circle around Dr. Lighting.

“Let’s get out of here,” said the chief bodyguard.
“Hold on there,” said Dr. Lighting. “I didn’t come here to 

turn around and leave. Get me that change of clothes out of the 
back seat of the Jag.”

The men hesitated, not knowing what to do.
“Go on, get me my clothes,” he commanded, motioning in the 

direction of the Jaguar. “We must not keep the world waiting.”
One of his body guards obediently headed to the car to fulfill 
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his wishes.
“Just look at me,” said Dr. Lighting as he looked down at 

himself. “I am a mess. Help me through the crowd and to the 
facilities. I have to clean up, and it may take a while.”
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Toward The  
Setting Sun 

“This must be it,129 Barkley Street,” said Riley, as he made 
a sharp left turn into the driveway. “Columbia South 

Carolina is a beautiful city.”
“That must them,” stated Rebekah, as she pointed to the 

front porch. “Your relatives have obviously been looking for your 
arrival.”

“You all don’t know how much I appreciate, what you have 
done for me and Tommy,” Shelly stated emphatically. “We might 
not have made it, if it hadn’t been for the help of you two.”

“Oh, I’m sure something would have worked out,” said Riley. 
“Shelly, remember what we talked about. Read your Bible and 
pray everyday, and you will grow strong. Very hard times are 
coming, and you must stand strong in the faith of Yahshua Jesus. 
Call us anytime, if you need encouragement.”

“Oh, I will, trust me,” Shelly replied. “Thank-you both so 
much for introducing me to Christ. I have never felt so much joy 
in my heart, and I don’t fear death any more. There is a peace and 
confidence, that I cannot explain.”

“Tommy! You are a fine young man,” said Riley, as he opened 
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the rear door for them. “I hope you will embrace Christ as your 
Savior as well, but it is your decision to make. You take care of 
your mother.”

“I will,” said Tommy with a big grin.
Riley removed the suitcase from the trunk. It was filled with 

several outfits, that Rebekah had given to Shelly. The four of them 
exchanged hugs and fair wells. Shelly and Tommy headed up the 
driveway, to start a new life post-earthquake. Riley stepped back 
into the car and started the engine. Backing out into the street, 
he shifted into drive. Riley tapped lightly on the horn, as the car 
moved forward. He and Rebekah waved one last time.

“Thank-you again with all my heart,” shouted Shelly after 
them.

The two of them rode along in silence for a few minutes, as 
Riley backtracked in the direction from which they had come.

“Did you notice all the people in the streets?” asked Riley.
“I know,” replied Rebekah apprehensively. “Please, let’s get 

out of here as fast as we can. I’m really missing the Shenandoah 
valley.”

“ I have to say; I have felt pretty nervous several times myself,” 
Riley agreed. “I hope we don’t run into any problems on the way 
back. As much as I don’t like an excessive police presence; I am 
glad there are so many of them out and about today.”

Riley guided the car back onto the interstate highway heading 
north. About an hour up the road, Riley pulled into a rest area. 
He brought the car to a stop as close to the front of the building 
as he could get.

“I don’t see anyone around,” he said. “Like I already told you; 
I don’t want to have to stop again if possible. Everything is so 
uncertain right now, and there are lots of troublemakers roam-
ing around. I am a little worried for our safety. You go ahead and 
go to the lady’s room sweetheart. I will walk with you and peak 
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inside, just to make sure no one is hiding out of sight.”
Rebekah opened the car door and stepped outside, while 

Riley quickly grabbed a couple of things from the glove compart-
ment. The two of them strolled up the walk. Riley glanced back 
at the car, as they got close to the building. He opened the door 
to the lady’s room and pulled Rebekah inside with him. Riley 
proceeded to check each of the stalls, just to make sure no one 
was standing up on the commode out of sight.

“All clear,” he announced. “You can’t be too careful in places 
like this. I will be just outside. Take all the time you need, but no 
more please.”

Riley stepped back outside the lady’s room and stood watch, 
while Rebekah took care of her business. A man came out of 
the men’s room and casually walked over to the water fountain. 
Riley reached nervously inside his shirt, holding his hand there 
momentarily.

“What’s going on here?” he thought to himself. “There isn’t a 
single car in this rest area, except for ours.”

Riley quickly glanced around him and back out at the car.” 
Just then, another man came out of the men’s room.

“You wouldn’t happen to have a light would you?” asked the 
man as he edged forward in Riley’s direction.

Riley pulled his hand out of his shirt filled with the Colt 45, 
that had been safely tucked away inside.

“Don’t come a step closer!” he warned the man.
“Whoa there buddy,” said the man in a startled voice, as he 

slowly stepped backward.
The other man at the water fountain turned around a little too 

quickly to suit Riley.
“Freeze!” Riley shouted at the man. “Don’t move another 

inch, or I’ll blow your head off!”
The man froze in his tracks. Riley waved his hand, pointing 
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outside away from the building.
“Both of you move very slowly out in front of the building, 

where I can keep an eye on you.”
“What did we do wrong?” asked the first man innocently, as 

they eased in the direction Riley had pointed.
“In the first place, you men don’t have any business here, see-

ing that you don’t have a vehicle. I’m thinking, that you are up to 
no good, and I’m not going to take any chances with you. That’s 
far enough! Stop right there!” he commanded.

“Just take it easy mister,” the second man retorted. “Could 
you please stop pointing that thing at us?”

“Don’t move!” Riley said sternly. “Rebekah? You about fin-
ished in there?”

“Is everything ok out there?” Rebekah asked in a shaky tone 
of voice.

“Everything is under control,” Riley replied. “Hurry up and 
finish your business. We need to get out of here.”

Rebekah wasted no time completing the task at hand. She 
carefully opened the door and peeked outside.

“Is it ok for me to come out?” she asked.
“Come on out,” said Riley.
Rebekah finished opening the door and stepped outside.
“You men head up the road past our car and keep walking!” 

said Riley gruffly, “And swing wide of the car!”
The two men had been scrutinizing Rebekah and sizing up 

Riley. They grudgingly turned and moved in the direction, that 
Riley had indicated. Glancing back slyly as they moved, they 
seemed to be weighing their options. As they drew near the car; 
they slowed ......... KABLAM! Riley fired a shot at the ground just 
to the side and ahead of the two men. It hit the pavement and 
ricocheted, screaming off into the distance.

“Keep moving!” Riley bellowed. “Run on up the road, or I’ll 
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kill you both!”
The two men wasted no time making tracks, practically stum-

bling over each other to get away.
“Keep running!” Riley screamed after them. “Get in the car 

Rebekah!”
They both quickly jumped in. Riley laid the 45 in his lap, 

rammed the key into the ignition, and turned the key. The car 
roared to life. Riley pulled it into reverse, backing up quickly. 
Jerking it down into drive, he shoved the accelerator to the floor. 
The tires squealed on the pavement, as he burned a path back 
onto the interstate.

“My heart is beating out of my chest!” said Rebekah, as she 
tried to calm down. “I have never been more afraid in my entire 
life!”

Riley shook his head, as if hoping to clear it, and let out a long 
sigh of relief. He glanced over at Rebekah and raised his eyebrows 
without saying a word. The two of them rode on in silence for 
some ten to fifteen minutes. Riley slowed the car and pulled it 
onto the shoulder of the road.

“What are you doing?” asked Rebekah incredulously.
“I never got the chance to fill up the tank,” replied Riley. “We 

are at least a dozen miles away from those men, and I am going 
fill the tank here.”

Riley opened the trunk and removed a couple of gas cans. He 
emptied the contents of one and about half of the second one, 
when the gas overflowed. Riley screwed the fuel cap back on and 
returned the gas cans to the trunk. He unzipped his pants and 
relieved himself at the back of the car. Opening the door once 
again, he climbed back on board.

“I think I finally calmed down,” Riley informed Rebekah. “I 
haven’t had an adrenaline rush like that in years, and I would just 
as soon keep it that way for a long time to come.”
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“I second that,” replied Rebekah. “You were awesome back 
there honey. I was scared out of my wits, but you didn’t give those 
two cutthroats even half a chance to bring evil upon us. I am 
so proud, that you are my husband. I have never known a more 
manly man in all of my life.”

“Thanks babe,” Riley replied with a smile, as he glanced over 
at her. “I intend to do my best not to let any harm come to you. 
Thankfully the Almighty smiled upon us.”

“He sure did,” said Rebekah gratefully.
They continued on up the road for quite sometime, when 

Riley once again broke the silence.
“I feel a growing sense of darkness all around. Remember I 

told you the heavy feelings, that came over me the day the stock 
market crashed?”

“Yes. I remember,” replied Rebekah.
“I still feel that,” said Riley. “It has increased though. I have 

complete peace and joy in my heart, because of my relationship 
with Christ; however, in my spirit I can sense a great wave of 
demonic influence in the earth, and it is gaining strength. Many 
of the people, that we are around, seem to be developing a weird 
sort of countenance. I can see it in their eyes. It is kind of hard to 
describe. There is a slight glassiness to their look, as if they are not 
quite the same person they used to be. They seem to be somehow 
under the influence of something. Have you noticed it?”

“I can’t say that I have Riley, but you are much more spiritu-
ally sensitive than I am,” Rebekah mused.

“In second Thessalonians chapter two, the Holy Bible makes a 
couple of things clear to us in the first few verses. THE DAY OF 
CHRIST will not come, until two things happen. The first one is 
the falling away, known as the apostasy. You could even word it as 
[defection from the truth]. The second one is, the revealing of the 
man of sin. Do you realize, that the man of sin has been revealed? 
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We will know more about this international identity scheme very 
soon, but this so-called Supreme President of Presidents is the an-
ti-Christ sweetheart. The scriptures talk about this world ruler re-
ceiving a deadly wound with a sword or knife, and that his deadly 
wound was healed. That has just happened. The world watched it 
on television. You and I watched it with our own eyes! Also, the 
World Assembly passed a resolution, and named the identifica-
tion scheme LIGHTING’S LEGACY. You mark my word; some 
sort of number will be connected with this worldwide individual 
identification, and it will have Dr. Lighting’s identity connected 
to it as well.”

“I am not going to disagree with you Riley,” Rebekah de-
clined. “You have been right on everything so far.”

“Well, it really isn’t me,” replied Riley. “The Holy Spirit in-
spired those words hundreds of years ago. I will tell you some-
thing, that is really strange. When Yahshua Jesus was born in 
Bethlehem, the children of Israel were looking for their Messiah to 
rescue them from Roman oppression. What we call MESSIANIC 
PASSAGES were right there in front of them the whole time in 
their Bible, which is our Old Testament. Isaiah chapter fifty-three 
is a perfect example of this. It speaks of a suffering Messiah. The 
children of Israel were like all human beings. They focused on the 
passages they liked, and neglected the passages connected with 
difficulty and struggle. They had a problem with Yahshua Jesus; 
He did not fit their preconceived notions. Nothing has changed 
sweetheart. Christians are like the children of Israel back in those 
days. We have taught, that Christians will be delivered from the 
horrible events of the Great Tribulation. We have sought passages 
of scriptures, that seem to support these preconceived hopes, just 
like the children of Israel did. The Almighty did not alter His 
plans to fit their agenda though. The Messiah fulfilled all the 
scriptures, including the ones they had ignored and neglected. 
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Not many years later, Christians were martyred right and left. All 
but one of the apostles were killed. The Church suffered a time 
of great tribulation and persecution. It did not turn out, as the 
Children of Israel expected, that it would. Interestingly enough, 
the Jewish people reject Yahshua Jesus as the Messiah to this very 
day.”

“Sweetheart, why do you think people ignore passages of 
scripture like this?” asked Rebekah.

“It’s just human nature,” replied Riley. “You know how water 
seeks the path of least resistence? Human nature is a lot like that. 
The secular world definitely fits this picture. Many Christians 
have not matured in their thinking the way they should, and do 
the same thing. Our fallen nature is always present. It tries to un-
dermine what is from Almighty God. It is not a pleasant thought, 
that we might have to go through great persecution and mar-
tyrdom. Because of this, we are inclined to go along with more 
pleasant teaching, even though it may be in error. The problem 
is, that when we sidestep the truth, there is always a price to pay.”

“Alright then Mr. Journalist, what are you writing about 
now?” asked Rebekah.

“I have to say, I was surprised to hear back from the Post so 
quickly. Apparently the Washington Post quickly rose from the 
earthquake rubble and merged with the St. Louis Post/Dispatch. 
The big wigs of the Washington Post have already relocated to 
St. Louis. I was asked to continue my column, and they have 
already put it in a more prominent place. They know, that I am a 
Christian. I bring a unique perspective to the paper and the inter-
net, that many of their subscribers read and enjoy. They have al-
ready given me the freedom, to continue writing about whatever 
I choose. Because of distance concerns, they have agreed to treat 
me as a self-employed freelance journalist. As you know, I am 
now working strictly from our home. What they are paying me 
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for each column, amounts to a slight increase in what I was mak-
ing before. There is one potential problem I see. They are going 
to direct deposit my check as a credit at the bank of my choosing. 
It will be interesting to see how long this will work out. World 
governments are working feverishly, to connect their credit/debit 
system to the worldwide individual identification scheme. Be that 
as it may, I believe the Almighty has given me a short window of 
opportunity. He wants me to get the word out concerning the 
anti-Christ and these end-time events. Now to your question: you 
asked me what I have been writing about? In my last article, I 
informed my readers, that the first seal in Revelation chapter six 
has been opened by Christ in heaven. The rider of the white horse 
is presently going forth conquering and to conquer. I gave my 
readers a stern warning, to keep an eye on Dr. Lighting/Supreme 
President of Presidents. I presented clear and compelling Holy 
Bible evidence, that he is the man-of-sin. He is the anti-Christ. I 
warned them, that everyone on the face of the earth was soon go-
ing to be faced with a dilemma: take this man’s marking, or lose 
the right to buy and sell. I also warned them, that receiving the 
marking would bring eternal damnation down upon the head of 
whoever received it.”

“Are you serious?” Rebekah challenged with a worried look of 
apprehension.

“Yes I am serious,” Riley stated emphatically. “The Almighty 
has not set me in this position and opened the door wide for noth-
ing. He is the One that opens a door, and no man shuts it. He is 
the One that shuts a door, and no man opens it. I don’t believe 
this door will stay open for very long. It is very important, that I 
take full advantage of it, while it is open. Besides all that, I will 
have to give an account on the Judgment Day concerning fulfill-
ing my calling. I dare not squander this opportunity. I didn’t tell 
you about it until now, because I was afraid you would worry.”
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“What you said does frighten me,” Rebekah admitted, “But 
I know this is exactly who you are sweetheart. I have known for 
years, that you are fearfully and wonderfully special. The Great 
Creator made you this way on purpose. I will support you in life 
and in death, and I mean that from the bottom of my heart.”

“Wow! Thank-you babe,” said Riley, as he looked at her in 
wonder. “You are the best. You are a real true blue woman. What 
you just said, proves that to be true. In spite of the things I just 
shared; you still support me one hundred percent. I love you with 
all my heart.”

“I love you too Riley,” said Rebekah, as she nuzzled her head 
against his chest.

The miles rolled off by the hundreds, as they sped in the direc-
tion of the Shenandoah Valley. Very late in the night, they rolled 
into their yard just outside of Rileyville, Virginia.

Celebrations had continued for days throughout the world. 
People had danced in the streets. Parties had been thrown by the 
millions literally speaking. The Supreme President of Presidents 
had delivered his speech, and it was exactly what the people want-
ed to hear.

“Forget heaven! Forget hell!” he had said. “Let’s live like to-
day is our last day. We now have the power to do things hith-
erto unheard of. We are getting ready to release documentation 
of fantastic medical breakthroughs. Life expectancy will increase 
dramatically, so that everyone can expect to live over one hun-
dred years. Many will be living fifty to one hundred years beyond 
that. Let’s make a near perfect world. The prosperity enjoyed by 
the minority of nations; we will extend to every nation, tribe and 
tongue. Every man, woman, boy and girl, will become an in-
tricate part of the global neighborhood. Each human soul will 
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responsibly guard jealously over our system, to insure its contin-
ued success for generations to come. Those who fail to co-operate, 
will be placed on a list for future reference, so that we don’t repeat 
the mistakes of millennia past. It is these few, that continuously 
hinder progress. This must stop for the greater good. With all the 
earth working together, we can accomplish anything. Guarding 
and implementing our protocols will guarantee our success, ush-
ering in virtual utopia.”

The Supreme President of Presidents quickly assembled his 
team of administrators, and pressed forward with his self-im-
posed one hundred day deadline. Three months and forward, 
government officials were busy installing and positioning global 
identification systems, with the assistance of technology gurus. 
They started in Dubai, advanced to the regional, and then state 
by state. The process was well underway at high government levels 
and appeared to be falling within that one hundred day period. 
After this, the individual mandate could be pursued. The World 
Assembly, in adopting part C of Dr. Lighting’s first proposal, apt-
ly named the initiative “Lighting’s Legacy” after its creator Dr. 
Lighting. This creation had taken the form of an international 
treaty. It had to be ratified by all nations of the ten newly created 
regions.

The banking industry was moving swiftly in converting world 
currencies to a single credit/debit system. Reserve banks were busy 
destroying currencies. Interestingly, nations came online swiftly 
and smoothly. Apparently G-20 nations had already covertly pre-
pared the way for such a move, with neither the knowledge nor 
the consent of their populations. The upper-end transformation 
took place in the allotted time. The more difficult task, of im-
plementing these things at local and individual levels, proved to 
be somewhat more difficult. Public notification had been made 
throughout the earth, for the holders of cash to convert to a debit 
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card at their local bank. This was to be only a temporary fix, until 
everyone had sufficient time to receive their international identity. 
Anyone refusing to convert, would find that their local place of 
doing business no longer accepted cash. Cash was scheduled to 
become worthless in one year. Small businesses struggled to pur-
chase card scanners. The hardware and software used to recog-
nize and process the new international identity of individuals was 
especially expensive. Across the board, things were progressing 
quite well, all things considered.

The world economy quickly heated up, as debts were canceled 
across the board. Orders for new goods and services appeared in 
places only dreamed of weeks earlier. Manufacturing of world 
identification systems, and the preparing of infra-structure to 
support these systems, had created jobs for many millions. The 
hiring and training of additional law enforcement, to act as a sort 
of connection between all other existing law enforcement, was 
well underway. The removal of international tariff and trade bar-
riers greatly stimulated activity at every port, and international 
cargo was moving like never before.

Weapons of mass destruction were either moth-balled, or dis-
mantled altogether by several militaries, including the United 
States. This action entitled each of these nations continued access 
to world markets and services. The transformation was proving 
to be so efficient at every level of Dr. Lighting’s plan; one had to 
wonder, if perhaps it had mostly been in place all along. Perhaps 
it had just been waiting for that moment in time, when it would 
be unveiled to the public. 

Activity in Israel crescendoed to the high pitch of a beehive 
in summer. The Noble Sanctuary/Dome of the Rock, and the 
Al Aqsa Mosque were carefully dismantled in a few short weeks. 
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Hundreds of archaeology and building experts swarmed the place 
in earnest. The last container was en-route to Saudi Arabia. An 
interesting phenomena was at work in Israel. Religious fervor was 
dramatically on the rise. Israelis began to perceive, that the hand 
of Almighty God YaHVeH was upon them. The impossible had 
taken place. The two Muslim shrines had been removed with-
out a war, or a single shot being fired. It had not taken a cata-
strophic event of any sort. In fact, the Sons of Jacob and the Sons 
of Ishmael were every one of them quite pleased with the pro-
ceedings. Fantastically and unbelievably, the two ancient build-
ings were simply gone in weeks, after standing there for over a 
thousand years. It was nothing short of miraculous, and everyone 
in Israel sensed this. The Temple Mount and the surrounding 
areas were being prepared for the assembling of the new temple. 
Hundreds of large stones had already been quarried and were 
being stockpiled in the vicinity. The chief cornerstone, prepared 
years earlier by zealots, sat close by, patiently waiting the moment 
of its placement.

Great anticipation stirred through the ranks of the Sons of 
Jacob, as ancient Jewish traditions emerged from the shadows 
of society and were pushed to the forefront. Secular despising of 
the Haredim was in sharp decline. Even the secular news me-
dia respectfully reported the daily developments at the Temple 
Mount. Tens of thousands of immigrants, descendants of Jacob, 
were pouring into Israel from every corner of the earth. An un-
seen presence was clearly at work, mysteriously putting various 
pieces of the prophesied puzzle into place in a surprisingly short 
period of time. Hindrances that could normally take years to re-
solve, melted and disappeared overnight, as if they had never ex-
isted. Excitement grew every single day among the Sons of Jacob. 
They were witnessing first-hand the active presence of YaHVeH 
God, as He removed every obstacle and speeded the work toward 
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completion. It seemed as if the Great Creator was as excited as 
they were. He seemed in a hurry to reestablish His relationship 
of power and blessing among them. The presence of Almighty 
God manifested among them in astoundingly wonderful ways. 
Many had actually caught momentary glimpses, of a ghostly 
man-shaped mist helping in the work at difficult key moments. 

Frank Grantham televangelist spoke boldly to the crowd be-
fore him. The television camera broadcast the meeting to millions 
across the nation.

“There are many things I do not understand my friends,” he 
was saying. “This I know. It is extremely important, that we con-
form our doctrine to the word of Almighty God. It is also ex-
tremely important, that we do not conform our doctrine to our 
favorite parts of the word only. We must bring it into conformity 
with the whole. Any doctrine of men, that violates even one small 
passage of scripture, is at best incomplete, and is at worst an out-
right heresy. We must not neglect to take into account the pas-
sages, that we don’t particularly like. These passages still apply to 
us, even though we may find them unpleasant. We delight in the 
promise of forgiveness for our sins and in the promise of eternal 
life, but we prefer to ignore the duties of humility, sacrifice, re-
sponsibility, patience, self-control and suffering. We have argued 
for decades, that the Church will not suffer any of the seven years 
of The Great Tribulation, yet the early Church suffered great trib-
ulation. What is more difficult, than being executed for doing 
good? Many millions of Christians have already paid the ultimate 
price for their faith. What makes us better than them? I invite 
you to consider Hebrews chapter eleven, starting in verse thirty-
five where it says, [... and others were tortured not accepting de-
liverance, that they might obtain a better resurrection. Others 
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had trial of cruel mocking and scourging, yes, moreover of bonds 
and imprisonment. They were stoned, sawn asunder, tempted, 
slain with the sword. They wandered about in sheepskins and 
goatskins being destitute, afflicted, tormented, of whom the world 
was not worthy. They wandered in deserts, and in mountains, 
and in dens and caves of the earth.] In another passage we are 
told, that in this world we will have tribulation. The Almighty 
reveals what He is doing to His servants the prophets. He does 
just as He has said, and sometimes we are caught off-guard. We 
are caught off-guard, because we have not taken into account the 
passages of scriptures, that indicate we might be faced with pain, 
suffering, difficulty, testing, loss, death, trials, or torture. I think 
perhaps, that sometimes we have done this in ignorance. 
Unfortunately, the ignorance is generally due, to the failure of 
ministers to teach us the difficult parts of truth. Still others choose 
to attend church, where they will be told what their itching ears 
want to hear. It is our duty as Christians to test the mind of ev-
erything, to see if it is of Almighty God. It is our duty to obey the 
truth. I am here today, to declare to you a critically important 
truth. Almighty God wants you to know, and I want you to know, 
that your spiritual well-being depends on this truth. The man 
known as The Supreme President of Presidents is not what he ap-
pears to be. The whole world is going after him. He is their mes-
siah. He has told them what they want to hear. He is bringing to 
them, what they have always wanted. This man has already re-
ceived adoration and worship from various individuals. He is 
THE false Christ. He is what we call the anti-Christ. The Holy 
Bible refers to him as the man-of-sin and the son-of-perdition in 
second Thessalonians chapter two. You better watch him like a 
hawk, because he does not have your best interests in mind. He is 
already setting up a world system of reliance. This system will 
eventually bring all the earth to trust in him for food, clothing, 
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shelter and all other necessaries. He is working on an identifica-
tion scheme, which he will try to impose on every human. In es-
sence, this identification is how he is going to mark every human 
being with his own mark. He will not force anyone to receive this 
marking for a time, but whoever does not receive his marking, 
will not be able to buy or sell. The Supreme President of Presidents 
is presently going forth conquering and to conquer. The whole 
earth is being swept away before him like a flood. What it all 
comes down to is this: every human will have to decide, whether 
they are going to rely on this man and his system for their well-
being, or rely on Almighty God for their well-being. It is in all 
reality a matter of: who are going to put your trust in? Almighty 
God has spoken clearly in the Book of Revelation, that whoever 
receives the marking of this man, will heap to themselves eternal 
damnation. Whoever does not receive this marking, will most 
likely be beheaded. Apparently there will only be a few, who will 
survive and remain until Christ’s appearing. The choice is Yahshua 
Jesus and eternal life, or The Supreme President of Presidents and 
eternal damnation. I am sure, that many of you read Riley 
MacCormick’s article in the Washington Post not so very long 
ago. I read it myself. He wrote clearly and accurately about this 
very same subject. As I read and reread Mr. MacCormick’s col-
umn, the Holy Spirit moved powerfully upon me, to take up this 
same message. This message is straight from the mouth of the 
Great Creator. Whoever has an ear to hear; let him hear. In chap-
ter twenty-four of the Book of Matthew we find these words, 
[Then if any man shall say unto you, Lo, here is Christ, or there; 
believe it not. For a false Christ shall arise, and a false prophet, 
and shall show great signs and wonders; insomuch that, if it were 
possible, they shall deceive the very elect. Behold, I have told you 
before. Wherefore if they shall say unto you, Behold he is in the 
desert; go not forth: behold, he is in the secret chambers; believe 
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it not. For as the lightning comes out of the east and shines even 
unto the west, so shall also the coming of the Son of man be.] In 
the second Book of Thessalonians in chapter two we read, [Even 
him, whose working is after Satan with all power and signs and 
lying wonders.] I take these passages to mean just what they say. 
These are powerful warnings to all, who awe and reverence 
Almighty God. The man-of-sin is going to present himself as the 
Messiah if you will. People will be running to see him, and to see 
the mighty signs and lying wonders; he is able to perform. The 
phrase “with all power” is an astonishing phrase. This man-of-sin 
will be able to do incredible things. I submit to you; this passage 
is being fulfilled right before our eyes. Think about it! Calling 
down fire out of the sky, walking on water, appearing to heal sick 
people, and making a tornado all fit this description very well. 
The Supreme President of Presidents has been performing these 
signs and lying wonders already. DO NOT GO AFTER HIM 
MY FRIENDS! He is the son-of-perdition. He is the man that 
brings damnation to many millions, even billions. Christ warned 
us, that if it were possible, these things would fool the very elect. 
At this point, I am compelled to warn you about one more thing. 
In second Thessalonians chapter two and in verse three, we find a 
troubling passage. It goes like this, [Let no man deceive you by 
any means: for that day shall not come, except there come a fall-
ing away first.] The day referred to here is the day-of-Christ. The 
phrase — falling away — is from the word apostasy. It means 
— defection from the truth — . Many under the sound of my 
voice will defect from the truth. Brothers and sisters, defection 
means desertion. It is betrayal. Many professing Christians, when 
they see the horrific consequences of rejecting The Supreme 
President of Presidents’ marking, will become fearful. They will 
dessert from their trust in Yahshua Jesus, who alone is the way, 
the truth and the life. If you receive The Supreme President of 
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President’s marking, then your fate is eternally sealed. You will be 
separated from Almighty God forever and forever. Whoever has 
an ear to hear; let him hear. I know that this window of opportu-
nity, to preach the truth and to warn you, will not remain open 
for very long. Our voices will soon be silenced, by removing us 
from the airwaves. The era of mega-churches will soon be over. 
The era of Christians meeting in any public setting will be over 
very soon. The church will have to go underground, and you 
might as well prepare yourself for this. We will have to resort to 
house churches and secret places of worship, in order to hide from 
the coming persecution. Not very long after that, we will be lambs 
to the slaughter. They will seek us out and kill those of us, who 
refuse to join their system. We will be branded as evil trouble-
makers. We will be seen as a cancerous tumor, that must be re-
moved for the greater good. Always remember, Almighty God 
promised; He will never leave us nor forsake us. Did the Creator 
abandon the martyrs, that went before us? The answer of course 
is no. Christ laid down His life for us. Almighty God has every 
right to require, that we do the same for Him. The days of com-
fort and ease are almost over for Christians. The time of riding 
the fence is at an end. What’s it going to be my brothers and sis-
ters? Will you betray the One who loves you more than you can 
imagine, or will you trust Him in life and in death? Are you will-
ing to lay down your life for Him, as He laid down His life for 
you? Soon we will find out the answer to this question, as it per-
tains to each and every one of us. The man-of-sin will force us to 
choose. As Joshua drew a line in the sand, in like manner I too 
draw a line in the sand for you and me. Choose you this day, 
whom you will serve. Will you serve The Supreme President of 
Presidents and his system, or YaHVeH God the Creator of heaven 
and earth. As for me and my house, we will serve YaHVeH God.”

In another city and on the very same day, Pastor Jeffery 



 98 

Mickey McConnell

Thompson of a large megachurch, was taking Riley MacCormick 
to task. 

“I am sure that many of you read Riley MacCormick’s col-
umn in the Washington Post. This is a perfect example of what I 
have been talking about this morning. This country has too many 
doomsday prophets. Every time something happens, these people 
point out all the negative aspects of the event, and why it por-
tends the end of the world. Judgment is coming; they say. Riley 
would have us believe, that The Supreme President of Presidents 
is the anti-Christ. Why is Riley judging the man? We are not sup-
posed to be judging. The Supreme President of Presidents hasn’t 
even been in office for one year! Dr. Lighting has produced a 
cure for cancer. This is not the accomplishment of an evil man. 
Dr. Lighting has healed numerous people of their sicknesses. 
These are not the actions of a Godless person. The policies of 
Dr. Lighting are already restoring the world economy even as I 
speak. Dr. Lighting is bringing equality and equal opportunity to 
all peoples of the earth. How can his actions not be inspired by 
Almighty God? I believe the world’s best days are just before us. 
God is a god of love, and He cares for His people. He will not let 
anything happen to us. He will continue to bless us with good 
health and prosperity. Why would anyone think otherwise? There 
are so many people quoting the Book of Revelation and saying 
horrible times are right on top of us. The Book of Revelation 
is filled with metaphors concerning good and evil. People like 
Riley MacCormick have been making their statements for years. 
Nothing has ever happened, as they have predicted. The God these 
people serve is a very angry unsympathetic God. Our god is filled 
with compassion and mercy. Dr. Lighting said, that his mother 
was a Christian lady. That’s good enough for me. It looks to me 
like, that his mother taught him compassion for his fellow man. 
When Dr. Lighting spoke of the cancer cure; he said it would be 
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affordable to everyone, and that he and his colleagues would not 
be greedy with it. True to his word, even families without health 
insurance can afford it. No my friends, times have never been 
better. I want you to know, that I have great personal admiration 
for The Supreme President of Presidents. I would trust him with 
my life. I don’t think we have anything to fear from this man, and 
the world has much to gain by his leadership. As for the identifi-
cation marking people are talking about, Dr. Lighting has made 
clear to us all, the advantages this will bring to the peoples of the 
world. Of course, Riley MacCormick thinks this is an evil thing. 
What I don’t understand; is how Riley can call such a wonderful 
man evil. I guess it takes all sorts to make the world go around. 
Unfortunately, it’s people like Riley, that hinders a lot of good in 
this world. People from his sect of Christianity actually believe, 
that Jesus is the only way to God. It is little wonder, that so many 
people don’t like Christians. We are supposed to work with all of 
God’s children for a better world, and Dr. Lighting will certainly 
have my co-operation.”

“Riley! Did you here that?” Rebekah inquired. “You are being 
talked about all over the news. I have to say; I don’t like how they 
are attacking you.”

“Yes,” Riley replied. “You can expect the worst to be spoken 
about me. I know, that I have only a very short time to warn 
people through the news media. They will ban people like Frank 
Grantham and me from the airwaves soon. Of this I am confi-
dent. I want to say, that I always knew Frank Grantham had in 
him. He is a man after my own heart. From what I hear; there 
are preachers all over the world, warning their listeners about the 
Supreme President of Presidents. Almighty God is using us, to get 
the word out, and that is what really matters.”
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“I am pretty worried Riley,” said Rebekah. “Some of the nay-
sayers are calling for you to be sued for libel, fined and impris-
oned. They were so mad, that some of them were screaming into 
the camera.”

“I am completely fascinated at the number of people, who 
simply do not want to hear the truth,” replied Riley. “This is a 
spirit of rebellion. Second Thessalonians chapter two speaks of 
it, as not receiving or accepting the love of the truth. It goes on 
to say; that for this reason Almighty God will send them strong 
delusion, that they should believe a lie. It is a very weird phenom-
ena. They seem to believe, that they can fashion a substitute real-
ity and be safe from any negative consequences. Talking about 
self-delusion! Figuratively speaking, they are shaking their fist in 
the face of Almighty God and challenging Him to do anything 
about it. People like this will receive the marking of the Supreme 
President of Presidents, because they are willing to put their con-
fidence in a lie.”

“Riley! Hold on for a minute!” Rebekah commanded. “Turn 
the TV up!”

Riley obediently pointed the remote at the TV, increasing the 
volume.

“We interrupt our regularly scheduled program to bring you 
this special report,” the newsman informed his audience. “The 
leaders of REGION # 8, which is our North American region, 
announced today: everyone has exactly twelve months to re-
ceive the new worldwide identification. From presidents and 
dignitaries to doctors and garbage collectors, anyone who does 
not receive the Worldwide Identification Marking before the 
one year deadline, will not be able to buy or sell anything any-
where. People are being urged not to procrastinate. They could 
find themselves with out food and other necessaries for several 
weeks, if they wait until the last minute to comply. Every legal 
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transaction will require the use of the Worldwide Identification 
Marking or WIM. Anyone attempting any transaction without 
the WIM will face severe penalties, and will be black-listed for 
severe punitive sanctions. The Worldwide Assembly in Dubai 
has issued a declaration, that worldwide compliance to the sys-
tem is absolutely necessary, to maintain world peace and pros-
perity. Anyone who chooses to remain outside the system will 
be greatly frowned upon, and will not be guaranteed protection 
of any sort. Individuals who refuse compliance, will do so at 
their own risk. Every single nation and region has now ratified 
this international treaty. As a result, it is now in force globally. 
The treaty, known as Lighting’s Legacy, numbers the peoples of 
the world. Each person is numbered according to the number of 
the region they are from, the number of the area in that region 
in which they live, and the number of each person in that area. 
Dr. Lighting is from region 6; he is from area 60 in region 6; 
he is person number 600 in that area; therefore, his number is 
six hundred and sixty-six, or 666. Because the treaty is in honor 
of Dr. Lighting, the first three digits of every person’s number 
is 666, then a dash (-), and then their own number after that. 
Please stay tuned for further developm.........”

Riley turned the TV off.
“So it has begun. The beginning of the end is here now. The 

anti-Christ has been revealed.” Riley plopped down heavily into 
his favorite chair, the recliner. “I knew it was coming, and I sensed 
it would be very soon. I have to say; I am still almost overwhelmed 
with the idea of it all.”

At that moment the telephone rang.
“Hello?” Rebekah answered. “Who is speaking please? You 

said Frank Grantham? Yes, Riley MacCormick lives here. Hold 
on for just a second please.”

Rebekah put her hand over the end of the phone.
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“He says; he is Frank Grantham,” she informed Riley in a low 
voice.

Riley took the phone from Rebekah’s outstretched hand.
“Hello? This is Riley MacCormick.”
“Riley MacCormick?” the voice repeated. “This is Frank 

Grantham. I am a tele-evangelist. Do you know who I am?”
“Sure,” replied Riley. “How are you doing sir?”
“I am doing just fine,” replied Mr. Grantham. “Are you busy 

Riley? I would like to talk to you for a bit, if you are free to do so.”
“Your timing is perfect,” said Riley. “How can I help you?”
“I want to talk to you about your column, especially the one 

where you warn us about the Supreme President of Presidents be-
ing the anti-Christ,” said Frank. “Did you hear my message this 
past week on the same subject?”

“Yes I did,” Riley answered.
“When I read your article recently in the paper; the Holy 

Spirit came upon me mightily. He bore witness with my spirit, 
that what you were saying in your article was of Almighty God, 
and that I should take heed to this message myself. He showed 
me clearly, that I was to preach this message over the airwaves. 
I want you to know, that at first I was afraid. I considered the 
implications of making such bold statements. I realized, that I 
would most likely soon be blacklisted in more ways than one. Do 
you know what I mean Riley?” asked Frank.

“You better believe I know what you mean,” Riley replied 
forcefully. “I had the exact set of feelings you are talking about, 
before I started writing that article, but then a wonderful peace 
settled over me. I had this knowing deep inside, that this was the 
way for me from Almighty God. I realized, that an open door 
had been set before me. It was not just so I could pay my bills. It 
was for the express purpose, of being Almighty God’s mouthpiece 
of warning, to all who love the truth. Frank, I made a decision a 
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long time ago. Whatever the Great Creator requires of me, I am 
willing to do, regardless of the cost. You do know, that this could 
cost us our lives in the not too distant future, right?”

“Well, yes,” answered Frank. “We are both on the same page 
here. As you know; I am an evangelist. Being an evangelist is a 
gift, that I did not give myself. It is from God, and I dare not fail 
to use it. Riley, I am wondering. Can we team up to get this mes-
sage out quickly to everyone?”

“Of course we can!” stated Riley emphatically. “I have been 
trying to get Christians to work together for years, and lay aside 
these stupid denominational divisions. They have hindered the 
work of the kingdom in a very big way. It is looking to me, like 
Almighty God is going to bring His body together as one. I think 
He is going to do it through great persecution. We will need each 
other like never before. Frank, you can count on me to help you 
any way I can. I hope the same goes for you sir.”

“Yes Riley, the same goes for me,” Frank replied. “I have 
thought the same thing for quite some time. The message we have 
is the same message. Between your column and my Sunday TV 
program, we reach many millions. Riley, this is what has been 
going through my mind: a co-ordinated effort among Christian 
leaders and laymen, to spread this same message into the high-
ways and byways, and into every nook and cranny across the 
country. My broadcast goes into other nations as well. I wonder. 
Could you use your column to help me direct traffic to a website, 
that I have already set up for this purpose? I also wonder, if you 
would be willing to join me at this website? Would you help me 
teach pastors and laymen how to get the word out to families 
and friends, and even strangers? We need to warn people about 
the consequences of taking the Supreme President of President’s 
marking.”

“Yes, you can count on me Frank,” said Riley. “We are 
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brothers-in-Christ, and it is our duty to work together as one. The 
Holy Bible clearly teaches, that we are one. We are supposed to be 
speaking the same things; we are to be perfectly joined together 
in the same mind and judgment, and we are not to have divisions 
among us. The Holy Spirit delights in working mightily in such 
an atmosphere as this. Also, we must not tolerate blatant sin. I am 
with you one hundred percent my brother. We must not delay, 
for our window of opportunity here is very limited. You can trust 
me on that.”

“That was very well spoken,” said Frank. “I can tell that we are 
kindred spirits, and I am excited about us working together my 
friend. I have great respect for you and the work you do. I know 
your column goes out the day after tomorrow. Is there any way, 
that you can give everyone the heads up in that article?”

“You can count on it!” Riley replied. “I will make a few minor 
adjustments to what I have already written. I am going to send it 
in to the paper this afternoon.”

“Great!” said Frank. “Isn’t it amazing how the Holy Spirit 
works? I would like for you to join me at my website, to answer 
questions and teach the scriptures. This will be four days from 
now, at 9:30 p.m. Eastern Standard Time. I chose this time, so 
that people across the country can join together at the same time, 
even on the west coast. Do you think you can be there at that 
time brother Riley?”

“I will make sure, that my schedule fits this time,” Riley 
replied.

“Very well. It has been my pleasure to meet you sir,” Frank 
informed Riley. “I look forward to us supporting each other in 
prayer and in ministry. May God bless and keep you and your 
family Riley. I will plan on seeing you at the website later in the 
week. Send me an e-mail to frankgrantham@yahoo.com please, 
and I will send you the website address. God bless you sir.”
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“It has been my pleasure as well,” Riley agreed. “This is an 
answer to prayer. We are going to get the word out to everyone. 
We are in the last of the last days, and we will need each other 
more and more. I look forward to joining you at the website. You 
have a nice evening, and may the Almighty bless you and yours. 
Bye now.”

“Good bye,” said Frank.
Riley hung up the phone. “That was quite a pleasant 

conversation.”
“I heard most of it,” said Rebekah. “Now this is the way the 

Church is supposed to work. Frank Grantham is a kingdom 
man like you Riley. He’s more interested in the well-being of the 
Church, than in promoting a denomination. I am excited about 
what the Almighty is doing with you darling.”

“What He’s doing with us,” Riley corrected her. “We are a 
team and partners. Don’t you forget that my sweetness.”

“You really mean that don’t you?” Rebekah inquired.
“Yes! I mean every single word of it sweetheart,” Riley ac-

knowledged. “I can already tell, that I am a better man with you 
in my life. I feel more inspired, more motivated, more powerful. 
It is sort of hard to put into words, but you lift me to the next 
level somehow. It is not good for a man to be alone. I don’t think 
man was meant to be alone, Rebekah my darling. I am honored 
to have you for my wife.”

“I don’t know where our road is taking us, but I will always be 
by your side Riley, come hell or high water!” she asserted.

Rebekah put her arms around Riley and squeezed him tightly.

The massive crane lifted the cornerstone and swung it around 
into position. As the huge cut stone was lowered and came to rest 
at the right spot, seven priests blew ram’s horns in celebration, 
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and a loud shout went up from Mount Tsiyon. All building ac-
tivity stopped on the Mount for the rest of the day. The area was 
crowded with thousands and ten thousands of onlookers. A cel-
ebration party rose up from Mount Tsiyon and spread through-
out Jerusalem the Holy City. People sang and danced until the 
going down of the sun. The setting sun did absolutely nothing to 
quench their enthusiasm. The streets of Jerusalem vibrated with 
festivities. It was as if the ancient nation of Israel were being re-
born on this night. Every man, woman, boy and girl felt an ec-
stasy beyond words racing up and down their spines, and even 
to the crown of their heads, and back down to the soles of their 
feet. There was power amongst them, of this everyone was keenly 
aware. Great joy filled their ranks throughout Jerusalem. Even the 
most secular of the secular could hardly contain themselves, as 
the spirit of rejoicing seemed to leap from one person to another. 
Many hundreds ran through the streets hooping and hollering. 
Oneness of the people was taking hold in ways they had never 
witnessed. From rich to poor, from dignitary to ordinary people 
on the street, from dark skin to light skin, from male to female 
the purity of the moment transcended them all. They seemed to 
touch heaven, and heaven reached down and touched them back. 
Hebrews from the twelve tribes of Israel, including the Jews of 
the tribe of Judah, celebrated all through the night. Not until the 
breaking of the day, did the crowd begin to dwindle.

The next day, work resumed on the Mount. Stone after stone 
was carefully positioned. The structure of the temple took shape 
quickly, by means of the modern equipment at their disposal.

Extensive research and hard work had reestablished the 
Levitical Priesthood. Careful preparation of a garment for the 
office of the High Priest, produced a magnificent work, that mir-
rored the instructions of the Old Hebrew Text. A perfect spot-
less Red Heifer was acquired from an obscure farmer in northern 
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Israel, in preparation for restarting animal sacrifice.
The children of Israel donated liberally to the cause, and not 

a single tax shekel was needed. Deep in the soul of every single 
one of them was “a knowing”. The sufferings of their people from 
generations past were being wiped away by the God of their fore-
fathers in a moment of time.

The time was 9:30 p.m. Frank Grantham and Riley 
MacCormick were excited about the huge audience, that they had 
attracted to the website. The first question was being asked by a 
man in Ohio.

“From the time I was a child, my pastor told us, that Christians 
would not go through the tribulation. Are you sure you are right 
about the Supreme President of Presidents? And if you are right, 
how can things possibly be happening this way?” asked Sam.

“Please take the first question Riley,” requested Frank 
Grantham.

“Well Sam,” Riley began. “It is human nature to wish and 
hope for the path with the most comfort and least resistence. All 
of us struggle with accepting the path of sacrifice and hard work. 
The right path always comes with certain hardships, that we wish 
we could avoid. The Sons of Jacob had a hard time accepting the 
idea of a suffering Messiah. They wanted so badly to be free from 
their Roman oppressors. It made sense to them, that the Messiah 
would save them from these. They convinced themselves, that 
this was the type of blessing, that Almighty God would surely 
endorse for them. They ignored the obvious Messianic passages 
of pain and suffering, that existed right before their eyes in the 
Old Testament. We Christians are very much like them. We ar-
gue, that Almighty God will rescue His people from tribulation. 
Many seem to believe, that to go through some of the tribulation, 
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would expose the Church to the wrath of the Almighty. We have 
convinced ourselves, that to go through some of the tribulation, 
would in essence be a curse from Almighty God. This all looks 
good on paper, but it ignores many passages of scripture. We are 
warned in Second Thessalonians chapter two, that the Day of 
Christ will not come, until the man-of-sin is revealed. That in 
and of itself seems to place the Church at least partly into what we 
call the Great Tribulation of seven years. I want you to also no-
tice; the Supreme President of Presidents has already been given a 
position, that essentially makes him the ruler of the entire world. 
Not even the Roman Empire ruled the whole world. Revelation 
13:7 lets us know, that this man of sin will rule the whole world. 
Verse 3 tells us, that he has a deadly wound that is healed. Second 
Thessalonians 2:9 informs us, that his coming is after the work-
ing of Satan with all manner of power and signs and lying won-
ders. The Supreme President of Presidents fits these descriptions.”

“Thank-you Riley,” said Frank Grantham. “Let’s take the next 
question from Susan in Arizona. What is your question Susan?”

“Thank- you so much for taking my question,” said Susan 
cheerfully. “I have to tell you, that I am scared to death about all 
of this. Since the man-of-sin has been revealed, and apparently 
the tribulation has already started, does this mean I have been 
left behind?”

“That is a very intelligent question Susan,” replied Frank. 
“Think about it Susan. When Christ returns for His bride the 
Church; millions of Christians will rise to meet Him in the air. 
We would know, if such an event had occurred. The event that 
many Christians refer to as the rapture has not taken place. The 
Church is still on the earth, so you have not been left behind; 
however, it is very important that we live our lives in a way that 
is pleasing to Almighty God, and that we be watchful for His re-
turn. Because we are into the Great Tribulation; you can be sure, 
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that Christ’s coming is not far away. In Matthew chapter 24, the 
sign of the coming of Christ that is given by Christ Himself is 
this: the sun will be darkened; the moon will not give it’s light; 
the stars shall fall from heaven; and the powers of the heavens will 
be shaken. When we see all of these signs being shown, then we 
can be sure that Christ’s coming is imminent.”

“Thanks a million,” said Susan. “I have been so afraid, that I 
was doomed to eternal damnation. I have been considering giving 
up and taking the Supreme President of President’s marking. You 
have no idea how much I appreciate what you said.”

“Don’t cast off your faith Susan,” replied Frank Grantham. 
“To take the Supreme President of President’s marking does result 
in eternal damnation for those who receive it. We are in this to-
gether my sister. Almighty God has not forsaken us. He promised 
to guard us in [from, through, among] the hour of temptation 
that will come on the whole earth. Be strong in Almighty God 
and in the power of His might Bye now.”

“You know,” said Riley. “This is what I have been afraid of for 
professing Christians. Before we were into the Great Tribulation; 
I was concerned, that if Christ did not come back before the Great 
Tribulation, that many professing Christians might wind up tak-
ing the marking. Many of them have been taught their whole 
lives, that it would not be this way. I am so glad Susan did not 
cave in under pressure. Overcomers will be given a crown of life.”

“Good point,” said Frank. “Let’s take our third question. This 
is Sandra from Utah. What is your question please Sandra?”

“Okay. So we have not been left behind, and we are into the 
Great Tribulation. What is the most important thing we need to 
be doing?”

“We must be warning everyone around us not to take the 
marking,” replied Riley. “According to Revelation chapter 14, 
whoever receives the marking of the beast in the forehead or hand 
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will be punished eternally. Also included in this group, are all the 
persons who worship the beast and his image. Revelation chapter 
13 tells us, that the beast is a man. The second most important 
thing in my opinion, is to stockpile food and necessities as quickly 
as possible. We have already been told, that we have only one year 
to comply with the World Identification Marking. Hopefully we 
are not already too late in making preparations.”

The night passed by quickly as question after question was 
presented to Frank and Riley. The kindness and co-operation be-
tween the two Christian men did not go unnoticed by their au-
dience, who made positive comments about the same on several 
occasions.

“Well everyone,” said Frank. “This has been quite a produc-
tive evening. There are millions across the world, that have joined 
us on the web. We have time for one more question, before we call 
it a night. Let us go to Samuel from Ghana, West Africa. What is 
your question Samuel?”

“Sir,” Samuel began. “I am a Muslim man, but something has 
been stirring in my heart for several months now. I have become 
more and more convinced, that Islam is an evil belief system of 
death and world domination. Something just is not right here. 
After viewing a Jesus Film, I had a dream about this Jesus person. 
He was looking at me, as if He could see right into the depths 
of my soul. I could tell, that He was troubled by what He saw 
down in there, yet the way He looked at me had the noticeable 
appearance of love and mercy. He did not condemn me at all, but 
stretched forth His hands. I could see scars there in his hands. He 
pulled back the side of his robe, and I could see a very large round 
scar, where apparently the alleged spear entered. I have two ques-
tions please. You people are talking about the Supreme President 
of Presidents, as if he is some sort of false Messiah. You have 
pointed out, that your Holy Bible predicts, that a false messiah 
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will come and deceive most of the world. How can you know 
which one is the true Messiah? And how can you get on His good 
side?”

“Thank-you for your question,” Frank began. “First of all 
Samuel, the prophets of the Old Testament in the Holy Bible 
prophesied over sixty different major details concerning the 
Messiah. In Micah 5:2 the prophet foretold Bethlehem as the 
place where the Messiah would be born, and that this person is 
Eternal God. In Genesis chapter 49 we find, that this Messiah 
will be from the tribe of Judah. Psalms chapter 22 explains the 
type of death He would endure. Isaiah chapter 53 shows, that 
He would suffer in our place and be buried in the tomb of a rich 
person. Zechariah chapter 11 says He was valued at thirty piec-
es of silver, and that the money would be thrown to the potter. 
There is only one person in all of history, that fits all of these sixty 
some major details. The fact of the matter is, that no one even 
comes close to satisfying these credentials, with the exception of 
Yahshua Jesus. He fits them all! Samuel, the Almighty gave us 
these details, so that the honest seeker could find Him. Whoever 
is open to the truth can be sure, that Christ is the Savior of the 
world. In Romans chapter ten it says, [Whosoever shall call on 
the name of the LORD shall be saved.] In John chapter three we 
find, [God so loved the world, that He gave His only begotten 
Son, that whosoever believeth or puts their trust in Him will not 
perish, but have eternal life.] Samuel. The things going on inside 
you, are Almighty God’s way of warning you concerning Islam 
and the anti-Christ. He is drawing your soul to the Savior of 
the world. You can give yourself to Him now if you would like. 
There are things starting to come on the earth, that the Holy 
Bible clearly warns us about. You need to be prepared. What do 
you say Samuel?”

“I feel a very strong sense of urgency deep inside,” Samuel 
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replied. “I have been praying, that if this Jesus person is real, that 
He would help me get it right. I am convinced, that what you 
are saying about Christ and about the end of the world are true. 
But will He really accept me? I have done many evil things in the 
name of Islam, and I am afraid there might not be any hope for 
me.”

“Samuel?” said Frank. “Notice that in John chapter three, the 
Holy Bible says whosoever. This is not the only place in the Holy 
Bible; these words are used.. When Almighty God says [whosoev-
er puts their trust in Him], He means anyone. The Almighty has 
invited anyone and everyone to receive forgiveness of sins, regard-
less of how evil they have been. Samuel, Yahshua Jesus is inviting 
you to turn your life over to Him right this minute. He promises 
you forgiveness and eternal life, if you will put your trust in Him. 
What’s it going to be? Are you ready?”

“Yes, I am ready. How do I do this?” replied Sam.
“I can’t actually do it for you Sam,” said Frank. “I can lead 

you in a prayer; that will be more than adequate, if you will pray 
it from the depths of your own heart and soul. Would you like me 
to lead you in such a prayer?”

“Please do,” Sam asked him.
“Heavenly Father,” began Frank. “Repeat that after me Sam. 

Heavenly Father. ----- I know, that I am a sinner.-----I know that 
I deserve eternal damnation-----Your word promises me-----that 
if I will put my trust in Yahshua Jesus,-----that I will have eternal 
life.-----Your word promises-----that if I will confess my sins--
---you are faithful and just to forgive me of my sins-----and to 
cleanse me from all unrighteousness.-----I confess that Jesus is 
Lord.-----I believe that You raised Yahshua Jesus from the dead.--
---I give my life to you----- and I will follow You regardless of the 
costs.-----Please help me to follow in Your ways.-----I thank You 
for what You have done,-----and for saving me from my sins.-----I 
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pray this in the name of Yahshua Jesus.-----Amen. Did you pray 
that and mean it Sam?”

“Yes sir I did,” replied Sam. “It feels like a million pounds have 
lifted off of me. I feel a peace inside, that I have always longed for. 
WOW! Thank-you Frank and Riley with all my heart.”

“You are very welcome brother Sam,” said Frank. “You are 
now our brother-in-Christ Stay in touch with us, and we will do 
all we can to help you to grow strong in the faith. You have the 
address of this website.”

“Yes I do,” Sam responded. “Thanks again. I can’t wait to tell 
my family. Good night my friends.”

“Sam?” said Riley. “I am thrilled, that you want to tell your 
family about giving your life to Christ. I want to caution you 
though. It is very possible, that they will not understand. It is pos-
sible, that they will persecute severely. It is possible, that they will 
reject you, or even try to kill you. Many Muslims hate Christians. 
Having said that, there is an outside chance, that your family 
will hear what you have to say, and will repent as you have. I just 
want you to be aware of these things. I will be praying for you my 
brother. I will be praying that the Almighty will strengthen you 
by His Spirit. I will pray that he shelters you, and keeps you. We 
love you brother Samuel.”

“Thank you sir,” replied Samuel. “I will remember what you 
have said, but I must share this wonderful news of salvation with 
the ones I love. I am more than willing to be martyred serving 
Christ. You and Frank have a wonderful night.”

“Good night Samuel,” said Frank. “We love you.”
“What a perfect way to end our internet meeting tonight,” 

Riley pointed out. “This has been a pleasure Frank, and I am 
grateful to be a part of it with you my brother.”

“The honor is mine Riley,” Frank replied. “I will get back with 
you very soon. I better get going. Good night.”
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“Good night my friend,” said Riley.

“Hello?” Riley answered his cell phone.
“Riley?” asked the voice on the other end of the line. “This is 

Alex from the United States Justice Department. Do you remem-
ber me?”

“Of course I remember you,” Riley asserted. “You worked 
with me on that report I did about four years ago. How in the 
world have you been? Is everything alright?”

“I can’t say that everything is alright Riley,” Alex reported. 
“It has been several days since you and Frank Grantham had that 
meeting on the internet, and there is major activity going on over 
here. Someone has stirred my superiors up against you and Frank. 
They are talking seriously about pressing charges against you two, 
for slander against that Supreme President of Presidents guy.”

“Are you serious?” Riley asked.
“I am very serious Riley!” Alex informed him. “You know, 

with Marshall Law in place and with a greater and greater disre-
gard for the Constitution; you two are not going to get by with-
out serious trouble, if you keep it up. Because of my position at 
the department, I still carry a little weight around here. I got in 
their faces and threatened them every way I knew how, and they 
backed off for now. You can be sure; they will not let it lie that 
way. You better be very careful, because you are treading on ex-
tremely thin ice my friend.”

“I know you are right Alex,” Riley replied. “I knew something 
like this would most likely happen sooner or later, but people have 
to be warned. You know that. You are a Christian yourself, and 
you and I have discussed end time things before.”

“I know you are right Riley, and I know you will probably 
press forward, but I’m just saying. Since we are brothers-in-Christ, 
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it is only right for me to warn you about what is going on. You 
can count on me to run interference for you as long as I can, but 
it may not be long,” Alex pointed out.

“I understand,” said Riley. “I appreciate your concern, and I 
appreciate what you did for me. As you well know, we are doing 
this for the sake of the Kingdom of Almighty God, and it may 
cost us dearly.”

“Oh, I am very aware of this Riley. We may not be able to 
hold them at bay for very long. When they put that dang world 
identification marking in place; I will have to resign my position 
here, because the Almighty forbids us to trust in the system of the 
anti-Christ for our necessities,” Alex responded.

“That is an excellent point,” Riley mused. “I have the same 
dilemma. I intend to use my position for as long as I can. When 
they insist on us taking the marking to continue receiving funds 
into our account, then we will have to give up our jobs. We are in 
this together Alex, and I thank you for having my back brother.”

“I will always have your back Riley. We are eternal brothers 
my friend. I will pray to the Almighty for you and Frank’s good 
success in getting the word out,” Alex promised.

“Thank-you very much. I will be praying for you as well. 
Good-bye now.” Riley hung up the phone.
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“This is our fifth notice,” Rebekah informed Riley.
“What are you talking about sweetheart?” he asked.

“We only have one more month to accept the marking. Soon 
we will not be able to buy or sell,” Rebekah responded.

Riley walked up behind her and put his arms around her. “I 
know sweetheart. It’s going to be alright. We have been very dili-
gent in stocking up on things we can’t grow. We are well set for 
several years, all things being equal.”

“Of course you are right,” Rebekah replied. “Do you ever 
wonder if any of this is really real?”

“I have had the thought cross my mind before,” Riley smiled. 
“When they banned me and Frank from the internet three months 
ago, that was very real. Who would have ever thought, that the 
right of free speech in the United States would end?”

“Well you have been saying all along, that it would come to 
this. I am surprised they haven’t fired you from the Washington 
Post,” Rebekah replied.

“I know,” said Riley. “I have not let up one bit. Apparently 
they are still making money off my thoughts, or they would have 
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terminated me. Even if I send it in for free; it will only work until 
our internet service ends. Can’t have internet service after our 
year subscription runs out. We’ll just have to see, if they will even 
allow us to have it that long. “Oh Riley, I am scared,” Rebekah 
cried.

“We will be alright for a while sweetheart,” Riley said with a 
frown. “Eventually the anti-Christ will not be content denying 
us necessities. One day he will insist we receive the marking on 
pain of death. We must pray, that Almighty God’s grace will be 
sufficient. He promised; He would never leave us, nor forsake 
us. I trust Him. Besides, to receive the marking means certain 
damnation. I fear Almighty God far more, than I fear the anti-
Christ. The anti-Christ has no control after we are dead, but the 
Almighty does.”

“Riley, I am so happy to have you as my husband. You encour-
age me so much in the word of Almighty God, and that helps me 
be strong. Thank-you,” she said in a grateful tone. “To not endure 
to the end and miss out on heaven, would be the worst thing that 
could possibly happen.”

“What you said is true,” answered Riley. “Listen. Except for 
writing for the Post as long as I can, and continuing to do all we 
can to encourage and support our Christian friends in the valley; 
we have done about all we can. Christians around the globe have 
shown their saltiness in warning the world of the eternal conse-
quences of receiving the marking. I am pleased with our efforts 
sweetheart. There is one phenomena, that I dread seeing though. 
In Second Thessalonians chapter two the Almighty warns us, that 
there will be a defection from the truth. This is also known as the 
falling away, or the apostasy. Many who profess Christ will defect 
to the anti-Christ, when they see how difficult things become 
without the marking.”
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The brand new temple gleamed in the afternoon sun. Work 
had just been completed on the breathtaking structure. The Sons 
of Jacob had worked around the clock for months and had spared 
no expense in bringing the project to completion. The people of 
Israel and the government of Israel had made it the nation’s num-
ber one priority, and they had literally been on a mission. All 
the vessels for the temple were completed and put in their proper 
place. The priesthood was reinstated after exhaustive research and 
preparation. A red heifer was killed in accordance with the Law 
of Moses, and its blood was sprinkled seven times directly before 
the temple. The red heifer was then burned: her skin, flesh, blood 
and dung. The priest took cedar wood, hyssop and scarlet, and 
cast it into the midst of the burning of the heifer. The priest and 
his helper washed their clothes and bathed in water. A man, that 
was ceremonially clean, gathered up the ashes of the heifer and 
laid them up in a clean place outside the city. They were kept for 
the congregation of the children of Israel for a water of separation: 
a purification for sin.

Israel was buzzing with excitement and Jerusalem in particu-
lar. The day arrived. for which they had all been waiting. Prime 
Minister Gealyahu was scheduled to dedicate the temple at 10:00 
a.m. The priests in their unusual garb were already there in antici-
pation of the moment. No less than 1.2 million sons and daugh-
ters of Jacob crowded into every nook and cranny remotely close 
to the temple and the dedication ceremonies. Every last one of 
them was more than prepared for the festivities, that were ex-
pected to last for days. At 9:30 a.m. Prime Minister Gealyahu ar-
rived with his entourage of dignitaries and security at the Wailing 
Wall. Shortly thereafter he took the microphone in his hand and 
began.

“My fellow Israelis. For over 1900 years, this Western Wall 
was virtually all we had, to remind us of the former glory of 
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Israel. We have wept our hearts out at this place, pleading with 
Almighty God to have mercy on us. We have begged Him to 
restore things as they once were. Our constant encouragement 
to each other was the saying: next year in Jerusalem. Thanks to 
the Almighty, the dream has stayed alive. There is nothing too 
difficult for our God. In 1948 we were officially recognized once 
again as a nation. This was no freak accident of nature, but a 
divine act of YaHVeH God. Wars followed, and we somehow re-
mained strong and determined. We continued to pour our hearts 
out at this wall. Almighty God has answered part of our prayers. 
He has removed all obstacles out of the way, that hindered the re-
building of the temple. The time has arrived my dear people. We 
shall weep at this place no more. We shall never forget the Wall of 
Weeping, but we fondly bid it good-bye. With joy and gladness, 
we now remove ourselves to the site of our brand new beloved 
temple, made possible by our Great God YaHVeH.”

As soon as Prime Minister Gealyahu had finished his speech, 
a great shout went up from the crowd at the Western Wailing 
Wall. The sound grew louder and spread far and wide in every 
direction. The crowd slowly opened up, as the Prime Minister 
and his entourage moved in the direction of the temple, and then 
closed ranks behind them. At 9:55 a.m., and right on schedule, 
they arrived directly in front of the temple. A few minutes passed, 
as everyone got set in their proper place. The microphone was 
delivered into the hand of Prime Minister Gealyahu. The Prime 
Minister received the microphone and stood their quietly for a 
time, as he prepared his heart for the moment.

He began to pray, “Almighty YaHVeH, we are not worthy 
to even call out Your Great Name. It is only by your grace, that 
these great events are even possible. Oh God of all creation, it 
is You that made the heavens by Your great power. The sun and 
the moon were placed in their proper spot, along with all the 



 120 

Mickey McConnell

stars and planets, by Your outstretched arm. It is You that created 
the earth, and everything that within them is. You, Almighty 
God, created man in Your very own image. Who are we, that 
You have bestowed upon us Your great fame? This great nation 
of Israel, that You have gathered in from the four corners of the 
earth, has been resurrected by Your own great power and might. 
It is because of Your love and mercy, that we stand here today in 
front of this new temple house, that we have constructed for Your 
Names’s sake. For nearly two thousand years, we were dispersed 
among the nations in shame, but no longer is this true. We have 
pleaded with You and longed for the day, when You would re-
store the glory of Your people Israel. Heavenly Father, show us 
where we went astray. Show us how to once again please You, as 
in days of old. We want to know You Almighty God. We want 
to be a people, that is pleasing to You. We beg You to send Your 
Messiah, that You promised to us so long ago. We admit our sins 
and acknowledge, that we are not worthy to be Your people, but 
it is You that has chosen us out of all the peoples of the earth. 
We beg You to have mercy on us and show us the way forward. 
We are dedicating this new temple to You and to Your service 
this day. You are the Great God of Israel. You are the God of 
Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob. You are the God of King David, of 
Moses, and Elijah. You are our God, oh Great YaHVeH. Forgive 
us of all our iniquities. We call out to You today to have mercy on 
us. From this day and forward, we will seek Your face from this 
holy place. We will call out to You day and night, until You have 
mercy upon us. We will sacrifice continually in accordance with 
Your law, as best we know how. The Psalmist said: Search me and 
know my heart, try me and know my thoughts, and see if there 
be any wicked way in me, and lead me in the way everlasting. We 
humbly plead with You to cleanse us from pride, and greed, and 
any and all evil. We thank You for loving us and for gathering us 
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again to this land. We thank You for restoring us as a nation. We 
thank You, that You have delivered us from all our enemies, who 
have wished to destroy us from off the face of the earth. Continue 
to shelter us we ask and pray. Finally Almighty God, please take 
pleasure once again in we Your people. The priests have done their 
best in restarting the daily sacrifice and in offering atonement for 
our many sins, and You have let them live. We take this as a sign 
of Your acceptance. Please come and dwell in this house, that we 
have made for You. We bless Your holy name to the ends of all 
the earth. Blessed be the mighty and holy name of YaHVeH from 
now and forever. Amen.”

A soft weeping could be heard across the massive crowd, as 
the people prayed together as one. The Prime Minister nodded 
to the priests, who raised seven long ram’s horns to their lips and 
blew loud and long. The rest of the priests and Levites shouted 
loudly in one accord, “We worship You YaHVeH God of Hosts. 
We bless Your Holy Name. We worship You YaHVeH God of 
Hosts. We bless Your Holy Name. We worship You YaHVeH 
God of Hosts. We bless Your Holy Name.”

The crowd of over one million strong took up the chant of 
praise, “We worship You YaHVeH God of Hosts. We bless Your 
Holy Name. We worship You YaHVeH God of Hosts. We bless 
Your Holy Name.”

The sound began to rise louder and louder over Mount Tsiyon 
and Jerusalem. Angels in the realm of the unseen were enhanc-
ing the celebration without a doubt, and the circumstances were 
more than fitting for such a response. The Sons and Daughters of 
Jacob went right on worshiping and celebrating, as if one would 
expect such a response from the spirit realm. The atmosphere was 
electric, as Almighty God and man seemed to cross the great di-
vide to connect in a moment of time. People were entering the 
temple and kneeling to the ground to pray, while others shouted 
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and danced for joy. There were no strangers in this crowd, as 
all the Sons and Daughters of Jacob rejoiced together in unison. 
The dreams of centuries past were being realized, and no one 
doubted, that Almighty God was smiling down on them. No 
other explanation was rational, and so they danced and sang the 
songs of Tsiyon. To the casual observer, these people had just 
died and gone to heaven. Nothing else in the world mattered, for 
the impossible was not only possible; it had become reality. To 
do anything, besides what they were doing, would somehow be 
a violation of all that is holy and good. The temple itself seemed 
to glow warmly in the presence of worship and praise. Although 
the next step forward seemed shrouded in uncertainty; they had 
reached out and touched the impossible. The Almighty would 
somehow show them the way. It was impossible that they had ar-
rived at such a moment in time, without the direct planning and 
intervention of the Great Creator.

The world looked on in envy and apprehension as to the 
meaning of it all. Did the Sons of Jacob actually believe, that 
the God of Israel past would intervene in a modern civilized 
world present? Surely these people were not so naive as to be-
lieve in the bedtime stories of the old Hebrew Bible. There was 
no denying the fact, that the Children of Israel had beaten all 
the odds, but it was mere coincidence, wasn’t it? Is it possible, 
that the God of Israel is real? many millions wondered. Surely 
not! These people are simply the luckiest people on earth, and 
there will be no living in a world with them after today. They 
will be preaching like never before, about the God of Abraham, 
Isaac, and Jacob.

The Supreme President of Presidents sat in his plush office in 
Dubai, United Arab Emirates.
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“Eliyah, what do you think about the goings-on in Israel?” he 
asked.

“Well sir,” Eliyah began. “I certainly think you set them up 
for prosperity, when you offered them the peace treaty. They have 
most definitely taken advantage of it. They are now completely 
energy independent, and have just discovered another large re-
serve of oil and natural gas in the Negev. They project, that by 
next year, they will be an oil exporting nation. The technology 
sector is booming unbelievably. The Jewish people are extreme-
ly innovative. They are literally raking in billions off this sector 
alone. Tens of thousands continue to pour in from the Jewish 
diaspora, which in turn has caused a building boom. Israel is 
quickly becoming the envy of all the earth. You add to all this the 
building of the temple, and they are a major force to be reckoned 
with. The Christian community is buzzing worldwide. They be-
lieve, that the building of the temple is the biggest sign yet, that 
YaHVeH God is at work in Israel, fulfilling the prophesies in the 
Holy Bible. In my opinion, something needs to be done to put the 
brakes on all this.”

“Eliyah, you have always been a man after my own heart. My 
grandmother was Jewish, and I loved her dearly, but I have never 
loved Israel. In fact, I have always hated them with a passion. The 
world would be a much better place without them quite frankly. 
Right now is not the time to do anything about it, but the day 
is coming, that you and I will deal decisively with them Eliyah. 
YaHVeH God is nothing more than an imposter. Of all the gods 
on earth, and there are many; I hate YaHVeH the most. He has 
far too many rules and regulations, and He is no more holy, than 
the man in the moon. What do you think about our division of 
Iraq?” asked the Supreme President.

“It is something that should have been done a long time ago my 
lord,” Eliyah reasoned. “Taking the Shiite part of Iraq and adding it 
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to Iran, in exchange for Iran’s northwestern region was brilliant, as 
was dividing the Sunni part between Syria and Saudi Arabia. This 
immediately reduced the conflict in the region. I have to say, that 
you really impressed me. The way you manipulated the Turks into 
giving up a goodly chunk of their Kurdish region in southeastern 
Turkey, in exchange for part of Syria and part of northwestern Iran, 
was unbelievable. It provided a reasonably sized area for a Kurdish 
homeland. The Iranian/Persians are happy. Turkey is very happy to 
finally resolve their Kurdish dilemma. Syria is actually larger as a 
result, and so they are quite pleased. Of course the Kurds are de-
lighted to finally have a homeland of their own. Saudi Arabia gladly 
gave up some of their land to enlarge the United Arab Emirates, in 
exchange for what they gained in Iraq. This certainly did not hurt 
your standing with the ruler of U.A.E. of course.”

“Eliyah, I did not manipulate the Turks. Prime Minister 
Younan of Turkey asked me in private, to help him solve the 
Kurdish problem before he dies. They were more than happy to 
accept the proposal, that I made to them. They even thanked me 
with a very generous gift. By the way, Prime Minister Younan has 
fallen ill, and it appears that he does not have long to be with us. 
As you are aware; he is on up in years by now.”

“Excuse me Miss. Walk by the scanner again, or pass your 
right hand over it if you prefer,” said the store clerk.

“What do you mean?” asked Carmen.
“Today is the first day, that use of the World Identification 

Marking (WIM) system is required. It is now mandatory for the 
receiving of goods and services,” replied the store clerk.

“I thought that was next week,” replied Carmen.
“No ma’am,” the clerk retorted. “Have you received the 

marking?”
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“Weeell, no,” said Carmen.
“I am sorry,” the clerk frowned. “Push your cart over there 

out of the way please. You will not be able to purchase your items, 
until you receive the marking.”

“But I need those groceries!” insisted Carmen. “I am a single 
mother, and I am out of baby food.”

“I understand what you are saying,” replied the clerk. “It is 
against the law to release goods and services to anyone, who has 
not received the marking as of today. The banking industry com-
pletely revamped its monetary policy to avoid problems of the 
past, and the non-compliant are the greatest single obstacle to its 
success. I will lose my job, if I let you take these items. You will 
have to register at the WIM center at the U.S. Post Office. You 
will have to accept the marking, if you want to make transactions 
of any sort.”

“But......,” Carmen began.
“Miss!” the clerk interrupted. “You’re going to have to move 

out of the way! You are holding up the line! Next please.”
Tears were streaming down Carmen’s face by now, as she 

turned and hurried out of the store. She walked up the street, cry-
ing as she went. Coming to a park bench, she sat down. Burying 
her head in her hands, she wept uncontrollably.

“Pull over,” Rebekah instructed. “I wonder what is wrong 
with that girl over there.”

“You know we are in a bit of a hurry here,” Riley objected.
“Something is wrong with that girl! I have to see, if there is 

anything I can do. Just let me out. You can come back for me,” 
she replied.

Riley pursed his lips and turned his head in chagrin.
“I am not going to just let you out,” he said, as he pulled the 

car over to the side and turned off the engine.
Rebekah got out of the car, and walked over to where the 
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young lady continued to cry to herself. She put her arm around 
her as she sat down.

“What is the matter dear?”
“I have failed my baby,” she sobbed. “I have not received the 

marking, because I am afraid of going to hell. But I need food for 
my baby, and they wont let me buy food without the marking. I 
am scared. It all looks hopeless to me.”

“There there,” Rebekah said soothingly. “Where is your baby?”
“I left her at home with my friend, while I went to the store. I 

live six blocks down in an apartment. Without the marking, I will 
not be able to pay my rent next month either. I don’t know what I 
am going to do, and I just feel like giving up. It has been the most 
difficult two years of my life. My boyfriend got me pregnant, and 
then he dumped me, when I refused to abort our baby. How can 
I kill a precious innocent baby? There was no way I could allow 
myself to do that, but now I am desperate.”

“My name is Rebekah. What is your name?”
“Carmen,” she replied.
“What about your parents?” Rebekah asked.
“My dad is a good Christian man, and my mother claims to 

be a Christian. My mother insisted that I abort my baby. When 
I would not agree to do that, she pretty much swore off on me. I 
know, that I shouldn’t have been sleeping with my boyfriend. But 
to swear off on me just because she thinks I am messing up my 
life, by keeping my baby? I just don’t get it. I didn’t like seeing my 
parents fight over the whole thing, so I left. I got a part time job 
and rented a small apartment. If I can’t feed my baby, well.....was 
I wrong to keep my baby? I birthed it into a world that is falling 
apart. Would it have been better off.....?” Carmen paused.

“No dear, you did the right thing,” Rebekah insisted. “And 
you are also right about the marking. It would be the worst mis-
take you ever made, to take the marking. My husband and I will 
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help you somehow, that is if you will allow us to help.”
“I don’t have any other choice,” Carmen replied. “I will accept 

any help you can provide, regardless of the risk. My baby has to 
have food, or he will die.”

The city police had been slowly circling back to see what was 
going on, and pulled up to where they were.

“What’s the problem here?” he asked.
Carmen explained to the officer, what she had just told 

Rebekah.
“Young lady, you need to accept the marking. If you will do 

this, then you and your baby will be just fine. It really isn’t that 
big of a deal. Why don’t you hop in, and I will take you to see 
about it?” he pressed her.

Carmen hung her head and shook it shyly from side to side 
in reply.

“I’m not sure I can call myself a Christian,” she said. “But 
I am too afraid to take the marking. I have heard quite a bit of 
preaching about what an evil thing it is, and how a person will be 
punished eternally if they receive it.”

“You Christians are all the same. I suppose you are a Christian 
too?” he asked, looking over at Rebekah in disgust.

“Well, yes. I am just trying to help Carmen any way I can,” 
Rebekah explained.

“Are you going to be ok?” the officer asked Carmen.
“Yes, I am ok. I want to go with Rebekah. I trust her,” Carmen 

assured him.
“Well, alright then, have it your way. Ma’am, what is your 

name?” the officer asked looking directly at Rebekah.
“I am Rebekah MacCormick,” Rebekah responded.
“Is everything alright officer?” Riley asked, as he closed the 

car door and stepped forward.
“And just who are you?” asked the officer curtly.
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“I am Riley MacCormick, and this is my wife Rebekah,” he 
replied. “We are just trying to help this young lady. We haven’t 
broken any laws have we?”

“No,” the officer replied. “But I am going to need your names 
and address for future reference. The WIM authority has directed 
all law enforcement to keep a record of anyone, who does not 
comply with the system requirements starting today.”

“Unless this is mandatory under the law, I’d rather not,” Riley 
replied.

The officer opened his car door and stepped out, with his 
hand resting on his gun.

“Mister, you have two choices. You can either give me your 
names and address, or you can come with me to the police station.”

“Take it easy officer. We don’t want any trouble. I’ll write 
down the information for you,” Riley relented.

The officer handed an address book to Riley. Riley took it and 
filled in the information the officer had asked for.

“I am sorry I have been so much trouble. Is it ok if we go 
now?” Carmen asked the officer.

“You are all free to go,” the officer replied, shaking his head 
disapprovingly. “Carmen, this is how you can reach me, if you 
change your mind or need help. Right there is my phone number 
where I can be reached.”

He handed Carmen his card, got back into his car, and drove 
away.

“Wow!” Rebekah exclaimed in astonishment. “I thought that 
guy was going to give us the firing squad treatment without any 
further delay.”

“Let’s get out of here right now,” said Riley in earnest. “We 
can decide our next move after we get away from this place.”

The three of them got into the car, and headed up the street.
“Is your baby in good hands for now?” Riley asked Carmen.
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“Yes. My best friend is looking after her until I get back,” she 
answered.

“Will you please tell us how to get to your parents house?” 
asked Riley.

“Okay, but what are you going to do?” asked Carmen.
“Just trust me on this,” Riley directed her. “The first people 

that should help you are your parents. If they will not help, then 
Rebekah and I will do our best to help you out. We are into 
an emergency situation here Carmen. What is your parents last 
name please?”

“Yes sir, you are right,” Carmen responded. “Our last name is 
Warner.”

Soon thereafter, the three of them drove up into the yard of 
Carmen’s parents. The three of them got out and walked to the 
door of the Warner family. Riley knocked on the door.

“Who’s there?” asked the voice from inside.
“This is Riley and Rebekah MacCormick with your daughter 

Carmen,” Riley stated in a strong voice. “May we come in and 
talk with you sir?”

The door opened, and there stood Carmen’s dad.
“Carmen? Is everything alright?” asked Mr. Warner.
“Well not really,” Carmen replied. “These nice people insisted, 

that we come and talk to you and mom first.”
“Sir,” Riley began. “As I am sure you know; today is the first 

day of the enforcement of no-buying-or-selling without the mark-
ing. Your daughter here tried to buy some food for her baby at the 
grocery store. My wife and I found her crying her eyes out on a 
park bench in town. We are wondering, if there is any way ya’ll 
can let Carmen come back home with her baby. It is going to be 
next to impossible for her to provide for herself and the baby after 
today.”

At that moment Mrs. Warner came to the door.
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“Carmen,” she said. “Why haven’t you received the marking 
yet? How are you going to care for your baby with no way to feed 
it?”

“You know the messages the pastor used to preach about the 
danger of taking the marking mother. I am afraid to take it. I 
don’t want to go to hell,” she answered.

“Oh, don’t be silly. I have already received the marking my-
self. See? I am just fine. You and your dad are just hard-headed. 
If he doesn’t receive the marking this week; I am going to divorce 
him. There is no way we can survive without his job. The job I 
have would scarcely pay the bills,” she argued.

“Mary, don’t you dare encourage Carmen to get the mark-
ing,” Mr. Warner said angrily. “She is trying to do the right thing 
the same as I am.”

“Wilfred,” said Mrs. Warner emphatically. “I swear on my 
mother’s grave, that if you don’t receive the marking by the end of 
the week, then we are finished.”

Wilfred Warner shook his head sadly, as a tear rolled down 
his cheek.

“Mary, it is one thing to take the marking yourself, but to de-
stroy our daughter spiritually is way over the top. I love you and I 
always will, but you have gone way to far this time. It crushed me, 
when you came home last month with the marking. I have been 
praying desperately, that the Almighty would help me do the right 
thing. Obviously, you have made your decision, but I wont let you 
drag our daughter along with you in this. Mr. MacCormick, is 
there any way Carmen and I can stay with you and your wife 
tonight, along with the baby of course?”

“Yes sir,” Riley replied. “Grab your clothes and half the food 
in your home, and let’s go.”

“You can get your clothes if you want, but you’re not taking 
one ounce of anything out of this house,” Mary warned.
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Riley looked over at Wilfred, with his eyebrows raised 
skeptically.

“It’s ok Riley. I was afraid it would come to this,” said Mr. 
Warner. “I have been buying up extra food and necessaries for 
several months. I was at that meeting, that you and Pastor Daniel 
Hartford had a few weeks ago. I got your booklet. I have been 
trying to prepare as best I can. My pick-up truck is loaded down 
with cases of food and other things. I will throw my clothes in 
and follow you. Mary will be alright for now. She has the car.”

“Very good,” Riley nodded his approval. “We will be back for 
you in a few minutes sir. We are going to pick up Carmen’s baby.”

“Thank-you very much,” Mr. Warner replied. “I appreciate so 
much ya’ll helping out my little girl.”

Twenty minutes later, Riley returned. Mr. Warner was wait-
ing just outside the garage ready to go. Riley motioned for him 
to follow. In a short period of time, they were driving up in Riley 
and Rebekah’s yard. The five of them got out and went inside.

“You all have a seat,” Riley invited them. “Please, just call me 
Riley, and call my wife Rebekah. Is it alright, if I just call you 
Will or Wilfred?”

“Sure,” replied Mr. Warner. “Most people call me Will.”
“Come on into the kitchen,” Rebekah said to Carmen. “Bring 

the baby with you, and we will start some supper. I’m sure you are 
probably famished.”

“Thank-you very much for helping us,” said Carmen grate-
fully. “I was so scared when you and Riley found me crying in 
town.”

“So, do you have a plan?” Riley asked Will.
“Actually I do,” said Will. “I inherited my parents old home 

place. It is only a mile or two up the road from here. It is in re-
ally bad shape and has virtually no insulation. I have been going 
there quite a bit, since the large meeting you and Pastor Hartford 
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arranged. I bought a nice Fisher wood heater and put it in there. 
I replaced the old flue pipe with new pipe and cleaned out the 
old chimney. I’ve actually started a fire in it several times, and it 
works quite well. The power to the place has been off for years. The 
power would have been turned off anyway, because of no-buying-
or-selling without the marking. The place does have a good well. 
I pumped the well dry and cleaned it out. The water is very good. 
I bought a new hand pump like they used a hundred years ago 
and got it working. A person can draw water from the well with a 
bucket, but a hand pump is better. I bought a five hundred gallon 
propane tank and had it filled. I also bought a propane stove and 
had it installed. By the way, I also bought a propane water heater. 
I installed it up in the attic, along with an extra water storage 
tank just above it. I had to do a lot of extra bracing to support the 
weight of it all. I figure; I can hand pump water up to the storage 
tank, which will in turn fill the water heater. This will allow me 
and Carmen to take short hot showers. I know it isn’t ideal, but it 
works. I have three acres there and a nice clear spot, where I have 
just planted a patch of potatoes, corn and beans. I bought heir-
loom seed like you instructed in the booklet. All I have is a rotor 
tiller and a hoe. I had a man come and plow it up, and harrow it, 
and lay off the rows. It was a lot of work, but we will have a little 
food at least. I bought several dozen canning jars and a canner, 
but I don’t know how to use them. Perhaps you can help me with 
that, when the time comes.”

Will lowered his voice.
“Riley, the reason I was hoping you would let us spend the 

night at your house is; I was hoping you and Rebekah could help 
me with Carmen. I assume she will want to bring the baby and 
stay with me, but I am not sure. Things got really tense back 
when she decided to move out. I am hoping you and Rebekah 
will somehow help me make the transition with Carmen.”
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“I understand,” Riley replied. “I’ll see what we can do. Let’s 
play it by ear.”

“You all wash your hands and get ready to eat,” Rebekah 
called from the kitchen.

“You heard that didn’t you?” Riley asked Will with a smile. 
“The bathroom is just down the hall on the left. Let’s get ready 
to eat.”

Soon the five of them were in the dining area wolfing down 
sandwiches and soup. Riley turned on the television. The news 
had barely gotten under way.

“......Smithgal with the evening news. Today was the first 
day of business under the World Identification Marking system 
(WIM). Things went fairly smoothly today, as merchants in every 
region and nation initiated use of their forehead/right hand scan-
ners. Business was somewhat lighter though. Apparently quite a 
few people have not yet received their WIM. A few people tried 
to purchase items without the WIM and were turned away, after 
trying to scan their debit card. Rumor has it, that a large segment 
of these non-compliant types are Christian or Jewish. Apparently 
others grew up in Christian type homes and attended Evangelical 
Christian type churches. Apparently these were taught not to take 
any type of mark, that would be required in order to buy or sell. 
Merchants, law enforcement, and even the public in general have 
been instructed to gather the names and addresses of anyone, 
who does not become compliant. The system works best, when 
everyone is compliant. It is rumored, that there will come a point 
in time, when the marking is not just voluntary, but mandatory. 
The world as a whole will not be 100% efficient, until the whole 
population is onboard, or compliant if you will. Interestingly 
enough, Samantha Greely, my co-host, is no longer working for 
CNN. She refused to receive the marking, and the reason she 
cited, was her Christian faith. Sometimes you realize, that you 
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don’t know people as well as you thought you did. On another 
note, every single day now in Jerusalem, hundreds of Israelis pray 
in the new temple. They constantly ask their God to send the 
Messiah as promised. This phenomena continues throughout ev-
ery single day and night. It is a 24/7 ongoing ritual. Multiplied 
tens of thousands of the descendants of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob 
continue to pour into Israel. The diaspora is evaporating at an 
increasingly fast clip.”

Riley muted the volume. “It’s interesting. They are already 
talking negatively about the Christian and Jewish communities. 
It will only grow worse from here. We will be the scapegoats for 
everything bad that happens, and the rhetoric will steadily grow 
louder. The Holy Scriptures talk about a massive slaughter, of 
those who refuse to take the marking, worship the beast, or his 
image.”

“Well I haven’t been a Christian all these years for nothing,” 
Will declared. “We Christians have said for years, that we would 
follow Christ regardless of the cost. We just never thought these 
things would happen in our lifetime. We do have the Holy Bible 
though. It is impossible, that the prophets could have accurately 
foretold these events, without the help of Almighty God. I have 
staked everything on it being true, and I will never turn back. I 
will have to say though, when my wife Mary received the mark-
ing, it shook my faith for a while. I didn’t give up my faith, that’s 
not the point. I have loved her very dearly for many years, and the 
thought of giving her up presented a huge dilemma to me. Was 
I willing to risk eternity, to do what she wanted me to do? When 
you get right down to it, what will a person give in exchange for 
their soul? That is the rhetorical question presented to us in the 
Holy Bible. If you don’t have your soul, then you don’t have any-
thing. I will follow Yahshua Jesus regardless of the cost, and this 
is my final answer.”
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“Daddy, I know it was very difficult for you to decide between 
Christ and momma. Are you sure about this?” asked Carmen.

“I am more sure about this, than I have ever been about any-
thing,” replied Will. “I did struggle for a while there as you know, 
but a man must be true to himself. Above all, he must be true 
to Almighty God. Giving up your mother is the hardest thing; 
I have ever done. I understand the dilemma Adam faced, when 
Eve ate of the fruit of the tree of the knowledge of good and evil. 
He was afraid to lose the woman, that he loved so very much. 
The thing is; Mary has already decided to put her trust in the 
Supreme President of Presidents, instead of in Almighty God. I 
am so afraid for her. I can already see the anger and resentment 
building inside her, as a result of choosing against the Almighty. 
In Second Thessalonians chapter two, Almighty God sends strong 
delusion to them who receive not the love of the truth, that they 
might be damned. I can see the delusion growing in her. She is 
not the same person she was a month ago, before she received the 
marking.”

“Daddy, are you planning on living at the old home place?” 
asked Carmen. “I know you have been going there very often and 
working on things. If you are going there, would it be alright if 
the baby and I come to stay with you there?”

Tears streamed down Will’s face. “Of course you and the baby 
can come to stay with me. It wont be easy without electricity and 
many of the modern conveniences, but at least we know we are on 
the right side of eternity.”

“Carmen?” Riley inquired. “Have you ever received Yahshua 
Jesus into your heart?”

“I don’t know,” Carmen stammered. “I used to tell everyone 
at the church, that I was a Christian, just to keep them off my 
back. I don’t think I am ready for eternity. I don’t have any peace 
in my heart at all.”
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“Carmen, you can’t go to heaven, unless you know Christ. 
Christ made a way for you by dying on the cross in your place. He 
wants you to live with Him eternally in heaven. It is a very simple 
matter of putting your trust in Him. Would you like to accept 
Christ as your Savior. It would mean, that you give your life to 
Him, and He will come to live in your heart.”

Carmen hesitated. “I think so, but I had a baby out of wed-
lock. I have done other things, that I am very ashamed of. I am 
afraid, that Christ might not want me now.”

Riley pressed forward. “Christ says in the Holy Bible, Behold 
I stand at the door and knock. If any man will hear my voice and 
open the door; I will come in unto him and will sup with him 
and he with me. I can tell, Christ is knocking at your heart’s door 
Carmen. He loves you so. Don’t you sense Him drawing you to 
Himself?”

Tears were pouring out of Carmen eyes by now. “Yes. I do 
feel Him inviting me to Himself. How can He love me after all I 
have done?”

“The Holy Bible says, that all have sinned and come short 
of the glory of God. I don’t deserve Christ. Rebekah does not 
deserve Christ. Will doesn’t deserve Christ. All of us have sinned 
and deserve eternal damnation. The Holy Bible also says, that 
God commends His love toward us, in that while we were still 
sinners Christ died for us. He died for us knowing, that we are 
sinners and don’t deserve it. It is free for all, who have the audac-
ity to take Him up on His word. He loves people to just believe 
Him and trust what He says. What do you say? Are you ready for 
Him to take control of your life?”

“Yes,” Carmen said through her tears. “I am ready, but I don’t 
know how to pray.”

“I can lead you in a prayer, if you want to repeat a prayer after 
me. You will have to pray it to the Almighty and mean it though,” 
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Riley instructed her.”
“Ok,” said Carmen in a quiet voice.
“Almighty God,” Riley began. “You repeat it after me Carmen. 

Almighty God.....I am taking you up on your offer.....to forgive 
me of my sins.....and to come into my heart.....I confess, that Jesus 
is Lord.....I choose to believe that You raised Jesus up from the 
dead.....according to Your word.....I open my heart’s door and 
invite you to come in.....please take control of my life.....and do 
whatever is necessary.....to make me ready for Christ’s return.....
and please give me courage and strength.....to face whatever things 
are coming on the earth.....I put my trust in You.....Amen.”

Carmen sat there weeping softly, but with a smile on her face.
“Thank You Jesus,” she was saying in a very low voice. “Thank 

You so very much Jesus.”
Carmen looked up with a smile.
“I have never felt so clean before. My heart is filled with peace. 

I can’t believe it! Well I do believe it, but you know what I mean.”
“Yes we do know what you mean Carmen,” Rebekah smiled. 

“We have experienced the same thing ourselves. Oh Carmen, I 
am so happy for you.”

Rebekah gave her a big hug and held her tightly for a few mo-
ments. Will just stood there with a silly grin on his face, with his 
eyes and face wet from praying and crying.

President Husaam Quasim knelt down on the small rug fac-
ing to the east and only slightly south.

“Oh Allah,” he prayed. “Show me the way forward I ask. I am 
ruler in a land of infidels. You promoted me to this position for a 
purpose. Pretending to be a Christian confused our enemies and 
divided their camp. I ask you to help me make the best of it. Help 
me to accomplish the goals and mission, that you have assigned 
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to me. You know that I instructed our ambassador at the World 
Assembly, to vote yes to all of lord Shachar’s proposals. You know, 
that I instructed our ambassador to cast the United States vote in 
favor of lord Shachar as the Supreme President of Presidents. You 
well know, that I lobbied the U.S. Senate day and night to ratify 
the treaty, to make these things the law of the land in the USA. 
It took some kind of wheeling and dealing to get enough senators 
on board, but we succeeded. You my lord Allah know, that the 
world is well on its way to making you their god. I have done my 
best to bring the United States into your camp. Please accept my 
person before you at all times. May you smile, when you think 
of me. Continue to strengthen me to success in submitting these 
U.S. infidels to your will, and to the direction of lord Shachar. 
Guide me in forcing all this Christian scum out into the open, so 
that we may rid the world of their evil intentions. I worship you 
mighty Allah. May all the world know, that you are the real god. 
Oh Allah, one more thing: please protect my son, my daughter 
and my wife. They are very important to me.”

President Husaam Quasim rose from off the rug where he was 
in the Oval Office and put his shoes back on. He rolled up the 
small rug and locked it away as usual.

Thousands of Israelis filled the temple area. Day after day af-
ter day they prayed earnestly, as if on a mission. As they prayed 
and sought the Great Creator; greater and greater numbers of 
Israelis joined the seeking throng. The place was packed day and 
night. Almighty God extended His Spirit of grace among them, 
in drawing their hearts to Him.

They responded. “We have sinned so wickedly Almighty God 
our Father. We realize; it is because of our sins, that You allowed 
the Romans to destroy our nation and our beloved temple. We 
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have been so stubborn, as to refuse to accept this truth. Please 
show us where we went wrong. Our hardness of heart has been 
very great. We deserve everything, that you have allowed to hap-
pen to us. It was a just punishment, that we should be dispersed 
among the nations. As you allowed the Babylonians to destroy 
and take us into captivity, so you allowed the Romans to de-
stroy and disperse our great nation abroad. But now in these last 
days, You have gathered us back to the land, that You promised to 
Abraham, Isaac and Jacob. It is a miracle! Furthermore, You have 
empowered us to rebuild this beautiful temple for Your name’s 
sake. We humble ourselves before You heavenly Father. We do 
not deserve the least of Your favor, yet here we are again, because 
of Your mighty outstretched arm. We pour our hearts out to You, 
and ask You to forgive us for our many sins. Our iniquities reach 
to the heavens. Please have mercy on us heavenly Father. Show 
us the pathway forward. What is it; we have missed these many 
centuries? Why have You hidden Your lovely face from us for so 
long? We beseech You to hear our prayers. Oh that You would re-
store our relationship, as in days of old. Oh that You would reveal 
Yourself to us, as in the days of Moses your servant.”

On and on they prayed everyday, all day, week after week, and 
month after month.

“Hello?” answered Riley.
“Hey Riley,” said the voice on the other end. “This is Alex 

from the Justice Department? So your phone is still working?”
“Hi Alex,” Riley laughed. “Yeah, my phone is still working, 

but I think it will probably go dead in a month or so. I will say 
though; I bought one of those pay as you go phones, and I bought 
up a bunch of air time. How’s it going Alex?”

“Not good Riley,” Alex replied. “They are rescinding my 
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security clearance, because I refused to receive the marking. Can 
you believe that? Oh well, I suppose; I should have expected it. 
Today is payday, and since I did not receive the marking, there 
will be no direct deposit of funds into my account. Even if they 
did deposit funds; I couldn’t access them without the marking. 
I am packing up my things right now to leave, and thought I 
would give you a call.”

“I’m glad you did. Are you alright Alex?” Riley inquired.
“Yes, I’m alright. I knew it was coming, but it still kind 

of shook me up, when they actually came and told me. Listen 
Riley. Rumor has it, that quite a few people throughout the U.S. 
Government are losing their jobs, because they also refused the 
marking. There is quite a stir at high levels of government. Several 
senators, and between fifty to eighty representatives are leaving 
today. Several of them refused to leave their offices. They pointed 
out, that they were not in politics for the money, but only for the 
good of the nation, and that they had been duly elected. It will 
be interesting to see how the powers that be are going to handle 
this situation.”

“Well then, we do have a few congressmen, that have not sold 
their soul to Satan,” Riley mused. “So most of the Christian con-
gressmen decided to call it quits and go back to their own home 
state?”

“Well, yeah, but there are a bunch of them who claimed to be 
Christians in the past, who have already taken the marking. Most 
of them seem to believe, that the Supreme President of Presidents 
is the Messiah, or Savior, or something like that. They received a 
credit in their bank accounts this morning. I fear for their souls. 
Don’t they realize, that they are defecting from the truth?” Alex 
questioned.

“The answer is yes and no,” Riley reasoned. “Of course they 
knew it was the wrong thing to do. They justified their actions, 
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because they need the marking to buy food, clothing, shelter, 
healthcare and other things they want. They may have even bought 
into the argument, that the Supreme President of Presidents is a 
good man. They may have even convinced themselves, that he is 
the real Messiah, if you will. After they made the decision and 
took the marking, a type of spiritual blindness has descended 
upon them. Now they wouldn’t recognize the truth, if you hit 
them in the face with it. They will become angry and resentful, 
and they will lose any peace, that they might have had. Satan has 
bought them with the promise to take care of them; you might 
say. They belong to him now, and you better watch your back 
around them. They will betray you, if given the opportunity; you 
can trust me on that.”

“I see what you mean,” Alex agreed. “That makes all the sense 
in the world from a Christian perspective. The massive bureaucra-
cy in Washington D.C. has experienced the same thing. No one 
knows the numbers, but some bureaucrats refused the marking, 
while many professing Christians received it. Many thousands left 
Washington and also left the military, before the marking took 
effect. They were afraid, that they would not be able to get home, 
if they waited. They’re trying to keep a tight lid on it, but several 
of the military took Blackhawk helicopters and fled with them. 
Others took various weapons, and whatever they could get away 
with by surprise. Karen and I are leaving our home in Alexandria 
tomorrow, because there is no way we can continue to make the 
payment without my job. We were able to scrape enough together, 
to buy a small piece of land close to Brown-town a few weeks ago. 
That isn’t too very far from where you and Rebekah live. It has a 
small stream that runs across it, and we bought some tents, sleep-
ing bags and such. I built a little shed to store our canned goods. 
We also have a small camper trailer that will help. It’s going to be 
very hard for us. I hope I can call on you for help, if I get into an 
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emergency situation Riley.”
“It’s going to be hard for all of us,” Riley agreed. “We Christians 

are going to have to lean on each other like never before. I don’t 
like to make promises, that I am not sure I will be able to keep 
Alex, but you are my brother-in-Christ. I could never turn my 
back on you, and I will continue to remain your friend. Of course 
I will always do what I can to help whomever I can.”

“I appreciate that Riley,” Alex acknowledged. “You have al-
ways been nice to me, and I appreciate you warning us ahead of 
time, about all of this. One of the most interesting aspects of this 
whole thing is, that all the professing Christians are getting off 
the fence. So many tried to be half in the Kingdom of Almighty 
God and half out. It was very convenient for them to feel like 
they were eternally safe, while at the same time doing whatever 
they wanted to do. Now the Great Creator is forcing them to take 
a stand for or against Him. Some of them really do love Christ 
and are making the tough choice to trust Him with their lives, 
while others have already received the marking. The Almighty is 
making it clear, that He will not accept half-way Christians. It is 
all or nothing.”

“Boy, you sure are right there,” Riley agreed. “We are into the 
falling away. Some call it the apostasy. They are both the same 
thing. Many millions of half-hearted Christians did not count 
the cost of following Christ. Now their true colors are showing, 
but this is a good thing. Almighty God is making Christ’s bride 
pure and spotless white. The ones who have a pure heart will get 
it right. They will submit to the pressure, that the Almighty puts 
on them, and He will not fail them nor forsake them. Alex, stay 
true to Christ, even if they threaten you with death.”

“That is my intention,” said Alex. “Please pray that I remain 
strong. You take care Riley. If I never see you again; I hope to see 
you in heaven.”
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“I will pray for you Alex, and please pray for me,” answered 
Riley. “I hope we can talk again sometime. Godspeed!”

“That was Alex, who did work for the U.S. Justice Department,” 
Riley told Rebekah. “They took away his security clearance today. 
He is out of a job, because he refused to take the marking.”

“I sort of heard the conversation,” Rebekah replied. “Think 
about all those jobs, that will now be filled by evil people, who are 
loyal to the Supreme President of Presidents.”

“That’s an excellent point,” Riley replied. “Is that someone at 
the door?”

“It sounds like it. But who could it be?” she asked.
Riley went to the door and squinted through the peek hole.
“Oh my goodness! Never in a million years would I have 

thought it,” Riley exclaimed. He threw the door open and spread 
his arms wide.

“Come here you big ox. What in the world is going on cousin? 
Rebekah, come and see! It’s my cousin Roger.”

The two of them embraced in a big bear hug, slapping each 
other on the back.

“Well Riley,” Roger began. “I never thought I would admit 
it. Actually I swore, that I would never have anything to do with 
you ever again. You remember the last time we had that huge 
argument?”

“How could I forget?” Riley lamented.
“As you know; I got a state job in Richmond. I swore, that I 

would never live around any backwoods people ever again. I used 
to hate how you would preach to everyone about eternity. It made 
me so angry the time you told me, that if I didn’t repent and 
straighten my life up, that I would go to hell?” Roger reminded 
him.

Riley pursed his lips together sideways and cocked his head, 
as he looked at Roger with a half-frown on his face.
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“So what’s going on Roger? You look somehow different,” he 
observed.

“Well Riley,” Roger responded. “I have been doing a massive 
amount of thinking. I would never have wanted you to know, 
but I followed your column in the Washington Post. Most of the 
time I would throw the paper down in disgust, but something 
deep inside always drove me to read it again the next time. All 
those years our relatives took us to the same church when we were 
growing up; most people probably thought, that I never heard a 
single thing the preacher said. I have to admit; I had very little 
interest in the church, the Bible, or in Christianity; however, I 
did pay a lot of attention to the words of the minister. Those 
words have churned inside for years. I would push them to the 
back of my mind and go on living my life to suit myself. As the 
years have past, things have happened, just as you have written 
they would. The United States became more and more immoral. 
Over time our troubles have grown, just like you said they would. 
Let me tell you something. When the economy started crash-
ing, and the nuclear explosions took place in Miami, Chicago 
and Los Angeles, I began to understand. Then the massive earth-
quake hit the northeast, and I knew from that moment, that the 
Almighty was real, and that He was sending judgment. There is 
no other logical explanation to me, but that our sins had found 
us out. The preacher used to preach the same thing, when we 
were kids. Everyone knows, that I am a very proud man, and that 
I have a very serious stubborn streak; however, I don’t consider 
myself blind and completely foolish. I still have very strong rea-
soning abilities. I have always kept an open mind, though many 
Christian folks might not have known it. You have been writing 
and preaching about this Supreme President of Presidents, that 
Christians call the anti-Christ. I have been watching intently ev-
erything that has been going on with him. I even bought myself a 



 145 

Twilight Triumph

Bible, and have been studying the things you have been pointing 
out in scripture. They coincide Riley. Even a fool would be able to 
put two and two together on this, if he chose to be objective just 
for a little while. Riley, one evening as I was pondering this whole 
thing, something or someone came into my room. I couldn’t see 
them, but their presence was almost overpoweringly strong. I now 
know, that it was the Holy Spirit. I almost don’t know how to 
describe it. There was a real feeling of love and concern, but there 
was also this very intense feeling of guiltiness, that swept over 
me at the same time. I was so aware of my sinfulness. I could not 
deny the warm feelings of love that were pulling on me, but I was 
very aware, that I was the enemy of Almighty God. The question 
that stuck in my mind was: why would you want to be the enemy 
of the One that loves you unconditionally, and cares about your 
well-being more than any human? The thought troubled me. I 
did not have an answer. I only knew; the things I had been study-
ing and pondering out of the Bible and in the news were very 
serious matters. Apparently Almighty God had warned us in His 
word, that these things would happen. And then it started to 
make sense to me. Our heavenly Father wants us to give our lives 
to Him, but only if we really want to. He let me go my own way 
and do my own thing. He was willing to let me choose eternal 
damnation, if that is what I really wanted, but He never stopped 
tugging at my heart. Even during those years, when I hated your 
guts Riley; the Almighty never once stopped gently working on 
my heart and mind. I was overwhelmed with the idea of God’s 
persistence in pursuing me, even when I was pushing Him away. 
No one has ever loved me that way. I fell to my knees and begged 
Him to forgive me, and to come in and take over my life. I have 
never felt so clean and at peace, than I did in that moment. I 
knew deep inside of me, that He forgave me of everything bad I 
had ever done. I have been in a big wrestling match with pride. 
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I didn’t know how I would ever face you. I didn’t want to admit 
that you were right, and that I was wrong. Riley, I am so tired of 
being crushed by my own pride. I am here to tell you, that you 
were right and I was wrong. I beg you to please forgive me for be-
ing such a fool.”

The three of them broke down and wept together for a very 
long time.

“I forgive you Roger. I forgave you a long time ago. It is not 
about being right or wrong; it’s about the truth. I have missed 
having you around for years. I have hoped and prayed for the 
day, that you would surrender to the Great Creator. I knew; you 
didn’t really hate me. You were wrestling between doing what you 
wanted to do, and what you knew the Almighty required.”

“Riley, there’s one more thing,” said Roger. “I have been a 
very worldly man. I have jumped from one woman to another for 
years, using them and then dumping them. I have partied hard 
and long every weekend for years. I have done almost nothing to 
prepare for the time we are now in. I did buy up a pick-up truck 
load of preserved food. I know I don’t deserve it, but is there any 
way I could just stay in your barn? I will work hard and do more 
than my fair share of work, if you will allow me this.”

A big smile came across Riley’s face as he shook his head right 
to left. “Nope, I can’t allow that.”

Roger’s countenance fell, and a disappointed look appeared.
“You will have to stay in the house with us big guy,” Riley 

insisted. “You are family Roger.”
“You don’t understand,” Roger warned. “I got one of my girl-

friends pregnant a few years ago. I have a nine year old son out in 
the truck. His mother died in child birth, and I have been trying 
to raise him on my own. We could make a good enough place in 
the barn for the two of us. We even have a tent and sleeping bags. 
We just need a safe place to hunker down for whatever goes down.”



 147 

Twilight Triumph

“You have a son?” Riley asked in amazement. “Well let’s go 
out and meet him. And the both of you can stay right here in the 
house with us.”

The three of them went outside. Roger walked up to the pas-
senger side, and opened the door.

“Get out son. I want you to meet a couple of people. This is my 
cousin Riley, and this is his wife Rebekah. Riley and Rebekah, 
please meet my son Jason.”

“Nice to meet you Jason,” said Rebekah as she leaned over and 
gave him a big hug. “You and your dad are going to live here with 
us. Are you hungry? Of course you are hungry. I’ve never seen a 
boy your age yet, that wasn’t hungry. Come inside and let’s see 
what we can find to eat.”

Riley threw his arm around Roger’s shoulders, as they fol-
lowed Rebekah and Jason to the house.

“We have a lot of catching up to do cousin.”
As the four of them sat and ate their meal together, the discus-

sion turned to Roger’s job.
“You know, the reason they let me go, was because I refused 

to take the marking. There was no way, that I was willing to risk 
losing my soul just to receive my pay. I have heard, that many 
in the U.S. Government left for the same reason. The fact of the 
matter is; this thing touches federal, state, and local governments 
too. There were a lot of people in Richmond, that left several days 
before the deadline. Apparently, they too were heading for the 
more rural areas. Some of them had second homes out of town, 
and some of them were moving in with relatives or friends. I am 
really concerned for many of them. This thing is so hard to be-
lieve, that a person almost sits around doing nothing, expecting 
to wake up from a horrible nightmare.”

Knock, knock, knock. The door shook from the strength of 
someone strong on the other side. Riley and the others glanced 
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around at each other inquisitively.
“Dang! I wonder who in the world that is,” said Riley 

apprehensively.
He got up, walked over to the door, and peered through the 

peek hole once again. He glanced back at the others.
“It’s the sheriff! Pray everybody. Now!” Riley slowly opened 

the door. “Can I help you?”
“Riley MacCormick, you’re under arrest!” said the sheriff. 

“Come with me!”
“But what am I charged with?” Riley stammered as a frown 

formed in disbelief.
“You’ve been charged with conspiracy against the govern-

ment,” said the sheriff curtly. “I’ve been ordered to bring you in. 
Are you going to come peacefully, or do I need to cuff you?”

“I don’t want any trouble,” said Riley, as he glanced back at 
his family in dismay.

He followed the sheriff to the car.
“Get in the back!” ordered the sheriff.
Riley opened the door and climbed into the back seat. 

Rebekah stood in the doorway, her eyes filled with fear and a 
panicked look on her face. The sheriff pulled the car into reverse, 
turned the car around, and drove back toward the highway.

“I’m sheriff Rodney Sanders. You can relax now. All of that 
was for show back there. I didn’t know who might be there, and I 
couldn’t afford to take any chances. I need your help Riley.”

“What’s this all about sheriff?” Riley inquired.
“I have read your columns for years. I am a Christian man 

Riley. I stopped receiving a deposit into my account recently, be-
cause of my refusal to take the marking. I was elected by the good 
people of this county to uphold the law, and to protect the pub-
lic from any and all harm and danger. I take that responsibility 
very personally. In case you haven’t heard; there is a large number 
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of people, that have fled the cities. Some of them have moved 
into this very area. I am quite confused though, as to what the 
Almighty expects from me in all of this. Am I supposed to just 
stand down as sheriff and resign my post? Am I supposed to do 
my best in protecting the Christian people of this county from 
what is happening? I don’t know what to do. I am not afraid to 
die, and I am more than willing to fight to the last drop of blood. 
I just want to do the right thing. Talk to me please.”

“Sheriff, if you don’t mind, I would like to call my wife. I need 
to let her know, that there is nothing for her to worry about, and 
that I will be home in a while,” Riley requested.

“Ummm, yeah, sure. I forgot about her. Sorry,” said the sher-
iff, as he handed Riley his cell phone. “I didn’t mean to scare her. 
Sorry.”

Riley dialed the number.
“Hello?” Rebekah answered.
“It’s me sweetheart,” Riley offered.
“Riley! Are you ok? What is going on?” she asked in a shaky 

voice.
“Everything is alright darling. It is not what it looked like. 

The sheriff needs to talk to me about everything that is going on. 
He is on our side. Don’t worry, I will be home in a little while. 
Really! Don’t worry!” Riley consoled her.

“Ok babe. Thank-you for calling me. I was scared to death,” 
Rebekah informed him. “I will be watching for you. Are you sure 
everything is alright?”

“Yes Rebekah my darling. I am fine. I will be back in a while; 
you can trust me on that,” said Riley. “I have to go now. Please 
don’t worry. I love you. Bye.”

Riley hung up the phone.
“I am so sorry I scared your wife Riley,” said the sheriff. “Can 

you please give me some good Godly counsel? I am at my wits 
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end on what to do.”
“Well sheriff,” Riley began. “You have posed one of the most 

interesting questions, that I have ever been asked. I can see why 
you have been struggling with it. You have taken the oath of of-
fice, and you feel the responsibility of your office. That is a good 
thing. There is a passage in Revelation chapter thirteen, that says 
this, [He that leads into captivity shall go into captivity: he that 
kills with the sword must be killed with the sword. Here is the pa-
tience and the faith of the saints]. Another passage in Revelation 
chapter twelve says, [And they overcame him by the blood of the 
Lamb, and by the word of their testimony, and they loved not 
their lives unto death]. Also in John chapter eighteen, we find 
Yahshua Jesus saying to Peter, [Put up your sword into the sheath. 
The cup that My Father hath given Me, shall I not drink it?]. 
Sheriff, it appears to me, that this is a time of suffering, approved 
of by Almighty God for His people. The Heavenly Father gave 
His Son an intensive cup to drink. He chose for Christ to go 
to the cross for my sins and yours. Christ pointed out this sce-
nario to Peter. If the Almighty planned for Christ to die, then 
how could Christ turn away from the plan and not fulfill it, even 
though it meant His death? Some things in life are very diffi-
cult. Are we supposed to run from the plan, when it becomes 
difficult? Are we supposed to only accept pleasant things from 
the Almighty, and refuse hardship and suffering? What if Christ 
had refused hardship and suffering? We would be forever lost, 
for there is no remission of sins, where there is no shedding of 
blood. Sheriff, the scriptures are clear. Christians have a right to 
self-defense; however, this is not a simple case of self-defense. This 
is about loving our life more than Christ or not. John chapter 
twelve says, [He that loves his life shall lose it, and he that hates 
his life in this world shall keep it unto eternal life]. This word 
hate means to love less. We must not love our life more, than we 
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love Christ. We know for a fact, that we are in the time of the 
end. We also know for a fact, that the Almighty has prophesied 
much martyrdom of the saints. Now consider Revelation chapter 
thirteen again. It is talking here about the anti-Christ, and it says, 
[And it was given unto him to make war with the saints, and to 
overcome them, and power was given him over every kindred and 
tongue and nation]. It says earlier in the chapter, that the dragon 
gave him power to do these things. Question: Is Satan/dragon 
more powerful than Almighty God? The answer is: of course not. 
Almighty God allowed the anti-Christ to take power of the earth, 
in order to fulfill His purposes, and to bring an end to this evil 
earthly system. Let me share another passage with you in Daniel 
chapter eleven, [And some of them of understanding shall fall to 
try them, and to purge, and to make them white, even to the time 
of the end: because it is yet for a time appointed]. Apparently the 
Almighty uses these extremely difficult times to make His bride, 
the church, spotless white and ready for His kingdom. I haven’t 
forgotten what you asked me sheriff. I will give you my opinion 
here. I don’t think we are supposed to kill people during the great 
tribulation to preserve our lives, if we are being martyred for re-
fusing the marking. If martyrdom is what we are facing, then 
we are to embrace it as our living dutiful sacrifice to our Savior. 
Having said this, the area of the Shenandoah Valley in which we 
live is predominantly Christian, and by a large margin. I don’t 
think you should just resign as sheriff, opening the way for an 
early persecution. I think; we Christians here in the valley should 
support your holding to your position as sheriff as long as we can. 
There is no need for us to rush to martyrdom. It will come to us 
soon enough. I think you need to know this though: the time 
will come, when your superiors will force your hand on this mat-
ter, even to the shedding of blood. I don’t believe you will ever 
win an armed struggle with these people, because the Almighty 
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wants the end to come. I hope this is helpful. Does it answer your 
question?”

“It is certainly helpful Riley,” the sheriff replied. “I am in-
clined to agree with you. I think I will go ahead and fulfill my 
official duties for as long as I can. If you will help me; I think 
I will be able to figure out, when the time is right to give it up. 
Perhaps my staying a little longer will embolden some wavering 
Christians, to hang in there and not give up.”

“I like your determination,” said Riley. “You can count on my 
support sheriff, as we struggle through this thing to the end.”

“Thank-you Riley. You have been very helpful. Please write 
down all those verses you quoted to me, so I can study them more 
in depth. I will take you home now.”
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“Good evening ladies and gentlemen. This is Harry Smith-
gal with the nightly news. We are broadcasting live in 

Dubai from the World Assembly complex. This evening, it is my 
distinct honor to have the Supreme President of Presidents with 
us. He has agreed to answer some questions, and update us on 
our progress towards world stability. Mr. Supreme President of 
Presidents, thank-you for joining us tonight.”

“The pleasure is mine Harry,” replied the Supreme President, 
as he shook Harry’s hand.

“Sir, I want to congratulate you, on the calming of tensions 
in several of the world’s former trouble spots,” Harry said with a 
smile.

“Thank-you Harry,” the Supreme President said beaming. 
“Several seriously troubled areas have been willing to settle their 
disputes, by accepting uniquely crafted land swaps, through our 
dismantling of Iraq. As you people in the news media know, set-
tling the Sunni/Shiite Muslim dilemma in Iraq is a very large 
accomplishment. It almost rivals the peace initiative; we crafted 
between Israel and its neighbors. Most of the middle-east is at 
peace and quiet. This has played a wonderful part in calming 
world markets. The world now enjoys a strong sustained bull 
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market. The result has been a jobs boom and significant wealth 
growth across the economic spectrum.”

“Yes,” replied Harry. “Speaking of Israel, what are your 
thoughts? Obviously Israel has flourished and prospered, since 
the signing of the peace treaty; that you negotiated between it 
and the Muslim nations?”

“Well Harry, like I have said before; my maternal grandmoth-
er was Jewish. She was an incredibly special lady to me,” said 
the Supreme President. “You have to hand it to the Israelis. They 
have wasted no time in taking full advantage of the peace treaty, 
and they are a very innovative and industrious people. Personally, 
I think it is an exercise in futility for them to pursue their an-
cient God. He is the most brutal and mean-spirited God in all of 
history. I have done extensive research on this subject; trust me. 
Having said all of that, the peace we enjoy has been well worth 
the effort. The middle-east is more at peace now, than it has been 
in many years. I will say, that we cannot allow Israel to remain 
exempt from our marking system indefinitely. If they are going 
to continue to enjoy the benefits of our system, then they too will 
have to comply with its requirements in time. We will continue 
studying the right way to go about this, and the proper timing.”

“My next question is quite a touchy subject,” Harry warned. 
“There is a large number of earthlings, who have refused to accept 
the marking. What is your policy on this, and what should the 
world’s response be to this phenomena?”

“This is a difficult question you are asking Harry,” began the 
Supreme President. “We never like to make things mandatory, be-
cause freedom and personal choice are extremely important. The 
world economy is doing quite well in all honesty; however, there 
are several problems we could solve, if these non-compliant would 
come on board. It is troubling, that most of these non-compliant 
are of the Christian persuasion. I am an avid history enthusiast. 
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Down through the centuries, these Christian peoples have aggra-
vated governments great and small. Our term non-compliant is 
probably the best way to describe them throughout their history. 
They generally refuse to co-operate with any and every good plan, 
that rulers produce. I hope that we can convince them to join us. 
I can tell you this: I don’t think it is fair to the compliant, that 
these people stand in the way of what we are doing. We are well 
on our way to establishing complete harmony on this vast planet. 
When we accomplish this task, there will be absolutely no limit to 
what we can achieve. Complete harmony taps into a power, that 
is only limited by our capacity to imagine. Harry, I would like 
to ask your audience a question. Are you ok with the Christian 
population remaining non-compliant, or are you ready to take 
this planet to a level never achieved?”

The Supreme President pointed his hand upward. With a nod 
of his head, fire-like lightning blasted through the ceiling of the 
studio, and instantaneously blew out a hole in the concrete floor 
next to them. Smoke curled up from the hole. Harry almost fell 
backwards onto the floor in astonishment, before he caught him-
self and regained his composure.

“I know a lot about power and authority,” the Supreme 
President of Presidents continued. “I will make every earthling a 
little god, if they are ready to take it to the next level! I have the 
power to teach others to do these same things. I taught Eliyah to 
do the things; he now has the power to do. Reach your hand here 
Harry. You want to do something supernatural alongside me?”

Harry hesitated apprehensively.
“It does interest me,” he said tentatively.
“Oh, come on Harry. I’ll take care of you. I promise,” the 

Supreme President urged him.
“Ok, I’m with you,” Harry agreed.
“Put your hand on top of my hand Harry. Now, relaaaax,” he 
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said softly. “Relax your mind openly to me. That’s it. Now focus 
your mind on something you want to do in the room Harry. 
Fooocus.”

The tropical indoors Palm Tree wilted right there in front 
of the camera. Harry jerked his hand away from the Supreme 
President’s hand in astonishment.

“How did you know what I was focusing on?” he asked the 
Supreme President.

“When you relaxed your mind openly to me; I could sense 
where your focus was. I simply focused with you,” the Supreme 
President smiled. “We wilted your indoors Palm Tree in five sec-
onds Harry. What do you think about that?”

“I felt sort of a rush,” Harry answered mesmerized by it all. “It 
sort of fatigued me.”

“That is what happens in the beginning,” the Supreme 
President laughed. “Now everyone listen carefully. I don’t want to 
force the Christians, the Jews, or anyone else to take the marking. 
We will try to incentivize them and get them to come along with 
us. Willful co-operation is a wonderful thing, and preferable. I 
am a patient man, and I have incredible plans for earthlings. We 
will do great things together, if you will work with me. What do 
you think Harry?”

“After what I just experienced; I think we should force the 
non-compliant to join us right away,” replied Harry.

“Harry, Harry, Harry. You know better than that. No one 
likes to be forced to do anything. We will give it some time first. 
Perhaps we will have to resort to other means later, but I just 
don’t think this would be a wise move. We certainly don’t have 
to get all bent up about it today. Don’t you agree?” the Supreme 
President asked.

“Of course you are right sir,” Harry acknowledged. “I appreci-
ate your gentle patient wisdom.”
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“Rebekah, I’m heading over to talk to Pastor Terry Oakley, 
of the Church of God in town. The reason I am going so early, is 
because I want to catch him before he goes about his daily rou-
tine. I would like for you to come along, if you aren’t busy, ok?” 
Riley asked her.

“Sure babe,” Rebekah consented. “I can finish this project 
when I get back. I’m coming.”

The two of them climbed into the car and headed to town.
“I am going to talk to Terry, about the different churches 

around Rileyville working together,” Riley informed her. “I am 
hoping, that you will work on Debbie, the pastor’s wife. We need 
to foster unity for the sake of us all.”

“I’ll do what I can darling,” Rebekah replied. “I want to help 
you any way I can.”

“Also, you need to encourage her all you can sweetheart,” said 
Riley. “It has been especially hard for the ones, who were always 
taught, that we would not be here for all of this. We are almost 
there. Let’s pray a prayer of agreement, before we drive up into 
their yard.”

Riley held out his hand to receive Rebekah’s hand.
“Heavenly Father, we are not even worthy to be called by your 

name. Please help us, as we talk to Terry and Debbie Oakley 
today. I ask that Your kindness and wisdom would fill our lips. 
Father, I ask, that You would help us to come across humbly and 
lovingly. I ask, that they would receive us as a brother and sister 
in Christ, for this is what we truly are. I ask, that you would open 
their hearts to us, and to what we have to say, even before we get 
there. Rebekah and I ask this in agreement Heavenly Father. You 
have said in Your word, that if two would agree on earth as touch-
ing anything they ask, that You would do it. Please give us good 
success; we ask in the name of Yahshua Jesus. Amen.”

“Amen, and I agree with what Riley said Heavenly Father,” 
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Rebekah added.
“We’re here,” Riley announced.
Riley opened the door and hopped out. Going around to the 

other side, he opened the door for Rebekah.
“Thank-you darling,” Rebekah said, as she smiled at Riley.
The two of them walked up the sidewalk of the parsonage and 

knocked on the door. In about twenty seconds, a hand pulled the 
curtain back slightly and peeked out. The door opened slightly 
and a voice spoke.

“Yes? Can I help you?,” Terry asked.
“I am Riley MacCormick,” Riley offered. “This is my wife 

Rebekah. May we come in?”
“Riley MacCormick!” Terry stated matter-of-factly. “Come 

on in. Deeeebie! We have company. What in the world brings 
you to our home this morning?”

“I was hoping, that we could sit down and talk for a while,” 
Riley informed him.

Debbie poked her head around the corner and came on into 
the room.

“Hi, my name is Debbie Oakley,” she said reaching her hand 
toward Rebekah. “Can I get you a cup of coffee?”

“I would love that,” Rebekah replied.
“You wouldn’t happen to have some sweet tea, or even some 

milk, would you?” Riley enquired. “I am not much of a coffee 
drinker.”

Rebekah rolled her eyes.
“You always do this Riley,” she scolded him.
“It’s alright,” Debbie smiled. “I brewed a fresh jug just last 

night. Why don’t ya’ll have a seat. Would you like to come to the 
kitchen with me Rebekah?”

“That would be nice,” Rebekah nodded, as she followed her.
Riley and Terry took seats in the living room.
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“What do you want to talk about Riley?” Terry asked.
“First thing I need to tell you, is that Sheriff Rodney Sanders 

is a Christian,” Riley informed him. “He is one of us. We had a 
really good talk, and he is trying real hard to do the right thing. 
He has decided, that he is not going to just step aside as sheriff. 
He knows he will not receive any pay, because he does not have 
the marking. As the sheriff put it; he was duly elected by the 
people of this county; and he intends to do all he can to go right 
on protecting. Since there is such a large number of people here, 
that have not received the marking as of yet; I believe Rodney’s 
decision is significant. If Christian leaders like you and me will 
rally around the sheriff, then it will definitely be a big help to us 
all for a while. At the very least, we wont be having the sheriff 
trying to come and arrest us, because we have not received the 
marking. I just wanted you to know this, and we can talk about 
it more if you like. Now here is the second thing; I would like 
to talk to you about. I am certain, that you and I have the same 
core beliefs. We are into the worst times the earth has ever seen, 
and I want very much to foster a deep intimate harmony among 
the believers in this area. In times past, we have had the means 
and the freedom, to make a big deal out of our various denomi-
national beliefs. Most, if not all, of these denominational beliefs, 
are not what I call core beliefs. They are all important; however, 
we really can’t call ourselves Christians, if we do not believe these 
core beliefs. They are the very essence of Christianity. Do you 
understand, what I am saying?”

“I think so,” Terry answered.
“Very good!” said Riley. “Just bear with me here for a few 

minutes please. This is sort of tedious, but extremely important. 
Please be patient with me. I have found at least eight core beliefs, 
that are essential to Christianity. There may be more, but of these 
I am sure. #1 Humans are born with a sinful nature, and we have 
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all sinned. We are all worthy of eternal damnation , and are unfit 
to go to heaven. #2 Yahshua Jesus is the Messiah, the spotless 
Lamb of God. #3 Christ the Messiah was conceived by the Holy 
Spirit, born of the virgin Mary, and sinless. #4 Christ the Messiah 
died on the cross for your sins and mine. #5 Almighty God the 
Father raised Christ from the dead on the third day. #6 Christ 
will return for His Bride the church, at the appointed time of the 
Heavenly Father. #7 The Holy Bible is completely trustworthy, for 
it is inspired by the Holy Spirit Himself. #8 Blatant sin is intolera-
ble, and the church must never tolerate it among their own. Some 
of these sins are as follows: worshiping and serving false gods, idol 
worship, murder, rape, homosexuality, blasphemy, adultery, theft, 
covetousness, misusing the Almighty’s name, abortion in general, 
bearing false witness, dishonoring parents. The Holy Bible clearly 
teaches us, that we are in the world, but we are not of this world. 
To be a friend of worldliness is to be the enemy of Almighty God. 
I am not saying that these are the only basic tenets of the faith, 
but I am saying, that the foundational truths of Christianity must 
never be compromised. Pure hearted sincere believers of Christ 
should be joining together around these foundational Holy Bible 
truths. There can and should be solidarity amongst the breth-
ren concerning these things. There is really only two churches. 
There is Christ’s church the redeemed, and there is the apostate 
church. The apostate church is nothing more than a bunch of 
hypocrites; therefore, there is really only one true church, and 
all who are a part of it are one-in-Christ. The fruits of the Spirit 
are manifested in believers. These fruits are as follows: love, joy, 
peace, long-suffering, gentleness, goodness, faith, meekness, tem-
perance. As believers grow in maturity; these fruits become more 
prevalent in their lives. The deepest heart’s desire of these believ-
ers is to be pleasing to Almighty God. Forgiveness is a mandatory 
among these believers and an important facet of all they stand 
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for. Deviating from these core values is dangerous, and is a red 
flag waving for those who profess Christ. Please let me restate 
what I just said, for it is extremely important. #1 Whoever does 
not believe we have a sinful nature, and that we have all sinned, 
does not believe we need a savior. Whoever does not believe this, 
minimizes the importance of the plan of salvation. #2 Whoever 
does not believe that Yahshua Jesus is the Messiah, and that He 
was born into the world as a man, is not of God (first John4:2-3). 
It is impossible for a Christian to be in unity with such a person. 
It says in the same passage; a person who does not believe this 
is of the spirit of anti-Christ. #3 Whoever does not believe that 
Christ was conceived of the Holy Spirit and born of a virgin, evi-
dently does not believe Christ was sinless. To speak such a thing 
is blasphemy. If Christ was not sinless, then He cannot possibly 
save me from my sins, and this is the very heart of the gospel. 
Christ who knew no sin, became sin in our place, that we might 
become the righteousness of God in Christ. #4 Whoever does 
not believe, that Christ died on the cross for our sins, evidently 
does not believe, that the plan of salvation has been accomplished 
by the Messiah. If this is not true, then the preaching of the gos-
pel is foolishness. #5 Whoever does not believe, that Christ rose 
from the dead, does not have faith in Almighty God. In Romans 
10:9, it says this is a requirement for salvation. #6 Whoever does 
not believe that Christ will return for His bride the church, ap-
parently does not believe, that God offers us eternal life through 
Christ the Messiah. #7 Whoever does not believe in what the 
Holy Bible says, apparently does not believe, that Almighty God 
delivered His word to us, and that it can be trusted. #8 Whoever 
approves of blatant sin, does not accept the fact, that Almighty 
God is a holy righteous God, and He hates sin. Like I was saying, 
these are all core beliefs. All of these are things, that Christians 
must believe in. A person who does not accept these core values, 
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should not be trusted by the Christian community. Anyone who 
does embrace these core values and practices them, is one of us. 
We can agree to disagree on everything else that has divided us 
so. I wrote these things down in a booklet Terry, and I brought 
you a copy of it. Please read over it carefully and share it with your 
people. I am very concerned, that all the true Christians in our 
valley area work together as one. If we don’t pull together for one 
another; all that is going on will be much more difficult.”

Riley reached Terry a copy of the booklet.
“Will you please seriously consider, what I just said,” Riley 

asked.
“I most definitely will give much thought to what you have 

said Riley,” replied Terry.
“The Almighty has been dealing with me some already about 

this very thing. My people are struggling just to survive. We were 
not very wise in preparing. I was sure the Almighty would send 
Christ to deliver us from the Great Tribulation. This has been my 
strong position up until a few days ago, but here we are already 
months into it. Some of my church people have already caved 
in, and have received the marking. Riley, I want to apologize to 
you brother. I have talked badly about you for quite some time, 
because you were teaching, that the church will most likely have 
to endure much of the Great Tribulation period. Will you please 
forgive me?”

“Of course I forgive you Terry,” Riley responded. “I love you 
my brother. I used to be in a denomination myself. It was very 
difficult for me to shake off those sectarian chains, and love all my 
brothers and sisters the way Christ does. In Psalms chapter one 
hundred and thirty-three, it talks about how wonderful it is for 
brethren to dwell together in unity. There is mighty power in har-
mony Terry. If we will all come into strong agreement concerning 
the core beliefs of Christianity, and cut each other some slack 
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concerning everything else, the Almighty will be very pleased.”
“Riley, I appreciate your kindness and your honesty. You are 

a strong tower in the church. I will work with you every way I 
can,” said Terry. “I am excited about this visit, and it means a lot 
to me. Thank-you from the bottom of my heart. And I give you 
my word, that we will work with sheriff Sanders.”

“One more thing,” Riley continued. “Please make a list of 
your assets for survival, and take note of your peoples’ gifts or 
strengths as it were. We all need to work together, so that we have 
a chance at survival. Please pass the word along to all your pastor 
friends.”

“I will,” Terry promised. “Please pray for us, and we will pray 
for ya’ll. Like you said, it is not us versus them. Really and truly 
we are all one in Christ.”

Riley’s eyes fluttered open with a start, his heart pounding. 
He blinked his eyes several times in the darkness, as he tried to 
get a grip on reality. Had he been dreaming, or was someone in 
the house? Riley quietly and instinctively reached for the Colt 
45, that he always kept within reach of the bed. Glancing over 
at Rebekah, she seemed to be sleeping soundly. Riley slid from 
between the sheets, his feet touching the floor, and carefully 
stood up. He paused for a few seconds, listening carefully to the 
inside surroundings. He could almost hear his heart beating in 
his chest. He carefully glided to where the bedroom door stood 
half open, and peaked around the corner into the living room. 
Something moved in the dark against the far wall. Riley froze in 
his tracks, his eyes straining to make out the shape at the far end 
of the room. The hair on the back of his neck bristled, the sensa-
tion spreading to other parts of his body. There were at least two 
other people in the room besides himself. His mind raced to his 
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beautiful wife asleep in the bedroom.
“Whatever is going on here; I must protect Rebekah,” he was 

thinking to himself.
Riley could see a curtain to one of the living room windows 

moving slightly in the breeze. A third person was gingerly climb-
ing into the room through the open window.

“If I wait any longer, we’re doomed,” he reasoned.
He wondered, if Roger and Jason were still asleep in the up-

stairs bedroom. Riley carefully and deliberately raised the weap-
on, and took aim at one of the shadows. The silence was suddenly 
shattered. The muzzle of Riley’s 45 flashed twice in the dark, ad-
justed swiftly, exploded two more rounds, a loud scream of pain, 
jerked sharply to the right, firing off number five and six. Glass 
shattered, with splinters of wood flying, as the third figure rolled 
away from the window and in behind a sofa. Riley paused, re-
loading his 45 as quickly and calmly as he could.

“Riley MacCormick! You’re under arrest!” came the voice 
from behind the sofa. “We’re special forces acting on orders from 
the Justice Department.”

“Since when does special forces work for the Department of 
Justice?” Riley shouted. “And who ever heard of an arrest in the 
middle of the night, by breaking and entering a man’s residence? 
Even the Holy Bible supports a man defending his home and 
family in the middle of the night with deadly force.”

“Are you alright Riley?” Roger yelled down from upstairs.
“I’m alright Roger,” Riley replied. “There is a sawed-off shot-

gun under the bed in your room Roger. Get it quickly. I may need 
your help.”

“I’m gut shot,” moaned the second intruder. “I need help.”
Riley flipped the light on. “If you want to live; you better 

come out from behind that sofa, and I mean right now! Easy! 
Throw your weapon out now!”
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A weapon landed on the floor from behind the sofa, and two 
hands appeared above. The third intruder slowly stood up. He 
was dressed in black, as were the other two.

“You are in very serious trouble Mr. MacCormick. You’ve 
killed one and seriously wounded the second.”

“It’s a little late for second guessing, now isn’t it?” Riley asked 
sarcastically. “I don’t know what the Department of Justice or 
President Quasim had to do with this. I’d venture to say, that you 
people were not sent to arrest, but to kill. Roger, come on down 
with that scattergun.”

Roger appeared at the top of the stairs with a sawed-off 12 
gauge double-barreled shotgun. He made his way down into the 
living room.

“I need help,” pleaded the second intruder, as blood puddled 
around his mid-section on the floor. “Please get me some help.”

“Keep an eye on this one here Roger,” said Riley pointing at 
the third intruder.

Riley walked over to the second intruder and secured the 
man’s weapon, as he gazed down at his wound.

“I’d say; you wont make it through the night mister, by the 
looks of that nasty wound. You’d better make peace with the 
Great Creator, before you go to meet him.”

Riley made his way to the third intruder, who lay in a heap 
about six feet away. Riley pushed on the body with his foot, as he 
pointed the Colt 45 down at him. He tossed the man’s weapon 
out into the middle of the living room. Cautiously he placed his 
finger on the main artery in his neck.

“This one is dead,” Riley announced. “We’d better get sheriff 
Sanders our here right away. I’ll be right back. I’m going to get my 
cell phone out of the bedroom.”

Riley returned to the bedroom and closed the door behind 
him. Rebekah threw her arms around him sobbing.
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“What is happening to us?” she asked him.
“I don’t know,” Riley whispered. “Three men came here to-

night to kill me. I woke up just in time to hear them in the house. 
You lock yourself in the bathroom, while I call sheriff Sanders. 
You should be safe in there for now.”

Riley dialed the number. “Hello, sheriff? This is Riley 
MacCormick. You need to come on over to my house right now. 
Three men broke into my house tonight to kill me. I killed one of 
them and I doubt the second one will live.”

“I’ll be there in less than ten minutes,” replied the sheriff. “Sit 
tight.”

The Supreme President of Presidents and Eliyah were streak-
ing through the air in the sleek new jetliner, headed for Ankara, 
Turkey. Prime Minister Younan had suffered a massive heart at-
tack two days prior, and had died shortly thereafter. The funeral 
would be early in the afternoon.

“Eliyah,” said the Supreme President. “This is nothing short 
of incredible opportunity. Our friend, Prime Minister Younan, 
helped clear the way for my ascendancy to the top of the world. 
Now, in his death, we will restore the Caliphate as in the old days 
of the Ottoman Turk Empire. The mystery of it all will be, that 
we will not reveal to the world, what we are doing. The pieces of 
the puzzle are falling into place, and we shall be there to enjoy the 
fruits of it all.”

“In dividing the land for gain, you have managed to win the 
hearts of them all my lord,” Eliyah answered. “Do you think the 
Turks will co-operate?”

“Oh, they will co-operate alright,” the Supreme President 
replied. “Prime Minister Younan was practically ready to hand 
Turkey to me on a silver platter before he died. He already laid 
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the groundwork for my ascension to the reins of power. Key 
power brokers in the Turkish nation are already set and prepared 
to hand everything over to my control. We will consolidate our 
gains without a shot being fired.”

Eliyah smiled knowingly, as the jetliner’s wheels touched 
down on the tarmac in Ankara. They literally rolled out the red 
carpet for the Supreme President’s arrival. The political heads wel-
comed him warmly, as he descended the stairs out of the plane. At 
the end of the red carpet awaited a black Cadillac, which whisked 
him away to the fifteenth century Fatih Mosque. There the 
Supreme President paid his respects to deceased Prime Minister 
Younan. The Supreme President of Presidents joined the other 
political leaders in the funeral procession, that carried the body 
to Turkey State Cemetery.

Three days later, upon invitation from the Grand National 
Assembly of Turkey, the Supreme President of Presidents stood to 
address a closed-door session of the Meclis (parliament). All the 
other leaders of Turkey were present.

“Gentlemen,” he began. “Prime Minister Younan was a very 
good friend of mine. As you all know, he played a significant 
role in bringing my ideas to fruition. The great nation of Turkey 
is right in the middle of reshaping the world for the betterment 
of mankind. We are all aware of the great Ottoman Empire. It 
reached from Budapest, to Baku and the Caspian Sea, to Baghdad 
and the Persian Gulf, to Mecca and Medina, to Zeila on the Gulf 
of Aden, and to Jerusalem, Alexandria, Tripoli, and Algiers. The 
great faith of Islam is regaining power and strength. The dreams 
of generations past are within our grasp. I am the CHOSEN 
ONE! Some use the word messiah, and others use the term mah-
di. It matters not. I am the CHOSEN ONE.”

The Supreme President of Presidents paused momentarily 
as he raised his hands above his head. The chamber, where they 
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were gathered, began to glow with white light. Brighter and more 
intense it became as the seconds passed, as if at noonday out-
side. Ghostly apparitions appeared and disappeared for a few mo-
ments of time. The Supreme President of President’s eyes locked 
upon the eyes of each parliamentarian one by one. Everyone in 
the assembly sat spellbound, at what they were witnessing. The 
Supreme President pointed to the Grand Piano sitting on the 
stage. Pointing his right hand at it from a distance; he turned the 
palm of his left hand upward and waved up two, then three times. 
The Grand Piano levitated some six feet off the stage. Turning the 
palm of his left hand toward the far wall, he swiftly pushed his 
hand in the direction of the far wall. The Grand Piano sailed 
through the air, and smashed mercilessly into the far wall. The 
assembly gasped in wonder.

“In this same fashion, we will crush whoever gets in our way,” 
said the Supreme President in an aggressive sounding voice, as he 
lifted his clenched fist. “We will expand the territory of Islam to 
the ends of the earth. We will expand deep into Africa, and far to 
the west more greatly influencing all of Europe. We will stretch 
Islam across the north and the east. In case you are unaware, 
President Quasim of the United States is a servant of mine. We 
will control the whole of North America through him, and I al-
ready have loyal people placed in key positions in South America. 
Prime Minister Younan played the chief role in establishing me as 
the Supreme President of Presidents. It was his leadership in the 
Muslim world, and among each of you, that has brought us to 
this moment. He was a very unusual man, for most rulers are so 
selfish and greedy, that they would never accommodate another 
man taking over. Unfortunately for us, Prime Minister Younan 
has passed on before us, but his work will no doubt continue 
indefinitely. I am very aware of how he set the stage for me to as-
sume the leadership of Turkey, and soon after that the leadership 
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of the United States of Islam. I am here to thank every one of you. 
You have played an indispensable role in securing the world for 
Allah and for Islam.”

The gathering erupted into huge applause, that lasted for 
minutes. The Supreme President tried time and again to resume 
his speech, and then resigned himself to wait out the applause. 
Finally the room quieted.

“After assuming political power here today in Turkey; I 
will convene all the other Islamic states within the next thirty 
days,” the Supreme President informed them. “We have already 
secured their co-operation in negotiations, and the Convention 
of Islamic States will merely formalize our league of agreement. 
You, Turkey, are the imminent player in waiting. The Ottoman 
Empire was disbanded some one hundred years ago, but the time 
is fulfilled for our return. The world has already embraced our 
economic agenda, and it is firmly in place. In essence, we con-
trol the banking industry lock, stock, and barrel. No one can 
buy or sell throughout the world without the WIM, that we have 
established. Now it is time to seize political control everywhere, 
and we will do it in our own good time through the Caliphate. 
Turkeeeeey! Your time has come. Rise and shine!”

The crowd jumped to their feet with wild applause, and shouts 
of “We are with you!”, and shrill whistling. The wild response con-
tinued for quite some time. The Supreme President of Presidents 
bowed again and again, and then took a seat until calm regained 
the ascendancy. Once more he took to the podium.

“We will rule the world together you and me,” the Supreme 
President declared. “May Allah be praised! Thank-you my broth-
ers and comrades. We shall meet again very soon! Join me togeth-
er as the mighty army of Allah encircles the globe. Good night!”
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Four weeks later in Damascus, Syria:

The Supreme President of Presidents entered his hotel suite 
shortly after arriving. Eliyah and his security detail took up their 
posts as usual. The Supreme President went into his bedroom 
and pulled his shoes off. Loosening his necktie, he pulled it from 
around his neck. As he looked out over Damascus from his van-
tage point; he could sense a presence enter the room behind him. 
Turning around, he faced the fabulous dragon serpent-like crea-
ture there before him. He had spoken with the creature on more 
than one occasion, but he never ceased to be fascinated in his 
presence.

“I am at your service my lord,” said the Supreme President, 
as he bent his knees to the floor. “What can I do for you today?”

“Things are moving forward precisely according to our plans 
and desires,” the creature put forth. “You have done well my son. 
Today we will submit Islam to our purposes, as laid out in our 
plan.”

The creature coiled together and was transfigured before 
the Supreme President into an incredibly handsome man, with 
piercing eyes, and a commanding presence. He smiled a cun-
ning twisted smile, that caused even the Supreme President of 
Presidents to shiver nervously.

“At the arranged meeting today of the heads of Islam; you will 
find a strong unity of mind with the exception of one,” Lucifer in-
formed him. “The ruler of Egypt is out of step and must be dealt 
with. You will smile at him and embrace him as your brother. 
We will draw him into our net, and then we will smash him to 
smithereens at the appointed time. He wont even see it coming, 
for I have arranged for his demise. Islam is only a tool, that I 
fashioned in the seventh century. I designed it for my servants 
the Arabs, but it has succeeded far more, than I ever dreamed it 
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would. Muslims think, that Islam is the greatest religion in the 
world. It is no doubt very great; however, I am the god of fortress-
es. I am lord of all religions, including Islam. I rule with an iron 
fist, and I have established my strongholds throughout the earth. 
We will resubmit Egypt and its secret wealth to our control, by 
the elimination of its ruler. When the time is ripe; we will ascend 
to the holy city of Jerusalem, and there I will realize my imminent 
destiny for the ages to come. We will rule as one, you and I. All 
the earth will do obeisance at our feet. Here in Damascus, Syria, 
only a short drive from Jerusalem itself, we are poised to seize 
upon my most important aspirations. I will not fail this time. 
YaHVeH has surely made His most disastrous mistake. We will 
capitalize on it and show no mercy.”

“Yes my lord,” agreed the Supreme President. “I belong to you. 
I am your servant, to fulfill all your hearts desire.”

The Supreme President braced himself for what he knew was 
coming. As in times past, the dragon/Lucifer reached inside of 
the Supreme President. Grasping a hold on his soul, he pulled 
himself all the way inside. The Supreme President convulsed mo-
mentarily and then relaxed, having received him.

Later on that evening the stage was set, as Muslim rulers ar-
rived at the set time. The Supreme President of Presidents arrived 
in pomp as usual. Each greeted the other in traditional mid-
dle-eastern fashion, with a kiss on each cheek. There were the 
northern African nations; the rulers of the Arabian peninsula; 
Persia, Jordan, Syria, Lebanon, and of course Turkey. But there 
were many other countries, who were overwhelmingly Muslim 
as well. These extended all the way to Indonesia. Fifty nations 
more or less, were present and accounted for. Indonesia, the 
most populous Muslim nation, moved the assembly to adopt the 
United States of Islam charter/constitution. The presence of the 
Supreme President of Presidents exerted great influence among 
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the gathering. The motion was adopted unanimously, with the 
exception of Egypt. Syria made a motion, to appoint the Supreme 
President of Presidents as Caliph of the new Caliphate. Once 
again, the vote was unanimous, with the exception of Egypt. 
As the Supreme President took the floor to give his acceptance 
speech; the room grew very quiet. Everyone there was very aware 
of the power of this man. Everyone bowed at the waist to their 
new Caliph.

The Supreme President smiled at the rulers standing around 
him.

“There is a reason, why I was chosen for this job. I have not 
inherited the power I possess for nothing. Allah, who is all wise, 
chose to give me this great power and authority. We, the people 
of Islam, have known for centuries, that we are destined to rule 
the world. We are the chosen people of Allah. The world needs us. 
We are the people of the Koran, and Allah has revealed to us his 
will in the Koran. It is Allah’s will, that we subject the world to 
Allah and to Islam. The non-Muslim world does not understand 
this and will never submit to Allah without our assistance. By 
subjecting the world to Allah, we will bring in perfect harmony, 
and what a utopia it will be. The price in blood of accomplishing 
this task will be well worth it in the end, because the world will be 
much better off. We will either gain the co-operation of Jews and 
Christians, or we will eliminate them from the equation. This is 
the courageous example left to us by the prophet Muhammad. 
After this, the world will experience a time of peace, security and 
prosperity unparalleled in history. Imagine a one hundred per-
cent Muslim world ruled by Sharia Law only. My brothers, there 
can be no more divisions among us. There will no longer be any 
Sunnis. There will no longer be any Shiites. There will no longer 
be Sufis. There will no longer be Ahmadis. You are all my wit-
nesses. Who do you know with power such as I have?”
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The Supreme President of Presidents raised his hand to the 
ceiling and beyond, and flipped his wrist and arm violently to-
ward the far wall. Lightning flashed, tearing through the roof 
and ceiling, and ripping out a sizable chunk of the wall. Everyone 
at the meeting gasped and threw their arms up over their heads 
involuntarily, as the Supreme President raised his hand to the sky 
once more. He slowly lowered his arm.

“I think you get my point. I insist, that we work together in 
harmony,” said the Supreme President. “We cannot succeed for 
Allah, if we continue these divisions. Allah has instructed me to 
rule the caliphate with a strong arm, and that is what I will do. 
Starting today, we will combine our armies and our strength un-
der my command. We will begin to purge the world of the non-
compliant, and those who would dare to challenge our authority. 
Brace yourselves my brothers and comrades. Get ready for the 
wildest most exciting ride of your lives. We are preparing a great 
conquest.”

Riley spent the rest of the night hours hauling load after load 
of food and necessaries to a secret location some eight miles away, 
and as deep into the boonies as possible. It was a cave, that only 
he knew about. It was cleverly concealed from view, and hard to 
detect. He worked on up into the next day under the protective 
eye of the sheriff. Sheriff Sanders had taken the third intruder to 
his jail and locked him up, until he could decide what to do with 
him. The second intruder had died only an hour or so after Riley 
shot him. With the assistance of the sheriff and some local farmer 
friends, the bodies of the second and third intruders were taken 
out into the middle of a large tomato field, and buried very deep 
in the ground with a backhoe. The tomato plants had only recent-
ly been planted, and so the men simply replanted more tomato 
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plants over the deep grave. There would be no way for the feds to 
find them. It was decided, that the third intruder would be tied, 
gagged and placed in the trunk of an automobile. He would be 
hauled over a thousand miles west and released into the custody 
of another sheriff friend. He would simply hold him in his jail in-
definitely. When the feds came looking for Riley; he would sim-
ply be gone. Their answer would be neither yea, nor nay, to any 
question posed. They would just play dumb and ignorant. Roger 
and his son Jason would camp up in the mountains, fishing and 
hunting just to be safe. They might join Riley and Rebekah at 
the cave after everything blew over. Riley took his homemade 
propane camping stove, and a couple of one hundred pound cyl-
inders of propane to the cave for cooking. They certainly did not 
want to have a wood fire, that would give away their location.

“You sure picked a losing situation, when you married me 
babe,” Riley told Rebekah on the third day.

“It’s ok sweetheart,” she replied. “This will soon be the case 
with everyone, who names the name of Christ. When I said I 
would love you in life and in death; I meant exactly that. You 
didn’t marry just any ole woman mister. I am a real woman. I 
have always admired the pioneer women and their spirit. I am 
not an American feminist, and I have never wanted to be. I very 
much appreciate Almighty God’s design just the way it is. You 
are my king, my lord. I am a very capable woman, as you well 
know. But I have never been more content in all my life. I am 
completely satisfied being your help meet. Our relationship is the 
kind of relationship intended by Almighty God. You are the head 
of our little family, and I respect you as such. We just have differ-
ent roles. My role is just as important as your role, but you have 
acknowledged this time and again. You protect me and provide 
me food and clothing, and that is quite enough. I love how you 
cherish me and watch out for me. I know the Almighty is very 
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pleased with our kind of arrangement, and this is all that really 
matters to me. To have His approval is what I desire above all else. 
I know He will reward me greatly for honoring Him this way.”

Riley shook his head as he looked at her with a grimacing 
half-smile.

“You never cease to amaze me Rebekah Storm. Your parents 
raised one tough sexy lady. I could have searched for another 
twenty years and never found another like you. You know, all 
that hard work setting up a water powered generator, and all my 
other preparations, were for nothing. I wasted my time doing all 
of that.”

“I don’t know about that Riley. You did really well, and we 
were set. We had no idea, that the feds would put you on their 
hit list.”

“My friend Alex, who used to work at the Justice Department, 
warned me,” replied Riley. “Apparently the things I had been 
writing, had them stirred up into a frenzy. It is strange how these 
people, who take the marking, lose all sense of right and wrong. 
In my spirit, they look sort of like programmed zombies. The 
spirit of anti-Christ in them is strong and controlling. The world 
will soon witness a slaughter unlike any ever seen by mankind. 
There will be absolutely no more fence riding by so-called profess-
ing Christians. I wonder how Alex and Karen are doing over in 
Brown-town. They have been camping ever since the deadline for 
receiving the marking.”

“I have no idea Riley,” Rebekah answered. “I do know this. 
It was a great idea bringing the air-up mattress to our cave. It is 
not as nice as the king sized bed we had at home, but it sure beats 
sleeping on the cold cave floor.”

She punched out a birth-control pill from the round card, 
swallowing it with a sip of water. Riley reached over and blew out 
the kerosene lantern.
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“I’m sure glad we bought up a large supply of these pills, be-
fore the receiving-the-marking deadline,” Rebekah pointed out. 
“As much as I have always wanted to have children; I just can’t see 
bringing any into a world at a time like this.”

“I know babe,” Riley replied. “It sure is going to be interest-
ing, what the Almighty has in store for us from here on in. This 
sure enough is living on the edge.”

He pulled her up close to him, putting his arms around her 
warm body in the darkness.

Four black Chevrolet Suburbans drove quietly up the 
MacCormick driveway. It was half past midnight. Men dressed in 
dark clothing exited the vehicles and surrounded the house. Two 
men stood on each side of the front door, as two other men with a 
battering ram smashed through the deadbolt and doorknob. Men 
with night vision poured into the dark house, quickly searching 
every room.

“There is no one here,” came a strong voice.
“Search all the out buildings. Quickly! Move!” said the com-

manding officer.
The search lasted for about fifteen minutes.
“They are all gone,” came the voice again. “What do you want 

to do now?”
“Search for file cabinets, computers, and anything else that 

might hold clues or information, about the possible whereabouts 
of Mr. Riley MacCormick. If there is any indication of who his 
friends are, or relatives; I want to know about it.”

The federal agents turned the house upside down and inside 
out.

“Mr. MacCormick is a very thorough individual. There isn’t a 
shred of information to be had. We might as well be on our way,” 
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said one of the men.
“Fine then,” replied the commanding officer. “Burn it to the 

ground!”
As the Chevrolet Suburbans left the driveway, red and orange 

flames ascended into the night sky as Riley and Rebekah’s home 
burned brightly and furiously.

President Quasim signed the Presidential Order. From this 
day forward, the drivers licenses and passports of all the non-
compliant are hereby revoked and rescinded. All non-compliant 
business owners relinquish their right to do business, and do 
thereby forfeit ownership of their companies. The stocks and 
bonds of all non-compliant people are hereby confiscated and will 
be taken-possession-of by the United States Treasury. All prop-
erty of the non-compliant, with outstanding indebtedness that is 
linked to the banking industry, is declared foreclosed and will be 
repossessed. All the non-compliant have thirty days to receive the 
marking. Those doing so will be restored to full legal status and 
will not suffer the loss of any of the aforementioned items.

“Now then,” said President Husaam Quasim. “We will see 
what these mangy Christians will do. I want this order enforced 
to the full extent without exception. We will see where their loyal-
ties lie very soon.”
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Riley kick started the nice dirt bike. It was camouflage color, 
and he had added three extra mufflers in series, to reduce 

the noise to near nothing. It looked just a little funny with them 
attached, but he didn’t care. If you were standing very far away at 
all; you could hardly tell it was running, even when it was being 
revved up. He hadn’t used it very much. He really hadn’t needed 
to. Things had changed drastically though, because of all the re-
cent events. Riley was busy sneaking back and forth between his 
farm and the cave. Today he was busy planting vegetables here 
and yonder, so that they would remain inconspicuous. He could 
not afford to take too many risks. They were already hiding out. 
He and Rebekah were having to wash clothes by hand now on 
the scrub board, and this required trips to and from the creek 
for water. He had designed a nifty way to transport water on the 
dirt bike, and he was always careful in how he went about going 
and coming. Because of his night vision goggles; he was able to 
travel in the darkest of nights. Riley had always loved the guerilla 
warfare action-adventure movies the best, and he was sort of in 
his element. Of course most people would never prefer such a 
lifestyle, but Riley took it all in stride. He had learned to live off 
the land as a boy growing up. His short stint in the army had only 
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enhanced his ability to hide and survive. Riley returned to the 
cave, to get something to eat and check on Rebekah.

“I finished transporting the pile of potatoes we had,” he an-
nounced. “I have bad news though. A couple of people from the 
church caved in yesterday and took the marking. Apparently; 
they couldn’t believe, that a God of love would allow them to 
lose their home. They didn’t have it paid for and couldn’t bear the 
thought of losing it, after all they had invested in it.”

“It saddens me to hear that Riley,” Rebekah replied. “I was 
afraid that couple might not be willing to endure.”

“In addition to that, they would have lost their shares of stock. 
They had been investing in them for over thirty years ago. They 
have a son and a daughter, that are grown now. I am afraid they 
might follow suit,” Riley surmised. “This is where things really 
start getting hard. So many people have had it easy for so long, 
that they have grown lukewarm or even cold. They don’t seem to 
realize, that their faith and trust is in the government.”

“Riley, it’s very hard to walk away from the comforts and 
pleasures this world has to offer. The day after our house was 
burned down was very difficult for me. These things really make 
a person stop and think. What if we are wrong? This is one of the 
hardest questions Satan keeps pounding us with. So much of this 
seems like a bad movie, a horror story, or a nightmare. You keep 
hoping to wake up with it all gone, but it remains. I understand 
the thoughts they were struggling with. There is one thing I don’t 
understand. Why don’t they consider the eternal consequences? 
It’s as if they rationalize, that they will cross that bridge, when 
they get to it. Unfortunately; they have obviously chosen to ig-
nore, what the Holy Bible has to say about it.”

“You are right sweetheart,” Riley agreed. “I know this is hard 
on you. I hate, that we had to leave our home sooner than other 
people.”
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“I don’t mind that Riley,” Rebekah replied. “If you had not 
shot those men; we probably would both be dead right now. Worse 
than that, they might have killed you and left me half-dead, or 
something worse. I am just happy, that we are still together alive 
and healthy. When I think about what could have happened that 
night; I say a prayer of thanks to the Almighty. I even thank Him 
for the situation we have right now. It could be much worse.”

“You are an amazing lady Rebekah,” said Riley, as he gave her a 
kiss. “You are worth more than your weight in gold. Listen sweet-
heart. The sheriff over in Warren County is not like our sheriff. 
He definitely received the marking, and he has been persecuting 
the Christians over there. He threw one of our good Christian 
brothers in his jail, for driving on the highway. The man’s name 
is Jerry Richards. Of course Jerry had his driver license revoked 
just like the rest of us, because he would not receive the marking. 
He lives in the city limits of Bentonville and has been struggling 
just to feed his family. Jerry was trying to find a more rural place, 
where he could hopefully help his family survive. Well, like I said; 
he is in jail now. His wife, their two year old daughter, and their 
eleven year old daughter are in desperate need. Late tonight, I am 
going to take the dirt bike over there to get them. It will take two 
or more trips of course. Our pastor Daniel Hartford and pastor 
Terry Oakley are working together to figure out a place for them 
to stay. It is my job to bring the family to them. I will drop you 
off at the Hartford home on the way out. I don’t want to leave 
you here alone in the cave, while I am gone. I could not live with 
myself, if something happened to you out here. You and Mrs. 
Hartford will get along just fine.”

“It’s going to be like this from now on, isn’t it honey?” asked 
Rebekah.

“What do you mean?” inquired Riley.
“The life we once knew is a thing of the past is it not? With 
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the feds looking for you, and with Christians starting to be perse-
cuted everywhere, there will never be anymore peace and security 
for us will there?” she asked.

“I’m afraid not my darling,” Riley replied, as he put his arms 
around her. “Do you remember the faith chapter in the Book of 
Hebrews? It lists a bunch of the things those Godly people suf-
fered. It says, [they wandered about in sheepskins and goatskins, 
being destitute, afflicted, tormented; of whom the world was not 
worthy: they wandered in deserts, and in mountains, and in dens 
and caves of the earth]. We Christians are a very different breed. 
Our trust is in the Almighty and not in man, or man’s system. 
We will be persecuted, and/or killed, until Yahshua Jesus returns 
for His bride. We will have to live looking over our shoulder, and 
not knowing what in the world might happen from one day to 
the next. But remember sweetheart. The Almighty is extremely 
pleased with us. He calls us His own special people, and that the 
world is not worthy of us. We are writing our own chapter of faith 
if you will. I am in this for eternal life.”

“You are right as usual Riley,” Rebekah admitted. “You are 
such a tower of strength to me. I honestly don’t know what I 
would do without you. I don’t think I would receive the marking, 
but it would be so much harder without your encouragement. 
I will gladly ride with you over to the Hartford home tonight. 
Please be careful sweetheart. I worry about you all the time.”

“I will be as careful as I can,” Riley smiled. “As far as I am 
concerned, this whole thing is like a non-stop action/adventure 
movie. I have always longed to be the one in the movie. The worst 
that can happen, is that we give our life for the kingdom of Christ. 
Going out in a blaze of glory is not a bad thing.”

Rebekah retorted, with a flash in her eyes, “You better be care-
ful tonight mister, or you will have me to deal with!”

Riley ducked his head, as he shrugged his shoulders in retreat, 
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“Yes ma’am!”
The two of them passed the rest of the evening and the early 

night hours, getting as much sleep as possible. At midnight they 
rose up, dressed, grabbed a small bite of food and water, carefully 
covered the entrance to the cave, and headed out on the dirt bike. 
Riley took his time, working his way slowly out of the dense for-
est, until he came to the dirt road. He was getting pretty good at 
moving in the night with his special night vision goggles. On the 
dirt road he sped up the pace, as Rebekah clung tightly to him 
from behind. In twenty to thirty minutes, they drove up at the 
Hartford home. Rebekah jumped off, and Riley pushed the kick 
stand down. Together they walked to the door and knocked. In a 
few short seconds, pastor Daniel came to the door.

“I didn’t even hear you all come up,” said pastor Daniel, as he 
swung the door wide. “That bike of yours sure is quiet. Come on 
in Rebekah.”

“Hey Rebekah,” Susie Hartford greeted her. “Come on into 
the living room. We can pass the time there. I know you will prob-
ably not be able to sleep a wink, until Riley is finished tonight.”

“Thanks,” replied Rebekah. “You’re right about that. But I 
am starting to get used to all this. Riley is a great man, and I love 
him to death. I also support everything he is doing. He is such a 
warrior type, and that is so wonderfully sexy to me. I would ask 
you to help me pray for his safety off and on tonight. Maybe the 
night wont be too long that way.”

“Riley,” said pastor Daniel. “Sheriff Sanders left you a five 
gallon can of gas. He wants you to fill up the bike before you 
leave, and after each trip. You know, some of the stories in the 
Holy Bible are starting to become real life to me. As we work 
together for the kingdom; we are making our own chapter eleven 
of Hebrews.”

“That was well said,” Riley agreed. “We all have our gifts and 
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talents. The Body-of-Christ functions powerfully and effectively, 
as we work together. These are definitely scary times, but I love 
it Daniel. Christ will take care of us. Even if we have to sacrifice 
our lives; we will be given a grand entrance into heaven, and this 
is what I long for. I should be back in one hour with the eleven 
year old daughter. You all please pray for our safety, and that all 
goes well. See you in a while.”

Riley straddled the dirt bike, pulled the kick stand up with 
his foot, and jumped on the kick starter. The bike fired off oh so 
quietly. He pushed down on the gear lever with his foot, and it 
surged into first gear. Riley let out on the clutch and waved, as he 
made his way down the driveway. He traveled the main highway 
for several miles, because this was Sheriff Sanders jurisdiction. 
As he neared Warren County; he turned onto a small side road. 
Crossing into Warren County, he felt an adrenaline rush. His 
heart was pounding inside his chest, and he wondered what the 
night had in store. Riley felt the sniper rifle under his leg in the 
scabbard and reached his hand onto the Colt 45 by his side. He 
didn’t plan to use either one, unless absolutely necessary to pro-
tect this night’s precious cargo. When all was said and done; his 
hope and his trust were in the Almighty. Nothing else would be 
adequate in gaining him success on his mission. Riley habitually 
glanced around again and again. He didn’t want any surprises. 
A car approached in the distance. Riley whipped the bike off the 
shoulder and down the small embankment. He quickly turned 
off the switch and laid the bike down flat, as he too laid flat. The 
car lights grew brighter as it approached. Riley’s heart pounded. 
He wondered if the car was the police, but in only a few mo-
ments; it passed on by. Riley cautiously lifted his head just high 
enough to take a peak down the road behind him. The taillights 
were quickly fading in the distance. Riley stood up, raised the 
bike back upright, turned the switch back on, and started the 
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engine once again.
“That wasn’t so hard,” he thought to himself. “The only thing 

is; I didn’t have anyone on the back with me.”
He pressed forward. Soon he was closing in on the edge of 

town. He pulled over for a minute, removing his night vision. 
The city lights would be adequate. They would only blind him 
anyway, if he continued use of the night vision. It seemed silly to 
have to go to these lengths, just to help three people move to the 
next county; however, it was also silly, that Jerry Richards was in 
the Warren County Jail for no good reason. Riley moved slowly 
through town and down back streets, trying to stay in the shad-
ows. He occasionally crossed people’s yards, in an effort to stay 
as hidden in the darkness as possible. Soon he spotted Oakwood 
Street. He turned his bike in there, quickly finding house number 
503 on the left. He pulled the bike in and around to the back 
door, as he had been instructed. Parking the bike, he left it run-
ning. Riley walked up to the door and knocked very lightly. Lois 
Richards opened the door and pulled him inside.

“Thank-you so much for coming,” she said with tears in her 
eyes. “I was so afraid you wouldn’t come, or that something might 
go wrong. I’ve already spent a good bit of time talking to our 
eleven year old daughter Sarah, about what we are doing tonight. 
You don’t have to worry about her; she will do whatever you say.”

“Thank-you,” replied Riley. “I’m not going to hang around at 
all. We have a long enough night the way it is. Sarah, my name is 
Riley. You need to go ahead and put this helmet on, and let’s get 
moving.”

Sarah, without smiling or any show of emotion, pulled the 
helmet down over her head. Riley fastened the strap under her 
chin. He then helped her into the leather jacket, that he had been 
wearing. He rolled the sleeves up a couple of times, so that Sarah’s 
hands were visible.
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“When we get outside Sarah; I will get on the bike first. I 
want you to climb right on behind me and put your arms around 
my waist. You must hold onto me very tightly, just in case our 
ride gets wild and crazy,” Riley instructed her. “Mrs. Richards? 
My wife, and our pastor and his wife, are in Rileyville praying. 
You continue to pray with them for our safety, and I will try to 
get back as soon as I can. When I get back, you must be ready to 
go. I think everything will be alright.”

Riley smiled at her reassuringly. Riley and Sarah wasted no 
time in getting out to the bike. They mounted up, and Sarah put 
her arms around Riley hesitantly. Riley put his hands on both 
of Sarah’s hands and pulled more firmly around his waist, and 
pressed Sarah’s hands firmly against his stomach. Sarah seemed 
to understand and squeezed him tightly. Riley then pushed down 
on the gear lever and let out slowly on the clutch. They were mov-
ing! Riley eased back around the house and out into the street. He 
turned left, traveling further down the street and away from the 
direction he had come from. If he could get back to the edge of 
town without going down main street; perhaps this would not be 
too difficult. Suddenly and without warning, a police car rounded 
the corner, almost catching Riley in his headlights. Riley braked 
so hard, that he almost lost control of the bike, as it broke into a 
slide. He quickly swung into a yard, cut across two other yards, 
and pulled in behind an ancient looking garage. He waited there 
for perhaps five minutes, while the squad car just sat there.

“What’s this guy doing?” Riley whispered under his breath.
Sarah sat frozen in her place behind Riley. She was as quiet 

as a mouse, and Riley could feel her arms squeezing him more 
tightly than before; but she did not break the silence. Riley could 
hear a dog barking up two or three houses.

“This is not good,” he thought to himself, hoping there were 
no other dogs close by.
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If they woke the neighborhood, lights might start coming on 
all over the place, and then where would they hide? The house 
next door did not have a fence around its back yard, only bushes. 
Riley eased the bike in that direction and cut through the bushes. 
A sharp pain shot through his arms.

“Dang!” said Riley under his breath. “Of course they had to 
be holly bushes.”

He pulled one arm back, as he moved forward, and then the 
other, trying to minimize scratches up and down his arms. They 
made it into another back yard and into the next back-street. If he 
could do that one more time; just maybe he could get away un-
detected. At least this street was fairly dark. Just two more houses 
down, he was able to make another left. Finally they were moving 
away from the squad car, which continued to just sit there.

“Whew,” he muttered to himself. “That wasn’t easy.”
Riley and Sarah made their way down a couple of more streets 

and to the edge of town. It was getting more difficult to see the 
ground in front of him, so Riley put the night vision apparatus 
back on. Just ahead there was a large open hay field before them, 
much to Riley’s delight. Riley throttled the dirt bike out into the 
field, putting distance between them and Bentonville. Some three 
to four hundred yards into the field, they came to an old dirt 
road, that apparently was part of this farm. Riley instinctively 
turned left, rationalizing that his directional wisdom would bring 
them back to the highway shortly. Once again his prowess proved 
adequate. They came out onto the road headed back in the direc-
tion of Rileyville.

“This is good,” he thought to himself. “We have less than five 
miles to go, and we will be back in Page County.”

Riley gave the bike more gas, and they picked up speed back 
in the direction of safety. They crossed the county line without 
further incident and went about another mile. Slowing the bike 
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down, he made one more left turn onto a gravel road, winding 
his way back into the forest to an old truck van. There he stopped 
the bike, and motioned for Sarah to get off. Riley swung his leg 
off the bike and tapped on the back door of the truck. The man 
inside swung the door open.

“Hey Riley,” said the man. “How did it go?”
“Well, it was definitely interesting,” Riley replied, holding his 

arms up for him to see. “How you doing pastor Oakley?”
“I’m doing just fine,” pastor Terry Oakley answered. “What 

happened to your arms?”
“We had a little incident up in Bentonville,” Riley smiled. 

“It’s no big deal. I want you to meet Miss Sarah. Sarah, this is my 
friend Terry. He and his wife Debbie are going to wait here with 
you, until I go get your mother and sister.”

“Hi Sarah,” said Debbie Oakley. “Come on up in here with us 
dear. We have been waiting for you. We’re glad you are alright.”

Sarah shyly stepped up into the rear of the truck van. She 
didn’t say anything; but she seemed to understand, that they were 
there to help her.

“We have extra gasoline here for you Riley,” said Terry.
“Thanks Terry,” he replied, reaching for the can.
Riley refilled the motorcycle fuel tank to the brim and handed 

the can back up.
“Riley, hold your arms out,” said Debbie.
She poured some of their drinking water on one arm at a time, 

gently washing off the dried blood from the new scratches on 
his arm. Taking the end of her long skirt, she carefully dried his 
arms off. She then applied some triple ointment antibiotic to the 
scratches.

“I knew this first aid kit might come in handy tonight,” Debbie 
said with satisfaction. “Sarah, let’s give Mr. Riley his leather jacket 
back; what do you think?”
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Sarah pulled the jacket off and handed it to Riley, with a look 
of gratefulness in her eyes. “Are your arms ok Mr. Riley?”

Riley smiled. “Sure, I’m fine, but thanks for asking. You will 
be just fine here with Terry and Debbie. I will plan on seeing you 
again in just a little while.”

Riley patted her affectionately on the cheek. Straddling the 
bike once again, he kick started the machine, turned it around 
in the road, and headed back in the direction from which he and 
Sarah had come. There was no time to spend worrying about what 
might or might not happen. He set his chin for Bentonville once 
again. With the exception of the holly bushes, he liked the way 
he had found to get out of town. He might use it for his exit once 
again. As Riley began to get close; he was able to cut over into a 
section of woods on the edge of Shenandoah National Park. The 
going was rather slow, but he was concealed from view. With a 
nice piece of dirt biking, he was able to move to the edge of the 
forest, which was quite close to the edge of town. He stopped the 
bike for a moment, sizing up the possibilities.

“Hmmm. A little further through the edge of the forest, and 
I can come out close to that back street over there,” he reasoned.

Riley threaded his way through the trees for another two 
tenths of a mile. Sure enough, he found himself only a few dozen 
yards from the back street. Riley sat still for a minute, until he was 
sure the coast was clear, and then he closed the distance quickly. 
He knew approximately where he was in town in relation to the 
Richard’s home, and he began to move through the back streets, 
scanning the signs carefully.

“Oakwood Street! That’s it!” he muttered to himself excitedly.
Riley wheeled into the 503 driveway once again and circled 

around to the back, leaving the bike running as before. Tapping 
lightly on the door, Lois opened it quickly, letting him in.

“How did it go?” she asked him. “Is Sarah alright?”
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“We had a couple of scares,” Riley acknowledged, “But she is 
safe and sound according to plan. This could prove to be more 
difficult, with you and the little one behind me at the same time. 
But I did find a really good way out of town. Do you have a 
couple of old scarves and some gloves for the two of you? If you 
do, quickly go get them please.”

“Yes. I will be right back,” Lois Richards responded.
She went back into her room and quickly retrieved them. As 

she came back into the room; she extended them to Riley.
“What do you have in mind?” she asked.
“Sarah and I had to make an emergency break through some 

holly bushes,” said Riley, as he showed Mrs. Richards his arms. 
“Sarah fared well, because she was wearing my leather jacket, but 
I got scratched up pretty badly. I don’t think that will be a prob-
lem this time, but just in case, I want you to wrap the scarves 
around your toddlers head. I also want you both to put on some 
gloves. You will wear my helmet this time, because it is way too 
big for; what’s your young daughter’s name?”

“Her name is Andrea,” Lois replied.
“You and Andrea get this stuff on, and let’s be on our way,” 

Riley directed her. “As soon as I jump on the bike; you help 
Andrea on behind me. She will have to sit right up tightly against 
me, and then you get on. It will be all the bike can do, but that’s 
alright. It is fairly large for a dirt bike and plenty powerful. Ya’ll 
ready?”

“Yes replied Lois,” as she looked around the house one last 
time in the dark.

“Are you ready Andrea?” Riley asked, as he squatted down 
next to Andrea.

Andrea didn’t say a word in the darkness, as she clung tightly 
to her mother.

“Let’s say a prayer,” said Riley, as he took a hold of Lois’ and 
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Andreas hands. “Father, thank-you very much for helping me and 
Sarah. You came through for us, when we needed You to. We ask 
you to surround us with your angels, as we make this last trip 
with Lois and Andrea. Please place Your hand upon the dirt bike, 
and cause it to do unusually well. Help little Andrea and Lois to 
not be afraid. Guide us safely out of town and out of the county; 
we ask in the name of Yahshua Jesus. Amen.”

“Amen,” whispered Lois.
“Alright, let’s get this mission finished,” said Riley, as he care-

fully opened the door.
Soon they were packed three in a row on the back of the steel 

horse. The bike was holding up pretty well in spite of the pound-
age. Riley did a u-turn in the back yard, headed through the front 
yard, and back out into the street. The dirt bike was so quiet, 
that Riley smiled to himself in the darkness. He moved a little 
more carefully this time, remembering his and Sarah’s encounter 
with the police car. Riley zigzagged down a couple of more back 
streets, coming in around where the yard was with the holly bush-
es. Soon they were close to the edge of town. Riley cut through a 
yard and they were suddenly back out in the hay field.

“This is going great,” Riley thought to himself, as they 
bounced over a small ditch.

Riley gave the bike more gas, as they headed in the general 
direction he had traveled the last time. Without any warning, the 
bike plunged into a large ditch, throwing all three of them off. 
Andrea started crying under the starry sky.

“Do whatever you have to do to silence her,” Riley command-
ed Lois in a loud whisper.

Lois crawled on her hands and knees to Andrea’s side, capping 
her hand over her mouth. Riley was sitting in water. He shivered 
in the night air. He hadn’t been very cold, until he got all wet. He 
raised himself back up and lifted the dirt bike back to its upright 
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position. Thankfully it was still running. He walked alongside 
the bike, giving it some gas. He worked his way back up the bank 
of the small stream. Apparently he had just missed it earlier in the 
night. He hoped no one had heard Andrea crying. Riley got back 
on the bike and rode it over to where Lois and Andrea were. He 
could hear three or four dogs barking not far away, and he knew 
they must not waste any more time.

“I think Andrea sprained her ankle, and she skinned her leg,” 
said Lois in a low voice.

“I am so sorry,” Riley apologized, “But we have to get out of 
here. We will administer first aid, when we get into Page County. 
You and Andrea get back on, and let’s make tracks.”

“You’re right,” said Lois.
The two of them got back on, and Riley throttled the bike, 

crossing the hay field. They were able to find the farm road, that 
Riley and Sarah had been on earlier. They made time back to the 
main highway and headed west toward Rileyville. Riley gave the 
bike full throttle. The miles passed by, as they pressed on into 
Page County, and then to the dirt road with the old truck van. 
Lois slid off the back, and then carefully helped Andrea down. 
Riley dismounted and tapped on the truck as before. Terry im-
mediately opened the back of the truck.

“Boy, you all look pretty rough,” said Terry.
“Yeah, well, I drove us into a stream in the dark,” Riley re-

torted. “We must have barely missed doing the same thing on the 
first trip.”

Riley picked up Andrea in his arms and handed her up to 
Terry and Debbie.

“Come here sweetie,” said Debbie Oakley. “We’ll get you 
fixed up as soon as we can, but at least you all are safe.”

Lois leaned over and kissed Riley on the cheek. “Thank-you 
very much for risking your own well-being for us.”
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“You’re welcome Mrs. Richards,” Riley said sheepishly. “I am 
so sorry for the spill we took back there in the hay field.”

“Don’t you worry another minute about that,” said Lois. 
“Things happen, and how could you have known that stream 
would be there? I am so glad to be here in Page County, with 
people who love us and can help us. We will be a lot safer here 
with ya’ll. I am just so worried about Jerry.”

“You let me worry about that,” replied Riley. “I have been 
working on an idea for Jerry. Sheriff Sanders will swing by in a 
little while and pick all of you up before daylight. Just sit tight 
and don’t worry. Terry, can I speak to you alone?”

Terry stepped down out of the truck and helped Lois climb 
up. “What’s up Riley?”

“I intend to go back to Warren County tonight Terry. I have 
one more item of business to take care of, but I am freezing to 
death. You are about the same size as I am. Would you please 
exchange clothes with me?”

“Well, umm, of course. We put down some blankets for us to 
sit and lay on for the night’s events. I can wrap myself in one of 
them to keep warm,” Terry answered.

“Great,” Riley replied. “It was fiercely cold, riding on that dirt 
bike with my cloths all wet.”

The two of them changed as quickly as they could.
“I have to get going,” said Riley. “I still have some time, but 

not as much as I did have. Please pray for me. I am about to do 
something; I have never done in my life, and you don’t want to 
know.”

“Okay,” said Terry apprehensively. “I’ll just take you at your 
word. Do you need any help at all?”

“I hope not,” Riley smiled. “I plan to be back at Daniel 
Hartford’s before daylight. Please, you and Debbie pray some 
deep sincere prayers for me the rest of the night.”
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“Will do,” Terry assured him.
Riley opened the door on the drivers side of the truck van, and 

removed a small pouch from behind the seat. One of his ex-CIA 
buddies had helped him obtain the contents, and had given him 
a crash course in the safe and effective use of it. He strapped it 
carefully to the side of the bike and then mounted up once again. 
He pointed his machine back in the direction of Warren County. 
In spite of the holly bushes and the spill into the stream, he was 
feeling great. Obviously, there were people praying, and he could 
feel the power of those unified prayers of the saints. This next 
phase would definitely require more of the same. Riley slowed as 
he reached the farm road, that he had already used two times this 
night. He gunned the engine, retracing his tracks. In minutes, he 
turned out into the hay field, slowing down considerably. Picking 
his way carefully along, he found the stream once again, but this 
time he was ready for it. He easily crossed it on the dirt bike, and 
continued around Bentonville. He came out on the main road 
to Front Royal, the county seat of Warren County. Riley pulled 
all the way back on the throttle. The bike ate up the nine miles 
between Bentonville and Front Royal. As he neared the city; he 
pulled over into a field to study his map and to strategize. He 
was taking a huge risk knocking over the Warren County Jail, 
but he had the element of surprise one hundred percent on his 
side. No one had ever even attempted such a thing. He was cer-
tain, based upon the information obtained, that not more than 
one deputy would be present with the jailer at this time of night. 
He put the bike back in gear. Circling the outskirts of town, he 
found the street he was looking for. Taking his time, he picked 
his way down several back streets, keeping to the shadows. The 
bike hummed ever so slightly, granting him impressive stealth 
capabilities. In less than ten minutes, Riley was able to move into 
position about a half block from the detention facility. He parked 
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the bike carefully out of view, in a dark parking lot behind some 
buildings. Riley looked around carefully, sizing up his surround-
ings and making clear mental notes, so that he could find his 
way back here quickly. Escape depended heavily upon familiarity 
with the surroundings. Riley untied the pouch from the side of 
his dirt bike, putting the contents into his black leather jacket. He 
made his way down the block to within a few yards of the Warren 
County Jail. Being a journalist, he understood the importance of 
research and preparation. He had done his homework. He knew 
the layout of the inside of the jail, and had carefully searched out 
the best spot to initiate his lightning invasion. Jerry Richards was 
asleep somewhere close to this spot of the building. Riley mea-
sured the side of the building with his footsteps. He must make 
his entrance a few more feet down the wall. Above all, he was de-
termined, that no one would be injured. Riley removed one block 
of C-4 from the pouch and placed it on the wall. He set the timer 
for sixty seconds. Stepping back several yards, he prayed silently 
and intensely.

“Heavenly Father, I know this is sort of crazy, but Lois 
Richards and the children need Jerry to take care of them. Even 
though we may have to die a martyrs death in only a couple of 
more years, for now I ask you to have mercy, and shelter us from 
danger at this moment in time. Please grant me success in this 
wild undertaking, in the name of Yahshua Jesus; I ask. Amen.”

Riley pulled the ski mask down over his head. Six, five, four, 
three, two, one, Kabooooom! The side wall of the building ex-
ploded, leaving a nice round hole. The reinforcement rebar was 
torn away from the concrete, and chunks of concrete were scat-
tered around the yard of the jail. Riley, with his Colt 45 drawn, 
quickly entered the side of the building.

“Excellent,” he thought to himself. “The placement of the C-4 
could not have been better.”
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He moved swiftly down the short hall and burst into the con-
trol center for the jail. He fired off one shot into the ceiling.

“Stay right where you are and don’t move!” said Riley, with a 
fierce look in his eyes. “Carefully lay your weapon on the floor, 
and I mean carefully! Eeeasy! Now kick it over here to me!”

The deputy grudgingly complied. Riley squatted down slowly, 
keeping his eyes on the two of them, and picked up the 9mm 
handgun.

“Mr. Jailer, I have come for Jerry Richards. I know he is in 
block C. Open the door to block C forthwith, if you know what 
is good for you.” Riley ordered him.

The jailer hesitated, doubting Riley’s resolve. Riley fired a sec-
ond shot that pierced the desk directly in front of where the jailer 
sat.

“The next shot will find you mister,” he warned the jailer. 
“Order Jerry Richards out of block C over the intercom, and open 
the door for him.”

The jailer wasted no time in complying with Riley. Soon Jerry 
emerged from block C. Riley tapped on the glass with the butt of 
his 45, getting Jerry’s attention, and waved for him to approach 
the control center.

“Open the door for him,” Riley commanded sternly.
The jailer once again complied with Riley’s demand. Jerry en-

tered the control room with a bewildered look on his face.
“I’m busting you out of here Jerry,” Riley informed him. “I’m 

your friend, but I don’t have time to explain. Mr. Deputy and Mr. 
Jailer, get into block C right now, and close the door behind you.”

The deputy lunged at Riley. Riley shot at his leg, catching 
him in the thigh. The deputy screamed, as blood appeared on his 
pants.

“Get into block C both of you! Do it now!” Riley shouted.
The jailer moved out into the hall and walked into block C, 
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with the deputy limping behind him, whimpering and cursing.
“Push the door shut,” Riley shouted once again.
The jailer pushed the door shut.
“Let’s move fast!” said Riley to Jerry, pointing in the direction 

from which he had entered. “Follow me!”
Riley and Jerry quickly retreated back down the hall and 

peaked out of the hole in the side of the jail. Several blocks over, 
they could hear the sound of a siren.

“They must have alerted some back-up,” said Riley. “Let’s go.”
Riley tossed the 9mm on the jail floor. The two of them exited 

through the hole, crossed the street, and melted into the shadows.
“My name is Riley MacCormick. I have come to take you to 

your wife Lois and your daughters,” said Riley. “My motorcycle is 
stashed in a parking lot just up the street.”

Riley broke into a run with Jerry close behind him. Riley 
grabbed the handlebars of the bike, pulled the kick stand up with 
his foot, threw his leg across the seat, kicked down hard on the 
kick starter, and motioned back over his shoulder with his thumb 
for Jerry to get on. Jerry climbed on behind him. The sheriff’s car 
roared past the dark parking lot, and on down to the jail. Riley 
waited briefly until the sheriff was well past, and then gunned it up 
the street in the direction the sheriff had come from. Riley turned 
right onto Church Street, and throttled the bike as he crossed 
E. Stonewall Drive. Moving on down to E. Prospect Street, he 
turned left and then right on to Osage Street. Jerry held on tight-
ly, as Riley made a sharp left turn onto hwy. 55, and then back 
right onto Acton Street. Soon he turned right onto Beeden Lane, 
and then left once again onto Parkview Drive. Crossing E. Criser 
Road, Riley gunned the bike on up the road to Skyline Drive. He 
and Jerry didn’t slow down any on the scenic drive through the 
mountains, as they burned a trail back to Page County. It was 
a pretty good drive before they made their way back down off 
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Skyline Drive to U.S. 340, and into Rileyville. There was quite 
a reunion, as Jerry, Lois, Andrea and Sarah hugged and kissed 
amidst tears of joy. Riley quietly slipped away and made time 
back to the residence of Daniel Hartford, where he ran into the 
arms of Rebekah not long before daybreak.
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“The leader of Egypt is in defiance, and there is only one 
way to fix the problem. Prepare for war!” the Supreme 

President said to Eliyah. “Also, notify the Prime Minister of Israel, 
that we have no quarrel with him whatsoever. Tell him we intend 
to attack Egypt, as soon as we are ready.”

Within a week and a half, Turkey, Syria, Iran, Saudi Arabia, 
Jordan, Lebanon and other nations were mobilizing for war. The 
armies of Turkey, Syria and Lebanon began to march south, as 
Iran/Persia marched west, and Saudi Arabia north and west. As 
these Muslim armies began massing along the southern Jordanian/
Israeli border; the Supreme President of Presidents was meeting in 
Jerusalem with Prime Minister Gealyahu of Israel.

“Mr. Prime Minister,” said the Supreme President of Presidents. 
“I can see, that the peace treaty has been a godsend for the nation 
of Israel. I don’t believe there has ever been a smaller nation exert-
ing a greater influence on the whole world, as has Israel.”

“Yes sir, Mr. Supreme President of Presidents,” Gealyahu ac-
knowledged. “The peace has freed us to flourish as never before. 
Being a doctor yourself, you can appreciate the contributions 
Israel’s medical community has made to the general improvement 
of world health.”
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“Absolutely,” replied the Supreme President. “We make no 
bones about it. Israel is a major player on the world stage. Mr. 
Prime Minister, the ministers of the middle-eastern Muslim 
nations are preparing to make an example out of Egypt, if the 
leader of Egypt does not humble himself to the designs of the 
World Assembly. We humbly request, that you allow our armies 
to march across the Negev Desert. We will stay north of Eilat and 
well south of Mitzpe Ramon. We will conduct ourselves profes-
sionally, while in Israeli territory. You have my word on this.”

“Mr. Supreme President,” answered Prime Minister Gealyahu. 
“We are very grateful for the peace treaty, and I have heard 
your request, but I have a proposal for you. I want to invite you 
and Egyptian President Hanif Khouri to meet together here in 
Jerusalem. I have a couple of ideas, that I believe will be more 
than adequate, to settle this whole thing. You could stay here with 
me in Jerusalem, and I will invite President Khouri to fly to Tel 
Aviv for an emergency meeting with us in the morning. In the 
mean time, I can give you a tour, that I assure you, will be very 
interesting. What do you say?”

“You drive a mean bargain,” answered the Supreme President 
smiling. “I will give you forty-eight hours to come up with a so-
lution, and I think I will take you up on your offer for a tour. 
How about a tour of the temple grounds? You know my maternal 
grandmother was Jewish right?”

“I remember you saying that very thing,” Prime Minister 
Gealyahu nodded. “Ok. The temple is where our tour will begin, 
but first I must busy my ministers with contacting the Egyptian 
President. Can you hold on for a few minutes?”

“Sure,” the Supreme President responded. “I am in no rush to 
go to war.”

In fifteen minutes, Gealyahu emerged from his office with 
a broad smile on his face. “President Khouri of Egypt will meet 
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with us tomorrow morning at ten o’clock sir in Tel Aviv,” he re-
ported. “My car and security will be out front in two minutes. 
Shall we go see the Holy Temple of YaHVeH?”

The two men walked down the corridor leading to the front of 
the government building. There were three cars waiting there, the 
front and rear cars being filled with security. They climbed into 
the back seat of the middle car, which was the Prime Minister’s 
car, and headed over to the temple mount. Their conversation 
moved from one subject to another. After quite some time, they 
arrived before the Holy Temple. The area was crowded with many 
thousands, as they continued to seek the face of Almighty God 
non-stop. The two men exited the automobile, surrounded by 
a large contingent of security agents. The Supreme President of 
Presidents stood before the Holy Temple, captivated. He didn’t 
say a word, only he stared at it with a far away look of immi-
nent destiny. Prime Minister Gealyahu, sensing the seriousness 
of his cogitations, walked a few steps away to give him a few 
moments alone. His heart sank within him the longer he waited. 
Something didn’t feel right here. Whatever was taking place left 
a heaviness upon his spirit. The Supreme President continued to 
stand in the same exact position, almost statuesque. It seemed; he 
could not get enough of the sight before him. It was clear to see, 
that the Supreme President had virtually forgotten, why he had 
come to Jerusalem in the first place. After what seemed like a long 
time, the Supreme President moved slowly in the direction of the 
Prime Minister.

“Mr. Prime Minister,” he mused. “This is the most magnifi-
cent building I have ever seen in my life. Dubai is an impressive 
city, having many impressive architectural buildings and struc-
tures, but this temple is astonishingly and uniquely beautiful. It 
is fit for a god. I have but one request. I wish to spend a good deal 
of time in prayer within the courtyard, if you will allow me.”
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“Well ummm,” Gealyahu stuttered. “I think this would be 
acceptable, seeing that your grandmother was Jewish. Would you 
like for me to accompany you? What do you have in mind?”

“If it is ok with you Mr. Prime Minister; I would like to go eat 
with you. After that, I would like to return to the temple alone, 
to spend time in meditation,” said the Supreme President. “Will 
this be good and acceptable in your eyes?”

“I don’t see any reason, why we can’t accommodate your wish-
es sir,” replied Prime Minister Gealyahu. “Let us go and have a 
nice meal together, and then you can proceed as you have said. 
The Holy Temple of YaHVeH is a house of prayer for all nations.”

On the way to the restaurant, Prime Minister Gealyahu was 
startled by the ghostly figure, that descended into his car through 
the roof. He glanced to his left and was taken aback, as he watched 
an angelic like creature squeezing inside the chest of the Supreme 
President in the area of his lungs. The Supreme President began 
having sharp pains in his chest. He suddenly bent over in the 
back seat gasping for breath.

“Is everything ok Mr. Supreme President?” asked the Prime 
Minister.

“I think I might be having a heart attack,” the Supreme 
President whispered. “Take me to your hospital as fast as you 
can.”

“Driver! Go to my hospital right now! And hurry it up man!” 
Gealyahu ordered.

The driver ordered the front security car to the hospital post 
haste. Immediately they turned on flashing lights and siren, and 
began to weave in and out of traffic. Gealyahu could no longer see 
the spirit being, but it appeared, that he was still in the car with 
them. The three minute drive seemed like thirty, but they ar-
rived relatively quickly at the emergency room entrance. Doctors 
and interns were waiting with a stretcher. They carefully, but 
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quickly, removed the Supreme President from the car, laid him 
on the stretcher, and proceeded to roll him inside. Simultaneously 
they began the process of diagnosis. The Supreme President of 
Presidents’ security detail separated from their Israeli counter-
parts, surrounding the medical team with a tight ring of pro-
tection. The Supreme President’s condition seemed to ease ever 
so slightly, as they started to enter the hospital, but he was still 
almost beside himself. Prime Minister Gealyahu, who had stayed 
behind at the car with his Israeli security detail, watched as they 
wheeled the Supreme President through the doors. Once again, 
he was startled to see the ghostly figure pulling his hand up out 
of the Supreme President’s chest, and ascending right through the 
doors and roof, and then out of sight.

“Did you see that?” Prime Minister Gealyahu demanded of 
his security detail.

“See what Mr. Prime Minister?”
“That ghostly figure with the stretcher, as they entered the 

hospital?” Gealyahu frowned, pointing his finger.
“What are you talking about Mr. Prime Minister?” inquired 

one of the security men. “Are you ok sir?”
Prime Minister Gealyahu looked around at each of the men, 

then shook his head in disbelief. He didn’t say another word, as 
he continued to shake his head.

“Take me back to my office,” he ordered.
The security men glanced back and forth at each other, and 

then jumped to their duties. Back at the office, the phone was 
ringing as he entered. Gealyahu picked up the phone and spoke 
gruffly into it.

“Hold all my calls Rache..... Who’s waiting for me?”
“There is a man here, that says he is the prophet of YaHVeH 

sir. May I send him in?” Rachel asked.
“There’s a what?” the prime minister asked.
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“There is a man here, that says he is the prophet of YaHVeH 
sir. He says he has a word from YaHVeH for you.”

“Alright then, send him in,” Gealyahu consented.
The man entered the prime minister’s office casually, as if he 

were anyone off the street. In fact, he was dressed in blue jeans, 
tennis shoes, and a t-shirt.

“Please have a seat. What can I do for you?” Prime Minister 
Gealyahu asked from behind his desk.

The man didn’t bother sitting down, but walked over to the 
other side of the desk, and looked across it into the prime minis-
ter’s eyes.

“My name is John,” he informed the prime minister. “Almighty 
God showed me His angel squeezing the Supreme President’s 
chest in a vision. He sent me here to tell you this. You are not to 
invite this man to do anything. He is not to be given a tour, and 
he is not to be allowed to return to the temple. He will be kept for 
the rest of the night in the hospital and then released tomorrow 
at about nine o’clock. You are to take him with you to Tel Aviv 
for your meeting with the Egyptian President, and then you are 
to return him to his army in southern Jordan. Be sure you obey 
YaHVeH in this.”

The man turned on his heel, walked out the door, down 
the hall; and disappeared outside the building. Prime Minister 
Gealyahu sat there in amazement.

“I have witnessed the hand of YaHVeH this very day!” he 
thought to himself. “This man was most assuredly a prophet of 
YaHVeH. He could not have possibly known the things he spoke 
about, if the Almighty had not revealed them to him. Something 
is obviously wrong about the Supreme President of Presidents. 
This must be why I felt such a heaviness come over me at the 
temple.”

The next day, Prime Minister Gealyahu came by the hospital 
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at 8:50 a.m. He entered the room of the Supreme President.
“How are you feeling today?” he asked.
“I feel much better,” the Supreme President replied. “I don’t 

know what went down yesterday, but that was one of the strang-
est things, that has ever happened to me. I sensed a presence in 
the car with us, and then immediately I couldn’t breathe. Have 
you ever seen an angel Mr. Prime Minister?”

“Well, I have experienced supernatural things more than once 
in my life, but what do you mean?” asked the prime minister.

“I swear; I heard the flutter of wings immediately before I 
couldn’t breathe,” the Supreme President said. “It seemed like 
there was a bright light too. Hmmm. Anyway, I’m not going 
to have time to go to the temple. They are releasing me from 
the hospital in ten minutes, and our meeting with the Egyptian 
President is in one hour.”

“Yes,” the prime minister agreed. “That is why I’m here Mr. 
Supreme President. For your sake, I have requested, that President 
Khouri meet with us here in Jerusalem.”

The ride to the prime minister’s residence was uneventful. 
Very little was said between the two men, as they were both deep 
in thought concerning the events of the last few hours. An Israeli 
Air Force helicopter, flanked by other IAF aircraft, landed in 
Jerusalem with President Khouri of Egypt. Within twenty min-
utes, President Khouri arrived at the Prime Minister’s residence. 
Gealyahu met President Khouri at the door of his residence, and 
invited him and his aides to come in.

Prime Minister Gealyahu of Israel began the introductions. 
“Prime Minister Khouri, I would like to introduce you to the 
Supreme President of Presidents. Mr. Supreme President, please 
say hello to President Hanif Khouri of Egypt.”

The Supreme President, with a fierce countenance, forced a 
smile, and stretched out his hand to the Egyptian ruler. President 
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Khouri received his handshake with an amused smile.
“Gentlemen,” Gealyahu announced. “Let us sit down to 

brunch and some very needed diplomacy. Follow me.”
The trio and several of their aides, walked down the wide hall-

way to the dining room, where the table was covered with fresh 
fruit, soup and sandwiches. They gathered around the table and 
took a seat. The Supreme President wasted no time.

“You sir, have refused to comply with the World Assembly 
taxing,” the Supreme President said to Khouri across the table, 
with a cold stare. “The world will not function properly, if each 
nation does not do its share.”

“Egypt has been struggling with internal conflict,” Khouri 
replied. “We have been too busy with this, to implement the new 
World Tax into our system.”

“You have had well over a year already, and the World Assembly 
expects each member to do their part,” the Supreme President 
snarled. “We didn’t bring our armies down here for nothing. 
We expect action now, or we will come in and take whatever is 
necessary. We do not wish to attack Egypt. We would prefer to 
turn around and go home, but you must comply with the World 
Assembly.”

Outside the Prime Minister’s residence, an aide to the Supreme 
President seemed to be completing some sort of business with one 
of President Khouri’s aides. Because International diplomacy is 
filled with all sorts of proposals and the carrying out of technical 
details between foreign ministers, no one paid a whole lot of at-
tention. Back inside, President Khouri seemed to soften.

“We will make a payment transfer to the world body for three 
months back taxes right now,” said Khouri. “Also, we will make 
the necessary arrangements, to regularly collect this revenue 
from our people within the next thirty days. I give you my word. 
Tomorrow, I will convene parliament, and convince them to 
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transfer an additional three months back taxes within two days. 
By the span of six months; we will be completely caught up. But 
you must take your armies and go home, or it is no deal.”

President Khouri summoned one of his aides to his side, “Get 
the treasurer on the line, and direct him to make a three month 
transfer immediately. I want the transfer concluded within the 
hour. Do you understand?”

The aide nodded in the affirmative his understanding and 
hurried out of the room. The men continued to eat, but the tense-
ness in the air was so thick; one could almost reach out and touch 
it. Prime Minister Gealyahu tried again and again to soothe ev-
eryone’s nerves with fair-weather chit chat, but he couldn’t tell, 
if it were working or not. Toward the end of the meal, President 
Khouri’s aide returned, announcing the transfer was complete.

Prime Minister Gealyahu looked over at the Supreme President 
and asked, “Does this proposal satisfy you sir? Do we have a truce 
here?”

“I think we’re good for now,” stated the Supreme President. 
“But I will have to consult with my generals to persuade them. I 
will return to southern Jordan right away.”

The meal was over. Everyone shook hands and tried to put 
a good face on the whole thing. President Khouri prepared to 
return to Egypt, and the Supreme President headed for south-
ern Jordan. The car of the Egyptian President was making time 
back to the IAF helicopter, that would carry him to Ben Gurion 
International Airport in Tel Aviv. Khouri was in discussion with 
a couple of his aides.

“There is no way we are going to come up with that much 
money for the World Assembly in six months,” President Khouri 
scoffed. “We are not even going to do it at all. I just wanted to 
make him take his armies home. We will continue to keep our 
military on full alert. Our army is dug in already in the Sinai, and 
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we are well prepared to meet them, should they have a change of 
heart.”

“But sir,” replied one aide. “Did you see how the Supreme 
President of Presidents looked at you? He doesn’t seem to be the 
type of man to play around with.”

“That son of a whore thinks he is god, now that he is the 
Supreme President of Presidents,” President Khouri said sarcasti-
cally. “Welcome to the real world Mr. Supreme President.”

They continued on in silence. Soon they were in the air. The 
Supreme President of Presidents was flying east, and then south, 
at that very moment. Soon he would be back in Ras an Naqb, 
Jordan.

“A little surprise awaits our dear Mr. Khouri,” said the Supreme 
President. “There is more than one way to skin a cat. We didn’t 
bring our armies all the way down here, just to turn around and 
go back home. We will sit tight for a couple of days and see what 
happens.”

At brunch the next morning in Egypt, President Khouri was 
enjoying his usual T’aamiyya and Fuul. One of his ministers 
walked up beside him, shoved a slim long blade into his side, and 
into his heart and lungs. President Khouri gasped for breath and 
then collapsed forward into his meal on the table. The minister 
quickly slipped out an exit and disappeared. News of the assas-
sination spread like wildfire. The Supreme President of Presidents 
seized upon the moment, ordering the mass bombing of Egyptian 
targets in the Sinai, and elsewhere. The Turkish Air Force came 
across the Mediterranean to Egypt from the North, and proceed-
ed to bomb Cairo. The Persian and Saudi Arabian Air Forces 
came in from the east, crossing the Gulf of Aqaba some forty 
miles to the south of Israel, and viciously attacked the Egyptian 
Army in the Sinai. The Supreme President made a hasty call to 
Prime Minister Gealyahu.
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“This is the Supreme President of Presidents here,” he in-
formed Gealyahu. “We have absolutely no quarrel with you or 
with Israel; however, know this: we are crossing the border into 
Israel within minutes. As I promised you; we will do no harm 
whatsoever to Israel. We will drive across the desert, right into the 
Sinai, and out of Israel as quickly as possible. If you resist us, then 
we will be at war with you as well, but we have no desire to war 
with you. Thank-you for your hospitality in Jerusalem, and now I 
have to go. Good day sir.”

The Supreme President of Presidents hung up the phone. The 
Muslim armies poured across the Israeli border by the tens of 
thousands.

“What a beautiful day,” exclaimed Rebekah.
Riley and Rebekah were walking through the woods holding 

hands early on Sunday morning.
“It seems so weird seeing and hearing the beauty of Almighty 

God’s creation all around us, and at the same time the anti-Christ 
is tearing the world apart,” Riley reponded. “Just listen at the 
birds chirping and smell the honeysuckle vines.”

“I know,” answered Rebekah. “The smell is glorious.”
The two of them walked on in silence under the pretty green 

canopy of the inner woods. They were headed for church. It was 
a little over two miles away, and they had left in plenty of time. 
Riley kept glancing over at Rebekah as they walked along.

“What?” asked Rebekah.
“What do you mean what?” asked Riley in return.
“You keep looking at me,” she replied. “What?”
“You look smashingly pretty this morning,” said Riley, as he 

stopped and pulled her hand toward him. “Come here you.”
Riley pulled her into his arms and gave her a nice big wet kiss. 
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Rebekah wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back. 
Riley pulled her body close to his with his arms around her waist. 
There they stood in the woods loving on each other for several 
minutes.

“We’re going to be late to church, if we are not careful,” said 
Rebekah.

“What?” asked Riley as he kissed her again.
“You heard me,” replied Rebekah.
Riley smiled at her. “I love you babe.”
Rebekah paused, smiling at Riley lovingly. “I love you too 

Riley MacCormick. Are you coming?”
“Of course I’m coming,” he complained. “Did I ever tell you, 

that you are the most beautiful woman in the world female?”
Rebekah paused once again, kissing Riley passionately. “Yes, 

about a thousand times, but I’m not complaining.”
“I wouldn’t take a million dollars for you female,” Riley 

continued.
“Oh, so now you’re putting a price on me are you?” Rebekah 

laughed.
“I wouldn’t take ten million dollars for you female,” said Riley 

looking deeply into her eyes. “You add so much meaning to my 
life. I love you in the depths of my soul. I just want you to know, 
that I am the most blessed man in the world.”

“Mmmm Riley. You melt my heart lover,” she answered softly. 
“There is nothing in the world that I would not do for you.”

Riley released her, took hold of her hand once again, and 
pulled her back in the direction of their destination. They walked 
along drinking each other in.

“Sometimes when you are asleep; I fill a cup with drink, lift it 
high to the Almighty, and make a toast to Him,” said Riley. “He 
has blessed me over and over again. He has forgiven me of my 
sins, and I have His promise of eternal life. I bless His holy name, 
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for giving you to me. My cup runs over with joy, for all He has 
done. You have splashed breathtaking wonder all over my life, and 
I want you to know, that you mean the world to me Rebekah.”

“You warm my heart Riley MacCormick,” she said.
Rebekah pulled Riley to herself, wrapped her arms around 

his neck, and kissed him with all the passion she possessed. The 
two of them walked on, laughing and playing with each oth-
er. The time passed quickly for the joy of it all. Soon they were 
walking down off the mountain, out of the woods, and up to 
their Christian friend’s home. They could already hear the joyful 
sounds of worship streaming from inside.

Riley knocked on the door, as Ray was already swinging it 
wide for them. He had a huge smile on his face.

“It is so good to see you two,” said Ray, as he hugged them 
both. “Come on in. As you can see; we are already worshiping the 
Great Creator. Please make yourselves at home.”

Riley and Rebekah reverently made their way into the room, 
and sat down. They immediately joined into worship with those 
around them. The living room was packed with twenty-two peo-
ple, deeply engaged with the Almighty. Some had lifted hands in 
adoration, while others had their eyes closed and heads bowed, as 
they sang together.

“We long to see You coming in the clouds. At the sound of 
Gabriel’s horn. To see Your lovely face. To hear you say well done.”

The group flowed from one song of praise to another. This 
was not a group, that had lost heart at all. In fact, the tribula-
tion of those days had only served to strengthen their faith and 
resolve. They were working together as one, and the peace of God 
was flooding their lives. Joy abounded in their midst; a natural 
outgrowth of their common purpose. Strangely, the difficulties 
they were enduring had worked the impossible: harmony/uni-
ty. This was the home of Ray and Larice Gelder, and their son 
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and daughter. They were previously members of the Church of 
the Nazarene. They had agreed to take in Jerry, Lois, Sarah and 
Andrea Richards: the family Riley and his friends had rescued 
from Bentonville. The Richards family had been staunch sup-
porters of a Southern Baptist Church. There were people of the 
Church of God, Methodists, Presbyterians, and Catholics in that 
number. The theme of the group was their deep love of Yahshua 
Jesus, and their gratitude for salvation and eternal life. Oh, they 
brought up some of their old denominational subjects from time 
to time, but every last one of them agreed, that those divisions 
had been ridiculously silly. They were finally capable of discussing 
these things objectively and considerately. There had obviously 
been too much focus in the past on denominational doctrine, 
that simply put were usually half-truth doctrines. As they had 
learned to truly listen to one another; they realized a thing or 
two. When they were willing to stop neglecting or explaining 
away other passages of scripture; they were actually very much in 
agreement. Why in the world it had taken these difficult times to 
stop their outrageous divisions, was now a puzzlement to them 
all. The only explanation that made any sense, was that they had 
been walking in the flesh. They had fallen prey to Satan’s divide 
and conquer strategy.

After a lengthy time of adoring the Savior, Ray Gelder stood 
to his feet. “I think everyone here knows Riley MacCormick. 
This is his wife Rebekah. I am thrilled, that they have been able 
to join us today. I have asked Riley to share with us, whatever the 
Almighty has laid on his heart. I ask everyone to please give him 
your full attention. Riley, the floor is yours.”

“Is it alright, if I remain seated?” asked Riley.
“Sure,” said Ray, nodding his consent.
“Thank-you,” Riley acknowledged. “I have a couple of pas-

sages of scripture, that I want to read to you, but first I have a 
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thought or two, I want to share with you. I sense deeply in my 
spirit, that persecution of us Christians is about to increase dra-
matically. I have heard reports of growing anger against those of 
us, who refuse to accept the marking. I don’t know if any of you 
remember Will, Mary and Carmen Warner? Mary Warner sent a 
letter to the governor complaining, that Sheriff Sanders had not 
received the marking. We know for a fact, that there has been 
inquiry made into the matter. Apparently they have been so busy 
with other matters, that they just haven’t had the time to deal 
with it. This is only one of many complaints. There is a growing 
resentment and determination by these people, to cause us great 
trouble. Believe me when I say, that this anger is hellish in na-
ture. The persons, who receive the marking, are becoming almost 
mindless. They don’t seem to be thinking for themselves. Their 
hearts and minds are more darkened than ever. Once they’ve 
opened themselves up through receiving the marking, a demonic 
power begins to take a certain amount of control of them. They 
hate, but they don’t know why. There is growing sentiment across 
the country, to act against us. I believe there is a little time left, 
before they start killing us, but brace yourselves for whatever in-
creased hardship lies ahead. I have heard, that many of the pro-
fessing Christians who received the marking, actually believe the 
Supreme President of Presidents is the real Messiah. Please turn 
in your Bibles to Matthew chapter 24, and let’s start reading in 
verse 21. It says, [For then shall be great tribulation, such as was 
not since the beginning of the world to this time, no, nor ever 
shall be. And except those days should be shortened, there should 
no flesh be saved, but for the elect’s sake those days shall be short-
ened. Then if any man shall say unto you, Lo, here is Christ, or 
there; believe it not. For there shall arise a false Christ and a false 
prophet, and shall shew great signs and wonders, insomuch that 
if it were possible; they shall deceive the very elect. Behold, I have 
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told you before. Wherefore if they shall say unto you, Behold, he 
is in the desert; go not forth: behold, he is in the secret cham-
bers; believe it not. For as the lightning comes out of the east and 
shines even unto the west, so shall also the coming of the Son of 
man be. For wheresoever the carcase is; there will the eagles be 
gathered together].”

Riley continued. “You see. To say that the Messiah is over here 
talking to this group, or over there teaching, is not right. If any-
one says such a thing; we are not to believe it or go to see about it. 
The reason is this: When Christ returns for His bride; He will not 
spend any extra time here, but will immediately return to heaven 
with her. First Thessalonians chapter 4:16-17 says, [For the Lord 
Himself shall descend from heaven with a shout, with the voice of 
the archangel, and with the trump of God, and the dead in Christ 
shall rise first. Then we which are alive and remain, shall be caught 
up together with them in the clouds to meet the Lord in the air, 
and so shall we ever be with the Lord]. It is very clearly under-
stood by the scriptures, that the Supreme President of Presidents 
is not the Messiah. If you talk to a professing Christian, that has 
taken the marking; you had better be very careful, for they are 
serving a different messiah. They cannot be trusted. They have 
been deceived by the man of sin, and they WILL betray you; 
trust me. This of course includes professing Christians who are 
family and friends, that have received the marking. Mark 13:12 
says, [Now brother shall betray brother to death, and the father 
the son. And children shall rise up against their parents, and shall 
cause them to be put to death. And you shall be hated of all men 
for My name’s sake, but he that shall endure unto the end, the 
same shall be saved]. Do you see the betrayal by loved ones, that is 
coming? I repeat; whoever receives the marking cannot be trust-
ed. They have chosen to be the enemy of the Great Creator. Also 
notice in that passage, that many will be put to death. We will be 
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like lambs to the slaughter, but know this: precious in Almighty 
God’s sight is the death of His saints. I have two more passages to 
share with you. In Second Thessalonians 2:3-4 read with me, [Let 
no man deceive you by any means, for that day shall not come 
except there come a falling away first, and that man of sin be 
revealed. The son of perdition opposes and exalts himself above 
all that is called God, or that is worshiped; so that he as God 
sits in the temple of God, showing himself that he is God]. I be-
lieve, that in the not too distant future, the Supreme President of 
Presidents will break the covenant, that was made. Apparently he 
will take over Israel, enter the temple in Jerusalem, and proclaim 
that he is God. Apparently he will set up an idol of himself in the 
temple, known as the abomination of desolation, and will cause 
the daily sacrifice to cease. Apparently most of the Christians will 
be killed, but mysteriously some will not die, but will remain 
until the coming of Christ. We need to prepare our hearts for a 
time of great persecution and then slaughter. The book of Daniel 
speaks of a person, who will wear out the saints, and they will be 
given into his hands. One final point if I may. It says in Daniel 
11:32, [the people that do know their God shall be strong and 
do exploits]. I really love this passage. In spite of all the horrible 
things that are taking place and will take place, we, the people 
of Almighty God, will do exploits. I believe; we may be given 
strength and power to do mighty deeds of faith, like in the Holy 
Bible in days of old. Know this. We are the people of Almighty 
God, and with Him all things are possible. Until my time comes; 
I expect to be able to do incredible things for the Most High, and 
I think you need to have this mind-set as well. Though we are 
living in the most frightening of times; we are also living in very 
exciting times. Christ got on that cross and died for us. Let us be 
willing to have our heads cut off for Him. This is a distinct honor. 
Many of us will not get out alive, but will be martyred. But listen 
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to this: a crown of life awaits all the overcomers.”
As Riley was speaking, the Holy Spirit came upon him might-

ily, “Let us show ourselves worthy of Christ, by not loving our 
lives even unto death. We will not depend on the anti-Christ for 
food, clothing, shelter, health care, communication, transpor-
tation, or any other need or want. We will depend solely upon 
YaHVeH God for everything. We will bring honor and glory to 
His Holy Name. We will be faithful in life and in death.”

Everyone in the room fell on their faces before Almighty God, 
including women and children, and began to profess their undy-
ing trust in Christ. They lifted up their voices with one mind 
and one accord for strength, boldness, courage and grace. After a 
while, each rose to their feet, embraced one another with a holy 
kiss, and went their separate ways.

The Supreme President of Presidents was feeling quite cocky. 
His army had decisively defeated the Egyptians. He installed a 
new ruler in Egypt, and spread some of the wealth around, so 
that the people of Egypt would love him in spite of it all. As 
he marched his army back through Israel; he broke his word to 
Prime Minister Gealyahu. He marched his army much further 
north, and not just through the Negev desert. The Israeli military 
stayed on its highest alert for several days, nervously expecting the 
worst, but it never came. As the Muslim armies passed just south 
and east of Jerusalem and through the West Bank, the Supreme 
President cast his eyes longingly again and again in the direc-
tion of Jerusalem. More than once, he considered returning to the 
temple, but changed his mind. Instead, the Supreme President 
returned to his home in Turkey with great spoil and prestige, 
riding a beautiful white horse, and carrying his prized longbow. 
The Muslim nations of the middle-east were riding high. With 
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their new leader as supreme over all other world leaders, and hav-
ing had a victorious taste of blood; they were spoiling for more, 
but keeping a lid on it for now. The middle-east was at peace and 
all on the same page. The Supreme President of Presidents pro-
claimed an international day of celebration for the unity of all na-
tions. He ordered an immediate 20% reduction in the cost of oil 
coming out of the middle-east, and a 10% increase in production. 
The world received it as an olive branch of sorts. Most industry, 
having received such a shot in the arm, burst forth into a frenzy 
of economic activity. PEACE SAFETY PROSPERITY, read the 
headlines in one news outlet after another. The Supreme President 
of Presidents had won the hearts and minds of the world all over 
again, but he was getting restless. With the world firmly under his 
control; he decided to move into the next phase.

I, the Supreme President of Presidents, do issue this decree: 
To all law enforcement from local, to state, to national, to inter-
national levels: You are hereby ordered to round up all individu-
als not in compliance with WIM. They are to be placed in level 
three detention facilities as of receipt of this order. Any persons, 
who decide to comply, are to be given the marking and released 
immediately. As of this day, the WIM is no longer optional, but 
is from henceforth mandatory. The property of all persons non-
compliant, is to be confiscated immediately. Any and every officer 
of every local, state, or national government, regardless of how big 
or small, not found to be compliant with WIM, is to be targeted 
first for detention. Every individual on the face of the earth is to 
be run through our computers, in order to create a list of names 
and addresses of the compliant. A separate list is to be made of the 
non-compliant. Any and all resistance to the enforcement of this 
decree will be considered hostile to the well-being of our planet. 
Peace, Safety and Prosperity be to all peoples everywhere. Signed, 
Supreme President of Presidents.
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President Husaam Quasim quickly followed suit, issuing the 
same order throughout the United States. Sheriff Rodney Sanders 
received the order, and immediately contacted Riley through the 
grapevine. Two hours later, the two of them met on a U.S. Forest 
Service road, at a meeting spot they had previously agreed upon 
in case of an emergency.

“Riley, the gigs up,” stated Sheriff Sanders. “Every person is 
being run through the big computers. Very soon the supremers 
will know, that I do not have the marking. They are going after 
folks like me first.”

“Well, we knew it would happen sooner or later,” Riley re-
sponded. “What is your plan sir?”

“I certainly will not be able to continue using my office or the 
jail. It is time for us to carry out phase III contingency plan in my 
view. What is your idea about it Riley?” asked the sheriff.

“I have to agree with you,” said Riley. “You have been such a 
wall of safety for us up until now. I think you probably have sev-
eral days grace here, because they will start in the big cities. They 
will descend from there into all the nook and cranny outposts, if 
you will. Having said that, I don’t think we can take any chances. 
I think we better move the fuel from the sheriff department tanks 
to our hiding place, along with all your guns and ammunition. 
That department generator sure could come in handy, along with 
some of radio equipment. What do you think about the patrol 
cars and such?”

“I don’t know Riley,” the sheriff answered. “I guess we could 
hide the diesel pick-up, and most definitely the department four 
wheeler and dirt bike. I’m afraid if we do too much; it will invite 
outside authorities into our area as a trouble spot. I don’t want to 
bring too much unwanted attention down on ourselves.”

“That is an excellent point,” replied Riley. “We sure want 
to avoid that at all costs. Why don’t we leave a goodly bit of 
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everything with the supremers, as you called them. I like what 
you were saying. Maybe they will just think you walked away 
from your sheriff’s position, and left all the equipment behind. 
That way, maybe they will just appoint a new sheriff and leave 
town after that.”

“I think we are pretty much on the same page here Riley,” 
Sheriff Sanders agreed. “Let’s get our buddies together and get to 
it!”

“Sounds good,” replied Riley. “Let’s.”
Riley, because of his love for harmony among the brethren, 

had cultivated quite a strong band of friends. They all admired his 
tenacity, fearlessness and love of Almighty God. Sheriff Sanders 
had been very careful to hire only Godly deputies, but there was 
one among them, that he simply was not sure he could trust. He 
had kept that man busy doing other things, any time they were 
on one of their sensitive missions. They got busy. Their Phase III 
contingency plan partly involved an old gas station tank, that 
they had hauled up into the deep woods a few months earlier. 
The sheriff had commandeered a county backhoe. Riley had driv-
en it back in the woods, dug a hole, and managed to bury the 
tank out of sight. Later, he had taken a dump truck and hauled 
away all the excess dirt and cleaned up around it. He had spread 
old leaves, and such, back over the area. Hopefully, anyone who 
chanced upon that spot would not be the wiser. Riley mounted 
a hand pump onto the tank. Even though it was much slower 
than an electric pump; it was still quite adequate for those not in 
a hurry. They used the cover of night to reduce suspicion of their 
activities for two nights straight. County patrol cars were used 
to transfer diesel fuel from the sheriff department’s reserve tank, 
to the one in the woods. They left some fuel in the department 
tank for appearance sake. Riley and the men stored as much gaso-
line as they could in fifty-five gallon barrels. They placed several 
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two hundred and fifty gallon tanks of propane in various spots, 
using camouflage coverings to conceal them as best they could. 
They hid part of the guns, ammunition, and other things in a safe 
place, away from the fuel tank. They worked as hard and as long 
as they thought feasible. Who knew how much this stuff would 
come in handy? The main thing was to be as prepared as possible.

In Page County Virginia, federal agents arrived to take Sheriff 
Rodney Sanders into custody, but couldn’t find him. After a week 
long manhunt, they gave up, and an interim sheriff was appoint-
ed to fill the vacancy. Christians in the Rileyville community 
and in Page County, fled to the mountains with whatever food 
and camping supplies they could muster. It was an all-out ef-
fort to avoid being arrested and sent to a regional detention cen-
ter. Because there had been such a strong Christian presence in 
Page County, and especially because of the Christian sheriff; the 
non-Christian community had been hesitant to voice their out-
rage concerning the non-compliant. That all changed overnight. 
Martin Brown, the new sheriff, arrested Will Warner and put 
him in the Page County Jail. Rodney Sanders, the old sheriff, had 
been monitoring the police band. He got wind of the news.

“Riley, they arrested Will Warner,” said Rodney. “They will 
most likely keep Will in the Page County Jail, and transport him 
to the regional detention camp in the next several days. I’m not 
too worried about Will. His faith is strong, and I think he will re-
main faithful, but I am not too sure about Carmen. We must act 
quickly, or I am afraid it will be too late. My gut instinct tells me, 
that Mary Warner betrayed Will to the authorities. My guess is; 
she is threatening to take Carmen’s little boy from her, if she does 
not receive the marking. I am concerned, that Carmen will cave 
in under that kind of pressure. Do you want to help me put the 
situation under surveillance? We can attempt to rescue Carmen 
and the little boy, if that is what happened.”
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“Sure, I’m game. The righteous are bold as a lion. Let’s go for 
it,” answered Riley.

The two of them wasted no time. Riley returned to the cave 
and quickly explained the situation to Rebekah. Giving her a 
good-bye kiss, he grabbed some scraps of food and headed out. 
He had taken considerable time a couple of weeks earlier, to seal 
up the entrance to the cave. It was for the express purpose of 
keeping Rebekah safe at times like this. Riley had dug a tunnel 
and designed a new entrance. It could be locked from the inside, 
and was virtually impossible to detect.

“I will be praying for your safety and good success darling,” 
Rebekah informed him. She blew him another kiss, and then he 
was gone.

He walked to where he kept the dirt bike hidden. Jumping on 
the bike, he went to meet Rodney Sanders. Within fifteen min-
utes, the two rendezvoused at the agreed upon spot.

“How do you think we should handle this Riley,” asked 
Rodney.

“If it is ok with you sir; I will take the dirt bike on down, 
and find myself as secluded a spot as possible. I will place Mary 
Warner’s home under surveillance, as you suggested earlier. From 
there, it is simply a matter of sitting tight, until something gives. 
If you will; I would like you to stand by, until we can ascertain 
just what is the reality on the ground. If and when I know more; 
I will certainly give you fair warning.”

“That sounds fair enough,” answered Rodney. “I will be avail-
able to you the whole time. All you have to do is let me know, if 
any problem arises.”

Riley throttled the dirt bike in the direction of Mary Warren’s 
home. Alone on the bike, he felt fearless, but he still remained 
cautious. He rode virtually a straight line, cutting across fields 
and wooded areas. He and Rebekah had been there before, and 
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he already had an idea of where he would hunker down. As he 
closed in on the target; he moved more discreetly, so as not to give 
himself away. Riley parked the bike out of sight, and then hoofed 
in on foot for the last three to four hundred yards. He dropped 
down to the ground, and set up the small tripod he was carrying. 
Having mounted the expensive binoculars on the top thereof, he 
proceeded to watch and wait. The minutes drug by slowly and 
then an hour. Could it be, that Rodney’s hunch was completely 
wrong? Riley continued to stare at the Warner home from a dis-
tance. Thirty more minutes passed without incident. Riley sighed 
patiently.

“Life is so full of waiting,” he thought to himself. “When you 
finish the waiting period, and things come together, what a joy it 
is. But it wont be too long, before you are waiting again for some-
thing else. Patience is such a powerful and productive virtue.”

Riley snapped out of his thoughts momentarily.
“Well what do you know!” he muttered under his breath. “I 

do believe that is a patrol car pulling into the Warner yard.”
Sheriff Martin Brown pulled the car up close to the front of 

the house. He got out of the car, walked up to the door, and be-
gan to knock. The door opened. The sheriff said a few words, mo-
tioning in the direction of the car. Mary Warner stepped outside 
the house, and followed the sheriff to his car. The sheriff opened 
the rear car door. Riley could make out the face of Carmen 
Warner sitting in the back seat, and holding her little one. Mary 
and Carmen exchanged, what seemed to be, strong words. In a 
couple of minutes, the sheriff motioned for Carmen to step out of 
the car. She stepped out with tears in her eyes, clutching tightly 
to the little boy in her arms. The sheriff escorted them to the door 
of the house, and then Mary, Carmen and the little boy disap-
peared inside. The sheriff got in his car and drove away. Riley put 
the binoculars and tripod back in their case, and carefully made 
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his way back to where he had parked the dirt bike. Mounting the 
bike, he wasted no time in making tracks back in the direction he 
had come. About two hours before dark, Riley pulled up along-
side the diesel pick-up, where the former sheriff waited for him. 
Rodney opened the window of the truck.

“What’s the word Riley?” he asked. “Did you find anything 
out?”

“You were right,” Riley informed him. “Sheriff Martin Brown 
took Carmen and her little boy up to Mary Warner’s house. I 
couldn’t tell what was being said, but I could tell, that Carmen 
was crying. Carmen, the little boy, and her mother went inside, 
and the sheriff left.”

“I was afraid they would do this!” Rodney said shaking his 
head back and forth. “Well, I don’t see any other way, but to wait 
until dark. Let’s go rescue Carmen and the little boy from that 
scene, before Carmen receives the marking. You know, that is 
what is going to happen, and probably tomorrow.”

“I would say you are probably right,” Riley agreed. “It seems 
to be playing out just as you had envisioned it would. Well you 
know me Rodney. I am most definitely with you in rescuing them 
out of there. It will be dark before long. We might as well get it 
over with now, instead of later in the night; don’t you think?”

“Yes. I agree with you,” answered Rodney.
The two of them relaxed in the truck, whiling the time away. 

They were not out here for nothing. They felt strongly, that their 
mission might very well save a soul from damnation. What kind 
of a mother would receive the marking, and then pressure her 
daughter to do the same, on pain of losing her child, if she didn’t 
accept it? They intended to see, that there was indeed a way of 
escape for Carmen Warner. The sun sank low and then dropped 
below the horizon. Soon the night closed in around them, with 
its seeming warm blanket of anonymity and secrecy. Riley sat up 
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in the seat.
“I think it is time,” he said.
“It sure is dark enough,” Rodney agreed. “How do you think 

we ought to handle this?”
“You brought your night vision with you didn’t you?” asked 

Riley.
“Yes,” Rodney replied. “It’s behind the seat.”
“Good,” said Riley. “We will most certainly need it tonight. 

I think, that with my ultra-quiet dirt bike; I can get up to the 
Warner house without being detected by Mary Warner. I can 
park the bike, and circle the house on foot, so that I can estab-
lish which is the best way for me to enter. As soon as I discover 
the best way in; I will break into the house swiftly, and snatch 
Carmen and the little boy. We will jump on the bike, and I will 
bring them to you. I have already found just the place for you to 
park and wait for me. Also, Carmen knows me. Once she knows, 
that you are with me; she will be willing to bring her son into the 
truck with you. I just think it would be best, if you are the one 
that takes them to safety of the forest. I will run interference for 
you, if need be. My distraction will give you all the chance you 
need to get away. Rebekah and I have already talked this over. 
We are willing to let them live with us for now in the cave, until 
better arrangements can be made. We might even keep them per-
manently. After you get them safely into the woods; we will meet 
at our spot, and I will take them with me from there.”

“Hmmm, I like it,” Rodney mused. “Are you going to get on 
the bike now, or do you want to haul it in the back of the truck?”

“I think it would be best, if I get on it now,” Riley reasoned. 
“You can just follow me to your waiting spot. With me already 
on the bike, we wont have to spend time getting it unloaded over 
there. Hopefully that will reduce the danger of getting caught, 
and maximize the time for our window of opportunity.”
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Riley opened his door and climbed out of the pick-up truck. 
Rodney followed suit. The two of them walked around, stretch-
ing their legs for a few minutes. Finally Riley climbed on the 
bike, kicked the starter down, and throttled the engine several 
times. He reached up around the handlebars, retrieved his night 
vision, and put it on. Rodney pulled the seat back, gaining access 
to his night vision. He put it on, and then climbed back into the 
pick-up, pulling the door shut. Riley pulled up close to the driv-
ers side.

“Are we ready?” he asked Rodney.
“I’m as ready as I’m going to be,” he replied. “But let’s say a 

prayer before we go; what do you say?”
Riley nodded in the affirmative. “Go ahead and lead us.”
The two men bowed their heads in reverence.
“Almighty God,” Rodney began. “Without You we can do 

nothing. We acknowledge this, and we thank You for your great-
ness. Father, unless You keep the city, the watchman only wakes 
in vain. A horse is a vain thing for safety, neither can it deliver 
anyone by its great strength. We know that Your eyes are upon 
the righteous, and Your ears are open to their cry. Riley and I 
call out to You now in our time of need. Shelter us from danger. 
I ask, that the eyes of the sheriff and his men will be blinded to 
all our activities here tonight. Give Riley and me great success, in 
rescuing Carmen and her little boy from Mary Warner and her 
influence. We trust in You. Bless and protect our families, our ve-
hicles, and our going out and coming in. Thank You for hearing 
our prayer, in the mighty name of Yahshua Jesus. Amen.”

“Amen,” Riley agreed.
Riley took off down the road on the dirt bike. Rodney shifted 

the pick-up truck down into four-wheel drive, and followed along 
behind. They stuck mostly to the road, because they did not want 
to leave any trail of where they had come from. After a few miles, 
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when no one would be the wiser of their comings and goings; 
Riley turned off the road into a field, and they continued on their 
way. Riley instinctively moved forward in the desired general di-
rection, until he recognized a critical landmark. Correcting his 
course slightly, he rode a little further to a clump of trees, and 
pointed to the spot for Rodney to hide and wait. Rodney broke 
away from Riley, making a half circle. He then backed up into 
and among the safety of the foliage of the trees. Riley continued 
on, slowing down even more. He didn’t want any mishaps. He 
remembered the experience of the night, when he had thrown 
Lois Richards, her daughter Andrea, and himself off the bike next 
to the stream. He carefully picked his way across the remaining 
distance, until he could see the Warren home not far away. At this 
point, he moved along as quietly as humanly possible, and parked 
the bike just behind the garage. Riley snuck around to the side 
of the house, and started peaking through windows. The curtain 
jerked back suddenly, and Riley was staring in the eyes of a little 
boy; who was staring back in his eyes.

The little boy turned around and hollered loudly.
“Mommy! Man!” He pointed out the window.
Riley stepped back quickly from the window, his heart 

pounding.
“Dang, just what I didn’t need,” he muttered to himself.
Riley’s mind was racing.
“What do I do now?” he asked himself.
The little boy was undeterred by the disbelief of his mother 

Carmen.
“Man!” he repeated again and again.
Mary Warner, Carmen’s mother, stuck her head into the room 

and asked, “Did I hear him say man?
“Yes,” answered Carmen. “But he has a lively imagination.”
Mary Warner disappeared around the corner, as Riley stood 
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motionless, contemplating his next move.
“Well, this is it,” he thought to himself. “Who cares what 

Mary Warner thinks or does? She’s already taken the mark, and 
she is determined to subject Carmen and her grandson to the 
Supreme President’s evil system.”

Riley picked up a railroad tie from the edge of a flowerbed 
with considerable effort, balanced it in the middle, and proceeded 
boldly to the front door of the house. He said a quick prayer. 
Walking as fast as he could with the heavy battering ram, he 
aimed it right at the door knob, splintering the door into pieces, 
and smashing it open past the deadbolt. He landed heavily in the 
floor of the living room. A few quick seconds passed, as everyone 
adjusted to the knew reality in the Warner home. Suddenly, Riley 
glanced a flash of stainless steel, and rolled swiftly in the oppo-
site direction. He didn’t quite escape the downward two-handed 
stab of the large kitchen knife in the hands of Mary Warner. 
The point and edge of the knife cut a wicked gash in his arm 
and stuck into the oak floor of the living room. Riley winced in 
pain, as he rolled clear and bounced to his feet. Blood was run-
ning freely down his arm from the cut, and dripping on the floor. 
Mary Warner was trying, with no success, to pull the knife out 
of the floor. Riley grabbed the Teflon-coated frying pan off the 
counter with his other hand, and hit Mary Warner on the side 
of the head hard enough, to knock her out cold on the floor. He 
quickly grabbed his left arm to close up the wound in an effort to 
stop the bleeding.

“Carmen, it’s me, Riley!” he said forcefully. “I have come for 
you and your little boy. We will take care of you and the little guy, 
but you must not receive the marking!”

Carmen had been screaming hysterically, but she calmed 
down, when she realized who the intruder was.

“They took my father away to jail Riley,” Carmen sobbed. 
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“We were doing just fine, until mom betrayed us to the sheriff. 
They are threatening to take Keaton away from me, if I don’t re-
ceive the marking.”

“Carmen, is there any kind of tape in the house?” Riley asked. 
“And iodine if you have it.”

“I am sure there is some first aid stuff in the bathroom,” said 
Carmen. “I will go see.”

“Hurry please,” said Riley. “I need to get you all out of here as 
quickly as possible.”

Carmen started to move in the direction of the bathroom, but 
Keaton had his arms wrapped tightly around his mother’s leg.

“Keaton, its ok baby,” Carmen said soothingly. “This man is 
mine and grandpa’s friend. Let go sweety.”

Keaton clung tightly to Carmen, as he looked back cautiously 
at Riley. Carmen forcefully pulled his little arms from around her 
leg and picked him up. In a couple of minutes, she returned from 
the bathroom, with Keaton following closely behind her.

“This isn’t very big tape,” she apologized, “But there is about a 
half a roll left. Here, let me wipe the blood off.”

Carmen took a warm damp washcloth and gently washed his 
arm off as well as she could.

“I’m afraid to put any iodine on it Riley,” she said. “I don’t 
know if you can stand it”

“When I release my pressure; you quickly just pour the wound 
full,” Riley directed her.”

“Okaaaay,” Carmen said wistfully. “You ready?”
“Ready as I’m ever going to be. Go!” he ordered her.
Riley released the pressure, and Carmen poured iodine up 

and down the wound. Riley winced in pain, his teeth grinding 
together, and his neck and arm muscles tightening. Blood started 
running down again.

“Hmmm. I don’t hardly know how to bandage it,” she said.
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“We don’t have time to do it right,” replied Riley. “Tear off 
two fairly long strips, and put them perpendicularly across the 
cut.”

Carmen quickly complied with his request.
“Now put two more on it,” Riley instructed.
Carmen repeated the process a couple of more times.
“Now just wrap the rest of the roll around and around my 

arm,” Riley commanded her.
Carmen carefully taped across the other strips of tape until 

they couldn’t loosen, and then went around and around until the 
roll was gone.

“That will have to do for now,” said Riley. “It sure is throbbing.”
Mary Warner was starting to stir, where she lay in the floor.
“Grab Keaton, and let’s make tracks. NOW!” Riley ordered.
Carmen snatched Keaton off his feet and followed Riley, who 

grabbed her by the hand and headed out the door. They dashed 
across the porch, into the yard, and around the garage. Riley 
quickly mounted, firing up the bike. He waited impatiently, as 
Carmen placed Keaton behind him and then got on herself.

Riley gunned the bike. They shot out from behind the garage 
and across the way, in the direction from which Riley had come. 
His arm was killing him by now, but he set his jaw stubbornly 
in determination. It didn’t take long to cross the several hundred 
yards to where Rodney waited. As Riley brought the bike to a 
stop next to the pick-up; he explained what was going on.

“Carmen, this is former sheriff Rodney Sanders. He is helping 
me rescue you and Keaton. He is a very trustworthy man, and 
you all will be safe with him. Now go!”

Rodney pushed the door open for them, and Carmen climbed 
in with Keaton in her arms.

“Are you alright Riley?” Rodney asked, asked he looked him 
over.
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“We had a little incident down there with Mary Warner,” 
Riley informed him. “Yeah, I’ll be alright I think. Do you know 
the way back Rodney?”

“Sure, we will be fine,” Rodney assured him. “What are you 
going to do?”

“I am going to Daniel Hartford’s camp,” said Riley. “His wife 
is a nurse, and a fine one at that. I am going to need some stitches 
in my arm and a shot to fight infection. I know she has a stash 
of this sort of thing. I will just go back to the cave after that. It’s 
alright, if Carmen and Keaton stay the night with you, isn’t it?”

“Of course,” Rodney replied. “You take care of yourself, and 
I’ll finish this up just fine. See you tomorrow?”

“Yes. I’ll see you all tomorrow. Thanks Rodney. And God 
speed,” said Riley, as he climbed back on the bike and rode away.

Rodney put the truck in gear, and headed back across the 
fields, to the safety of the forest.

Across the United States the persecution increased in intensity. 
Starting in the larger cities, a great divide emerged. Approximately 
12% of the population were found to be non-compliant. Law en-
forcement began arresting “the rebellious Christians”, as they were 
called. A presence of evil possessed the receivers of the marking, 
reducing them to mindless servants of the beast. The natural love 
of relatives and friends, morphed into an unnatural allegiance to 
the false Christ and his system. Supernatural displays of power, 
by the Supreme President of Presidents and his evil prophet-like 
friend Eliyah, held them under his spell. They were completely 
taken by him and displayed a kind of star-struck reverent loyalty. 
Because receiving the marking was such an open blatant rejection 
of the Great Creator; it left their hearts and minds completely 
open and vulnerable to the control of the Dragon and the Beast. 
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Now that their trust and hope were in the Supreme President; 
they had ceded control of their souls to him. He and his demon-
ic hordes seized the opportunity, to direct their purpose with a 
vengeance. Reward was offered for information, as to the where-
abouts of non-compliant individuals. Thousands and thousands 
of people, like Will Warner, were betrayed by the very ones, who 
had once loved them. They were rounded up like cattle, and sent 
to regional detention camps, in the name of peace and safety. 
The Pope, the Catholic Church, and politically correct Protestant 
denominations merged their strength politically with the beast-
ly one; who appeared to them to be the messiah. The Supreme 
President’s right hand man Eliyah masterfully seduced world reli-
gions into the belief, that the Supreme President of Presidents was 
the great one foretold in various sacred texts. With his apparent 
healing powers, and supernatural displays, Eliyah prophesied his 
god status.

“Thus saith the god of forces, there is no god like unto me. I 
am the god of all strength and power. Through my strength, the 
earth is at peace. Through my chosen one, the Supreme President 
of Presidents, the earth is in unity. Give honor to Dr. Lighting, the 
Supreme President of Presidents, for he is worthy of great admira-
tion and homage. From this day forward, he is to be called lord 
Shachar, for a new day has dawned. Give glory to lord Shachar 
you Christian church, for he has answered your prayers for peace. 
Reverence lord Shachar you Muslim peoples, for he has con-
quered the earth. Give lord Shachar his due you Jewish/Hebrew 
people, for through him your place of worship is restored. Prepare 
a statue of honor for lord Shachar you religions of the earth, for 
in him are all the prophesies of the great one fulfilled. Prepare 
a day of celebration all you peoples, tongues and nations, for in 
lord Shachar we find peace, safety and prosperity. A new day has 
dawned, unlike any other day the world has known. Who is like 
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unto lord Shachar? Who is able to make war with him? Who 
but lord Shachar, increases wealth to all the inhabitants of the 
earth, while refusing to horde unto himself? Who is like unto 
lord Shachar, creator of cures for cancer? Let the World Assembly 
acknowledge the greatness and humility of lord Shachar. Let the 
World Assembly prepare a day of rejoicing for him, who through 
wisdom and understanding makes the peoples of the earth to 
prosper and flourish. Let expressions of love and affection flow 
uninhibited from every man, woman, boy and girl. Let the good 
times roll, and may all the earth shout for the joy and pleasure of 
such a great one. Prepare a party, the likes of which the earth has 
never seen. Enjoy one another in honor of our great and mighty 
savior lord Shachar; who has brought virtual utopia to us all.”

News outlets feasted upon the prophesy/speech of Eliyah.
“The man is right,” they said. “It would most certainly be a 

disgrace, to not honor lord Shachar. He has enlightened the earth, 
and guided it through the turbulent storms of imminent collapse. 
The turnaround is phenomenally unignorable. Ungratefulness 
begets trouble; therefore, we should party it up like there is no 
tomorrow.

Very soon, rulers throughout the earth were feeling the pres-
sure of their subjects, to set aside a day of celebration, and to 
recognize the title “lord Shachar”. And so they did, for the World 
Assembly adopted both measures unanimously.

In Israel, the sons and daughters of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob 
continued to fill the temple day and night in their seeking search 
for the Messiah.
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“That should do it Riley,” said Susie Hartford.
Riley lifted up his arm, and gazed at the twelve stitches. 

“I appreciate this more than you know. Do you think I need to be 
worried about infection?”

“I don’t think you have anything to worry about,” said Susie. 
“The shot I gave you should be more than adequate, but come 
back by in four days, and I will give you a booster shot just in 
case.”

“You know Riley,” said Daniel. “I received word, that 
Sheriff Brown arrested Mr. And Mrs. Adams tonight. He took 
them straight to the regional detention camp. Apparently they 
caught them digging in the dumpster behind the supermarket 
for outdated food items. Rockingham, Shenandoah, Warren, 
Rappohannock, Madison and Greene County Sheriffs are all 
tightening the screws on the non-compliant. These are our neigh-
boring counties, and just in the last three weeks, over a hundred 
Christians have been arrested and detained.”

“Wow,” said Riley. “There is only so much we can do, to try 
and help as many as we can. I am concerned about our food sup-
plies. Rebekah and I have plenty of food, but there are others 
struggling to survive. Those of us who have plenty, are going to 
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have to share with some of the others. Also, I have been thinking. 
We need to bind together in agreement, to pray that the Almighty 
would send more game up from the lowlands. If two agree on 
earth concerning anything they shall ask, the Father hears, and 
acts on their behalf. Would you please spread the word through 
the grapevine, that two days from now; we will all petition the 
Almighty concerning this?”

“You got it Riley,” Daniel affirmed. “Why don’t you camp 
with us tonight, and then head back in the morning?”

“Sorry, I better get back,” replied Riley. “I don’t want my 
sweetheart to worry and fret. She doesn’t know what is going on. 
Besides, I can hurt on the dirt bike, the same as I can hurt here. 
I think I am going to have a couple of long days, until the pain 
subsides. Thank you all so much for helping me. Gotta go.”

Riley hugged Daniel and Susie, and headed out the door.
“I have never seen anyone like that guy in my life,” said Daniel 

to Susie, shaking his head. “He never knows when to quit. But I 
have to say; it’s his dogged determination, that inspires me about 
as much as anything. His fighting spirit is incredible. It is one 
of the reasons, that the Christians in our county have done so 
well. Come to think of it, he has inspired Christians across these 
United States with the column he used to write. It is such an 
honor to be friends with the likes of him. He just shrugs and says, 
that we are one in Christ.”

“I know,” said Susie. “Riley and Rebekah are a wonderful 
couple. And she is so supportive of him. It is a match made in 
heaven.”

A while later, Riley managed to park his dirt bike in its usual 
spot, and finished walking to the cave. He gave his familiar warn-
ing to Rebekah upon his arrival.

Rebekah unfastened the lock, so that he could get in through 
the tunnel, and rushed into his arms.
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“I was so worried about you sweetheart. Did you and 
Rodney......You’ve hurt yourself! Ohhh. What happened? Come 
lay down with me darling. You need to rest. You look worn out.”

Riley smiled wearily.
“I’m ok sweetheart, but I am so happy to be back home with 

you. I need your tender loving care babe. It was quite a night 
and filled with danger, but Rodney and I rescued Carmen and 
Keaton. They are staying with Rodney tonight. I stopped by the 
Hartford’s home, and Susie sewed me up. You wouldn’t believe 
it, but Mary Warner tried to kill me tonight. She stabbed at me 
so hard with a knife, that it plunged into the wood floor, and she 
couldn’t pull it out. I just barely got out of the way in time, but 
she still caught my arm with a vicious slice. Laying down together 
is just what I need. Help me get undressed please, and be careful 
pulling my shirt off the injured arm.”

Rebekah took Riley by the hand, and led him over to the bed. 
She carefully removed his shirt and gently kissed his arm next to 
the injury. Removing the rest of his outer garments, she pulled 
him down on the bed with her, and carefully pulled the covers 
up over them. Then she wrapped her warm body around his in 
the bed, holding him lovingly close to her. Riley’s eyes fell shut 
almost immediately, and soon his heavy breathing turning into a 
snore. Rebekah smiled in the darkness, breathed a grateful prayer 
up to heaven for his safe return, and fell asleep there beside him. 
Early afternoon came and Riley’s eyes flickered open.

“You sure were tired darling,” Rebekah smiled. “I don’t think 
you moved a muscle the whole time.”

“Wow,” said Riley with sleep in his eyes. “I sure did need 
that. I was worn out. My arm was throbbing pretty badly, but 
my body crashed anyway. I haven’t been that tired in a long 
time. I’m going to have to get going soon; Rodney will won-
der what happened to me. I am supposed to bring Carmen and 
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Keaton here like we agreed. Are you sure you are alright with 
this Rebekah?”

“Riley MacCormick, you aren’t going anywhere, until you eat 
a good breakfast! It will take me about forty minutes. You clean 
up and get dressed, if you must. I insist, that you take care of 
yourself, or you will not be any good to anyone. And yes, I am ok 
with Carmen and the little guy coming here. Remember? It was 
my idea in the first place.”

“Well, I know, but I just wanted to be sure,” Riley answered. 
“We might not be able to have as much fun with them here you 
know.”

“Oh, I know very well,” said Rebekah ruefully. “We will make 
sure, that bringing them here does not interfere with our time. 
Carmen is old enough to understand this.”

“Amazing!” Riley exclaimed. “You rock my world babe! You 
are the best.”

“Listen here sir Riley. It isn’t just for you; it’s for me too, and 
don’t you forget it! For your information darling, as soon as you 
have eaten; I will need your undivided attention. Do you think 
you can handle that, or is your arm hurting you too badly?”

“Oh, don’t you worry,” Riley replied with a big grin on his 
face. “I always have time for you my sweet baby. Did I ever tell 
you, that you are the queen of my heart?”

Late in the afternoon, Riley was making his way through 
the woods to the agreed upon rendezvous location. Finding the 
spot, Riley went directly to their message rock and lifted it. Sure 
enough, Rodney had come and gone, but had left him a message.

“Came earlier with Carmen and Keaton. After waiting for 
some time, I have decided, that we will return to my camp. You 
know where to find me. Rodney.”

Riley pocketed the message and headed out hiking. In about 
one half hour, he was approaching Rodney’s hideout.
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“Hello?” Riley called in a low voice. “Hello, hello. Is anybody 
here?”

A head peaked carefully over the edge of the rock outcropping.
“Hey Riley, come on up.”
Riley climbed up the rocky face, and soon found himself in 

the presence of Carmen and Keaton.
“Hi Riley,” said Carmen. “Rodney told me to tell you, that he 

is over on top of the next mountain ridge, and for you to please 
carefully make your way over to him.”

“Hi Keaton,” said Riley, as he roughed the hair on Keaton’s 
head. “Hey little man.”

Keaton looked up at Riley with his big eyes, as he peaked 
carefully around his mother.

“Thanks Carmen,” said Riley. “I’ll go see what’s up.”
Riley made his way across the rocks to the top of the ridge, 

and then began picking his way in the direction Rodney had spo-
ken of. In a short while, he could make out Rodney’s body not far 
ahead, where he lay on the edge of the ridge looking down below. 
Riley closed the distance between them and eased up behind the 
ex-sheriff. Rodney glanced back at Riley and raised a finger to 
his lips. He carefully pointed down in the direction; he had been 
intent upon, and handed Riley the set of binoculars in his hands. 
Riley brought the glasses up to his eyes and scanned the area 
below.

“Do you see it?” Rodney whispered.
“Looks like a sheriff deputies’ car and a couple of deputies,” 

said Riley.
“Now move your eyepiece directly to the right and up slight-

ly,” Rodney directed him.
“Umhmm,” Riley mumbled. “More deputies. What could 

they be looking for except us?”
“Exactly as I see it,” whispered Rodney. “They are watching 
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and laying plans to catch us. They would love to take us to the 
detention facilities. What should we do about it?”

“Wellll,” Riley mused. “We need to figure out a way to dis-
courage them from coming up in here, without stirring them up. 
If we handle it wrong; they might bring the feds. For one thing, 
I think we are going to have to convene a meeting of our fellow 
Christians. We are going to have to establish a permanent watch, 
that monitors the roads in and out at all times. It is extremely im-
portant, that we know when they are around. And another thing: 
anything we do at all may tend to stir them up. How long have 
they been there?”

“I don’t know for sure,” replied Rodney. “I have been watch-
ing them for a couple of hours myself. They had some sandwiches 
with them, that they ate about a half hour ago.”

“Then they are very serious about what they are doing,” said 
Riley. “There are so many of us scattered through the mountains, 
that they are bound to find some of us in time. But if we work 
together; we can make life miserable for them too. They must be 
waiting on someone to come down the road.”

“That’s all I can figure,” replied Rodney. “They may be afraid 
to just go through the woods searching. Once they are on foot; 
they are sort of vulnerable, to whoever might be lying in wait for 
them. They are in our territory you know.”

“Good point,” Riley agreed. “You know; we have chainsaws, 
and the fuel to run them. We could cut trees down across the 
road after they leave. I know they can cut them up and clear the 
road again, but these are our homes now. We live here, and we 
can keep the roads so full of obstacles, that they might decide; it 
just isn’t worth the effort. We can even pull rocks into the road, 
or dig holes in it.”

“I think that’s it,” said Rodney. “Every single time they come 
up in here; it should be a major hassle for them. Our lives are 
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about survival. Their lives are about putting in eight hours, and 
going home to watch TV. You know, stuff like that. We definitely 
have the advantage on them in this.”

“If worse comes to worst; we can shoot them in the legs from 
a distance,” said Riley. “Even though their lives are ruled by Satan 
and the Supreme President; I don’t believe in killing them. It is 
completely up to the Almighty how He wants to deal with them. 
I think we should ease on out of here and call it a day. If it is al-
right with you, let’s go back to your place, and I will take Carmen 
and Keaton with me. Let’s plan on getting our buddies together 
and blocking the roads with obstacles.”

“I’m in agreement with you Riley,” answered Rodney. “How’s 
your arm doing?”

“It’s doing pretty well,” Riley replied. “It isn’t throbbing nearly 
as much as it was. It still hurts some, but I don’t think it is getting 
inflamed at all, and for that I am grateful.”

“You’d better take care of it Riley. If it gets infected; you are 
in big trouble,” Rodney advised him.

“I appreciate your concern,” Riley said. “Please keep me in 
your prayers concerning this. Say a prayer for me every time you 
think of me. I believe in the power of prayer, and that it should be 
fervent and ongoing.”

The two of them carefully eased out of their observation spot, 
worked their way back across the mountain, and back to Rodney’s 
rocky nest. Carmen and Keaton were patiently waiting.

“We need to get going,” Riley informed Carmen. “Carmen, 
you need to endear me to Keaton, so that I can help carry him. I 
know he saw me hit your mother with that frying pan. That may 
be why he is so stand-offish with me. It is important that he un-
derstands; we are friends.

Riley walked over to Carmen and embraced her for a moment 
in front of Keaton. He smiled at Carmen, and Carmen smiled 
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back at him. He smiled at Keaton and patted him on the head.
“We will see you later Rodney, probably tomorrow,” Riley in-

formed him. “Thanks for caring for these two last night, while I 
was so battered and weary.”

Carmen lifted Keaton in her arms and followed Riley. Riley 
had to help her along, as the going was somewhat tough in leav-
ing Rodney’s area. The three of them kept moving at a reasonable 
pace for quite some time. Zzzzzzzzzzzzzz. Riley halted suddenly. 
Putting his hand behind him; he pushed back on Carmen, as he 
backed up slowly and forcefully. A rattlesnake lay just out of their 
path, coiled and ready to strike. The rattles on his tail buzzed 
menacingly.

“Dang,” Riley bristled. “That is one big timber rattler. Keep 
backing up slowly.”

When he had gained a distance of about four feet; he moved 
laterally. Bending down slowly; he picked up two fairly large 
rocks.

“Carmen, get back further!” he ordered.
Carmen tensely moved back several steps, holding Keaton 

tightly in her arms. Raising up slowly and carefully, Riley lifted 
one of the rocks above his head, and threw it down viciously on 
top of the snake. The rattler uncoiled with lightning speed, strik-
ing at Riley, but he was just barely out of reach. Carmen screamed, 
as he leapt backwards instinctively; his heart pounding. Riley let 
go with the second rock. Bull’s eye! The rock smashed the head of 
the snake against the ground, leaving a sizable dent in the earth, 
with the mortally injured head down in it. Blood oozed out, as 
the huge tail writhed in pain back and forth involuntarily. Riley 
quickly retrieved two more stones, and smashed the head again 
and again, just to be sure. He breathed out a sigh of relief, still 
shivering from the adrenaline rush. Riley looked straight up into 
the heavens.
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“Thank-you Heavenly Father, for your protection and safety,” 
he said.

He breathed out another long sigh, as he regained his compo-
sure. As he looked at Carmen; he raised his eyebrows and shook 
his head.

“Come on, let’s get moving. It will be dusk soon,” he instruct-
ed her.

The three of them continued on in silence as they went. Soon 
Carmen was winded, and her legs burning from the load of 
Keaton. She lifted Keaton, placing him on Riley’s back. Keaton 
seemed to understand the difficulty; he was bringing to his moth-
er, and wrapped his arms around Riley’s neck. Riley put each 
arm around one of Keaton’s legs, and on they marched through 
the woods. As they moved around an outcropping on the side of 
the mountain, once again Riley halted without warning. Just up 
ahead, a sizable black bear was crossing in front of them. The bear 
suddenly realized they were there and stood up on his back legs. 
Riley unholstered his Colt 45 and took careful aim directly at the 
bear’s chest. There they stood facing each other for a couple of 
moments. The bear sensing the danger of Riley’s resolve, dropped 
down on all fours, and galloped off into the woods. Riley shoved 
the 45 back into its holster and glanced around at Carmen.

He laughed nervously. “It has been an eventful day, to say the 
least.”

“Wow,” Carmen replied. “I sure am glad you know your way 
around the woods. My heart is still pounding. Did you see that 
Keaton?”

Little Keaton without saying a word, shook his head up and 
down vigorously in the affirmative, with fear written all over his 
face. Riley pressed forward, walking at a fast pace. As the eve-
ning light began to fade; they approached Riley and Rebekah’s 
cave. Riley issued his normal warning, and Rebekah unlocked 
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the entrance for them. Rebekah greeted Riley warmly with a long 
hug and a passionate kiss.

“Well hey Carmen,” Rebekah greeted her. “It is so good to see 
you again. It sure has been a long time. Just look at Keaton! He is 
not a baby anymore. Hi Keaton.”

Rebekah stooped down to Keaton’s level and smiled at him 
warmly.

“I have something for you,” she said. “You will love this.”
Rebekah walked over to the small table and retrieved a bowl, 

that was sitting there. She had cooked up an apple treat in an-
ticipation of their coming. She handed it to Carmen, to give to 
Keaton.

“How did it go?” Rebekah asked.
Riley shook his head and smiled.
“It went,” he replied wryly. “We had quite a day. I have only 

one thing to say: it is good to be back home.”
Riley plopped himself down on the bed.
“Rodney and I saw a bunch of the sheriff’s deputies lurking in 

the woods; I killed a huge rattlesnake, and we just about ran up 
on a big black bear.”

“What do they think they are doing?” stormed lord Shachar. 
“The Westerners need to turn their ships around and get back to 
Cyprus, where they came from! We are not going to continue to 
put up with them, projecting their military might in the eastern 
Mediterranean next to Israel. The time has come Eliyah. We are 
going to Jerusalem! Convene the generals of my Islamic coali-
tion, for we are going to lay some very important plans for the 
near future. I want this meeting to take place tomorrow at ten 
o’clock a.m. United Arab Emirates time. We will meet together 
in the conference room in my office, at the grounds of the World 
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Assembly Complex in Dubai. And Eliyah; tell them to absolutely 
not be late; am I understood?”

“Yes sir,” Eliyah responded. “I will set the wheels in motion 
within the hour.”

Eliyah left the room, but lord Shachar sensed, that he was not 
alone. The fabulous dragon/serpent appeared out of a smoky mist 
before him.

“Lord Shachar!” the dragon greeted him. “You have listened 
well to my instructions, my son. I am very pleased. Let me tell you 
a little story from eons past. My name is Lucifer, son of the morn-
ing, as if you didn’t know. YaHVeH created me more magnifi-
cently, than all the other creatures. He built drum/tambourines 
and pipes into my being, and placed me in charge of heaven’s 
choir. He covered me with all sorts of precious stones, and made 
me leader of one third of the angelic host. He gave me control of 
much more than this. I walked the flaming fiery stones. I was so 
beautiful, that those around me bragged continually about me. It 
was only right, that I should be given great power. I deserved it. 
I provided a service for YaHVeH, that no one else was capable of 
providing. I thought of us as partners, but He never would make 
me an equal partner with Him. How I hate Him for that. If He 
is the great God; He claims to be; what’s the big deal? He could 
have shared His power with me. I decided to take to myself; what 
rightly belonged to me. My third of the angels, also very intel-
ligent beings, agreed that YaHVeH was holding out on me. They 
thought it proper, that I have an equal seat at the table with the 
Father, Son and Holy Spirit. When I came to present my ideas to 
YaHVeH; Michael the archangel met me with weapons of war. 
He would not stand down, so we fought. We were outnumbered 
two to one, because Michael had two thirds of the angels fighting 
with him. We were defeated and cast out of heaven into the earth, 
but take note: we were barely defeated! They will not be so lucky 
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next time. Know this! We are going up to Jerusalem, and we are 
going to submit the people of Israel, like all the other nations 
have been submitted. They too will have to receive the mark-
ing, just like all the other peoples of the earth. We will no longer 
grant them any special favors, and I pity anyone who tries to stop 
us from doing this. We will destroy any and all hindrance that 
get in our way, whether it be human or otherwise. When we get 
there; we will impose a permanent solution for the Jew/Hebrew/
Christian problem. The world will gladly assist us in this under-
taking. I have incredible plans for us Shachar. When we get done 
there; I will have achieved all of my goals, of this you can be sure.”

Satan continued talking to lord Shachar for some time, and 
then he exited. He left as swiftly as he had come. It wasn’t long 
until Eliyah returned to lord Shachar’s office.

“Everything has been put into place for your conference 
with the generals my lord,” Eliyah informed him. “Everyone has 
pledged to be in Dubai at your World Assembly headquarters 
tomorrow at ten o’clock. They have assured me, that they will not 
be late.”

“Very well Eliyah,” replied lord Shachar. “You are really good 
at setting things in order, and I can always depend on you. I 
want you to get the jet prepared for take-off early this evening; we 
might as well get on down to Dubai. I can hardly contain myself 
for the joy of it all.”

“Yes sir my lord,” Eliyah replied. “I will see to it, that your 
desires are carried out.”

Late that evening, the two men were en route to Al Maktoum 
International airport. Along about the going down of the sun, the 
Dubai skyline came into view. Upon arrival, a large new black 
limo whisked them away to the World Assembly complex. The 
Supreme President of President’s suite included a plush office, a 
large conference room, a reception room, and in the back a four 
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bedroom home as it were. Lord Shachar headed immediately to 
his bedroom, as Eliyah and security set up a perimeter.

Next day, lord Shachar sat in his office, preparing himself. He 
stared into oblivion in a trance-like mind set. Aaaaaummm, he 
babbled again and again. Eliyah was busy escorting generals and 
important dignitaries into the large conference room. At precisely 
ten o’clock, lord Shachar arose from his chair and opened the 
door to the conference room.

“Hello gentlemen,” he greeted them. “I see that everyone is 
here and on time. I commend you for this. I think we can speak 
freely here gentlemen, because we are all Muslim. In effect, we 
have conquered the world. With your help, I have risen to the 
pinnacle of power and authority, unlike the world has ever seen. 
This means, that you and I are rulers over all the earth, with the 
exception of one nation. It is a tiny nation, but it is very rich and 
powerful. Of course you know, that I am talking about Israel. 
They are the one exception throughout all the earth. The only 
reason we granted them a treaty, was for the purpose of gaining 
worldwide support for my proposals. It worked like a charm. The 
world has sought peace in the middle-east at any cost for a very 
long time. We achieved our goal, but everyone of us has known 
from the onset, that an independent Israel would never be accept-
able to ......”

“Amin! Here here! You got that right! About time!.........” rang 
the chorus of agreement throughout the room.

Lord Shachar smiled and continued, “Let us have a short his-
tory lesson here. Abraham our father begat Ishmael our father. 
We all know, that Ishmael was Abraham’s firstborn. By right, he 
is deserving of the chieftainship of all Abraham’s household. We 
also know, that Abraham’s wife Sarah was jealous of our mother 
Hagar. She was also jealous of Ishmael, the son of Abraham and 
Hagar. Sarah convinced Abraham to send Hagar and Ishmael 
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away. If it had not been for Allah; they would have surely died out 
there in the desert. Gentlemen, you know very well, that we have 
hated the Jews/Hebrews ever since then. Abraham gave Isaac the 
land of Palestine as a gift and left Ishmael holding the bag. This 
was not right then; it is not right now, and it will never be right 
in the future!”

Lord Shachar banged his fist down hard on the table in front 
of him, and smoke and fire flashed out from under. The two men 
seated to the right and left of him jumped back in fear, and then 
grinned sheepishly, as they composed themselves once again.

“We are preparing to deal decisively and permanently with 
these sons of a harlot. Men, the western powers have continued 
to send their ships back and forth, between their base in Cyprus, 
and the extreme eastern part of the Mediterranean Sea close to 
Israel. From time to time they hold naval military maneuvers 
there. They claim, that this is the way it has always been. Their 
intention is to send a message of support for Israel, and a message 
of warning to someone, that Israel is under their protection. That 
someone seems to be us, and I am fiercely angry about it. I want 
half of every army under your commands to be made ready. We 
are going to create a diversion on purpose, so that we don’t raise 
their suspicions. I want Lebanon to feign rebellion against rule 
from Dubai. This will give us a legitimate excuse to move our 
armies into and around Damascus Syria, as if we are planning to 
engage in battle. When we have everything set; I will pay a little 
visit to Jerusalem, and we will just see what becomes of Israel’s 
independence. I have already cooked up a scheme with key Jewish 
people, and left it to simmer. General Bidwee, can you and Prime 
Minister Iskandar Monsour of Lebanon, initiate our fake rebel-
lion within the next twenty-four to forty-eight hours?”

“Yes sir, I think so,” replied General Bidwee.
“Very good!” replied lord Shachar. “You are excused sir. Please 
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be on your way, and let’s get this thing moving.”
“Yes sir my lord,” replied General Bidwee. He arose from his 

chair and disappeared out the door, with his hat held crisply and 
formally under his arm.”

Lord Shachar looked around the table at all the Arab/Muslim 
generals and diplomats.

“Comrades,” he said. We all know how these things work in 
Islam. Sometimes we say things publicly for world consumption. 
It may sound like we hate each other, when it is nothing more 
than a ruse, that is designed to promote our agenda. I will be an-
nouncing publicly, the insolent behavior of certain Muslim lead-
ers. The media and world populations will devour my rhetoric 
hungrily with glee. This will provide us perfect cover, for moving 
our armies around Damascus and along the Lebanese border. I 
will even use phrases like [Lebanese renegades]. Do not be dis-
mayed, for this will accomplish exactly what we want it to accom-
plish. We all share the glory of this world-ruling caliphate, and 
Allah is proud of our accomplishments. We are not against each 
other, but working in co-operation as never before. Jerusalem is 
our goal. Our little scheme will deliver Jerusalem into our hands. 
Obviously, we are not going to attack Lebanon, but we will be-
come well positioned in close proximity to Israel. If it becomes 
necessary; we will be able to attack Israel within hours with a 
massive army. I want every one of you generals to assemble your 
armies and be prepared to march within fourteen days. As soon 
as General Bidwee and the prime minister of Lebanon make their 
move; I will make an announcement, and then we will begin 
to move our armies into place. Am I understood? Are there any 
questions?

There was silence in the room, as each of them nodded their 
understanding and approval. Lord Shachar looked at them one at 
a time with his piercing eyes, as he received a call on his land line 
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phone. Nonchalantly and matter-of-factly, lord Shachar pointed 
at the coffee pot and made a come-here motion in his direction. 
The coffee pot levitated off the table it was sitting on, and floated 
through the air to lord Shachar’s outstretched hand. Lord Shachar 
grasped its handle and refilled his coffee cup. He then moved it 
back in the direction from which it had come, releasing the han-
dle. The coffee pot floated back to its resting place and sat down 
there, as if it had been trained to behave in such a fashion. The 
generals and diplomats glanced around the room at each other 
with raised eyebrows and fascinated countenances. Lord Shachar 
finished his conversation on the phone, just like this was normal 
life.

“You each have fourteen days to mobilize your armies,” he an-
nounced. “I want each of you to keep Eliyah perfectly informed 
of the progress you are making toward this end. This is an impor-
tant and complex operation, and you must not be lazy or careless. 
I expect you to have good news for me concerning this by the end 
of fourteen days. That is all.”

The men hurried out of the World Assembly Complex with 
determined and eager looks on their faces. This was the momen-
tous occasion the imams had preached about for decades, and 
they were excited to be a part of bringing it to pass.

Less than one week later, Prime Minister Iskander Monsour 
of Lebanon was being interviewed by a renowned reporter.

“Sir, we know for a fact, that the Lebanese Army has amassed 
thousands of soldiers along the border with Israel, in the Shebaa 
Farms region,” stated the reporter. “Is it true, that Lebanon is 
reviving the Shebaa Farms dispute with Israel?”

“Well I certainly would not characterize it with those words,” 
replied Prime Minister Monsour. “This land has been the property 
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of Lebanon since way back when. We don’t want to revive any 
sort of dispute at all: quite to the contrary. We much prefer to 
avoid the shedding of blood. We just simply want our sovereign 
territory returned to us, and that will be the end of the matter. 
Know this! We are giving Israel thirty days to evacuate our land, 
or there will be hell to pay. We have now successfully achieved 
perfection of capabilities; we heretofore did not possess. Trust me 
when I say, that we will rain down death and destruction on Tel 
Aviv and Jerusalem, if our demands are not met. We are not talk-
ing about a few deaths here and there either. We are talking wide-
spread death and destruction.”

“But sir, are you willing to disrupt the peace, that we have all 
enjoyed for such a long time now?” asked the reporter.

“Is it now world policy to take territory from one nation and 
give it to another in the name of peace?” asked Prime Minister 
Monsour. “My nation has delayed this action for years, in hopes 
that our property would be returned to us. We have waited pa-
tiently and peacefully, and now it has become abundantly clear, 
that nothing is going to happen. Our patience has run out, and 
we demand return of our land.”

“With all due respect, you are aware of the treaty signed with 
Israel are you not?” asked the reporter. “The Supreme President 
of Presidents guaranteed Israel’s security for seven years, if Israel 
would do certain things. Israel has fulfilled their end of the agree-
ment. Are you not afraid, that the World Union of Nations will 
rise up against you militarily, to prevent what you intend to do? 
Doesn’t this dispute only involve a few square miles of land?”

“We do not wish to have trouble of any sort, and we certainly 
are not trying to thumb our nose at the World Union. We have 
waited a very long time to do anything about this, but we still 
want our land back, and we are preparing to take it by force if 
necessary. It is not just a few square miles of land to us. It is a part 
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of who we are. Besides all of that, we were never consulted about 
any of this during any peace treaty negotiations. We absolutely 
have never waived our right to the Shebaa farms region. We call 
on Israel to evacuate their presence from the region, and then we 
will consider it the end of the matter.”

The Supreme President of Presidents stood before the cameras 
at the World Assembly complex.

“It is with sadness, that I stand here before you today. I have 
studied the interview with Lebanon’s Prime Minister Iskandar 
Mansour, and I have met with him personally. I had hoped to 
dissuade him from this whole notion, of taking the Shebaa Farms 
back by force. I tried to reason with him, and we will continue 
to pursue peaceful negotiations; however, it is obvious, that he is 
determined to move forward in this matter. I have also been in 
consultations with Prime Minister Gealyahu of Israel. As every-
one knows, peace with Israel was a key part of my four original 
proposals. The peace treaty that we signed, guaranteed a peaceful 
transition for seven years. It has served us well. There have been 
no hostilities between Israel and her neighbors for a very long 
time, and the world has been able to prosper greatly as a result 
of peace. I have made it clear to Prime Minister Gealyahu, that 
I intend to follow through on this commitment to Israel. I gave 
him my word, that I would do everything in my power to prevent 
an escalation in hostilities. I have asked him to use restraint, and 
in return I will bring a resolution to the matter. From the time of 
the speech by Lebanon’s prime minister, we have been mobiliz-
ing a sufficiently large force, to answer Lebanon’s Hezbollah mili-
tary buildup along the Israeli border. We will resolve this matter 
peacefully, if at all possible. This counter-force will be deploying 
within days. You can be sure, that we will not allow the peace to 
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be disrupted. Thank-you. Peace, safety and prosperity to all the 
peoples of the earth.”

The Supreme President of Presidents turned and confidently 
walked away. In less than twenty-four hours, a convoy of trucks 
and military vehicles loaded down with soldiers began to flow 
from Turkey. It moved south into Syria, and toward the Lebanese 
and Syrian border. Syria moved hundreds of troops to its bor-
der with Lebanon west of Damascus. More soldiers moved north 
from Saudi Arabia and west from Iran/Persia. The area was filling 
with coalition troops. Instead of caving, Prime Minister Monsour 
ordered more men into the Bekaa Valley. Strategically, the Shebaa 
Farms region had the high ground, but Prime Minister Monsour 
was relying more on his new and improved missile threat deep 
into the heart of Israel. He had implanted in the minds of ev-
eryone, that there was some form of mass destruction capability 
employed with them. His troop buildup was more of a show of 
determination than anything. The coalition force continued to 
grow day by day, until the balance of strength began to tilt in 
favor of the Arab/Muslim coalition. Lord Shachar was not satis-
fied. Coalition air force fighters began patrolling the skies along 
the border, encroaching into Lebanese airspace time after time. 
He increased the flow of soldiers and weaponry to a decidedly 
strong advantage, and still they came. Prime Minister Iskandar 
Monsour began to look nervously for a way out to save face, and 
lord Shachar seized the opportunity to press forward with a dip-
lomatic initiative.

“We are issuing to Prime Minister Monsour a very generous 
ultimatum,” lord Shachar announced. “Obviously, we now hold 
a strong military advantage, but it is not our aim to embarrass or 
humiliate. Syria has offered to cede a piece of territory to Lebanon 
about the size of the Shebaa Farms area, on Lebanon’s northern 
border with Syria. In return, Lebanon must agree to relinquish all 
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claim to Shebaa Farms. Syria offers this as a gift to the nations, to 
show its gratefulness, for the large addition to its territory of for-
mer Iraq. Further terms of this gift require, that Lebanon stand 
down immediately, call its troops back from Israel’s border, and 
send them home. If Lebanon refuses to comply, then we will have 
no alternative but to attack them within forty-eight hours. We 
are confident, that any ensuing battle will be short and decisive 
in our favor. Mr. Prime Minister Monsour, kindly join us in rees-
tablishing calm to our peaceful region, and we will consider you 
our partner in peace.”

Prime Minister Monsour did not hesitate in his response.
“In the beginning I let it be known, that Lebanon was not in-

terested in bloodshed,” he said. “We only wanted what was ours. 
In light of Syria’s very generous offer; we gladly forfeit all claim 
to Shebaa Farms, and consider the matter closed. I have already 
ordered a pull back of our army from the newly recognized bor-
der with Israel, and it will be complete by the end of the week. 
My heartfelt thanks to such a man as lord Shachar. He tirelessly 
sought a wise and peaceful solution to our dilemma, and I hum-
bly accept his offer of peace partner. Thank-you sir.”

In capitals worldwide, lord Shachar’s praises were being sung 
by the masses.

“He’s a god,” some said.
“He is the messiah,” said others.
“Who is like unto lord Shachar?” asked others.
“If he is not a god, then he is godlike,” they said. “One thing is 

for sure; he is our kind of guy. He knows how to party. He knows 
how to love. He knows how to make war. He knows how to heal. 
He is wise beyond his years. He is a man of peace. He is a man of 
great intelligence. He is a man of compassion.”

“Can you believe it?” asked lord Shachar. “We have just pulled 
off a major deception, and they love us for it. With our armies so 
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close to Jerusalem; I can taste victory Eliyah. Jerusalem is ripe for 
the plucking I tell you, and I am going to go pick it. I want you 
to wait here with our armies. I want you to keep them in line and 
alert. I don’t think we will need to move into Israel, because we 
already have allies among the Israeli people. I virtually have them 
conquered already, but the presence of our army close by will cer-
tainly be enough to close the deal for us.”

In Jerusalem at the temple, the sons and daughters of 
Abraham, Isaac and Jacob continued to pour their hearts out be-
fore YaHVeH in earnest prayer.

“Riley, they found the camp of Mitchell and Julie Peters, and 
their three children ages four, nine and fourteen,” said Rodney. 
“Lynn Krenshaw’s thirteen year old boy was headed over to their 
camp to hang out with the fourteen year old, when he heard a 
commotion and voices. He snuck up and watched the sheriff’s 
deputies handcuff Mitchell and the fourteen year old. The sher-
iff’s deputies led the five of them out of the woods, put them into 
a patrol car, and drove away. The Peters made the mistake of mak-
ing camp on the outskirts of the forest, instead of moving deep 
into the woods. Their campfire certainly did not help either. It 
was an open invitation for the authorities to come and get them. 
I am confident, that they took them straight to the regional de-
tention center. That has become their MO, ever since we rescued 
several people from their control.”

“Things are heating up,” Riley replied. “In case you haven’t 
noticed, true blue Christians are becoming the most hated people 
on the earth. Former relatives and friends are betraying us to the 
authorities for a tax break. Can you believe it? for a tax break! 
It is going to get much worse too; you can trust me on that. In 
revelation when the fifth seal was opened; John saw under the 
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alter the souls of them, that were killed for the Word of God and 
for the testimony which they held. Later on in Revelation, John 
mentions those who were beheaded for the witness of Yahshua 
Jesus, and for the Word of God. Rodney, I believe many millions 
of Christians are going to be martyred by beheading, because we 
are not willing to renounce our faith in Christ. We are not will-
ing to receive the marking. It is also clear in Revelation, that the 
Almighty allows the anti-Christ to have power to kill the saints. 
This is not a bad thing. Christ died on the cross in our place. We 
are bought with the price of Christ’s sacrifice; therefore, we be-
long to Him and not to ourselves. If Almighty God requires, that 
we sacrifice our lives for Him; it is a perfectly just requirement. 
Many tens of thousands have had to die a martyr’s death over the 
centuries, and we are not better than them Rodney. You know 
what? I expect to have to die in this fashion. It’s possible, that I 
will survive and remain until the coming of Christ. But my guess 
is, that I will have to lay my neck on the chopping block one day. 
You know what else? I am perfectly alright with this. If and when 
that time comes, the Almighty will give me more than sufficient 
grace to follow through. I have already determined, that I am 
willing to lay down my life for Him, as He laid down His life for 
me. He deserves that from me. It would be a tremendous honor to 
die for my Savior. I am like everyone else though. I am not going 
to walk out of the forest, surrender to the authorities, and offer 
my neck to them. If they catch me; I will consider it an honor to 
die for Yahshua Jesus.”

“Riley,” said Rodney with a smile. “You don’t realize what an 
inspiration you have been to me for many years. I read your col-
umns and rejoiced to be your brother. Your boldness inspired me 
way back then. It is one of the reasons; I was able to carry on be-
ing sheriff without pay. Through your writings, the Almighty bol-
stered my confidence in His faithfulness to keep us until death, 
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and even in the face of horrific circumstances. It has been my 
honor to have you as a close friend. I love you Riley. I love you 
brother, from the depths of my heart. I have come to understand, 
that denominations were a total and complete stumbling block 
to Almighty God’s kingdom. They were a huge hindrance to the 
work. Satan had them convinced, that it was a good thing. Have 
mercy! Those sectarians, and I used to be one of them, did much 
damage to the name of Christ and to His kingdom. I understand 
how much David loved Jonathan. It is the way I love you Riley. 
It is a pure Godly love. It is the kind of love, that denominations 
would not allow many of us to have for one another. I am not ly-
ing when I say; I would die for you my friend. I have watched and 
observed you carefully, and I love your heart. With all your faults, 
you are truly a Godly man. It would be an honor to lay my neck 
on the chopping block with you at any time, and what a grand 
and glorious entrance into heaven, that would be.”

“You bring tears of joy to my eyes Rodney,” replied Riley. “It 
is such a good and pleasant thing to have brothers and sisters like 
you. Have you noticed how many more wild animals are here in 
the forest, since we started praying for more game? Ssssshhhhh. 
There’s one now!”

Riley slowly raised his compound bow, carefully and quietly 
laid an arrow in the saddle, and pulled back hard.

“A little closer,” he whispered. “Come on. Closer. Just a little 
more.........”

Swiiiish. The arrow sliced through the air, spinning swift and 
true to its target. The doe looked up startled, as she felt a strange 
sensation rush through her nervous system. She bounded full 
throttle for about twenty yards, then crumpled into a heap on the 
forest floor.”

“You got her!” said Rodney excitedly. “Great shot man! We 
are going to have deer steaks tonight, and what a treat it will be!”
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The two of them wasted no time, in closing the distance be-
tween where they had been seated, and their prize.

“She is a beauty,” Rodney whistled. “I haven’t seen any nicer 
than this one.”

“This will feed several families for several days,” said Riley. 
“Let’s get to work.”

The two of them skinned and cleaned the doe right there on 
the forest floor. At length, they bagged up their prey in two sepa-
rate bags, and headed off in different directions, to share with 
their neighbors.

“We are sick and tired of these so-called religious zealot 
Hassidics,” said Judas Zacharias. “They act like they speak for all 
of us Jew/Hebrews, but they do not! We all believe in the coming 
of a messiah, but you are the one, that fits this description in our 
opinion lord Shachar.”

The Supreme President of Presidents smiled conservatively 
and wisely at this.

“Furthermore, we are prepared to bring you in as the anointed 
one,” Judas continued. “We know full well, that Eliyah your ser-
vant has an indisputable pedigree as a Jew. We know full well, 
that he was born to a Jewish father and a Jewish mother, living in 
the country of Georgia. We also know, that Eliyah made Aliyah 
to Israel in the 1980's with his parents, and fulfilled all legal and 
religious requirements. With your blessing and support, we wish 
to bring Eliyah into the Kadima Party. At the right moment, we 
will make him head of the party. As you well know, elections 
are close at hand. Many of us do not appreciate some of Prime 
Minister Gealyahu’s positions on important matters. With your 
support, we believe we can manage to win the largest number 
of seats in the parliament. As you well know, this could bring 
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Eliyah into the premiership. We know, that Eliyah is completely 
loyal to you Mr. Supreme President of Presidents, and that in 
essence we would be making you the leader of Israel. But is this 
not appropriate, seeing that it was your wisdom, that opened the 
way to a peace treaty in the first place? Was it not your wisdom, 
that paved the way for the building of the temple? Are these not 
indicators, that you are the anointed one after all? As far as we are 
concerned; you are the great one lord Shachar. We are tired of the 
Hassidics making everything so difficult. They could make the 
simple drinking of a cup of water into a major religious ordeal. 
What do you say?”

Every member of the exploratory committee from Kadima 
nodded their heads in agreement, and waited for the Supreme 
President’s reply. Lord Shachar leaned forward, as his piercing 
eyes slowly scanned the faces of each one of them.

“It would appear, that each one of you are in agreement with 
this proposal,” said lord Shachar. “I know very well, that politics 
in Israel are a very serious matter. Of course, they are a serious 
matter in every nation, but I mean very serious in Israel. If we pur-
sue a course such as this; I insist on one hundred percent agreed 
support within Kadima. Gentlemen, this is no small matter, and 
will be vigorously opposed by the Hassidics. Everyone here knows 
full well, that this is true. I am not interested in sort of getting 
involved in anything. When I get involved in something; it is all 
or nothing for me. Am I understood?”

Once again, everyone present nodded their assent. The 
Supreme President continued. “We will give the people of Israel 
what they have wanted all along. The people of Israel know, that 
there is something special about them. They maintained their 
identity for hundreds and hundreds of years of exile; whereas, 
other peoples have not been able to do this. The Jewish/Hebrew 
people have been hated throughout the earth, yet they have 
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survived every onslaught against them. We will play upon these 
wonderful sentiments of the general population. The Hassidics 
are always trying to impose unnecessary religious rules on the 
public, and we will undermine their political clout in this man-
ner. The more conservative parties have been so influenced by, and 
beholden to, the Hassidics, that they have not been able to escape 
their clutches. We will help them to do this. We will steal their 
messiah rantings right out from under them, and present a more 
palatable messiahship for the people of Israel. We will lure them 
to our very pleasant alternative, and they will swallow it hook, 
line and sinker; after all, am I not one of them? Have I not acted 
more in the interests of Israel, than anyone on the planet? I salute 
this Kadima committee for its insight, for you already see, what 
many Jews/Hebrews need to see. They need to see, that while 
the Hassidics have been out chasing some pipedream, Eliyah and 
I have been carefully guarding over Israel’s interests the whole 
time. Gentlemen, I will remain behind the scenes for the time 
being. If you will allow me to run Kadima’s campaign from the 
shadows, then I will assist you in your request. We will bring 
Eliyah back to Israel in splendid fashion. He will steal the hearts 
and minds of all who feel oppressed by Hassidic influence. We 
will see just how much influence they have, when we get through 
with them. Is this acceptable to you gentlemen?”

“I know, that I speak for everyone of us here, when I say: you 
have exceeded our expectations sir,” replied Judas Zacharias. “We 
will rejoice, when you and Eliyah bring Kadima back into power. 
It is the good of the people, that we have always had in mind. 
Prime Minister Gealyahu makes some of the most ridiculous de-
cisions, because of his fear of the Hassidics. We are ready to put 
an end to their religious excesses. What you have said sir, is more 
than acceptable to us. We will proudly support you in any way 
we can.”
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“Very well then,” replied the Supreme President. “I will send 
Eliyah back to you within two days. First I will thoroughly brief 
him about our conversation, and talk to him at length about 
strategy.”

Lord Shachar’s face glowed brightly. As the people in the 
room gazed at him; they felt enlightened by his presence. Lord 
Shachar appeared to be in a sort of trance, that lasted for two 
or three minutes. They each stared back and forth at each other, 
flabbergasted at what was going on. They didn’t know what to do, 
or what to expect.

“What kind of man is this? Is this not the messiah?” they 
wondered to themselves.

The Supreme President returned to normal in a moment of 
time, and looked around the room with a smile.

“I look forward to working with Kadima. I admire you men 
in this room, for your willingness to stand up to Prime Minister 
Gealyahu. In the Prime Ministers’ own way, he loves Israel very 
much, but I agree with you all here, that he is a bit too old-fash-
ioned. He is from a long-gone era, that has outlived its usefulness. 
And the Hassidics you referred to; they are extreme fanatics. I 
don’t really think they have any clue, as to what the messiah is 
supposed to be like. They go about to impose many weird ideas 
on people. I believe, that the regular progressives like Kadima are 
the ones that have it going on. You all are the ones, that will lead 
Israel into an even much more glorious future, than it has already 
experienced. As you well know, Eliyah is an extremely capable 
man, and I have taught him many unusual things. You will not 
be disappointed. Together we will make Israel the glory of all the 
earth. It will be incredible. Once we have defeated Prime Minister 
Gealyahu, the sky is the limit. And now it is time for me to go. It 
has been my pleasure gentlemen. Good day.”

The Supreme President of Presidents shook hands, walked out 
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the door, and down the hall.

President Husaam Quasim was livid. “Who do these evan-
gelical Christians think they are? They resist every sensible and 
well-intentioned initiative, and it has been this way my whole 
life. Even as a young man, I remember, that they would never go 
along with any moral progress aimed at bettering mankind. Their 
preachers would rant and rave about how evil modern society had 
become, when in all reality, things had never been better. They 
have a penchant for outdated irrelevant ideas and institutions. 
They utterly refuse to receive the marking, because lord Shachar 
is the anti-Christ, they say. He is the devil incarnate, and who-
ever co-operates with him, is going to hell. Have you ever heard 
such absurd asinine innuendos? I will tell you what is evil. The 
evangelical Christians are the ones that are evil. There are many 
Christians who go to church regularly, that have taken the mark-
ing. These are good and decent people, that work with world lead-
ers, instead of against them. They are proof, that the evangelicals 
are way off base: over the top even. If you want to get right down 
to it, the evangelicals are a rebellious sort. They are the single 
largest hindrance to world progress on a score of issues, and they 
must be dealt with. I have conferred with the Supreme President 
of Presidents on a number of occasions, and he is just too nice of 
a guy to admit it, but even he winces at the evangelicals’ callous 
misbehavior. The world has made significant advances on virtu-
ally every front, since the Supreme President took office. The only 
thing standing in the way of complete world unity, is the sorry 
good-for-nothing evangelical Christians.”

President Quasim looked sternly around the table at his 
cabinet members, and then he homed in on the Department of 
Agriculture and Interior ministers.



 260 

Mickey McConnell

“Fellows, we are going to reallocate major funds to your de-
partments. Most of the evangelical Christians who refuse the 
marking, have fled to the forests, the mountains, and the deserts. 
They have sought the most remote and isolated areas they can 
find, in their quest to avoid arrest. Quite frankly, we need more 
man-power to go after them. They are resilient and tough-mind-
ed. A few of these men across the country are Robin-Hood-like. 
They carry guns with them, and do not hesitate to use them. You 
have been forewarned. Every single employee of your departments 
are to be trained to be vigilant, and to carry and use firearms. 
We want your employees to work closely with the FBI and other 
law enforcement agencies. We want to locate and punish these 
ruffian savages. Although we have already detained hundreds of 
thousands of these non-compliant, the greater majority of them 
are still on the loose. In my communications with the Supreme 
President of Presidents, we believe and agree, that these people af-
ford the single greatest threat to our world system of peace, safety 
and prosperity. The leaders of the ten world regions, and all their 
more local area leaders, are contemplating a final solution for 
these renegades. I can tell you this; it may not be pretty. We have 
come to realize, that if we allow them to continue unabated, then 
they will disrupt and/or reverse the gains we have attained thus 
far. This is totally unacceptable. I will be in touch. That is all.”

Rebekah scooted up close to Riley in the early of the morn-
ing just before dawn. She wrapped her arms and legs around 
him holding him tightly against her warm body. It was dark in 
their cave, except for the low burning of the kerosene lamp, and 
Carmen and little Keaton were still sound asleep just around the 
corner. Rebekah rubbed her hand up and down Riley’s back.

“Are you awake sweetheart?” she whispered quietly. “Riley, 
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are you awake?”
Riley groaned, “uhmmm.”
Rebekah kissed his neck and ear, “Are you awake?”
“Mm. Huh uh,” he mumbled.
“Riley, I want to have a baby,” said Rebekah.
“Huh?”
“I want to have a baby Riley,” she persisted.
Riley’s head jerked around and his eyes popped open. “You 

want what?”
“I want to have a baby,” Rebekah whispered into his ear. “I 

know, that it isn’t a good idea at all, but little Keaton is so cute 
and so fun. He reminds me of how badly I want my own child.”

“Hm,” Riley grunted. “What are you saying babe?”
“I know, that we are living in the worst of times,” Rebekah 

pointed out. “I am sure times are going to get even worse, just 
like you have said, but I long to know the joy of giving birth to 
another life. I long to nurse it, until it can eat regular food. I long 
to hold it in my arms and watch it grow. Do you know what I am 
saying sweetheart?”

“Of course, I know what you mean,” Riley replied. “I would 
love to have children too, but what is going to happen, when the 
persecution increases?”

“I know you are right Riley,” she answered. “I’m not saying, 
that if we don’t have a child; I’m going to die. I’m just saying, that 
my body is almost screaming to have a child, and I am not exag-
gerating. What are we going to do?”

“If they ever find where we are hiding; they will most likely 
kill us,” Riley warned. “If we had a child, then they would most 
likely kill the child too, or take it away from us. Are you willing 
to face these dangers, to have a baby?”

“We already are facing incredible dangers,” replied Rebekah. 
“I know what you are saying, and I think I agree with you Riley, 
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but I have always wanted to have a child. Would you be willing 
to have one, if I insist?”

“I tell you what,” he answered. “I’m going to leave it up to 
you. I don’t think it is a good idea, because of the potential for 
disaster, but I have always wanted a child too. Please think about 
it hard and long before you make any final decision, ok babe? Oh, 
and one more thing. If you decide, that this is what you want; 
please let me know, ok?”

“Ok darling,” Rebekah whispered. “I love you Riley 
MacCormick.”

“I love you too,” he replied.
“It’s about time to get up,” Rebekah informed him. “Will you 

please just hold me for a little while, before I make us a little bite 
to eat?”

“Of course,” Riley whispered. “I don’t want to ever take for 
granted the joys of being married to someone as wonderful as you 
honey baby.”

“Oh Riley, you are the most wonderful man; I have ever 
known,” Rebekah whispered. “If it does come to dying for Christ; 
I will gladly give Him my life, and it will be an honor dying with 
you.”

“I am speechless,” Riley answered in a low voice. “I can’t say, 
that I know any other woman, who would say such a thing. I’m 
thinking, that you do have the same spirit as the pioneer women. 
I am so impressed.”

“Riley, you have been generally right about everything so far. 
Do you really believe; they are going to start killing Christians for 
not having the marking?”

“Sweetheart, you know what I always say,” answered Riley. 
“It doesn’t matter what I think. It only matters what the word 
of Almighty God has to say. In Revelation thirteen it says, that 
it is granted unto the beast to make war with the saints and to 
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overcome them. In chapter twelve it says; they loved not their lives 
unto death. In chapter twenty it says; John saw the souls of them, 
that were beheaded for the witness of Yahshua Jesus, and for the 
word of God. I am sure, that the Supreme President of Presidents 
will issue an order to kill the Christians, or the non-compliant if 
you will. I don’t know for sure, but it seems to me, that beheading 
will be his preferred method of execution. But really when you get 
right down to it, what better test of faith is there, than the willful 
sacrifice of one’s head, versus the refusal to give up one’s head?”

“Before we married,” said Rebekah, “I never understood your 
straightforwardness. I was very attracted to you, but your blunt-
ness took me aback at times. I have come to understand, why you 
sound so blunt on many occasions. The truth is just the truth. To 
utter raw truth, is to sound very blunt. But there is a beauty to 
this bluntness, as long as you are not speaking the truth carelessly, 
or with malice. There is a freshness to it: a kind of inspiration in-
terlaced with it. Quite frankly, a person becomes the Almighty’s 
mouth in proxy. There is no way, that this is not going to have a 
penetrating quality, and an unnerving aspect to it as well. I also 
want to say darling, that you have really grown over the years. 
You have learned to speak the truth in love. Oh, it still sounds 
very blunt at times, but you have learned not to misuse the truth. 
It is something most beautiful and precious. Living with you, 
the eyes of my understanding have been opened, and I compre-
hend Almighty God’s Spirit of truth and justice. He is oh so pure 
and mighty, and evil is crushed and annihilated in His presence. 
He is such a dreadful frightening God, and one to be feared. I 
have always been taught about His mercy and grace, and I am so 
thankful for this awe-inspiring aspect of His being, but He is also 
a dismaying God. You have inspired in me, a desire to not take 
the Almighty for granted. It is only because of His great love, that 
we are not vaporized in a moment. It is no wonder, that humans 
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cannot enter the physical presence of the Father. It is no wonder, 
that we will only be able to handle His glory and greatness, when 
we put on immortality. Riley, I am completely honored to be your 
woman. It is such a blessing to take care of a man of God such 
as you. The world cannot know truth without preachers. Your 
gift is indispensable to a dying world. I feel like the Almighty has 
entrusted to me one of His most cherished gifts, and I intend to 
do Him proud.”

“You inspire me Rebekah,” Riley responded. “I am not going 
anywhere, or doing anything today, except hang out with you. 
What do you say; we go for a very nice long hike and have a pic-
nic? Do you mind putting together something nice for a picnic 
darling?”

“Not at all babe,” replied Rebekah, as she drew him in close. 
“Not at all.”

Kadima celebrated into the wee hours of the morning. They 
had singlehandedly won a razor thin majority of all seats in the 
Knesset. This was only the second time in Israel’s history, that 
one party won such a majority of seats. With the backing of the 
Supreme President of Presidents from the shadows, much of the 
support for Labor and Independence had defected to Kadima. 
The United Arab List won only one seat, because most of its sup-
port rallied around Kadima as well. Eliyah was riding high on the 
wave of victory. Lord Shachar had tracked election results from 
his office in Dubai, until way up into the night. Finally the final 
votes had come in, and Kadima had made history.

Eliyah took to Kadima’s victory platform. “Ladies and gentle-
man, we are hap-pen-ninggggg! Can you believe it?”

Loud applause erupted throughout the large reception area, as 
people clapped and yelled and whistled hysterically.
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“Prime Minister Gealyahu gracefully phoned me with con-
gratulations just moments ago. He is quite the gentleman, and I 
salute him as a person. The general population of Israel has spo-
ken, and they have voted for change! We will not disappoint. I 
want to thank my colleagues here in Kadima, for entrusting me 
with the leadership role of the party. With great planning and 
strategy, we have brought Kadima to its highest pinnacle ever. 
We will no longer settle for business as usual. We all know, that 
Israel has the most incredible history of any nation on the face 
of this earth. Though we be among the smallest in land area and 
in population, yet we have once again roared like a lion. Out of 
Israel was birthed Judaism and Christianity. The descendants of 
Abraham were Isaac, Ishmael, Zimran, Jokshan, Medan, Midian, 
Ishbak and Shuah. Ishmael’s descendants produced Mohammed, 
who established the religion of Islam. So we have the three major 
monotheistic religions of the world originating out of Israel either 
directly or indirectly. Do you see the influence that our Father 
Abraham has had on the world? It is nothing short of astounding. 
I too am a descendant of Abraham. My parents made Aliyah in 
the 1980’s from the nation of Georgia. Many hundreds of thou-
sands of you all have done the same thing over the decades. We 
have common purpose here in Israel. [Next year in Jerusalem] has 
been our rallying cry, since the Romans destroyed our beloved 
temple along with Jerusalem. We have suffered unspeakable evils 
for centuries, and even millenniums. Pharaoh, king of Egypt, 
killed our baby boys. The Canaanites plotted our destruction, as 
did many other kings and kingdoms. Haman, of Media/Persia, 
sought the end of all the Jews in that empire. Our enemy Hitler 
murdered six million of our number. The Arab/Islamic nations 
have not ceased hating us. On numerous occasions, they have 
devised evil plans for our demise. In spite of all of this, we have 
maintained our identity against all odds. In 1948 the impossible 
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happened. After a significant ingathering of exiles from around 
the world, Israel once again came to enjoy the land given to 
Abraham, Isaac and Jacob. At this moment in time, Israel enjoys 
incredible peace among its neighbors. This in no small part can 
be credited to the Supreme President of Presidents. Like Cyrus, 
king of Persia, he paved the way for the peace and prosperity of 
our people. The Supreme President, like Cyrus king of Persia, 
facilitated the rebuilding of our blessed and glorious new temple. 
My friends, Israel is the exact center of all the earth. It is no ac-
cident, that the descendants of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob pos-
sess this most valuable location. Jerusalem, the holy city, is the 
center of Israel, and the temple is the center of Jerusalem. We 
are a people most blessed. I want you to know, that we have only 
just begun. New Israel is poised once again to impact the whole 
world, and we shall witness this not many days hence. I will over-
see the ascension of this new and reinvigorated Israel to heights 
only dreamed of heretofore. Fasten your seatbelts and prepare 
yourselves for a wild and glorious ride. Once again, we ride on 
the high places of the earth. Prepare your hearts for the coming 
of astoundingly great goodness and blessing my fellow Israelis.”

Eliyah threw his hands high into the air, as trumpets sounded, 
balloons and confetti descended, and loud shouts and applause 
exploded forth in the huge room.
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Riley slapped Roger on the back, as they embraced warmly. 
“How are things going cousin? And what’s up with that full 

beard?”
Roger smiled broadly, “Jeremiah Johnson doesn’t have a 

razor?”
“I heard that,” Riley laughed. “And look at this boy! He is 

growing like a weed, and looks tough as nails. How are you doing 
Jason?”

“Ahhh, not too bad,” Jason answered sheepishly.
“You all come with me,” said Riley. “Rebekah will fix us some 

lunch.”
Roger and Jason followed Riley in the direction of their cave 

hideout. In about twenty minutes, the three of them approached 
the cave entrance. Riley gave Rebekah their routine warning sig-
nal, and the three of them entered. Riley kissed Rebekah with an 
I-love-you kiss, and then he turned toward Roger and Jason.

“You remember Roger and Jason don’t you babe?” he inquired.
“Of course I do. I remember them well. I wondered what hap-

pened to them. It is so good to see ya’ll.” Rebekah hugged Jason 
and then Roger warmly. “Roger and Jason, this is Carmen and 
little Keaton. They have been staying with us for just a little while. 
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Carmen, meet Riley’s cousin Roger.”
The two of them shook hands, lingering briefly there, as they 

smiled awkwardly at one another.
“Carmen and I are going to put together some lunch, so ya’ll 

make yourselves as comfortable as possible,” Rebekah instructed 
them. “Riley caught some grouse in his gin, and now will be the 
perfect time to try them out.”

Roger and Jason laid their camping gear backpacks in the cor-
ner. The men sat down, as the women got busy.

“Riley, Jason here is becoming quite the hunter,” said Roger. 
“There have been a few days, that we have been a little hungry, 
but overall we have fared quite well. He is already growing into a 
young man.”

“I am impressed,” answered Riley. “We still have quite a few 
supplies, but not nearly as many as we did have. We have tried to 
share some of our abundance with others, who were not very well 
prepared. That is one reason I have been doing some hunting. I 
am trying to supplement and preserve what we have, so it will 
last. I don’t know if you have noticed, but game was sort of scarce 
for a while. Wildlife began to move out of the lowlands and into 
the mountains.”

“Yeah, I noticed that,” mused Roger. “We were sort of strug-
gling along getting by. In two or three short days, we starting 
sighting game lots more often. It was kind of unusual as far as I 
am concerned.”

Roger glanced over to where Carmen was helping Rebekah, 
and their eyes locked momentarily, then Carmen looked away.

“Yes. Several of us non-compliant got together and bowed 
down to some serious praying,” laughed Riley. “The scriptures 
say, that if two of you shall agree on earth as touching anything 
that they shall ask, it shall be done for them of My Father which 
is in heaven. For where two or three are gathered together in My 
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name; I am there in the midst of them. We took the Almighty 
at His word, because He promised to supply all our need. We 
came into agreement, asking the Heavenly Father to send us more 
game.”

“Good point,” Roger agreed. “I’m sure you would agree, that 
times have been kind of tough, but I have to say; it has been like 
an adventure. Trusting in the Almighty and depending on Him 
for even our daily meat, has taught me a lot of patience. Riley, I 
am closer to God, than I have ever been in my life. I feel so very 
alive inside. I have come to believe, that hard times are a blessing 
in disguise. It brings out the best and the worst in people, and I 
am not the man I used to be by a long stretch.”

“Come and eat fellas,” said Rebekah.
The six of them crowded around the little table there in the 

low light of the cave.
“Heavenly Father,” prayed Riley. “I bless your holy name for 

my wonderful wife Rebekah, for Carmen and Keaton, and es-
pecially for my cousin Roger and his son. You are so very good 
to us dear YaHVeH. I ask, that You would bless this food to the 
strength and health of our bodies in the name of Yahshua Jesus. 
Amen.”

They all dove into the grouse, canned green beans and wild 
berries. Riley saw Carmen steal a glance over at Roger, and the 
quick smile that crossed her face.

“Things are going to get even more interesting soon,” said 
Riley. “I was listening to some news on my transistor radio last 
night. Believe it or not, that Eliyah guy who was a friend of the 
Supreme President of Presidents, is now the Prime Minister of 
Israel. The poop is about to hit the fan ya’ll. I don’t know if you 
realize it, but it has been over three years now, since the Supreme 
President offered his plan to the world. According to the ancient 
writings in the Holy Bible, the anti-Christ will go into the temple 
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in the middle of the seven, and proclaim he is god. Things are 
falling into place as pretty as you please. The Supreme President 
of Presidents has consolidated his power over the earth. No one 
is able to buy or sell without the marking. Soon there will begin 
to be a slaughter of us non-compliant. You mark my words, for 
they are based upon the Holy Scriptures. I believe this Eliyah guy 
is going to facilitate the Supreme President’s move against the 
temple. Our not so wonderful president Husaam Quasim, will 
no doubt fall into lockstep with the whole thing. You better brace 
yourselves for a vicious onslaught against our brethren across the 
nation, and for that matter throughout the world.”

“Well they will have to catch us first,” Roger pointed out. “I 
am not afraid. I have never felt more confident in my spirit, than 
I do right now. There is a peace; I don’t have words to express. I 
feel almost like a giant at times, with the Holy Spirit coursing 
through my being. I understand, that we are going to be tested 
even more severely than ever, yet I almost relish it.”

“It is the all sufficient grace of Almighty God,” Rebekah in-
terjected. “I have heard of dying grace and that a person is given 
such grace, when it is time to die. I too feel a surge of confi-
dence. Sometimes I am tempted to fear, with all that is happening 
around us, but then this calmness and peace sweep through me. I 
know it is from the Almighty, because it is beyond the abilities of 
mere mortals. I feel a boldness in my gut like I have never known, 
and it is exciting to me.”

Riley smiled. “Isn’t it wonderful? Here we sit huddled around 
our little table in a cave, hiding from the authorities, and we have 
peace and joy flooding our hearts and souls. It makes my heart 
leap for joy to hear the things you all are saying.”

“I feel like I have finally become a mature woman,” said 
Carmen. “I had never been lower in my life, than when Rebekah 
found me that day. I had no idea how little Keaton and I were 
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ever going to make it. I was considering taking the marking, but 
I was afraid to. Life looked so bleak to me then, before you two 
helped me. My relationship with my dad became wonderful for a 
year or two, before the authorities came to get him. Riley and the 
ex-sheriff rescuing us from my mothers control, was nothing less 
than surreal. Through it all, I have come to trust the Almighty. In 
the worst of times, He has always come through for us. I am actu-
ally mature enough to say, that I am prepared for the worst. My 
relationship with Christ is strong. Even if the Almighty requires 
my life; I am prepared to give it up for His name’s sake. Five years 
ago, I would never have considered such a thing.”

Rebekah put her arm around Carmen, and Riley basked in 
the glory of it all.

“Well, Jason and I had better get going,” said Roger. “It has 
been so wonderful just to get to see you all again. Riley, will you 
come with me to make up camp? I would like to stay a lot closer 
to where you live, than I have in the past, if it is ok with you.”

“Of course it is ok with me,” answered Riley. “I welcome this 
with open arms. We are going to need each other more and more.”

As everyone hugged and said their good-byes; Roger shook 
Carmen’s hand, “It is my pleasure to make your acquaintance. I 
hope to see you all again soon.”

Carmen smiled shyly at him. “I am glad to have met you too 
Roger. Please come to see us again.”

Roger and Jason retrieved their gear and followed Riley out-
side. Roger took the lead, as he sought the new spot, where he and 
Jason would set up camp.

“What’s the deal on this Carmen girl?” asked Roger.
Riley smiled. “I noticed their was an attraction between the 

two of you. She has grown into quite the lady. She refused to 
abort Keaton, when she became pregnant with him. She refused 
the marking, because she was afraid of going to hell. She stood 
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strong, even after they took her dad to the regional detention 
area. She has been through a lot, but I have watched her mature 
by leaps and bounds. Are you interested in her Roger?”

“Well, I have to say, that I was very attracted to her. It gets 
really lonely out here, but I must be eleven or twelve years older 
than her. What do you think Riley?” asked Roger.

“Would you like for me to talk to her for you Roger? Are you 
interested enough to take her for your wife?” asked Riley.

“Now marriage is a very serious matter,” Roger pointed out. 
“I never thought, that I would ever be willing to commit myself 
to one woman, but I have matured a lot too. I like the idea of 
having one woman for the rest of my life, that I love and cherish. 
I believe, that the Almighty would be pleased with such a thing; 
don’t you?”

“Doesn’t matter what I think,” replied Riley. “What matters, 
is what the Almighty thinks. You are both free to marry, and 
you are both Christians, so that is a wonderful start for a lasting 
relationship. Are you willing to treat Keaton as your own child?”

“Riley, I am not the same man I used to be. I take my re-
sponsibilities very seriously. If I marry someone; I will do right 
by them period, because that is what the Almighty requires,” an-
swered Roger. “Do you think she is interested in me?”

“Well I don’t know,” said Riley. “I did notice her looking at 
you, and it wasn’t just any ole kind of look. I think the possibil-
ity exists. Things that were such a big deal five years ago, are not 
important in the times we are living in. I think, if a responsible 
single eligible Christian man, and a responsible single eligible 
Christian woman are lonely for a mate, and are willing to fulfill 
their Almighty God given roles, then it is a good thing to marry. 
I will talk to her, and see what she thinks.”

“Thanks Riley,” replied Roger. “I think we just found our 
spot. We are close to the creek, and sheltered from view by that 
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outcropping of rock. Hmm, it has a nice overhang too. We will 
set up camp here fellows.”

Lord Shachar was firmly in control of the World Union and 
the Caliphate, and now his right hand man was Prime Minister 
in Israel. Being in control of the world’s oil supply, and being will-
ing to share land and wealth for any advantage his heart desired, 
had put him into a strategic windfall. Lord Shachar met with 
the leaders of the ten regions once again, and they encouraged 
the Supreme President to take decisive action against the non-
compliant. Lord Shachar issued a decree.

“Let it be known to every people, nation and tongue. Because 
we are compassionate people; we are extending a sixty day grace 
period to all non-compliant. We have been more than patient 
these past three plus years, but a rather large number of people 
still refuse to comply with our program. They would rather de-
spoil our wilderness and forest areas, while refusing to go along 
with what is good and acceptable. We have given much space 
for a change of heart. In return, we have been given the finger 
by these most rebellious non-compliant. The only alternative we 
have left, is to eliminate the problem. Sixty days from this day, 
anyone found not in compliance with the marking, will be re-
moved off the face of the earth. We will work with anyone that 
will work with us, and we will grant amnesty to as many as will 
join us. Please join us.”

In the mean time, Eliyah had become deeply entrenched in 
the political life of Israel. He had put together his new govern-
ment and was busy putting his stamp on everything possible. He 
officially took control of the Israeli Defense Force (IDF), famil-
iarizing himself with all the duties and protocols. He held secret 
meetings with key secular generals, securing their loyalty. He 
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visited the Knesset, where he delivered a warmly received speech. 
Four months had passed since his ascension to power, and he 
had found that comfort zone, that all men seek after a major 
transition in life. Having broadened his support throughout Israel 
through various popular initiatives; he felt it was time. He invited 
the Supreme President of Presidents to meet him in Jerusalem. As 
the Supreme President’s jumbo jet began its descent to the airport 
in Tel Aviv, the fabulous serpent/dragon appeared inside the jet 
before lord Shachar.

“Our day has arrived Shachar,” said the dragon with a sly 
smile. “The worship I have deserved for eons of time will come to 
pass this day. Almighty God will give place this day to our glory, 
and we shall see who is the great god of humanity. You must be 
in top form today my friend. I will be like the Most High. I will 
overthrow His kingdom and kill His people starting today. I will 
set up my thrown on the earth and rule from this place.”

The dragon reached inside lord Shachar, locking his claws 
onto his very soul, and pulled himself inside. Lord Shachar’s body 
trembled and jerked for a moment, and then received him. The 
large jetliner had landed at Ben Gurion International Airport, and 
lord Shachar slowly descended the steps to where Prime Minister 
Eliyah waited to receive him. 

“Greeting my lord,” smiled Eliyah. “How was your trip sir?”
“Very pleasant thank-you,” replied lord Shachar. “Very pleas-

ant indeed.”
The two of them embraced momentarily, then turned and 

walked side-by-side across the bright new red carpet, and up to the 
prime minister’s personal limousine. Thousands of people cheered 
from behind the security barrier, that had been put in place. Lord 
Shachar waved to the crowd, as he and Prime Minister Eliyah 
climbed into the limo. The police motorcade slowly escorted the 
two of them on their way to the city of Jerusalem. As they reached 
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the outskirts of the holy city; Prime Minister Eliyah instructed 
the driver to stop. The two of them stepped out of the limousine, 
where the streets were lined with well wishers.

“We love you Mr. Supreme President of Presidents,” many of 
them shouted.

“Thank you for standing with Israel,” others called out to him.
Several black horses were being held by their trainers, and one 

big white horse.
“The white horse is for you Mr. Supreme President of 

Presidents,” Prime Minister Eliyah instructed him.
Eliyah put his foot into the stirrup, grabbed hold of the horn 

of the saddle, and pulled himself up into position on his beautiful 
black horse. The IDF chief followed suit, as did the government 
ministers of Kadima. Two sharply dressed officers assisted lord 
Shachar in mounting his white steed. As soon as he was in the 
saddle, a loud cheer went up from the crowd.

Prime Minister Eliyah pointed ahead. “You can see by the 
crowds that line the avenue, where we are supposed to go Mr. 
Supreme President of Presidents. Please take the lead sir; we are 
only slightly behind you. Israel loves you my friend. Enjoy the 
ride.”

Reporters and cameramen from every nation lined the thor-
oughfare, sending live feeds to their homelands. Not a single eye 
in all the multiplied tens of thousands, could see the great horde 
of fallen angels who were busy influencing the massive crowd of 
humans. Thousands of these beings hovered over and around the 
huge outing. Many thousands more walked among the crowds 
of people, speaking to their minds and nudging them in ways. 
Hundreds, if not thousands, of cell phone cameras sent images 
to loved ones, of the very handsome man in the black suit, riding 
the white horse.

One person tweeted, “He is a god.”
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Soon hundreds and hundreds of tweeters took up the mantra, 
“He is a god”.

One woman in her late twenties, threw herself down on bend-
ed knees before the Supreme President shouting, “I adore you lord 
Shachar”.

Dozens more followed suit, doing obeisance before the 
Supreme President. Dozens turned into hundreds. Hassidics who 
had turned out to protest lord Shachar’s visit to Israel, tried to 
shout down the praises and worship. They were roughly pushed 
back and out of the way, by the humongous crowd of admir-
ers who were under his spell. Slowly the horsemen advanced to-
ward the ancient part of Jerusalem and Mount Tsiyon. Many 
removed outer garments, strewing them in the path of the big 
white horse on which lord Shachar rode. The Supreme President 
rode on calmly with a look of destiny upon his face. One Hassidic 
man managed to break through police security and rushed the 
Supreme President. Lord Shachar pointed toward the heavens and 
then suddenly down at the assailant.

“Come down fire,” he commanded with a loud authoritative 
voice.

The clear blue sky erupted with a jagged bolt of lightning, that 
literally exploded the body of the Hassidic man. The crowd moved 
backward a step, awestruck by what they had just witnessed.

A young Israeli woman shouted, “Lord Shachar is our king!”
The saying took hold, as others joined in, “Lord Shachar is our 

king! Lord Shachar is our king! Lord Shachar is our king!”
As the procession wound its way close to the new temple, the 

Supreme President handed the reigns to Eliyah and dismounted. 
He approached a middle-aged woman, carrying a white cane, and 
holding the leash of her seeing eye dog.

“Ma’am, in my mind’s eye; I can see that your name is 
Martha.” said lord Shachar.
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“You are right,” she replied. “Who are you sir?”
“I am lord Shachar,” he answered her. “Would you like to 

receive your sight today?”
“Oh yes sir,” she answered. “The doctors have not been able to 

help me. Do you really think you can help me?”
He put his hands over the lady’s eyes, while the live cameras 

rolled.
“Blindness remove yourself from this woman,” he commanded.
He pulled his hands off her face. Martha’s head jerked back 

and forth, and her body convulsed for a few moments. Her eyes 
darted this way and that, as she squinted from the brightness 
of the light. Lord Shachar waited. As minutes passed, the milky 
whiteness of her eyes cleared. The first thing that Martha saw, 
was lord Shachar standing in front of her smiling. She threw her 
arms around his neck, kissed him on the cheek, and then fell to 
her knees at his feet.

“Thank-you sir from the bottom of my heart,” she wept.
Jumping up, she began to run and jump and shout for joy. 

The crowd screamed and yelled, as lord Shachar leaped onto the 
back of the white stallion without using the stirrup, and raised 
a clinched fist into the air. Eliyah raised his fist in the air simul-
taneously. Bolts of lightning leapt across the sky in an amazing 
display.

Lord Shachar yelled in a mighty voice, “Behold therefore!” 
He shook his clenched fist back and forth with a determined fiery 
look, and shouted again, “Behold therefore!”

The crowd could not contain its energy, as it burst through 
the police restraints like a mighty overflowing wave. As a torrent 
of humanity swept toward the riders at the gates of the temple 
courtyard, the men quickly dismounted and entered in. Prime 
Minister Eliyah, lord Shachar, and the other dignitaries paused 
before the temple, taking in the glory of it all. The crowded 
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courtyard overflowed, as the mighty throng pressed forward to 
touch lord Shachar.

Prime Minister Eliyah took him by the arm and escorted him 
to the very steps of the holy place, motioning for media and cam-
eramen to follow.

“Bring out the royal robe!” Eliyah commanded.
One of his ministers brought forth a splendid white robe. 

Eliyah unbuttoned lord Shachar’s suit coat, and removed it from 
his body. He handed it to an attendant, and then took off his 
necktie. The minister and Eliyah placed the beautiful white robe 
on lord Shachar.

“Bring the royal throne at once,” Eliyah instructed them.
Two of Eliyah’s attendants brought a beautiful hand-carved 

chair, plated with gold and decked with precious jewels.
“Place the chair at the top of the steps,” commanded Prime 

Minister Eliyah.
The men did as they were told. Eliyah took lord Shachar by 

the arm, and escorted him up the stairs to the chair of imminence.
“Please be seated my lord,” Eliyah bid him.
Dark clouds began to fill the sky, and the earth trembled 

slightly under their feet. A sharp clap of thunder rolled, as lord 
Shachar seated himself. Prime Minister Eliyah delicately bowed 
himself low to the ground in worship before lord Shachar. As he 
did this, the face and hands of lord Shachar glowed luminously, 
incredibly, magnificently. The crowd beheld in awe and wonder.

“Let all people bow the knee before lord Shachar,” Eliyah 
proclaimed.

Intensely bright supernatural light shined down upon lord 
Shachar, so that those present shielded their eyes from the bright-
ness of it. Cameramen jerked back from their cameras, blinking 
their eyes. They quickly placed light filters on their lenses, so that 
they could continue to roll footage of the event. Everyone there 
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bowed low before lord Shachar. In a powerful reverberating voice 
lord Shachar uttered forth words.

“I lord Shachar am God Almighty come to earth,” he pro-
claimed. “My four point plan has brought peace, safety and pros-
perity to the entire terrestrial realm. Jerusalem is my holy city, and 
this holy temple is the house of my proclivity. You people of Israel 
have well done, in preparing this most beautiful house to receive 
my glory. With my arrival here today, the mission of the daily 
sacrifice is completely fulfilled and no longer needed. I therefore 
command, that the daily sacrifice cease from this moment and 
forever. Let all peoples worship me from henceforth. Let all who 
refuse my marking be cut off from the face of the earth. Let us 
cleanse the planet from the non-compliant, and then I will set up 
heaven on earth for all my beloved. Let my glorious light shine 
from the far regions of the north to illumine the minds of all 
people. I give eternal life to all who submit to me, and these will 
partake of my glory. I declare, that Eliyah is my prophet, and his 
mouth is filled with my words from on high. Let all the world 
have respect unto him, for he carefully follows my heart and my 
will. So let it be recorded and so let it be done.”

Eliyah extended his hand toward the heavens. “Fire descend!”
A mighty bolt of electricity came down on Mount Tsiyon in 

the sight of men. Lord Shachar and Eliyah together stretched 
forth their hands on high, then directed them in the direction 
of Mount Olivet. A double-bolt of lightning tore open the skies 
and descended furiously onto the mountain, blasting out a large 
hole, and slinging rocks and dirt far and wide. Men, women and 
children ducked their heads under their uplifted hands in awe 
and fear and fascinated smiles.

Eliyah opened his mouth in a strong voice, “I command this 
day, that the brand new statue of lord Shachar be placed in the 
very spot of this throne chair. It will remain as a constant reminder 
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of his lordship. Let all who come to this temple, bow in reverence 
to the image and likeness of lord Shachar, whenever he is away. 
Let the statue be put into position even this day without delay.”

At that very moment, the high priest with a large contingent 
of Levites and temple security, moved slowly through the crowd 
in the direction of the holy place.

“How dare you desecrate this holy place?” shouted the high 
priest in a loud voice. “Who are you sir to exalt yourself against 
the Most High? I order you men to leave the temple grounds im-
mediately. It is not fitting that political men administer duties of 
the priest, nor to oversee any of the functions of the temple.”

An even larger force of Prime Minister Eliyah’s ISA agents 
quickly infiltrated the group, quietly surrounding and neutraliz-
ing their potential energy, and then forcibly removed them from 
the temple grounds.

“Non-compliant!” said Eliyah, shaking his head disapprov-
ingly. “Trouble-makers all!”

“Attention!” commanded lord Shachar. “Let every eye be 
closed! Now, concentrate your mind and listen!”

A cloud of unseen fallen angels descended into the temple 
courtyard, whispering into the ears of each and every one.

“What do you hear?” asked lord Shachar.
“Lord Shachar is god,” said one young man.
“What do you here?” asked lord Shachar. “Everyone, what do 

you hear?”
“Lord Shachar is god,” they said in unison.
“It is as you have said!” lord Shachar praised them. “Focus 

once again, and what do you hear? Focus! Focus! What do you 
hear?”

“Rid the world of the non-compliant,” they answered obediently.
“You are right!” said lord Shachar. “One more time! Everyone 

keep your eyes closed and concentrate your whole mind with 
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me! Focus your minds on Prime Minister Eliyah! Concentrate! 
Fooocus! Now speak these words with me in unison! [Eliyah 
rise]!” Focus your mind carefully with me and say it with me now!

In unison they all spoke, “Eliyah rise!”
“Open your eyes now and behold!” lord Shachar instructed 

them.
Prime Minister Eliyah levitated off the ground.
“Stay focused, and do not waver!” lord Shachar directed them.
Eliyah floated there for a moment, and then continued to rise 

higher and higher to some twenty feet above the ground.
“Don’t let go of that thought!” lord Shachar directed them. 

“Now! Point at Eliyah and say [slowly descend]! Say it with me 
now!”

All the people in the courtyard joined lord Shachar, pointing 
at Eliyah and saying, “Slowly descend”!

Eliyah slowly descended back to the earth, until his feet set-
tled onto the ground.

“Do you not realize the power of agreement?” asked lord 
Shachar. “When we unified our minds; you saw what we just did. 
There are much bigger and greater things than this, that we can 
do together once the world is cleansed of the non-compliant. They 
are a very present danger to unity and power. We must rid our-
selves of them for the betterment and advancement of mankind. 
Let us go forth now and rid the world of this negative energy. Go 
on. Be on your way. United we stand, and divided we fall.”

The Supreme President of Presidents sent them away with a 
wave of his hand.
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“Renounce the name of Yahshua Jesus, receive the marking, 
and live,” said the government official to Will Warner.

“I cannot receive the marking,” replied Will. “To do so would 
mean eternal damnation to my soul, and I cannot. Secondly, I 
will never renounce the precious and holy name of Yahshua Jesus 
regardless of the cost.”

Hundreds, if not thousands, of the non-compliant watched 
the scene from behind the high chainlink fence. The whole thing 
was being broadcast over the loud speakers, for those who were 
not close enough to see and hear.

“You may have just signed your own death warrant sir. We do 
not wish to harm you, but if you do not co-operate; we will most 
certainly terminate you here within the hour. If you will comply; 
we will restore your property and your standing.” answered the 
official.

“I am not careful in giving you an answer,” Will informed 
them. “I thought this whole thing through some time ago. I am 
resolved, that whether I live or whether I die; I will never ever 
renounce the precious name of my Lord and my Savior. I am 
prepared for whatever you decide.”

“Are you prepared to lose your head you Jesus freak?” screamed 
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the official.
“I am prepared for whatever the cost,” responded Will. 

“Sharpen your blades if you must, for I’d just as soon go see 
Yahshua Jesus this very day. No sweeter name has ever graced my 
lips.”

“So be it!” answered the official. “Guards, do your duty. 
Execute this man for crimes against the state, and against the 
interests of the human race.”

As the guards escorted Will Warner to the center of the yard 
of the regional detention camp, he was singing as he went.

He sang, “ Jesus lover of my soul. I run to You in times of 
trouble. Mighty tower of strength indeed. You satisfy my every 
need. I will ever praise you. Jesus lover of my soul.”

The sweetness and sincerity of his singing swept through the 
crowd. The guards paused in wonder at the sereneness of the 
sound, and its emotional power.

A strange looking contraption awaited them. It wasn’t as large 
as one might have expected, but it was a mean looking piece of 
cold machinery. It had two large opposing metal blades, that each 
slid in their own track or channel as it were They were designed 
to barely slide past one another all but touching. It was all made 
of heavy duty stainless steel. Fastened to the back of each blade 
was a hydraulic cylinder. When activated, both cylinders forced 
the very sharp blades toward each other suddenly; cutting in two 
anything in its way.

Will continued to sing, “Though Satan tempt me sore. Though 
tribulation beset my way. You are more than life to me. I press 
ahead for eternity. And I shall never be ashamed. For You are all 
my heart’s desire.”

There was a flat metal table on which a victim was laid, with 
his neck positioned exactly in the way of the sharp metal blades. 
It only took a minute or two to secure the victim.
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Will continued to sing, “My enemies rise against me. Shooting 
fiery arrows all around. Your shield of faith doth well defend me. 
On the solid rock I stand. I shall not be afraid. I will not be 
dismayed.”

Once the victim was secured, the event took less than a second.
Will began singing the last verse, “Forever I will sing Your 

praise.”
The guards stepped back out of the way.
“I long to see You face to face.”
Will’s non-compliant Christian brothers and sisters looked on 

with inspired tears of joy running down their cheeks and falling 
to the ground.

“My life I gladly give to You. Father You deserve no less.
One of the guards prepared to activate the machine.
“Into Your loving arms I run. To find Your blessed res........”
Wilfred Warner’s head suddenly fell off his lifeless body. 

Human eyes could not see, but the spirit and soul of Wilfred 
Warner were suddenly released from his motionless body. Wilfred 
looked around in wonder at his new world. He could see his broth-
ers and sisters in Christ weeping, but he also saw beautiful angels 
surrounding him and lifting him toward the heavens.

“Don’t weep for me my dear friends,” he spoke to them. “If 
only you could see me now! You will not be far behind. Keep the 
faith, and I will see you soon.”

He wasn’t sure they could hear him, but his heart went out to 
them in compassion. Wilfred Warner could see the heavens open-
ing to him as he looked upward.

“That must be Yahshua Jesus the Son of God standing at the 
entrance to heaven,” he thought to himself.

The person waved to him from a distance, and Wilfred waved 
back as a thrill of excitement rushed through his soul. Great joy 
and peace continued to flood his being as the distance closed 
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between here and there. The angels carried him to the very 
gates of heaven and sat him down there before Christ Himself. 
Yahshua Jesus smiled warmly with outstretched arms and em-
braced Wilfred for what seemed like minutes. He gave Will a kiss 
on the cheek and released him.

“Well done my child,” Yahshua Jesus said to him as He 
stretched out his right hand toward the inside of the gates. 
“Welcome home.”

Wilfred Warner walked inside the gates, looking around with 
delight at the glory before him. He could make out some very 
familiar faces coming toward him not far away.

Back in Tel Aviv, Eliyah’s men in Kadima, the police force, 
and the IDF prepared to deal with the Hassidics. They were al-
ready out in force demonstrating all over Jerusalem and Israel. 
It was quite a tricky maneuver, because many in the police force 
and the IDF sympathized with the Hassidics and like-minded 
others. In fact, many of them were potential trouble for the su-
premers anyway. In all reality, they came from families, while 
not Hassidic, were still very religious. It might be a few more 
hours before they could assemble a trustworthy force, that would 
completely do their bidding. The evening hastened on to dusk, 
and the night fell. Along about midnight, a crew of men labored 
to bring the statue of lord Shachar into the temple courtyard. A 
couple of hours later, they finished placing it at the top of the 
stairs of the holy place, where lord Shachar had been seated on 
the throne chair. Certain Hassidics witnessed the whole event 
from afar through binoculars. They were determined to establish 
whether or not the statue had been placed as ordered. Having 
gained precious information; they rushed to report to their supe-
riors the certainty of those things.
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“Rabbi Hoshea, the abomination is standing at the holy 
place!” the men informed him.

“Have mercy on us all!” said Rabbi Yael Hoshea. “The end 
time prophecy of Daniel has just been fulfilled! Quickly spread 
the word through our network and warn everyone to get out of 
Jerusalem. All hell is about to break loose! Stay at it until late 
morning, because many are asleep and cannot be reached un-
til daylight. Get every brave soul that doesn’t mind taking risks. 
Knock on the doors and windows of all our key people. They will 
help us get the word out one way or another. This is life and death 
man! The evil one has gained control of our country through 
this evil Supreme President of Presidents, and his right hand man 
Eliyah. There will be a slaughter in the holy city of our brethren, 
that will begin in the next few hours. You can trust me when I 
say; it is going to be a bloodbath of epic proportions. Warn the 
people not to delay for anything whatsoever. Do not try to pack 
or go back for anything. Get out and head for the mountains, for 
it may come down to minutes. Now go, and may Almighty God 
have mercy on us all!

Word spread like wildfire through the city among God-
fearing people. Each person called five people; who in turn called 
five people; who in turn called five more people, and so on. Men 
grabbed their wives and children, put them in their vehicles, and 
headed as straight out of Jerusalem and the surrounding area as 
they could. Others delayed, trying to load essentials first. Still 
others had their phones turned off, or did not get their doors 
knocked on. At first there was only a trickle of cars hitting the 
streets in the middle of the night. Dozens became hundred as 
they fled prophesied desolation. Prime Minister Eliyah was al-
most beside himself with frustration, because of the slowness 
of organizing a trustworthy force, that would be loyal to him. 
Realizing the exodus of religious people from Jerusalem already 
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in progress; he gave the order.
“I want everyone on the streets now!” he yelled at the chief of 

police and the Minister of Defense. “These religious fanatics have 
always been a serious problem, and I want them stopped. I want 
roadblocks placed on every single road leading out of Jerusalem, 
and I want identification checks for every single vehicle within 
the hour. I repeat, within the hour! Am I understood? Any vehicle 
or individual pedestrian who tries to move through without ap-
proval, is to be stopped by whatever means necessary including 
deadly force.”

Prime Minister Eliyah turned to his defense minister and said, 
“At the first sign of serious trouble, I want you to declare martial 
law. We don’t have time to deal with a bunch of red tape, and 
decisions have to be made swiftly in order to maintain law and 
order. Any soldier that refuses to follow orders, is to be arrested on 
the spot. The same goes for every cop in the police force as well.”

A little over an hour after daybreak, a Hassidic driver was 
forced to stop for an ID check at a roadblock. When commanded 
to pull his car over for further instructions, the Hassidic mashed 
the accelerator. As he jerked the wheel sharply right and then left, 
in an attempt to defeat and elude the roadblock; soldiers gunned 
him down on the spot, while his wife and two children screamed 
hysterically. What happened next lit a firestorm in Jerusalem. 
Other drivers shouted and blew their horns threateningly. One 
man alone in his car decided to make a run for it. He opened his 
car door and made a run for the countryside. He too was gunned 
down in the sight of everyone. About a dozen of the foremost 
vehicles crashed through the barrier in their cars, making a mad 
dash for the wilderness. A stream of other cars poured through 
the opening. About fifteen minutes later, heavy equipment ar-
rived on the scene and was parked directly across the road, pre-
venting any further passage. Scores of people poured out of their 
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cars, fleeing on foot. More shots were fired as some made their 
getaway. Others were shot down. The defense minister quickly 
instated martial law, as chaos prevailed in the city. Dozens of 
police officers and IDF soldiers were arrested for failing to obey 
orders. Other officers and soldiers who received word of this, fled 
to the mountains and wilderness to avoid the same fate. With a 
type of civil war breaking out between traditionalists and pro-
gressives, the Israeli Defense Force and the police force were com-
promised internally for a lack of unity. The Supreme President of 
Presidents seized the opportunity to order his armies down from 
Damascus into Jerusalem and Israel. The very next day, the fore-
most soldiers of the Muslim armies began entering Jerusalem in 
force. Thousands of Jewish non-compliant were gunned down in 
the streets, while other Israeli’s betrayed their brethren to the su-
premers. Muslim soldiers raped the daughters of Jacob through-
out the city, looting any and every dwelling place they came to. 
Thousands and thousands were captured, and herded like cattle 
to a hastily erected tent city outside Jerusalem. A type of mili-
tary police action continued from house to house for days, as the 
forced cleansing of all non-compliant progressed.

Out of the desert walked two men clothed in robes with full 
beards. Both of them walked along with a staff in their right hand. 
As they approached a roadblock just outside Jerusalem; Muslim 
soldiers at a checkpoint ordered them to halt. The two men con-
tinued on their way, as if they never heard them. As the soldiers 
reached for their weapons; the bearded men opened their mouths 
wide breathing fire like dragons. The Muslim soldiers were in-
stantly submerged in flames, as with a flamethrower. They rolled 
on the ground screaming and flailing their arms and then lay still. 
The two men continued calmly on their way with a matter-of-fact 
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face of judgment and justice. They walked along deliberately and 
fearlessly. Entering the city, they turned neither to the right hand 
nor to the left, as if they were on some kind of mission. Their 
robes and staves stood out in this modern city. A group of young 
men sauntered in their direction with amused looks on their faces.

“Hey old man!” one of them yelled. “What you doing wearing 
that burlap bag?”

The two men glanced their way momentarily, but proceeded 
forward undaunted.

“Hey old man! I’m talking to you! You need a shave!”
The two men looked at each other and kept walking. The 

group of young men ran after them, taunting them, and sur-
rounding them.

“Hey old men, we’re talking to you! What do you think you’re 
doing anyway? There’s no masquerade parties in town today.” The 
young men laughed sarcastically. “You better talk to us if you 
know what’s good for you!”

As the two old men tried to walk forward, the young guys 
blocked their path threateningly, reaching down to pick stones up 
off the ground. As one young man raised his stone in the air; the 
two old men opened their mouths once again, belching out fierce 
flames in an arc as they turned. The whole circle of young men 
began screaming and slapping themselves, as they tried to extin-
guish the fire, but it only burned more intensely. In a few short 
moments, they expired in the heat. Their bodies lay smoking and 
burning on the ground. The two old men raised their eyebrows 
at one another shaking their heads back and forth. News reached 
authorities in the city. They sent a sizable contingent of soldiers in 
jeeps and trucks to deal properly and decisively against the two 
irritants.

As the loaded military vehicles closed in rapidly; the two old 
men breathed fire at them from a distance, engulfing them in 
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Napalm-like flames. Every soldier among them began to scream 
hysterically, trying to get the stuff off them. The two old men 
lifted their staves up toward heaven and with a strong voice 
commanded.

“Pour down stones!”
A sudden roaring of thunder shook the atmosphere, sending 

softball-sized hail raining down fast and furious on the heads of 
the soldiers. The massive avalanche of ice stopped the forward 
progress of their machines, pounding them to a pulp, and burying 
the men and their hardware twelve feet deep in a frozen prison. 
The two old men looked around sternly and journeyed onward 
into the heart of old Jerusalem, and into the temple courtyard. By 
this time a camera crew had caught up to the two old men and 
were broadcasting live images and sound. One of them began to 
speak, pointing his staff at the image of jealousy fashioned in the 
likeness of lord Shachar.

“This disgusting image at the holy place is marked for destruc-
tion in due season. The man this evil image represents, known 
to all as lord Shachar or the Supreme President of Presidents is 
doomed eternally. The man known as Prime Minister Eliyah is 
doomed eternally. The people who retain the marking of this 
Shachar are doomed for all eternity. Mighty spiritual Babylon by 
the sea is doomed to destruction, and there is no hand on earth 
mighty enough to prevent its demise. Lucifer, that old serpent/
dragon, the instigator of all this evil system is doomed for all 
eternity. He will not escape his everlasting punishment.”

As the two old men appeared to be getting ready to leave the 
temple courtyard; a reporter carefully approached them.

“Sirs, may I have a word with you for a minute?” he asked.
The two old men paused a moment there as he closed the 

distance.
“If you will please permit me; may I ask you your names?” the 
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reporter inquired.
“We are the two witnesses clothed in sackcloth,” they replied. 

“We are the two olive trees and the two candlesticks standing 
before the God of the earth.”

“Thank-you sirs, but may I ask your names?” he persisted.
The two old men turned and walked away, leaving the temple 

courtyard. As they exited the gates of the temple courtyard; they 
walked toward a large group of Arabian tents, that were pitched 
on Mount Tsiyon. Three men drew their Arabian swords in the 
direction of the two candlesticks. Once again, they opened their 
mouths against them, consuming them in flames of fire in a mo-
ment. Several others reached for their weapons only to be met 
with the same fate. The rest of security raised their hands cau-
tiously into the air with trembling.

“Lord Shachar!” one called out in a loud and shaky voice. 
“You have visitors sir, and I think you need to come out and see 
them.”

Without delay, lord Shachar emerged from the front of the 
tent. He stared at the two old men with an icy cold stare. The two 
old men calmly looked deep into lord Shachar’s eyes, raised there 
staffs upward, and announced.

“We have come to serve notice upon you and upon your king-
dom,” said the one who had not spoken earlier in the temple. 
“Know this! All the water in Jerusalem will turn to blood for two 
days for the blood you have shed, aaaannd the eyes of everyone 
throughout all the earth with your marking will be blinded for 
forty-eight hours, including your eyes.”

Lord Shachar began to raise his right arm, but the old man 
quickly shoved the staff down on his arm, and it was frozen in its 
place.

“Your days are numbered; you wicked man,” the old man con-
tinued. “Not one jot or one tittle will by any means pass from 
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YaHVeH’s law until all is fulfilled. The moment we leave, the 
blindness will settle in; moreover, your arm will be frozen in its 
place for two hours. Behold therefore!”

The two men turned abruptly and walked away. Immediately a 
blindness fell on all bearing the marking of the Supreme President 
of Presidents. Loud shrieks from women, coupled with curses and 
groans from men filled the air around the world, as they stumbled 
to find a place to hunker down. The Supreme President groped 
with his left arm to find the entrance to his tent, cursing Almighty 
God with every breath.

A swishing sound filled the air, as mighty angels from heaven 
swooped down by the tens of thousands. One by one, they lifted 
non-compliant Israelis into the sky and flew them south into a 
secret place, that they had been preparing. It was a desolate place 
some few miles west north-west of Mizpe Ramon. Trip after trip 
after trip, they worked tirelessly, flying husbands, wives and chil-
dren. They cleaned out the refugee camp tent city, as blind su-
premers huddled in fear at the unrecognized sound of fluttering 
angel’s wings. The angelic host ferried over two million non-com-
pliant Israelites to the refuge hideout, and there they nourished 
Almighty God’s people. Angelic camouflage obscured the loca-
tion from the probing of satellite lenses, and from any prying 
eyes that might have an unfriendly interest. Angelic guards sur-
rounded the encampment affording absolute safety. Water gushed 
forth from a great rock within the camp, to water the congre-
gation as in the days of Moses. Manna and quail crowded the 
grounds in abundance at mealtime. Tents were pitched by the 
hundred thousands to shelter them from the hot sun, and as a 
place of rest during the cool night. In the center was erected a 
tabernacle on the order of the pre-Solomon temple era. There the 
sons of Jacob continued to seek the favor of Almighty YaHVeH, 
and that He would manifest the promised Anointed One. There 
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they poured out their heart in bitter anguish over the turn of 
events in the land of Israel. There they continued more fervently 
than ever before, desirous that Almighty God would show fa-
vor, and would send the Anointed One. There they prayed their 
hearts out without distraction. There they mourned the holocaust 
of their fellow Israelis, suffering at the hand of the false Christ. 
The serpent/dragon was frustrated with the escape of so many of 
the sons of Jacob into the wilderness. Meddling with atmospheric 
components, he conjured up a violent desert storm. The thunder-
storm stalled out close to the encampment of the sons of Jacob, 
pouring down massive amounts of rain in a short period of time. 
A huge body of water swept down the valley in their direction, 
threatening to drown them all. As the flood closed in upon them; 
the ground began to shake. Splitting in two, the ground opened 
its mouth with a wide fault, into which the flood poured and dis-
appeared. The serpent/dragon was enraged by reason of the assis-
tance afforded to them by the earth. He intensified his efforts to 
injure and destroy all the offspring he could find of mother Israel.
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Shall Do Exploits

Rebekah felt a dreadful heaviness in her spirit. “Riley should 
have been home some time ago,” she thought to herself.

He took the dirt bike on another mission, but something must 
have gone wrong. Rebekah went to her knees and began to pray 
in earnest.

“Almighty God, Creator of heaven and earth, please protect 
Riley. I ask that You would surround him with Your mighty an-
gels. You are the preserver of our souls, as You have said in Psalms 
121. You are YaHVeH Shamar our protector. You are the one that 
watches over us, surrounding us with Your great hedge of safety. 
You are the One Who attends to us in times of trouble, and there 
is none like You. I need Your help dear Father. Riley has done so 
much for Your kingdom, and I have supported him every step 
of the way. I know, that You placed a calling upon Riley’s life. 
Father, I know, that I do not deserve the least of Your favor, but I 
come to You in faith asking that You shelter my husband. I thank 
You for giving him to me for these years. If You want to take him 
away from me, then there is absolutely nothing I can do to pre-
vent it. I will continue to live for You and serve You regardless of 
the outcome. I still ask, that You would have mercy on us. Please 
hedge him about from whatever evil is trying to overtake him.”



 295 

Twilight Triumph

Carmen heard Rebekah pouring her heart out to the Almighty 
and approached her. Kneeling down beside her; she put her arm 
around her. There the two of them prayed in agreement before 
Almighty God.

Rebekah continued, “Heavenly Father, cause him to mount 
up on wings as eagles. I ask that he would run and not grow 
weary, and that he would walk and not faint. Shelter him with 
Your angels. Protect and defend him, and bring him back to me 
soon in health and strength. I worship You Father for all You have 
done, and for all You continue to do for we Your people.........”

Riley had ridden into a firestorm. It had to be a setup. Having 
gone to help a brother escape the supremers, he had ridden right 
into the middle of a hornet’s nest, and there they were waiting 
for him. They had him virtually surrounded. Riley throttled the 
engine of his beloved dirt bike and roared straight at the weakest 
link of the encirclement, breaking through to slight relief. It was 
only temporary, for there were other skilled cyclists in that num-
ber. They roared after him in hot pursuit.

Riley prayed as he rode, “Almighty God my Father; it’s a trap! 
You know my intent was to help a brother. Your word discerns 
the thoughts and intents of our hearts. Look down on me in 
Your great mercy and grant me grace. Rebekah needs me Father. 
I know that You can protect her without me, but I am pleading 
with You, to bring me back to her arms in safety.”

Riley took the bike into a controlled motorcycle slide around 
the sharp turn, giving it more throttle as he went. Those following 
him did the same.

“Father, in the Psalms, David ran through a troop and leaped 
over a wall. In Hebrews, many mighty deeds were accomplished 
simply through faith. Father, You know that I try to live a life 
pleasing to You. In Daniel it states that Your people will do ex-
ploits. I ask you to help me do exploits this day. Peter walked on 
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water and Elisha opened the Jordan river. All things are possible 
by faith in You Almighty YaHVeH.”

As Riley wound back and forth down the winding road; he 
glanced behind him. The road was full of four-wheel-drive pickup 
trucks and motorcycles in hot pursuit.

“Have mercy on me,” Riley prayed calmly.
Riley put the bike into another controlled slide, and then shot 

down a side dirt road. He knew this was make or break, because it 
was a dead end road, that ran straight into a twenty two acre lake 
back in the woods. Instead of slowing down, Riley gunned it.

“I can do all things through Christ which strengthens me,” he 
spoke out loud.

The lake came into full view as he rounded the bend. With 
the others close behind, Riley opened it up full throttle, tearing 
across the last few yards between him and the little lake.

Rebekah did not feel a release in her spirit, so she prayed bold-
ly. “Father, I ask that at this very second you would give Riley 
supernatural strength like you gave Peter.....”

Riley leaned his bike to the right and swung his right leg over 
along side his left leg on the footrest.

“Surely He shall deliver me from the snare of the fowler. He 
makes my feet like hinds’ feet and sets me upon my high places,” 
he continued. “With God nothing shall be impossible!”

As the bike entered the water and slowed down; Riley pushed 
his left foot off with all his might and stuck his right foot forward 
in a running motion.

Rebekah continued in prayer. “If it is you LORD bid me come 
to you on the water.....”

Riley raced forward splashing as he went, as if running across 
puddles of water in the street.

“Whosoever shall say to this mountain, be removed and be 
cast into the sea, and shall not doubt in his heart, but shall believe 
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that whatsoever he says will come to pass; he shall have whatso-
ever he says,” said Riley, as he ran across the top of the water.

The pursuers pulled up quickly to avoid running into the wa-
ter. They sat there flabbergasted, as they watched their intended 
prey do the impossible. Curses filled the air in frustration.

Rebekah pressed forward in the Spirit. “Father, fill Riley’s 
mind with your faith and confidence. Help him to not be afraid. 
Help him to keep his eyes on You.”

It felt like he was in cruise control, as he raced effortlessly 
across the big little lake. It almost seemed like he was in a dream. 
This was so much like an adrenaline rush, only it was better. Joy 
and excitement enraptured his soul, as he experienced the power 
and truth of faith in Almighty God. A hundred thoughts raced 
through his mind. He almost wanted to fly, and yet there he was 
running across the water. It took him less than half a minute to 
run the two tenths of a mile to the other side. Without slowing 
down, Riley raced onto the land and into the woods.

“That’s funny,” thought Riley to himself. “I’m not even out of 
breath.”

He knew his pursuers would not give up that easily, so he 
started hiking through the woods, trying to put as much distance 
as possible between himself and them.

The leader of the group of pursuers yelled out orders. “Half of 
you men hurry back to Saddler’s Mill Road, and circle around on 
the other side of him. The rest of us will work our way through 
the woods around the lake. Don’t let him get away; we might 
have him trapped!”

Riley kept moving through the underbrush, pressing onward. 
Pacing himself, he didn’t stop for anything.

“Sure is funny how I am sort of out of breath from this slower 
pace,” he thought to himself.

“What just happened back there was phenomenal,” Riley 



 298 

Mickey McConnell

exulted. “I have always known, that Christians have power to do 
anything. Stay focused Riley. Keep moving, or you wont have any 
chance at all of getting back to the cave.”

Rebekah raised her hands in worship. “Heavenly Father, Your 
name is holy and worthy to be praised. I look forward to seeing 
You face to face my wonderful God. Until then, I intercede on 
behalf of my beloved husband. Gird up his loins with strength.”

Carmen joined in. “Father, Your word says, that if two of you 
agree on earth as touching anything that they shall ask; it shall be 
done for them of My Father. I agree with Rebekah’s prayer. I agree 
with the things she has petitioned You for. I ask of You the same 
things she is asking. I now stand on this Your promise, in faith 
trusting You. We give you thanks for listening to our prayers.”

Riley began to hear the hum of engines ahead of him.
“They’ve circled around,” he muttered to himself. “Looks like 

I have no other choice but to head right to the cliffs and hope for 
a break. Father, You did not bring me this far only to abandon me 
to my enemies. My trust is in You Mighty God. Hide me under 
the shadow of Your wings.”

“There he is,” shouted one of the supremers. “We have him 
trapped against the cliffs. Take him dead or alive. It really doesn’t 
matter.”

Riley had been jogging at a steady pace, but now he broke into 
a sprint.

“Heavenly Father, Your kingdom come to this wicked earth. 
Your will be done throughout the terrestrial realm. Your ways are 
perfect enlightening the soul. Oh my God I trust in You, let me 
not be ashamed, let not my enemies triumph over me.”

The roaring of motorcycles grew louder, and shots screamed 
past Riley’s head.

“I will not be afraid for the terror by night, nor for the arrow 
that flies by day,” Riley spoke aloud. “Neither will I fear bullets 
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fired from a gun. Father, Ezekiel and Philip traveled supernat-
urally, and Elijah flew in a chariot with horses. I ask that You 
would lift me up to the heights as in days of old. Mount me up on 
eagles wings, oh God of my deliverance. Therefore I will not be 
ashamed, for you are my song and my salvation. Into Your hands 
I commend my life and all that I am.”

Rebekah prayed more forcefully than before. “YaHVeH 
Shamar, Your word instructs us, that the forceful person lays 
hands on Your great kingdom. You said to come boldly before 
Your throne of grace, that we may obtain mercy and find grace 
to help in time of need. Riley needs Your help. If this passage of 
scripture does not pertain to a time such as this, then when does 
it apply? I call on Your great and mighty name YaHVeH. Set my 
husband on high, because he has known Your name. Cause him 
to soar like he has never soared before. Make the impossible pos-
sible to him. Help him to have the courage of a lion and the skill 
of an eagle in flight. Make him to bristle with Your strength and 
confidence, for he has known Your name.”

Riley took his last step at the edge of the cliff and thrust him-
self forward in a mighty leap, and then relaxed his body. It was 
just as he had dreamed on numerous occasions. His body soared 
outward with a burst of speed that was exhilarating. One of the 
following motorcyclists in his fierce zeal to destroy Riley, sudden-
ly realized how close he was to the cliff. He put his bike in a hard 
slide too late, and plunged over the edge to his death on the rocks 
below. The other pursuers slid right up to the edge, cursing and 
swearing every breath, as they helplessly watched Riley elude their 
grasp a second time. Riley knew he was not dreaming. He willed 
himself to break to the right, and so he did. He willed himself to 
soar up on high, as if an eagle riding a summer thermal.

“I always wondered what it must be like,” Riley mused to 
himself.
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His thoughts soared even higher into the heavens, as He 
blessed the mighty name of YaHVeH, shouting out praises to the 
Most High.

“My enemies had thought to swallow me up in a moment!” he 
proclaimed with great joy. “But Almighty God, even my God, has 
delivered me from their evil intent! Oh YaHVeH my God, I will 
sing Your praises from henceforth, for there is none like You. You 
have put to shame; they who desired my destruction. There they 
are in helpless frustration beholding my escape. Their desire goes 
out even now in longing for my end, and yet I take my flight from 
the hand of their pre-meditations. I exalt You YaHVeH Shamar. 
Surely You have delivered me from the snare of the fowler and 
from the hand of the dragon. There shall not an hair of my head 
perish, for you shelter me in the covert of Your fortress. You are 
my fortress and my hiding place. The enemy hissed and breathed 
out evil blasts, but have gone away empty handed. Who is like 
unto You, oh Giver of good gifts and the Desire of my heart? To 
know You mighty YaHVeH, is to know the ways of life. To know 
You is the joy of all the wise. My heart leaps for joy at Your majes-
tic splendor, for I have leaped to my death and yet lived. Gladness 
fills my soul, because of Your great goodness. In You is the hope 
of all the ages, and I shall live with Your mighty throng of saints 
from everlasting to everlasting.”

Riley lifted his hands high to the heavens in worship, as he 
felt the wind in his face. He breathed in deeply the goodness of 
the Almighty’s peace.

Rebekah felt a deep release in her spirit as the heaviness lifted 
off her.

“Carmen, by the grace and help of our God, we did it,” 
Rebekah exclaimed.

She stood to her feet as if in a trance.
“What do you see?” asked Carmen expectantly.
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“I see Riley’s face in my mind,” replied Rebekah. “And he 
is smiling peacefully. I see his body in a lying position and his 
hair blowing, but he isn’t laying on anything. I think he is flying 
Carmen! He is most certainly ok!”

The two of them danced around the cave rejoicing. Riley de-
liberated how to come in for a landing. At length, he decided to 
fly off away from home and come back very low over the trees, so 
as not to give away to any prying eyes the secret of their dwell-
ing place. And so he did. He approached very low, pulling up 
abruptly at some large rocks, as his feet touched the ground. Once 
again Riley felt his whole body bristling with eternal anticipa-
tion. Riley gave the agreed upon signal, and Rebekah opened the 
entrance to the cave. The two of them fell into each others’ arms. 
Rebekah could not stop kissing him for gladness, as she lifted her 
eyes heavenward.

“Thank-you a million times over,” breathed Rebekah to 
Almighty God.

Tears streamed down her cheeks, as she gazed upon the glow-
ing smiling face of her husband.

“You all have been praying for me!” said Riley in sudden real-
ization. “You wont believe what happened to me!”

“Oh yes we would believe it,” replied Carmen. “Rebekah saw 
you in her mind’s eye flying?”

“Wow!” said Riley. “Incredible! Faith and prayer go hand in 
hand don’t they?”

“Riley, I flew with you in spirit,” said Rebekah. “What a 
mighty God we serve.”
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You’re Getting 
Married?!

Lord Shachar’s arm had started working properly, but that was 
two days ago. As his eyes began to receive sight; he cursed 

the Most High from deep within his soul.
“Follow me,” lord Shachar commanded his security detail and 

a camera crew.
He walked in a rage to the temple grounds, entered the gates 

of the courtyard, and mounted the steps of the holy place where 
his statue stood. Entering the most holy place, he screamed out 
obscenities against YaHVeH. Blaspheming with every single 
breath, he cursed the Great Creator. He railed on the Almighty 
for punishing the earth with blindness, calling Him callous and 
unmerciful.

“If Almighty God were such a great God of love, then He 
would not sanction such actions against the peoples of the earth,” 
lord Shachar declared. “I am the true living god. I am the care-
taker and cherisher of the peoples of the earth. I am the one who 
sees to their happiness and well-being. I am the one that provides 
food, drink, clothing, shelter, healthcare, peace, safety, trans-
portation, communication, entertainment and the desires of the 
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hearts of the masses. There is no god like unto lord Shachar. I 
am a good god. I have not given earthlings blood to drink. What 
kind of a god gives his subjects blood to drink? I would never do 
such a thing.”

On and on lord Shachar ranted and raved against Almighty 
God. The peoples of the earth agreed with him. In their view, 
they had just suffered two days of humiliation at the hands of this 
heartless God of Israel and of the Christians. The peoples of the 
earth cursed the Most High and vented their anger in the same 
fashion as did lord Shachar.

On the steps of the holy place, lord Shachar gave command-
ment. “Arrest every Jew and every descendant of Jacob through-
out all the land of Israel. We will sell one half of them to the 
nations as slaves, for they are worthy. The other half we will de-
stroy from off the face of the earth. Thus shall we rid the planet 
of this evil scourge against humanity. In all the history of the 
world, there has never been such a small people, that has caused 
more conflict, division and turmoil, and for what? Remove every 
vestige and reference to YaHVeH and Yahshua Jesus from the 
pages of every book, and from the face of every monument, sign, 
building, or otherwise. It is the requirements of this God, that has 
brought so much grief, torment, sorrow, death and destruction 
to our beloved planet. We will rid ourselves of Him once and for 
all. Of all the gods on earth, He is the harshest and the meanest. 
We will neither tolerate Him nor His people from henceforth and 
even forevermore.”

There they all were, deep in the forest, and dressed as nice-
ly as possible. Keaton and Jason were both wearing clean white 
shirts, jeans and broad smiles. Riley was wearing an old timey 
suit coat with a white shirt, jeans, flat-nosed harness boots and no 
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tie. His cousin Roger was standing there in front of him facing in 
the other direction. He too was dressed in a decent looking suit, 
with a clean blue dress shirt and no tie. The small crowd of well-
wishers leaned forward in expectation. The number who escaped 
martyrdom had dwindled considerably, by reason of the intense 
persecution. Carmen made her way from out of the shadows into 
the small clearing. She was dressed in an unusual looking dress, 
that had been hand-sewn by the women. It was pieced together 
from whatever nice material they could scrounge together. There 
was something very appealing about it that you couldn’t quite 
put your finger on. It was simple, yet accentuated every aspect of 
Carmen’s lovely figure. Carmen had a delightful smile on her face 
as she made her way to the side of Roger, who was beaming from 
ear to ear. He reached for her hand, and she lovingly put her hand 
in his. The two of them faced Riley. He stood there with his Holy 
Bible opened and with a big grin on his face.

“My precious friends,” Riley began. “We are here today for 
to join this man and this woman together in holy matrimony. Is 
there anyone here who has a legitimate objection to this marriage? 
If you do, speak now, or forever remain silent.”

Riley gazed about the group slowly and deliberately and then 
proceeded.

“It is a joy to have such a wonderful occasion in the midst of 
our hardships and tribulation. We know full well the danger that 
surrounds us every moment of the day. Please, let us keep our 
celebrating as quiet as possible. It is good to see all of you here at 
this momentous event in the life of Roger and Carmen.

Almighty God Himself instituted marriage, because it is His 
desire and design, that one man and one woman should unite in 
oneness. The Great Creator, seeing that Adam was alone, and see-
ing that this was not a good thing, opened his side and took out 
a rib. He closed Adam’s side back up and formed a woman from 
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the rib. He brought the woman to Adam, to be with him until 
the last breath. Almighty God hates divorce. Almighty God hates 
unfaithfulness. He expects the two to care for each other and to 
fulfill their proper roles. It is the duty of the man to protect and 
provide for his wife and family. It is the duty of woman to be the 
keeper of the home. The man is to cherish his wife and love her, 
as Christ loved the church and gave Himself for it. The woman 
is to reverence, obey, and submit to her husband. The two are to 
physically join together and be one, and continue to take care of 
each other’s needs. Roger, do you agree with what I have said?”

Roger nodded his head in the affirmative. “I agree with every-
thing you said.”

“Carmen, do you agree with what I have said?” asked Riley.
“I agree with everything you said,” answered Carmen, shak-

ing her head in the affirmative.
“Roger, repeat after me. I Roger,” said Riley.
“I Roger,” repeated Roger.
“Give myself only to you Carmen until the last breath,” Riley 

instructed.
“Give myself only to you Carmen until the last breath,” re-

peated Roger.
“Only to you and no other,” said Riley.
“Only to you and no other,” Roger repeated.
“Almighty God is my witness,” Riley continued.
“Almighty God is my witness,” Roger covenanted. 
“Carmen, repeat after me. I Carmen,” said Riley.
“I Carmen.” she repeated.
“Give myself only to you Roger until the last breath,” Riley 

directed her.
“Give myself only to you Roger until the last breath.” she 

repeated.
“Only to you and no other,” said Riley.
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“Only to you and no other,” repeated Carmen.
“Almighty God is my witness,” said Riley with a smile.
“Almighty God is my witness” covenanted Carmen.
“By the authority of Almighty God’s word, and by the call-

ing He placed upon my life; I pronounce, that you Roger and 
you Carmen are now husband and wife. You may kiss your bride 
Roger,” Riley smiled.

Roger tenderly took Carmen into his arms and kissed her like 
he had never kissed anyone in his whole life. The small crowd of 
well-wishers waved their arms and hands furiously, throwing wild 
flowers and leaves into the air, so as not to make too much noise, 
that would give away their location.

Riley spoke forth again. “Keaton and Jason will be staying 
with Rebekah and me for quite some time, to give the newly-
weds a chance at a honeymoon. Roger and Carmen are going 
to change into their everyday clothing and head out with their 
camping gear. We all know very well, that we have planned to 
have a Bible study, worship and prayer. Take a few minutes to say 
good-bye to the honeymooners, and then please move in closer 
for our meeting.”

Roger and Carmen disappeared for a few minutes, so that 
they could get into more suitable clothing, and fasten their al-
ready loaded backpacks to their backs. When they emerged; 
everyone hugged them and sent them on their way. Roger and 
Carmen walked away hand in hand, waving with the other hand 
as they went.

“Is everyone doing alright?” asked Riley.
“As well as can be expected,” said Rodney the former sher-

iff. “The supremers have been venturing deeper into the forest in 
their effort to arrest us so-called non-compliant. They have found 
five more of our families in the several county area and have taken 
them away.”
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Jerry Richards spoke up. “They have manufactured enough of 
those beheading contraptions, so that there is virtually one in ev-
ery county. I found out, that all five of those families were warned 
to take the marking or lose their heads. When they refused, the 
supremers decapitated every one of them locally, as an example to 
others. The wife of one of the families had been missing her sister 
so badly, that she went to visit her. Well believe it or not, they got 
into a heated argument about the sister receiving the marking. 
The sister betrayed her and her family to the authorities. They are 
all in heaven now.”

“Listen everyone,” said Riley. “There have been millions of 
martyrs over the centuries. They loved not their lives even unto 
death. Hebrews chapter eleven talks about people being tortured 
and killed for their faith. It mentions mocking, scourging, bonds, 
imprisonment, stoning, being sawn in two, being killed with the 
sword, wandering about in sheepskins and goatskins, and wan-
dering about in deserts and mountains and dens and caves. These 
things happened long before this great tribulation, that we are 
in. Are we better than them? Of course not! The Almighty loved 
them just as much as He loves us. The Almighty also loves us 
as much as He did them. He said, that not a hair on our head 
would perish. Obviously, He is going to restore us whole for all 
eternity. These evil supremers may kill our bodies, but then they 
have no more power over us. We will not suffer the second death 
as they will. We need to be encouraging each other. I have heard, 
that Will Warner walked to his death singing a hymn. He knew 
all along what might happen to him, and he settled in his heart 
before hand, what his decision would be. I am so proud of Will 
and am greatly honored to have had him as a friend. You can be 
sure, that he is living it up in heaven. It is very likely, that many 
of us here today will be martyred in the same fashion, and maybe 
all of us. I encourage you to settle in your hearts to love Christ 
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even to the death. I exhort you to mix faith with your knowledge, 
that Christ is preparing a place for you. This beautiful place is 
waiting just on the other side for every single one of us here. Oh 
how we love this life, and none of us really want to die. It is hu-
man nature to cling to life as long as we can, but there is so much 
more waiting for us just beyond the veil. We need to develop a 
mind-set of what will take place very soon and embrace it. It is 
nothing to shun or run away from. Do we really believe what we 
say? I do, and I hope you do too. We need to continue to watch 
and pray. Second Thessalonians chapter two says, that the day of 
Christ will not come, until after the falling away and the man of 
sin is revealed. Those two things have already taken place. We all 
know, that many professing Christians have caved in to the mark-
ing, defecting from the truth. We are ripe for the return of our 
Savior Yahshua Jesus. I know of one more set of events prophesied 
in the scriptures, that are the signs of Christ’s coming. In Mark 
chapter thirteen it says, [But in those days after that tribulation, 
the sun shall be darkened and the moon shall not give her light, 
and the stars of heaven shall fall and the powers that are in heaven 
shall be shaken. And then shall they see the Son of man coming 
in the clouds with great power and glory, and then shall He send 
His angels. And they shall gather together His elect from the four 
winds, from the uttermost part of the earth to the uttermost part 
of heaven]. These simultaneous events immediately precede the 
coming of Christ our Savior. We don’t know the day or the hour 
that these signs will take place, but we do know that when these 
signs appear; Christ’s coming is imminent. I am looking for these 
signs, and you should be too. We may die before these signs oc-
cur. It is appointed unto men once to die, but mysteriously not all 
of us will sleep. Some of us will be alive and remain at the coming 
of Christ. Those who are alive when Christ returns will be able to 
see the signs mentioned in this passage. More than three and one 
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half years are behind us. This means; we are well past the middle 
of the great tribulation. We are into the time known as Jacob’s 
trouble. If any of you have a radio and have been keeping up with 
the news; you know that Israel is in complete turmoil. Many tens 
of thousands of Israelis are being killed. The two prophets clothed 
in sackcloth are giving the Supreme President of Presidents fits. 
Apparently a large number of Israelis disappeared. The supre-
mers don’t know what happened to them. The temple sacrifice 
was forcibly stopped, and the abomination of desolation was put 
into place at the temple. Satan is killing the saints as prophesied. 
All we have to do is endure unto the end. We overcome by the 
blood of the Lamb and by the word or our testimony. The people 
that overcome will have right to the tree of life. By the grace of 
Almighty God, I will have this right; what about you? My trust is 
in Christ. Let us press forward patiently to the end. The end is in 
sight I tell you. We are almost home. Now let us praise and wor-
ship our God very softly in spirit and in truth, and then we will 
pray in agreement for the Almighty’s sustaining help and grace 
and mercy.”

The small crowd of people softly and joyously sang praise 
songs, and then entered into deep songs of worship.

“Father we adore You. We love You and we always will. You 
have redeemed us from our sins, and have made us Your sons and 
daughters. We thank you and we always will. We will love You 
in life; we will love you in death. We owe You our lives, and we 
always will. We sometimes tremble at the thoughts of martyr-
dom. Your grace will be sufficient; this we know. Though we walk 
through the valley of the shadow of death; we will fear no evil. 
You stay here beside us, and You always will.”

They embraced and kissed each other, and then knelt down 
for a time of prayer.

“Heavenly Father, Your name is holy. We pray that Your 
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kingdom and will would manifest in this earth. We thank you 
for providing us with food and clothing, and ask that You would 
continue to provide. Forgive us of our sins, and help us to forgive 
others in a way that is pleasing to You. Please do not carry us 
into adversity, but rescue us from mischief. All dominion, power, 
glory, and the kingdom itself belongs to You only, for You alone 
are sovereign in the universe. We ask You for strength to endure. 
We pray for our brothers and sisters walking to their deaths for 
Your name’s sake. Give them dying grace. We plead with You for 
dying grace heavenly Father. By faith we are convinced, that You 
will stick close to our sides, whether in life or death. We long for 
the day, when we will see Yahshua Jesus face to face. We know 
we don’t deserve Your loving favor, and yet You give to us eternal 
life. Father, we are speechless at the thought. Amazing love, that 
you would die in our place. There is no example of love as great as 
the one of You sending Yahshua Jesus. We worship You oh Great 
Creator.”

The place began to shake where they were gathered together, 
and a bright light appeared from heaven shining down all around 
them.

A mighty voice from heaven said, “I am YaHVeH God 
Almighty. I have heard the sincere cry of your hearts. I am with 
you in life and in death. Do not be afraid.”

Eliyah meditated in his mansion, the mansion of the prime 
minister. Through his witchcraft connection to the powers of 
darkness, he conjured a spell. He directed fallen angels to enliven 
the idol/image of lord Shachar in the temple compound. In the 
middle of the day, the image began to speak like a man.

“Lord Shachar is god,” the idol proclaimed before the aston-
ished crowd in the temple. “If you will bow before his image; you 
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will live and not die. All people who refuse to bow the knee before 
the image of lord Shachar must be killed. Rebellious souls they 
are. This is how we will discern the followers of lord Shachar and 
the followers of YaHVeH God.”

All the people at the temple dropped to their knees before 
the idol/image of lord Shachar, carefully worshiping so as not to 
offend.

The two old men with beards, and dressed in sackcloth, were 
prophesying on a street corner in Jerusalem.

“We are dressed in sackcloth, because Almighty God is 
grieved with the rebellious hearts of men throughout all the earth 
who have received the marking. Judgment day is coming. You 
wicked men and women will be judged. The man known as lord 
Shachar, or the Supreme President of Presidents, is nothing more 
than an imposter. He has deceived every one of you. There is only 
one Messiah, and His name is Yahshua Jesus. Instead of hum-
bling himself and repenting, this Shachar man has induced the 
world to kill the people of Almighty God namely: the Christians 
and the non-compliant sons and daughters of Jacob. We gave you 
blood to drink for two days, because of the blood you have shed 
in killing the people of YaHVeH. The blindness of eyes for two 
days was appropriate, for the eyes of your spiritual understanding 
are willfully blind. You cannot resist YaHVeH and prosper. You 
believe Shachar has delivered and blessed you, but darkness has 
descended down over your hearts and minds. You have become 
the servants of evil. The second death awaits a mob such as your-
selves. If there is a wise man among you; he would do well to 
reconsider.”

Out of the crowd of onlookers pushed five men, bent on de-
stroying the two old prophets. They came suddenly out of no 
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where with automatic weapons aimed at them. Simultaneously 
the two old men breathed an intense trail of fire from their 
mouths, engulfing their assailants in a moment of time in vicious 
devouring flames. The five men screamed in excruciating pain. 
They were consumed in moments, and collapsed into a heap be-
fore the eyes of them all. The cameras continued to roll, as the 
onlookers suddenly seemed less sure of themselves.

“Because of the hardness of men’s hearts; calamity is de-
termined against the inhabitants of the earth. There will be a 
drought for as long as we say. Your grain and your barley will 
suffer greatly, and you will know, that YaHVeH God rules in the 
kingdoms of men. Shachar, in whom you put your trust, is not 
God. He is the anti-Christ. He desecrated YaHVeH’s temple with 
the abomination of his idol/image, that continues to stand there 
even to this day. It is to your own shame, that you have chosen 
to serve him instead of the Great Creator. See if he is able to 
bring the rains for your crops. The drought is already on it’s way. 
It is proof, that YaHVeH is God over all the earth, and not this 
Shachar imposter! It would be better for you to remove the mark-
ing from your person, regardless of the cost or loss of limb, than 
to suffer the second death. The second death is eternity in the lake 
of fire. When we turn to leave this place today; the drought will 
begin. Behold therefore!”
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The supremers continued to martyr the saints. A long line of 
non-compliant moved slowly; but steadily, toward the neo-

modern guillotine. Jermaine and Cheryl Konig, their teen-age 
son Randy, their teen-age daughter Gloria, and their seven year 
old son Jeremy moved along with the others. Jermaine encour-
aged his family.

“Trust in YaHVeH our God,” he directed them. “Christ is 
a friend that sticks closer than a brother. Receive the grace and 
strength you need even now in the name of Yahshua Jesus. We 
can do this. We are going to see our Savior today.”

“Daddy, I’m scared,” said Gloria.
Jermaine gently took the hand of his daughter and pulled her 

to his chest with the other arm.
“It’s going to be alright,” he said soothingly. “Bow your head 

with me and you pray too. Heavenly Father, we have heard, that 
we don’t need dying grace until it is time to die. Father, today is 
that day. We have placed our trust in you. Here we stand in this 
death line, because we are not willing to receive the marking, or 
bow to the despicable image of the anti-Christ. We need your 
strength now! We call out in Your holy name even now! Hear 
our prayer and strengthen us to this final act of faith in You. 
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Strengthen Gloria inside her mind even now. Strengthen Randy 
and Jeremy and Cheryl even now. Strengthen me even now. You 
are a very present help in time of trouble. We come boldly to You 
now to obtain Your mercy and to find grace in our time of need. 
Will You not keep Your true word to us? I am confident that You 
will Father. Strengthen my family beyond measure I ask. I thank 
you Father for hearing my prayer and for Your faithfulness.”

“Gloria,” said Jermaine. “Call out to the Almighty yourself. 
This is no time to be shy. He will hear you.”

Gloria drew strength from her dad and began to pray.
“Heavenly Father, this is so hard to do, but You know that 

I love You. Daddy has taught us to prepare ourselves for a time 
such as this, and here we are now. I need You Father. I need You 
more than I have ever needed anything. Please help me to have 
the strength to die well today. Please hear my prayer. Father, I am 
in this death line by choice, and I call on You to keep Your prom-
ises to me and to mommy and daddy and Randy and Jeremy. 
Please strengthen me even no....”

Gloria stopped abruptly and grew silent, as the tears running 
down her face turned into a big smile.

“I can feel it! I can feel Yahshua Jesus standing by my side. My 
fear just left me suddenly, and I am not afraid to die. I have never 
felt such confidence rising up in me from deep in my belly. Wow! 
Such a deep calm assurance! I have never felt even a tenth of the 
strength that is flowing in me right now.”

Gloria looked up at her dad, and smiled. Jermaine hugged his 
daughter tightly.

“How are you doing Jeremy,” asked Jermaine.
“I’m fine daddy,” he replied. “I believe everything you have 

ever taught me. I am ready, because I trust you, and I trust 
Yahshua Jesus.”

“Randy?” asked Jermaine.
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“I’m good,” replied Randy bravely with a look of determina-
tion on his face.

“Cheryl?” asked Jermaine.
Cheryl did not answer, but only put her arms around Jermaine 

and held tightly to him. Jermaine held her close. They had arrived 
at the front of the line.

“Gloria Konig,” called the voice. “You have one last chance. 
You see the image of lord Shachar standing there before you. 
Worship at its feet, and we will let you go.”

Gloria kissed her mom, her dad, her little brother Jeremy, and 
her brother Randy, and gave each of them a big hug.

“Gloria Konig,” came the voice again. “What’s it going to be? 
Make your decision!”

“I will never bow to the anti-Christ,” said Gloria firmly. “I 
will only bow and serve my Savior Yahshua Jesus.”

“Come with us.”
Two guards dressed in uniforms escorted Gloria to the neo-

modern guillotine, placed her on it, and fastened her in place.
“I love you mommy, daddy, Jeremy, Randy. See you soon,” she 

yelled.
Ching. The metal blades did their work efficiently.
“Jeremy Konig,” said the voice loud and clear. “You have one 

last chance to change your mind. You may bow to the image of 
lord Shachar and live.”

Jermaine Konig gave his son a big hug.
“You are strong as a man son. I am so proud of you. Be strong! 

We are right behind you.”
Jermaine smiled confidently at his young son and nodded for 

him to go.
“I will never bow to that stupid image of the anti-Christ,” 

Jeremy shouted.
Cheryl Konig burst into tears.
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“I can’t do it!” she wept. “I’m sorry, I can’t do it.”
She ran after Jeremy screaming, “What is wrong with you 

people? He is only seven years old. Can’t you see he is only a 
child?”

“Cheryl Konig?” the voice asked. “Do you wish to bow to the 
image of lord Shachar and live? If you do; we will let you go free.”

“I will bow, if you will let my son live,” replied Cheryl.
“Don’t do it!” shouted Jermaine. “Whoever bows to the image 

of the anti-Christ is doomed for all eternity.”
“Everyone has to make their own choice, including your son,” 

answered the voice. “Do you wish to worship at the feet of lord 
Shachar’s image?”

Cheryl hesitated and then walked over to the image. She 
stood there for minutes. Jermaine prayed intensely with his head 
bowed, while she pondered her next move.

“Cheryl Konig, what is your decision?” asked the one in 
charge.

Cheryl shook uncontrollably. Then walked back to where her 
family stood and got back in line. The guards had placed Jeremy 
on the contraption and fastened him into place.

“I love you daddy,” he shouted. “See you soon with Jesus.”
Ching. The cold contraption did its work.
“Randy Konig,” came the voice. “You have one last chance to 

change your mind. If you will bow down to the ground before the 
image of lord Shachar in worship; we will set you free.”

“I am a servant of YaHVeH God, and I always will be,” Randy 
stated forcefully.

He hugged his dad and clenched his fist confidently as their 
eyes met. He hugged his mom and held her tightly, whispering 
into her ear.

“Be strong in the faith mom. We didn’t go to church all those 
years and live our lives for Yahshua Jesus for nothing. Don’t turn 
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back. I want to see you in heaven with Gloria and Jeremy and 
dad.”

Randy walked confidently with the two guards towards eter-
nity. He was singing between them on the way.

“I can’t wait to get to heaven. What a time I’m going to have. 
I’m going to run through those pearly gates. To dance and sing 
with the angels.”

They placed Randy into position and fastened him down. 
Randy sang more loudly and more fervently.

“My friends don’t seem to understand me. They think I’m 
crazy as a loon. But my Father’s house has one big gym. I’m going 
to be playing there real soo....”

Ching. The machine did its work.
“Jermaine Konig,” came the voice once again. “Bow in wor-

ship at the feet of lord Shachar’s image, and we will let you go 
free.”

Jermaine was holding his wife in his arms and praying ear-
nestly for her.

“Heavenly Father, please strengthen Cheryl. I know that You 
will never leave us nor forsake us. Father, I love her with all my 
heart and I always will. Thank you very much for her. Please help 
her I ask.”

“Jermaine Konig. What’s it going to be? Make your decision.”
“Every knee shall bow and every tongue will confess that 

Yahshua Jesus the Messiah is Lord to the glory of YaHVeH God,” 
Jermaine confessed.

“Come with us,” said one of the guards gruffly.
Jermaine looked back at his wife as he was being led away.
“I love you babe. I hope to see you again in a few minutes. 

Please come be with us.”
They put him into place and fastened him down.
“I see Yahshua Jesus standing at the right hand of YaHVeH,” 
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Jermaine shouted with a loud voice. “Halleleuyah!”
Ching.
“Cheryl Konig?” asked the voice. “Have you made your final 

decision yet? Bow at the feet of lord Shachar’s image, and you may 
live out your life on this earth.”

Cheryl was weeping so hard that her body shook. She walked 
toward the idol/ image and stood there.

“What’s it going to be Cheryl Konig? Make your decision.”
Cheryl started to bend over, and then she stopped. Gathering 

all her strength she called out.
“Heavenly Father, if you don’t strengthen me; I wont be able 

to go through with this. I have loved You all my adult life, and I 
have served You gladly. Please calm my soul and strengthen me. 
I believe in You, and my hope is in You. Please help me to be 
strong.”

Almost instantly she felt a strong presence at her right hand. 
She reached out to touch that presence with her hand, then realiz-
ing Yahshua Jesus was with her. Composing herself, she straight-
ened, licked her lips together gathering saliva, and spit on the 
statue of lord Shachar.

“This is my final answer,” she said boldly.
The guards grabbed her arms from either side and marched 

her toward her destiny. Putting her into place, they fastened her 
down.

She began to sing softly a song that rose up in her heart at that 
very moment.

“There is none like unto You my precious Savior. Though 
trouble beset my way, and though my heart begin to fear, yet will 
I trust in You, Keeper of my soul. I will hold tightly to Your hand, 
with which You sustain me even now. I love You my precious 
Jesus, lead me on to Your beautiful home.”

Ching. No one saw, as the spirit and soul of Cheryl Konig 
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arose from her still body; except those in the spirit realm. There 
they were, lingering near with the angels who had come to trans-
port them. Jermaine, Randy, Gloria and Jeremy smiled at her, 
as she joined them. They began to ascend the heights into the 
unknown with the help of the angels. Through the valley of the 
shadow of death and toward the glorious brilliance of heaven it-
self. Who is that smiling man coming into view? But of course, 
as they drew near; they could see nail prints in His hands, spread 
open wide to receive them.

“Well done, welcome home,” He greeted them with a warm 
embrace and a kiss for everyone. “Enter into My city, that I have 
prepared for you.”

Upon entering the gates of the city, the five of them jumped 
up and down in excitement as they pointed to this, and then that, 
in speechless wonder.

The ruling body of North America was in session. They were 
in a quandary about what to do concerning the drought, the 
famine, and widespread death. The two old prophets appeared 
in the room with them, where chairman Husaam Quasim of the 
United States sat at the head of the table. The eyes of every repre-
sentative looked skeptically and condescendingly at them as they 
approached.

“How did you two get in here?” asked President Quasim. 
“Guards! Guards! Escort these troublemakers off the premises 
immediately, and do not allow them to return.”

The guards walked menacingly in the direction of the two old 
prophets, but were met quickly with engulfing flames from their 
mouths. They fell to the floor, expiring in less than one minute. 
The fire sprinkler system in the building immediately drenched 
the room and its occupants in a shower of water, but still the 



 320 

Mickey McConnell

bodies of the guards continued to burn. President Quasim glared 
at the two old men.

“What can I do for you gentlemen?” he asked gruffly.
“There is nothing you can do for us,” replied one of the old 

prophets. “We have come to deliver a message to you and to your 
region. You sir are an evil Muslim imposter. You have completed 
the serpent/dragon’s conquest of North America, and you will be 
judged.”

President Quasim interrupted the old man, as he pointed at 
him with his right hand, “How dare you come in here like this, 
talking down to us like dogs?”

President Quasim had barely finished his sentence, when the 
second old prophet breathed a small blast of fire from his mouth 
at President Quasim’s right arm and hand. The flames burned 
furiously, but were contained to his right arm and hand. President 
Quasim’s countenance changed suddenly into fear and panic, as 
he writhed in pain. While he groaned in agony; his arm and hand 
burned to a crisp. Looking around the room with fiery stares, the 
old prophets continued.

“President Quasim, your days are numbered sir. Did you really 
think you could move forward successfully in full rebellion against 
YaHVeH? Did you really think Shachar could save you in the end? 
Did you really think you could destroy the United States and get 
away with it too? The kingdom of Shachar is doomed! Because you 
are a part of his kingdom; you too are doomed! YaHVeH gives 
freedom of choice to all, and every soul will reap what they have 
sown, whether it be good or whether it be evil. Those who have 
refused the marking, and put their faith in Yahshua Jesus, will in-
herit the kingdom of YaHVeH. They will reign forever with Him. 
Those who have received this worldly marking, or have bowed 
to Shachar or his image, will inherit the kingdom of damnation. 
These will reside forever in the lake of fire. Before the nuclear blasts 
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and earthquakes in your nation, the so-called progressives incre-
mentally destroyed the Christian foundations on which the United 
States was built. Doing away with Holy Bible principles can never 
rightly be portrayed as progressive. It is impossible that this is prog-
ress. Every time God-fearing people tried to revive the greatness of 
the United States; they were met with unrelenting resistance from 
progressives. They made a mockery of the Holy Bible and replaced 
it with a substitute morality. The United States honored pagan gods 
and their religions, and dishonored Almighty God in the name of 
freedom. The wicked will be turned into hell and every nation that 
forgets Almighty God. Because you and your progressive friends 
have delighted to infest the land with your wicked ways, and have 
sought every opportunity to slaughter Christians; we do pronounce 
a loathsome infectious itch on those with Shachar’s marking. It 
will produce a putrid stench in your nostrils for thirty days. Behold 
therefore!

The two old prophets banged their staffs down on the floor 
and stormed out of the room. As they turned to go, the itch was 
already creeping up the bodies of those in the room and beyond, 
as one after another began to scratch involuntarily.

The world grew worried and wearied, as grain and barley crops 
withered in the fields for lack of rain. The price of these commodi-
ties shot through the roof, because of diminished supplies of food. 
A single days wages scarcely provided enough nourishment for one 
person, and still it had to be divided with other members of the 
family. Millions of Christians had been slaughtered by the supre-
mers, but now the supremers were dying by the millions through 
starvation. One thing led to another. Nations and individuals 
struggled with each other for food to eat. Wild beasts of the earth 
attacked and killed men and women alike uncharacteristically. 
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Death was the headline news every single day, as one and one half 
billion of the earth’s inhabitants succumbed to these calamities. 
Almighty God kept His promise to the righteous remnant, by 
keeping them alive in famine. The righteous grew fearlessly bold 
as lions. Wild beasts of the field, that sought to do them harm, 
became hot meals and jerky. The troubles of the earth did not 
bring repentance to the supremers. As the mighty famine eased; 
they only cursed the wonderful name of YaHVeH and Yahshua 
Jesus, hardening their hearts in stubborn resistance against the 
Great Creator. They maliciously blasphemed the Most High.
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Roger MacCormick, Riley’s cousin, jerked up suddenly on the 
line. Sure enough, his pole bent down and began to dance 

around under the weight of a nice catch. Roger smiled, as he 
leaned back ever so slightly and began to reel slowly. A little slack, 
and he reeled a little more.

“You’re all mine this time,” said Roger. “You didn’t think you 
could outsmart ole Roger forever did you big boy? Come to papa.”

Roger grinned slyly with satisfaction as the nice fish drew 
closer. He bent over and reached down to secure the beauty. 
Without warning five men emerged from the underbrush with 
guns pointed straight at Roger.

“Well what do you know about that?” exclaimed Sheriff 
Martin Brown. “I knew it was only a matter of time. You are 
under arrest Roger boy!”

Roger dropped his pole and turned to run. Kablam! The 357 
magnum pierced Roger’s upper leg.........

“Ahhhhhhhhh,” cried Roger in pain, as he hit the ground 
hard.

“Now why did you go and run?” complained the sheriff. 
“Johnson, looks like we’re going to have to drag him out of here 
after all, unless I can get the chopper out here.”
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“Did you have to shoot him?” grumbled deputy Johnson.
“You just keep an eye out for Riley MacCormick,” the sheriff 

commanded him. “Jackson! Rawlins! Neeman! That goes for you 
fellas too! Riley might be close by, and if he is; we don’t want to 
be caught by surprise.”

The men fanned out in a circle in order to secure the area from 
any surprise counter-offensive.

“I was going to put the cuffs on you Roger boy,” said the sher-
iff. “But that is one nasty wound you have there. Obviously you 
wont be going anywhere under your own steam.”

The sheriff grabbed his radio, “This is Sheriff Martin Brown. 
Dispatcher, has the chopper returned to base?

“Yes sir,” came the reply. “It returned about thirty minutes 
ago. What’s up?”

“I have a wounded suspect, and we need assistance getting 
him up out of here right away. You can pick up the co-ordinates 
of my position from my personal transponder. Do you read me?”

“I read you loud and clear sheriff,” replied the dispatcher. “I 
have your co-ordinates here in front of me, and you will have 
transport in approximately fifteen minutes.”

“That’s a big ten-four,” replied the sheriff. “Instruct the pilot 
to leave immediately, and I don’t want any dilly dallying around.”

He turned to where Roger lay, “Where is Riley MacCormick 
holed up?”

“Even if I knew; I would never tell the likes of you,” replied 
Roger curtly.

“You know; I could grant you much leniency, if you would 
only co-operate,” the sheriff urged him.

“I will never co-operate with you under any circumstances,” 
replied Roger. “Riley has been nothing but good to me, and I owe 
him much.”

“Suit yourself,” answered the sheriff. “But surely you know, 
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that we have a nice little surprise waiting for you back in town.”
“I’m sure you do,” Roger admitted. “I have wondered for 

years, if and when this moment would come in my life. I am fully 
prepared for whatever you have in store, by the grace of Almighty 
God.”

“So it always goes back to your cheesy little religion does it?” 
snapped the sheriff. “We shall see about that very soon Roger 
boy.”

Soon the helicopter could be heard, as it moved in their direc-
tion. It methodically moved into the position of the co-ordinates 
given. Sheriff Brown was waving his arms among a thin group 
of trees, and the chopper pilot spotted him there. The pilot’s as-
sistant began to let down a metal basket into a small opening in 
the leaf canopy.

“Rawlins, give me hand over here!” ordered the sheriff.
The two men positioned themselves on either side of Roger 

and lifted him to his feet. Sheriff Brown pulled Roger’s right arm 
up around his own neck, and Rawlins pulled Roger’s left arm up 
around his neck. The two of them half carried half dragged him 
toward the steel basket.

Riley heard the gun report and thought it strange.
“That sounded like a handgun shot,” he muttered to himself.
Riley had been hunting, but now he headed off in the direc-

tion from whence he had heard the gun shot. It took several min-
utes for him to make his way along the ridge and down into the 
small valley. Something just didn’t feel right in his spirit, but he 
kept moving. He could hear the sound of chopper blades beating 
the air off in the distance.

“I wonder what is going on,” Riley wondered almost out loud.
He continued to move in the direction of his interest. In a 
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few more minutes he could hear voices. Carefully picking his 
way through the underbrush, with sniper rifle in hand; he peered 
around a pile of rocks. He could hear the sound of the helicop-
ter. Riley lifted his rifle and peered through the telescopic lense. 
Looking back and forth and up and down, he spotted the sheriff 
and Rawlins dragging someone toward a white metal basket. He 
closed one eye and squinted carefully.

“Dang!” he exclaimed to himself. “They got Roger!”
Just as Riley was taking careful aim at the legs of Sheriff 

Brown; he spotted movement further back behind in the woods. 
Riley aimed the scope back there just to be safe. It was a sheriff’s 
deputy standing watch and scanning the woods.

“What the .... ?” Riley muttered softly. “What is he looking 
for?”

Riley quickly scanned the woods.
“Have mercy on me!” he thought to himself.
There were at least three other men back in the woods looking 

for something, and one of them was not that far from him. Riley 
hesitated. As thoughts raced through his head; it dawned on him.

“They’re looking for you Riley!” he whispered to himself. 
“This is a trap! Still I do have the element of surprise on my side, 
and I have a suppressor on my gun to confuse direction.”

Riley took aim at the man closest to him. Kapow! The man 
went to the ground screaming in agony and grabbing his right 
leg. Riley quickly took aim at the next closest man to him. He 
fired off round two. Kablam! The bullet whizzed right past the 
man barely missing him. He jumped for cover, afraid to move.

“Dang! I missed him!” Riley lamented.
Riley looked through the scope to where the basket waited. 

Sheriff Brown and Rawlins had managed to carry Roger within 
a few feet of their intended destination. Riley slowly took aim 
at Rawlins. Kapow! The bullet sliced through the air finding its 
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mark. Rawlins fell to the ground yelling, and grabbing the lower 
right cheek of his butt. Sheriff Brown quickly eased Roger to the 
ground.

“Johnson!” shouted the sheriff. “Come over here and help me.”
Johnson hesitated.
“Get over here now!” roared the sheriff.
Johnson hurried over.
“We can just drag him from this side. Hurry up, let’s go,” 

he commanded. “I’m sure that’s Riley MacCormick doing the 
shooting, and he is not going to risk shooting his cousin. Help me 
get him into the basket.”

The two of them drug Roger onto the basket and fastened 
him down as quickly as they could. Sheriff Brown signaled to the 
pilot’s assistant to winch him up. The sheriff and Johnson dove for 
cover, as soon as the basket started to move from in front of them. 
The moment the basket cleared the trees; the helicopter moved 
away quickly, carrying Roger with it. Riley couldn’t see the chop-
per because of the forest canopy, and he grimaced at the thought 
of Roger being caught.

“Riley MacCormick,” shouted Sheriff Brown. “I have noticed 
that you are afraid to kill a man, unless he is attacking you or 
your family directly. You don’t mind wounding them in the leg. 
Your Christianity wont allow you to kill, unless it is absolutely 
necessary. It is your weakness Riley. We got your cousin, and it is 
only a matter of time until we get you.”

Riley lay there quietly assessing the situation and wondering 
what his next move would be. He crawled on his belly away from 
the position he had held.

“What’s wrong Riley?” called the sheriff. “Cat got your 
tongue?”

Riley saw movement to his left out of the corner of his eye, but 
it was too late. The blow glanced off the side of his head knocking 
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him out cold. Riley’s body relaxed as consciousness left him.
“I got him!” shouted the sixth man.

“I am very worried about Riley,” said Rebekah. “He should 
have been home by now. He told me, that he planned to be back 
by early evening.”

“I know,” replied Carmen. “Same with Roger. Do you think 
something bad happened to them?”

“I just don’t know,” replied Rebekah. “There have been many 
times, that Riley has run into trouble and has come in very late. 
I am troubled deep inside though. Something just isn’t right. I 
sense it from way down within.”

“I didn’t want to say anything about it, but I have been having 
similar feelings,” Carmen agreed. “The boys have been in bed for 
some time now. You wanna pray?”

“Yes,” answered Rebekah. “I don’t know what else we can do.
The two of them knelt down together and began to pour out 

their hearts to the Great Creator.

In the middle-east the sun rose up bright and hot. People were 
going about their daily routines. Children were going to school, 
and men and women were going to work. About two hours into 
the daylight, the sun began to haze over, as if dark clouds of rain 
had arrived, but there were no clouds to be seen. As the minutes 
passed; the sun became very pale, even blackish in color, and a 
sort of eerie twilight prevailed. The inhabitants of the earth, who 
were working outside, were virtually forced to stop working in 
the pale dim light. Those inside came outside to see what was 
going on. Normal activities ceased, as conversations were domi-
nated with nervous questions about the sun. Not one single soul 
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was able to offer an adequate answer. Scientists and astronomers 
scrambled to find plausible explanation, but were completely baf-
fled. News media centers interviewed countless experts; digging 
for understanding. A little more than twelve hours had passed, 
when the moon turned blood red. People stared in consternation, 
perplexed beyond words. The earth shook and quaked, as it reeled 
back and forth like a drunkard. The sea roared and continued to 
roar fearfully. It’s waves crashed furiously onto the shore. There 
almost seemed to be an angry presence out at sea. Meteor shower 
after meteor shower pelted the earth in every nation, and the stars 
refused to shine. The disturbances in the cosmos were unravel-
ing nerves and arousing a sense of panic and uncertainty, but the 
dwindling remnant of surviving Christians manifested a growing 
excitement. Supremers and Christians alike spent hours outside, 
staring up at the strange events taking place in the cosmos. The 
blood red moon stood out grotesquely in the dark sky as it stared 
back at the earth. In the city, streets lights burned around the 
clock.

Lord Shachar quickly made the decision to get out of Jerusalem 
for the time being. He journeyed back to his home in the north-
eastern Turkey/Armenia/Georgia/Azerbaijan region. He felt help-
less, as the events on earth defied everything he had said and 
done. He didn’t want to see anyone, and was determined to ride 
out the storm far away from it all. He boarded a private jet and 
flew from Jerusalem to Yerevan. From there he flew in a helicop-
ter to his home. Recent events had unnerved him a bit. He was 
very aware, that it had all been prophesied in the Holy Bible. He 
considered the folly of his decisions, but hardened his heart once 
again. So what, if YaHVeH God had won this round. It was noth-
ing more than a single battle in a whole string of battles. One bat-
tle does not a war make. Once again, he thought an evil thought. 
He began to scheme a gathering of the armies of the earth. He 
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would root out and destroy every single human on the face of the 
earth who had Jacob/Israel’s blood flowing through their veins. 
He would muster the armies of the caliphate and other nations 
from his ancient home of Gogharena He would lay waste to any-
thing and everything of value in the land of Israel. He considered 
the possibility, of leaving the land of Israel a perpetual wasteland 
uninhabitable forever. Perhaps he would just cleanse the land of 
the past and start anew, as god of the earth. Thus he comforted 
himself in the midst of abject failure.

“He who laughs last, laughs best,” he thought to himself.
While YaHVeH had thwarted him for now; he would out-

flank YaHVeH and get the jump on Him at the last. He would 
redouble his efforts as never before. The eyes of the dragon/ser-
pent glowed red through the eyes of lord Shachar.

Sheriff Brown had stewed and fretted for the last two days. 
Not long after he had gotten Riley and Roger back to his jail; 
night had fallen. The sun never rose the next morning as it usually 
rises. The light increased slightly as at twilight, but never grew 
brighter.

“Johnson, what do you make of all this stuff?” asked the 
sheriff.

“Sheriff, I just don’t know,” replied Johnson. “Deep down, I 
don’t have a good feeling about it. I have been having feelings of 
doom. It is unnerving, if you ask me.”

“Hmm,” answered the sheriff. “It is really weird; I’ll give you 
that. I’m going to tell you something. I thought I would wait until 
all this blew over before dealing with Riley and Roger, but what 
if it never blows over? I’ve waited as long as I am going to wait. 
We are going to execute Riley and Roger this evening and be 
done with it. I want you to put word out around town right away. 
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Whoever wants to come witness the event, can come. Whoever 
wishes to continue staring up into the sky, can have at it.”

“Are you sure about this sheriff?” Johnson inquired.
“Sure I’m sure!” replied the sheriff irately. “I have waited all 

this time hoping to catch those two and make an example out 
of them, and there will be no further delay. The sooner they are 
dead, the sooner I can rest easy. Now be on your way and get the 
word out.”

Rebekah, Carmen, Jason and Keaton sat outside under the 
dark sky. The earth had shaken so much; they decided it might be 
safer outside the cave.

“I am past being worried,” said Carmen. “Obviously some-
thing bad happened to the guys.”

“It’s true,” replied Rebekah. “There is no way, that they would 
not have gotten word to us about what is going on. Either a wild 
animal attacked them, or they were captured. I am numb, and I 
don’t think I could cry more if I had to.”

“Rebekah, what do you think happened?” asked Jason.
“Jason, son, I am not really sure. I think they are either dead 

or captured, because at least one of them would have found a way 
to send us word otherwise.”

Jason hung his head quietly. They all lowered their heads in 
sadness.

“What if we never see them again?” asked Keaton. “I miss 
daddy.”

Carmen put her arm around little Keaton in an effort to com-
fort him.

“Listen everyone,” said Rebekah. “Riley was a man that knew 
his Bible. I have never seen anyone so able to remain objective in 
the face of established denominational doctrine. Over and over 
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again, he was proven to be right about these end times. He told 
us, that when the sun was darkened, and the moon looked blood 
red, and the stars fell from heaven, and the powers of the heavens 
were shaken, that we would be getting really close to the time of 
Christ’s return. I have every reason to believe this. Riley remind-
ed me, that when these things happen; our Redemption draws 
near. We could leave out of here today. Please ya’ll: I have cried as 
much as anyone here since Riley and Roger came up missing, but 
Riley taught me to be strong and full of faith. I trust the things 
written in the Holy Bible. We are going to be alright, whether in 
life or in death. Let’s make the best of things.

At the White House, President Quasim and his staff sat 
around a table in the Rose Garden. President Quasim had been 
embarrassingly humbled, when his arm had to be amputated. 
He still refused to talk about it to anyone, including his wife. 
Several prominent scientists, doctors, astronomers, religious lead-
ers and others were gathered together at the President’s request. 
Of course, the only thing on their minds was the events in the 
heavens. There they sat in the candlelight watching the skies and 
making serious conversation.

“We know for a fact, that moonlight is merely reflected sun-
light,” said Dr. Lightfoot. “So it is completely illogical, that the 
sun is dark and the moon is blood red. The moon should be dark 
like the sun. Unless there is some powerful red light out there, 
that the moon is reflecting, then the moon is shining light of 
its own. This is basically impossible in scientific terms, and yet 
yonder is the sun in pale darkness and the moon blood red. If I 
hadn’t seen it with my own eyes, I wouldn’t have believed it. In 
fact, I keep making sure that this is not some sort of dream, and 
I am serious.”
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Doctor of divinity Lewis Stearns spoke up. “Does everyone 
here really have an open mind as to what might be going on? If 
you do; I want you to listen to me. I don’t know if you remem-
ber. A few years ago, as the Supreme President of Presidents was 
just coming onto the scene; there was this journalist named Riley 
MacCormick. Quite frankly, I couldn’t stand the man. I still be-
lieve, that he was little more than a right wing fanatic fundamen-
talist Christian. He used to write a column for the Washington 
Post, as I recall. Anyway, he used to rant and rave about the Holy 
Bible being the literal word of God. He led everyone to believe, 
that a person could count on every single word in the Holy Bible. 
He went to great lengths to convince his readers, that if they were 
wise, then they would order their lives around all the teachings in 
this book. He swore up and down, that the signs of Christ’s com-
ing were in the Holy Bible. The signs he pointed out time after 
time, are the very same things going on in the heavens right now. 
According to Riley, anyone who took the “mark of the beast”, as 
he called it, would inherit eternal damnation.”

President Quasim pressed a hand to his chest and groaned as 
he leaned forward. He started breathing heavily.

“Are you alright Mr. President?” asked astronomer Stew 
Jenkins, as he reached his hand forward gently to assist him.

The president looked up smiling weakly, “I’m alright. It’s just 
excess gas. Please proceed gentlemen.”

Lewis continued, “If I were not so sure, that Riley has it all 
wrong; I would say that he must have some sort of inside track 
with somebody. He hasn’t missed any of his predictions yet. He 
predicted the rise of a single man who would rule the whole 
world. He said the world would be divided into ten regions, and 
that currency would be a thing of the past. He insisted that ev-
eryone would be required to take a marking, that he said was the 
mark of the ummm ... beast? No, maybe it was the mark of the 
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anti-Christ. Anyway, according to him; no one would be able to 
buy or sell without this marking. He said he believed there was 
a strong possibility, that he would be beheaded for the things he 
believed, and millions of others like him. Riley said men’s hearts 
would fail them for fear of what would be happening to the earth. 
The events we are witnessing are what he called, the signs of the 
coming of ...............”

President Quasim slumped over in his chair, and his face fell 
forward onto the table.

“Get the MD out here forthwith,” shouted one of the staff.
He leaned over and felt the President’s wrist.
“Dang! Hurry it up, the President doesn’t have a pulse! It looks 

like he may have had a heart attack!”

The city of Luray, the county seat of Page County, was busy 
with activity under the bright street lights on the town square. 
It was late in the afternoon, but still the sun was darkened. The 
blood red moon stood out weirdly in the dark sky. Word had got-
ten out about the execution of Riley MacCormick and his cousin, 
and the square was filled with supremers. Oh yes, they were fear-
ful of all the events in the heavens, but they were also bitter. They 
blamed the Christians for all they had suffered in recent months. 
Anything to get back at them was a good thing in their opinion.

A voice called out clearly, “Roger MacCormick, do you recant 
your faith in Jesus and agree to take the marking?”

Roger didn’t even bother to answer him. Because of the injury 
he had sustained earlier in the week, the sheriff’s deputies already 
had him fastened into the neo-modern guillotine. “It is appointed 
unto men once to die and after this the judgment,” Roger quoted 
from the scriptures out loud.

“If you will receive the marking; we will let you go and restore 
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your belongings to you. You can live among us in peace. What 
do you say?”

“I know whom I have believed, and I am persuaded, that He 
is able to keep everything I have committed unto Him against 
that day,” Roger continued.

“We would much rather have you join us Mr. MacCormick. 
What advantage is there in refusing to comply?”

Roger continued to ignore their exhortations saying, “I can do 
all things through Christ which strengthens me.”

“Then we have no choice, but to send you to meet your angry 
God,” came the voice over the loud speaker.

“To live is Christ and to die is gai...........”
Sssssching. Roger’s head fell into the basket, as the machine 

did its work. The sheriff’s deputies loosed the bands from Roger’s 
body and laid it off to the side.

“Riley MacCormick,” came the voice once again. “Will you 
recant your faith in Jesus?”

Riley spoke loudly and confidently, “I have fought a good 
fight; I have finished my course, and I have kept the faith.”

“Riley MacCormick, don’t you see? Your God has not been 
able to save you from us. We hold the power of life and death. 
If you will receive the marking; we will let you go free. You will 
enjoy every right available to all citizens,” blared the voice.

Riley paid no attention. “Henceforth there is laid up for me a 
crown of righteousness, which the Lord the righteous judge shall 
give me at that day.”

“You are a fool Riley,” came the voice again. “You people are 
the cause of all our problems, and now it is your turn to suffer. 
Take him away men.”

Someone in the medium sized crowd shouted, “Away with 
him! Off with his head! Christians are the scum of the earth.!”

Another chimed in, “The Christian God is the worst God in 
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all the earth. Rid the world of this cancer once and for all.”
The sheriff’s deputies escorted Riley toward the steel 

contraption.
Riley began to pray, “Heavenly Father, it has been the greatest 

honor of my life getting to know You, the one true God. I am not 
worthy to even be called by Your most holy name. Thank-you for 
making Roger so strong to endure. Please watch over Rebekah, 
Carmen, Keaton and Jason. Please Father, help them to remain 
strong in life and in death.”

The deputies pushed Riley down onto the contraption and 
spread him out on it.

“Heavenly Father,” Riley continued. “You have been very 
good to me. Thank-You so much for forgiving me of my sins. 
Thank-You so much for not forsaking me during the times I let 
You down. I will ever praise Your holy name as long as I have 
breath in me.”

The sheriff’s deputies finished fastening Riley’s body down 
tightly in place.

“Bless YaHVeH God oh my soul, and all that is within me 
bless His holy name.”

A deputy gave the signal and a nod to the control man.
Riley pressed forward, “Yes, and even though I walk through 

the valley of the shadow of death; I will fear no evil, for You are 
with me. Your rod and Your staff they comfort me. You prepare 
a table before me in the presence of my enemies. You anoi.......”

Sssssssching. The heavy blades of the machine snapped to-
gether violently, and Riley’s head plunged into the basket beside 
Rogers head.

Instantaneously, the twilight air burst in the midst with the 
mighty blast of a trumpet. An exceedingly great shout reverber-
ated throughout the earth. Riley’s head leapt out of the basket 
onto Riley’s shoulders, even as his body stood up out of the straps, 
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where he was fastened to the machine. In the exact same moment, 
Roger’s head shot up out of the basket over to where they had 
laid his body, as he too was standing up on his feet. The crowd 
stepped back in panic and fear at the sound and sight of it all. The 
dark sky opened in a split second, like a scroll rolling back. Bright 
pure light poured onto the earth There among the clouds was 
the mighty Son of YaHVeH, whose name is Yahshua Jesus, and 
He was surrounded by myriads of angels. The blare of the trum-
pet continued to increase in strength, as several graves exploded 
open in the old cemetery off to the left. Multiplied quadrillions of 
molecule remains reassembled meticulously throughout the ter-
restrial realm. Once-decayed bodies of millions of believers stood 
up in their graves. The bodies of all the saints were clothed with 
immortality in the twinkling of an eye.

Yahshua Jesus pointed to the earth and shouted with a thun-
derous voice, “Go get my bride!”

Riley smiled broadly over at Roger, with his two fists raised 
high in the air in triumph. Two mighty angels lifted them both 
from the earth in a moment of time. As they ascended into the 
heavens; they glimpsed Rebekah, Carmen, Jason and Keaton ris-
ing to meet them in the air with tens of thousands, no, millions 
of other believers. Riley blew a kiss in Rebekah’s direction, as she 
waved to him with a smile of great joy.


