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The 2002 copyright for this book was established with the US government long before this book was first published online: I recall doing the paperwork for the copyright with Paul shortly after we had concluded writing the book. But to be double sure, I have accepted my current publisher's option to have a more updated copyright page.

This book is Paul's story. Paul and I were close friends for a long time. I wrote this story as my friend Paul told it to me; he has acknowledged that some of his memories are unsure, so forgive us if we have misrepresented anyone or anything. With his consent, I added some history, facts and opinion in certain places. We put this book together because he wanted the world to hear his story.

But I do not have his consent to tell you that he ruined our relationship because of the fake disease called covid: when I told him I did not get the vaccine, and refused to ever get it, he walked away from me and I have never seen him since. But I love him in Christ anyway.
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Delusion. Despair. Death.

Paul stood on the Trinity River bridge in Dallas, Texas, gazing over the railing to the darkness beneath which reflected the gloom of his soul. Here he was (1980 or 1981?), sure that his life of about 28 years had no value, meaning or purpose, and ending it all presented a logical conclusion. Greater than a sense of grief was the volume of consuming, sinking emptiness. His life seemed spent in frustration and disappointment. There was no light of improvement on the horizon and he felt that he would do society a favor by killing himself. 'It is useless. Why go on living? What is the point of it all?' he thought, as his lanky frame stood up, alone in the silence of the dark night. The gentle breeze ruffled his brown hair and beard. High from mixing drugs, he looked at the red aircraft lights on top of the downtown buildings and thought that the color indicated that this world was a type of hell where nothing made sense, and that presented another reason to jump. As a result, he felt even more horrid and moved closer to the edge with suicide looming in his heart.

Having read some books on sorcery, the young man also had thoughts that if he had enough faith, by jumping he would become a bird and fly away, free from the problems of this life, if only he would leap into the abyss below...another reason to jump. Disheartened, he looked over the edge as an occasional car would drive by. Then the silence would set in again with depression and desperation. His head was swimming with dark thoughts and nothing seemed to matter. He asked himself, 'Should I jump? What if things never get better?'  While it seemed an eternity, after a couple of hours of seriously considering such questions, he made his way to the house of a fellow employee, unsure that he should continue to live. Reluctantly, he went to work the following day.

Two or three nights later, alone in his apartment, Paul pleaded with great earnestness, 'God, if you are real...' Before he could finish the sentence he felt immersed with love and the physical sensation of the presence of a Person, the Holy Spirit of God. The physical sensation was a shower of warm chill bumps and tingling. For the first time in a long time, the young man wept. Tears of joy streamed down his cheeks at the purity, acceptance, and revelation of God. Along with these tears were mingled tears of sorrow, for the wretched state of his dirty, shameful, unworthy soul. He knew that this gift was Jesus Christ and this was the beginning of a spiritual journey. Paul felt hope and joy.    

At the age of 7 he had walked down the aisle of the church, at his family's conservative Baptist congregation, but there had been little change in his conduct. Now, he understood the apostle's reaction to Jesus found in the Scriptures (Luke 5.8), 'Depart from me; for I am a sinful man, O Lord.' Suddenly, Paul had purpose for his life as each day became fresh with insight about the symbolism of the commonplace revealing spiritual issues. He was very happy for the way that God was revealing himself, even in the smallest of blessings. Everything now was pregnant with life and ever-increasing delight. However, he kept it a secret, uncertain of who to confide in, but happy; everything had changed by the manifestation of the Holy Spirit, his Comforter.

A record that Paul had was by a band called Passport. On the record cover was a pair of eyeglasses with eyes, but no face. This was to be significant later in his experiences. He had a special attachment to trains being linked to the journey to heaven. There was a popular song stating this notion.

One time, after another bout with drugs, Paul bought and wore a white polo shirt with blue and red stripes on the sleeves. This shirt fashion made him feel like he made a statement for the nation. After a friend remarked that the shirt looked like a uniform, Paul deposited it in a thrift collection box.

At work, with the continued use of drugs, ordinary remarks and conversations took on a double meaning, which were constructive some of the time.

At home in a two-story house, the two housemates of Paul were warlocks who tried to cover the light that he had received. Their efforts to belittle 'Paul the Christian' failed. God gets the merit for his victory.

However, Paul was not attending church regularly or reading the Bible, so he felt that he was a lone ranger in the service of God, sort of a spiritual secret agent. Without input and counsel from other believers, he came to many wrong conclusions, which will be described shortly.

One night, high on a psychedelic drug, he rode his bicycle aimlessly until he arrived at a movie theater where there was a boxing film and a film for children. The latter film was his choice since it would begin in about ten minutes. He bought a ticket, went in, and had a seat, unprepared for what would unfold through the show. The lights dimmed as the motion picture began.
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As the movie began, Paul was startled into awareness. Depicted were specific references to an irregular high school activity, his college studies, and one of his jobs. He began to be amazed and connected to the show. Unfortunately, his family was depicted as a hindrance. This necessitated secrecy, since the Rock of Gibraltar was designated as his special destination. No one was to know! Any 'help' from others would only hamper his departure. There was a general description of his appearance, a comparison to a historical figure that others had made. Even a visual phenomenon was portrayed, from an earlier experience on drugs. His attention was further impacted with an interjection to see if he understood what was being said and if he was still alert. He was. Every passing scene continued to impact him in a profoundly personal way.

In awe, he saw that there were many clues of extraterrestrial involvement in the making of this film. In a previous supporting movie, the shoes of the alien were wrapped in some substance that would not hurt insects, ants or even microbes. Now, this show continued the message, as if from a heavenly spaceship crew, an idea from some events in the Bible which some have interpreted as descriptions of unidentified flying objects. As Paul was bombarded with this and other revelations, his eyes would often well up with tears. Hope was being communicated, not only of the message of the film, but of life itself.

There was chastisement for being disobedient as a child and as an adult. A half-hearted smile, mirrored on the screen, yielded a fresh awakening. The beggarly attempt of man to reach God was illustrated. There was cause for an interpretation that Paul Taylor himself was a special expression and embodiment of God the Father. There were also appearances in the movie that seemed to be an Old Testament prophet, dialogue referring to a Biblical character, a miracle of Jesus, and an analogy of the beast of the book of Revelation - being overcome. All this reinforced the fact that this film was from God and his angels. On the screen, as in life, good finally triumphed over meanness and evil. This gave joy to Paul.

The singularly special messenger of the film braved the commotion of physical and spiritual struggles, representing, quite possibly, the spiritual tempest in the heavenly realms. It all seemed symbolic of the turbulence and trials of the life of Paul Taylor. Enraptured by the entire message, he observed that even the credits set the final piece of the puzzle in place. The experience yielded new determination and affirmed a fresh course in life. He felt the present revelation and the journey to come would have a good outcome.
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On the bicycle ride to his home, the young man was exhilarated from the revelations and his new direction in life. Between watching the movie and this point in life, Paul went from a lifetime of senseless direction to a single, focused destination. He was going to leave our planet as soon as possible and would keep it secret, for fear that someone would try to dissuade him, or that in sharing the secret the ship would not appear on account of having given away knowledge thereof, in some mysterious way. For once, he would take action instead of being acted upon. He could have burst with the newfound excitement! As he pedaled the bike toward home, he was anxious to begin making preparations and planning to leave earth via Gibraltar.

There were many 'clues' already in motion that supported this grand illusion. The name of his father was Ellis - very close to the Greek Elias, from the Hebrew Elijah, a man the Bible records as having left the earth in a fiery chariot. It seemed plausible that he should leave in a spaceship - his 'fiery chariot' spaceship? The number seven is considered by some to be a holy number in the Bible. Paul was born on the seventh day of the seventh month in 1952, and so when five and two were added together, it produced seven. Of his brothers and cousins on the paternal side of the family, he was the seventh born. He graduated high school in 1970 and went to a college off of Highway 77. There were churches that had the Greek letters Chi and Rho displayed that made the initials PT.

Paul likes going by the initials PT, so that is what he shall be known as for the rest of this story (besides, the initials keep the reader from being confused by another Paul mentioned in this story).

***
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All of these mysteries were finally falling into place. Now the message of the movie made his head spin as in a wild whirlwind of joy. Never before in his life did he have such focus, resolve and a sense of destiny.

Arriving at his small apartment and sorting through his meager belongings, he played an album by the band Weather Report, and he heard the song ‘Gibraltar’. This reminded him of another song that speaks of the coming of the Lord, and of a train going to heaven, and so now PT was even more sure that he was on the right track. He was so elated he could hardly sleep. The following day he gave his apartment manager notice of moving and paid the balance of his health club membership (although the payment would be for 7 months, which would never be used). Over the next few weeks there were similar loose ends to tie before leaving. He applied for a passport and had the necessary shots for overseas travel. There were also things to buy: a backpack, a collapsible hammock, a long-billed fisherman's cap and miscellaneous camping aids. For the first time in his life he was going first class.

While unlocking his bike outside the camping goods store, there was a security guard who spoke briefly and then, while looking at the shirt PT had on, he gave a curious grin. The shirt had squares and lines on it, and later PT saw that in a subtle way this design appeared as swastikas. He became upset and threw the shirt away, believing that it represented a hold that the Devil had on him, and would have no longer, so that all things for the trip could be in order. There were belongings to be rid of: clothes, a musical keyboard, stereo, books and kitchen things. Every step took time and whetted his appetite to leave even more. When would his tax refund come? For the first time in his life, he wanted to do things with style and would need that cash as soon as possible. 'Who knows what the expenses would be?' he thought. His head swam from all the questions for preparation, but there was a strong undertow of hope that all would work out if he would approach each issue as it was before him.

One of the last times he visited his neighbor Robert and his guest Pam, PT felt the need to show them the presence of God. He bowed his head, closed his eyes and said a simple prayer as he felt the familiar comforting Spirit.

'Wow!' said Robert and Pam softly. 'Did you see that?' Whatever they saw undermined Robert's faith in sorcery when the three met again. In spite of the weakness and misunderstanding of PT, Jesus won again!

Days slowly dragged by. At last, the passport was ready. He got his shots and the income tax refund check arrived. The pieces of the puzzle were falling into place.

At work at the photography studio, his supervisor informed him that he was at the highest pay level for an assistant, and asked him what he wanted to do. With great satisfaction and relief, PT said, 'It is time that I quit.' At the end of the day, with everything packed on the bike and in his backpack, he rolled away to freedom, as the spring sun set behind the buildings. That night in Dallas he found a secluded wooded area and made the hammock. Gazing upward at the stars and smiling, he drifted off into sleep. After a couple of hours of rest, he had a curious feeling of something almost touching the top of his head, and the whistling of wind through the trees was palpable. He rode into the night to the house of his brother. There the next morning, Jim boxed up his bike and invited PT to attend a class where he taught. 
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In the classroom of about 30 children, Jim announced, 'This is my brother. He is going on a worldwide bicycle tour.' PT felt rather sheepish as they applauded. His jogging shoes were blue with silver stripes and one student remarked to another that they were trainers. The meaning of that statement was uncertain to him. Maybe it meant the possibility that others would follow him.

One of the last evenings together, Jim took his brother to a classroom at his church where there was a picture of Jesus praying in the garden. PT was confounded because the Jesus in the painting looked just like him. What did this mean?

PT took the bus from Dallas to the small Texas farm where his father and stepmother lived. This was formerly the farmhouse of his grandparents and held many fond memories and an almost magnetic hold. PT struggled with this, and was certain that it would be the last time he would see his folks. He felt a sobering sense of sadness. His Dad was installing paneling and unexpectedly paid PT for his help. Each sheet of paneling meant one step closer to leaving and increased the anticipation of the journey. One night they were watching a television show about a friendly alien, and again there was a special meaning to PT. The actor was inside a glass box (interpreted as the glass of the television screen) calling for a young boy dressed as a cowboy (PT in the Texas town) to come out of hiding. The show whetted his appetite to leave all behind and the need to leave increased.

One Sunday while attending a small country church, they were singing an old hymn, ‘Fly Me To The Rock’. What could this mean except further revelation that the Rock was the Rock of Gibraltar, and that it had the blessing of God as a special destination? It seemed as if all creation was giving clues. For example, back at the farmhouse, there was even a certain page in a coloring book that led to the grand conclusion of the trip to take place.

Finally the paneling was completed. As his Dad drove him to the bus station, he told PT that he would be on his own and could not expect any help (financial or otherwise) from the family. As his father emphasized this, he also added that if PT were to go overseas then Israel would be a good choice of a place to visit. His Dad was very firm yet loving. But the young man had no reservations about the trip and remembered from the movie about the attempt of the family to help the main character, but their efforts hampered instead of helped. PT was convinced that the efforts of his parents would likewise be a hindrance. The direction about Israel was unheeded since the Rock had been so evidently revealed. Even so, the young man felt a sense of regret for leaving loved ones behind. His relationship with his father was just starting to improve after years of the son nursing resentment, anger and disillusionment. In a great sense, there was the possibility of staying, but as the flat Texas scenery rolled by as they drove to the bus station, the moments were pregnant with tension. PT asked himself, 'Do I really want to do this?'

Then he remembered that God would take care of his folks and that the Lord had set his stamp of approval on the situation through all of the revelations. 'I am really going!' the traveler said to himself, beaming. He shook the hand of his father, and as his father drove away, PT watched the car disappear, and with a sense of confidence he went inside the bus station and ordered a one-way ticket to New York City. There was no turning back now.

As the bus rolled along, the scenery slowly became hilly with many trees. PT wanted the long ride to be over but could only watch the day become night and then day again. He was excited and did not try to sleep. He was refreshed by taking catnaps. There was a young black woman seated across the aisle who remarked to her friend that same thought. PT understood this to be mind-reading and that she was a special angel to encourage him on his trip. The bus reached the New York City bus station and in the restroom PT changed shirts when suddenly guards entered
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