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Dedication

 


For my family...


Prologue

 


I sat there on the sofa
waiting, staring intermittently at the clock, the one with the
minute hand that seemed to be racing around its circular course
faster than any timepiece should. I looked out the living room
window, where I could see nothing but gray skies and stillness. I
knew he was coming for me, and that he would arrive within the
hour. He would come and this time, kill me. Addon and his followers
would undoubtedly rejoice once I was gone. I was the one that they
feared and despised, the one they held responsible for the many
plagues they had endured.

Having long ago said our
goodbyes to our families and the believers we had met since
arriving in Jerusalem––the wonderful, glorious, holy city-- Moe and
I were ready. We had done all that we could to comfort our brothers
and sisters, to assure them that we would see them again very soon.
While all of them rejoiced with us that we were about to go be with
the Father, some had left only when we told them that it would be
easier for us if they did so. Even then, they left in tears for our
sakes.

We knew that our waiting was
almost over when far off in the distance we heard a low, faint,
rumbling noise that seemed to be getting closer. The reverberating
sound grew louder and more distinct as the source of the roar drew
near. It soon became apparent that the noise was coming from the
rolling tracks of a column of tanks. The house began vibrating with
an ever-increasing intensity as the tanks drew closer to our home.
Several paintings hanging on the walls in the living room began to
rattle. They leapt from the walls and crashed onto the hardwood
floor, shattering and sending shards of glass in all directions.
Judging by the considerable contingent Addon had sent for us, we
assumed that he knew what happened to our would-be executioners the
last time someone had attempted to silence us before our time had
come.

Moe and I looked at one another
before rising unsteadily from our seats. We both nodded in unspoken
agreement as we began walking toward the door. We were scared, but
we refused to stay and cower inside, just waiting for our enemy to
arrive. We would meet him outside and face him as the faithful
soldiers we were. Each of us took comfort from the words, “greater
is he that is in you than he that is in the world.” We would not
give the enemy the satisfaction of finding fear in our eyes when he
arrived.

Our work was finally finished
after traveling a long and difficult road wrought with many trials
and tribulations. We had dutifully accomplished our mission by
delivering the message that the Lord had sent us to bring, and we
had warned the peoples of the Earth about the coming destruction.
Our work was over; it was time for us to go home….


Chapter 1-The Beginning

 


“There are more things in
heaven and Earth, Horatio, than are dreamt of in your
philosophy”

—William Shakespeare,
Hamlet

 


Life is only a brief stop on
the road to eternity. Our loved ones, acquaintances, and strangers
pass away before our very eyes on a daily basis. Yet each of us
carries on with our lives as if we will live forever. This
is merely an illusion; of course, as it is an inevitable
consequence of life that each of us must die. Nevertheless, we
blindly follow the music of the piper of this world, progressing
steadily on our journey toward the end. We go about life in a
dreamlike stupor, living only for the day and for the dollar. We
live so entranced and enamoured with worldly pleasures and concerns
that we become completely oblivious of what awaits us all. We
ignore the truth of our mortality at our own peril when we choose
to focus on this brief and temporary existence called life, while
continuing steadily on our journey toward the eternal existence
that awaits us all. It was when humanity lost sight of these truths
that it became so susceptible to the deception that was to come,
despite having already been warned of the coming apocalypse.

Of the billions of men and
women that have lived and died on planet Earth across the
millennia, I was one of only two men chosen for a unique and
honorable undertaking. A rare gift bestowed upon us from above,
though we did nothing to merit it…the unique privilege of
being the last prophets of the Lord, sent on a mission to carry a
most urgent message to a lost and dying world. The message: the
world would soon end, and every individual should turn to the Lord
while there was still time; that they should beware the power and
the deception of the beast; and for them to prepare for the
imminent return of the Lord Jesus Christ. My life, which had
started out like any other, would soon end up taking a very
different path.

Perhaps I should start from the
beginning.

I was born Jonathan Elijah
March, on a cold January morning in High Point, NC. My father,
William March, was a firefighter and my mother, Elizabeth, worked
as a nurse at a local hospital. We never had much money, but then
again we never really needed it. We had each other, and somehow
that always seemed to be enough. My father was a strong yet humble
man who always taught us that financial wealth represented just one
of many different kinds of prosperity. He said that while money may
be the most sought after kind of wealth, it is also the least
rewarding, and certainly the most fleeting. Both parents would
often remind us that the gift of love was the greatest gift
of all.

One Christmas Eve, when I was
just five years old, money was especially tight at our house. As we
all sat together in the living room that evening, my father, who
had been frustrated with our financial circumstances, suddenly
looked at me and smiled broadly. He then rose and walked into the
kitchen before returning a few minutes later with a blank sheet of
paper in his hand. After writing something down on it, he smiled at
me once more, wrapped the small strip up in some plain brown paper,
and placed it under the tree. “I am giving you something very
special this year, Johnny, one of the most precious gifts that one
person can ever give another,” he said.

I still remember sitting there
quietly with my parents next to the fireplace, the flames glowing
and crackling in the silence. I kept trying to imagine what he
could possibly have written down on that small piece of paper that
was so special.

In my mind, I imagined a map to
an ancient treasure, buried by some pirate long ago. I then saw
myself standing alone on a small deserted island in the middle of a
vast ocean, with nothing but a shovel to keep me company. I began
digging away on the white sandy beach, where a large “X” marked the
spot. After just a few moments of digging, the shovel struck
something hard. I reached down and jerked a big wooden chest out of
the ground. When I flipped the latch and opened the lid, my eyes
opened wide as I looked upon the beautiful gold coins that filled
the chest.

Filled with excitement, I
jumped into my father’s lap and hugged him before telling him good
night. After repeating the same ritual with my mother, I raced up
the stairs, and after saying a prayer, I jumped into bed. I
eventually fell asleep, dreaming of everything I would buy for my
parents and myself, of course, with all of the wonderful
treasure.

When I awoke the next morning,
I immediately leapt out of bed and ran straight for the Christmas
tree. It was the first present that I looked for and the last one I
found. When I finally located the small present from my father at
the bottom of the pile, I looked back at him and smiled big. With
his nod of approval, I tore the small package open, nearly ripping
apart the piece of paper inside in the process. Because I was still
too young to read, I handed it to my mother, pleading with her to
read it to me. She smiled as I climbed into her lap, never taking
my eyes off the white piece of paper.

“Your father never shared with
me what he wrote, Johnny,” she informed me, “so this is every bit
as exciting for me as it is for you.”

I still remember being quite
surprised to see tears welling up and streaming down her cheeks as
she read the words from that special piece of paper.

“My precious son, Johnny,

I want you to know that I love
you dearly, more than you will ever know. Today, I am giving you
one of the most valuable presents that I can possibly give to you…
my time. This note, worth one-hundred hours of playtime with Dad,
is redeemable as of today. I hope that you will enjoy this gift
half as much as I will!

I love you, Son, and I always
will,

Dad”

I still recall the initial
disappointment I felt that Christmas morning over the fact that
there was no map and no chest full of treasure. After thinking
about it for a moment however, I looked up at my mother and asked,
“Does this mean that I get to spend more time with Daddy?”

My mother wiped the tears away
from her eyes and answered, “You bet it does, Johnny.”

I looked over at my father,
smiled, and yelled, “Yeah!”, as I jumped out of my mother’s lap and
into my father’s waiting arms. Yes, our family may not have had a
lot of money, but we did have a lot of love. Our home was filled
with it.

Because my parents loved us so
much, they made it a point for us to be in church each and every
Sunday. I didn’t mind, because I always enjoyed going out on Sunday
mornings. They were always a magical time for me as a boy. For some
reason, the weather always seemed to be perfect. There could be
rain, snow, and sleet for six days out of the week, but
never on Sunday. It seemed as if every Sunday morning the
sky would be bright blue and sunny, the air clear and crisp. My
father said it was not the weather that made them special, it was
being in the presence of the Holy Spirit. I came to think it was
both.

As devout Christians, both of
my parents made certain that we were always in church. We read the
Bible frequently and we prayed often, because they believed that
these served as vital nourishment for the spirit. “People need to
feed their spirits, children, just like they feed their bodies,” my
father often said.

While growing up I always knew
that my mother was one of the finest cooks on the planet, and every
Sunday she made it a point to remind us. I would frequently wake up
to the smell of bacon or pancakes in the frying pan. After
returning from church in the afternoons, my mother would always go
right to work in the kitchen preparing elaborate lunches of fried
chicken, pot roast, or turkey and dressing.

On occasion, an hour or two
after lunch, my father would take me out fishing, just the two of
us, at one of the many lakes near our home. We usually fished from
the bank, but every once in a while, he would take me out in a
boat. When I was still very young, he would bait the hook for me so
that all I had to do was to sling the hook out into the water. As I
grew older however, he began allowing me to put the worm on the
hook myself. Most of the time I did okay, but on occasion I would
hook my finger instead of the worm, which taught me a painful
lesson about the value of patience and a discerning eye, especially
when the hook went in past the barb.

I spent most of my father’s
gift of time on these fishing trips with him. They would prove to
be special memories that I would cherish for the rest of my
life.

I suppose that my life during
that time was about as perfect as a child could possibly hope for
while he walks the Earth. They were full of love, joy, and
happiness. I wanted nothing more than to be doted upon by my
mother, and to grow up to be just like my father.

Like so many other people, I
took it all for granted, never realizing that just as all things
have a beginning, they must also have an ending.


Chapter 2-The Visitor

 


“Faith, we use that word
frequently these days, but do we really know what it means?
Do we really understand it? Is faith the same as trust?”

The silver-haired man standing
in the pulpit took a moment to collect his thoughts. It was warm in
the sanctuary and he was beginning to sweat profusely. He knew it
was not the temperature inside because the air conditioning
maintained an even seventy-two degrees. He was not hot on the
outside, he was hot on the inside. He had a message that
burned inside of him like a raging forest fire, and it was becoming
very clear.

“Perhaps the apostle Paul best
defined faith in the first chapter of Hebrews when he said:
‘Now faith is the substance of
things hoped for, the evidence of things not seen… But without
faith it is impossible to please him; for he that comes to God must
believe that He is, and that He is a rewarder of them that
diligently seek him....’

“If we accept Paul’s
definition of the word faith, then the number of
faithful men and women in our sinful world must be
shrinking daily. Just turn on your television and what do you see?
I will tell you what you’ll see; you’ll see lust, and plenty of it.
You will see the lust for glory, sex, riches, and the lust for
power.

“Now I’ll tell you the one
thing that you won’t see, faith in God. Man simply
does not put his trust in God anymore. People today have more trust
in other human beings than they do in God. Consider for a
moment how much faith you place in the men that pilot the aircraft
you fly in every day, the engineers and inspectors that design and
maintain the elevators that you use day in and day out, and the
faith you place in the manufacturers and mechanics that installed
the brakes in your family car. We place not only our own lives, but
also the lives of our precious families into the hands of complete
strangers each and every day. Brothers and sisters, if we can have
such great faith in mere men and our fallible machines, why is it
that we cannot have just a little faith in the Lord God Almighty,
who created the universe?”

The clergyman paused for a
moment, hoping that some of what he had said to those in attendance
had sunk in. The only explanation he had for the intensity he felt
coursing through his being was the powerful presence of the Holy
Spirit. He doubted he would be able to restrain himself from
proclaiming the message even if he wanted to.

“The world is a very transient
place, dear brothers and sisters,” he continued. “Though some have
started to fall away in the faith, we know that one day
perhaps sooner than later, our Lord will come again to rule
over his people. Remember the words of our Lord,

“‘Watch therefore: for you
know not what hour your Lord will come… Therefore, you should also
be ready: for in such an hour as you think not the Son of man
comes.’

“Brothers and sisters, our Lord
has instructed us to be ready for his return. We must start
preparing ourselves today, by turning our hearts and our minds back
toward our God. We must trust that the Lord will do exactly as he
said he would, but in his time. In the book of the apostle
Matthew, the Lord says,

“‘Who then is a faithful and wise servant, whom his master
has made ruler over his household, to give them meat in due season?
Blessed is that servant, whom his lord when he comes shall find so
doing...But and if that evil servant shall say in his heart, my
master delays his coming; and shall begin to strike his fellow
servants, and to eat and drink with the drunken; the lord of that
servant shall come in a day when he does not look for him, and in
an hour that he is not aware of, and shall cut him asunder, and
appoint him his portion with the hypocrites: there shall be weeping
and gnashing of teeth.’”

I was still only a boy of
eleven years when the Reverend James Weathersby, pastor of His
Sovereign Glory Lutheran Church, gave his fiery sermon on faith. It
had been a very difficult time for the country as it struggled in
the grips of the greatest economic downturn since the Great
Depression. Pastor Weathersby felt an obligation to offer the
members of his congregation a sense of perspective and hope, and a
reminder that God was still in control. He also took the
opportunity to chastise a world that he felt had become
increasingly vile, as humanity strayed further and further away
from God.

Though he could preach quite a
fire and brimstone sermon when he was moved to do so, Pastor
Weathersby was generally a very warm and friendly man. He cared
deeply for his flock, even for the more mean-spirited and apathetic
members of the congregation. He understood that hard times tend to
bring out the best and the worst in people. The kindly pastor often
went out of his way to encourage church members to soften their
hearts toward their brothers and sisters rather than hardening
them. My parents always told us that if everyone were as warm,
kind, and genuine as Pastor Weathersby was, then the world would
certainly be a better place for it.

The sermon he gave that
particular Sunday morning truly did seem to spread hope
throughout the congregants gathered there, at least for a time. For
a year or so following his fervent plea for people to turn back to
God before it was too late, other Christian leaders across the
country and then around the globe began doing the same, and it
seemed that a new revival might sweep the planet.

While godly men like Pastor
Weathersby were trying to lead people to Christ, another
much darker and sinister force was working overtime to lead them
away from Christ. That same year the mainstream press
mysteriously began a bizarre campaign against the Christian Church.
Whether the stories were about celebrity clergy caught in
adulterous relationships, or new allegations of abuse by, it served
to undermine the momentum of the new “Great Awakening” that was
beginning to blossom, causing the movement to suddenly dry up and
wither. My parents had been quite disappointed with this
development, having held great hope that men and women would begin
turning back to the Lord in great numbers. What we did not know at
the time was that it was all part of God’s plan. That it all fit
perfectly into the prophecies of the Lord for the last days. The
Lord had been long-suffering, giving humanity numerous
opportunities to repent. Soon, however, it would all be over.
Unbeknownst to the people of the world, the time of the judgment
would soon be upon them. The final fulfilment of the prophecies
regarding the end times was already fast approaching.

The week that Pastor Weathersby
gave that sermon was also the same week it all started, when
everything began to unravel for me, and my world was unexpectedly
turned upside down. It was the week that I had my first vision. I
was only eleven years old when the dream came to me, but I would
remember it for the rest of my life. In the dream, I stood in a
hospital room, my unconscious and motionless father lying on the
bed in front of me, attached to a ventilator. The machine worked
away steadily at its assigned task, removing the carbon dioxide
from his body while helping oxygen get into his lungs. The
electrocardiogram machine beeped weakly, the sound growing steadily
weaker, as the electrical activity in his heart slowly diminished.
While I stood watching, the sound slowed to a trickle before
stopping altogether. The beep suddenly changed to the dreaded yet
familiar flat and steady tone, proclaiming to the world that
another great man’s life in this world had ended.

My eyes began to tear up as I
looked around, scared and confused by what was happening. I was so
young and the experience seemed so real, so unlike anything I had
ever experienced before. I had just started walking toward his
bedside when he unexpectedly sat straight up in bed and opened his
eyes, as if suddenly waking from a deep sleep. At first, I thought
he was looking at me, until I realized that his gaze was fixed on
something behind me. I turned around to see what he was
staring at and found myself back peddling, nearly tripping over the
edge of the bed, while my heart froze in my chest. I stared in fear
and wonder at the object of his attention, for we were not alone. A
large, imposing figure stood against the wall opposite my father.
It appeared to be a tall, fair-skinned man, though it was not
really a man at all, but something else. With wings
protruding nearly four feet from each side of his body when fully
outstretched, it stood looking at me for several seconds before
turning to look down upon my father, still sitting up in his
bed.

“Come, William March, good and
faithful servant of the Lord. It is time for us to go,” the angel
said, extending his hand to my father, who then grabbed hold. It
was then that I discerned that it was not my father’s physical
form, but his spirit, that moved. His physical body lay
motionless on the bed, the sound of the EKG continuing its morbid
announcement. I saw a nurse abruptly fling the door open as the
room began to fill with doctors and nurses. Then suddenly, the
room, the doctors, and the bed, all began fading away, until only
the angel, my father, and I remained.

We were standing together in
the back of a large auditorium, facing a vast and empty stage. As
we stood gazing at the front of the vacant theatre, a large curtain
slowly and steadily began to descend toward the stage. The entire
time, the angel said nothing, yet I somehow perceived that the
curtain was representative of my father’s life. Just after it
reached the bottom, we were transported to the edge of a strange
and extraordinary doorway, a passageway that opened into a
seemingly endless expanse of beautiful, soft blue space. I sensed
that it was some type of passageway, a doorway that opened
to eternity, from which no man returned save those few returned
thus by the Lord.

My father, who up to that point
had in no way acknowledged my presence, suddenly turned to face me,
and smiled. “I’ll see you again soon, Son. Always remember that I
love you very, very much.” He then turned and walked through the
doorway, his face aglow with joy as he did so.

Standing alone with me outside
of the doorway, the angel, who had said nothing to me up to this
point, then turned to face me.

“As for you, John March, know
this and remember; the Lord has chosen you from among all men to
serve as one of his messengers. You will pass through a time of
uncertainty and darkness as you grow into the man that you will
become, after which you will be strengthened. Prepare for
your service to the Almighty, John March!”

We then entered the doorway
into a field of extremely bright white and orange light, and I
suddenly awoke to find myself alone once more in my bed. I
immediately jumped out onto the floor, opened the door, and ran out
of my bedroom and into the hallway. I made my way to my parent’s
room where I carefully opened the door, and taking a deep breath,
peeked inside. Upon finding my mother and my father still
fast asleep in bed, my heart once more began to beat, and I let out
a great sigh of relief. I walked back to my room so exhausted from
the ordeal that once back in the comfort and security of my bed, I
immediately fell asleep.

I was playing a game of chess
with my brother, William, the following week when the phone
suddenly rang. My mother, who had been smiling as she watched us
engaged in a battle of wits at the kitchen table, answered the
phone. The cheerful, beautiful smile on her face suddenly
evaporated, replaced by a look of dread, before morphing one last
time into an expression of profound sadness.

“Who was it, Mommy?” asked
William, frightened by the change in our mother.

“That was Bob Alexander, the
fire commissioner, a man that works with your father. There was a
big fire over at a warehouse on the south side of town this
evening, and your father was badly hurt.” She reached for us and we
raced into her arms, crying and scared.

My father died that same night
in his hospital room bed, exactly as I had seen in my dream, having
never regained consciousness. My grandfather took all of us to the
funeral just two days later. I had resolved to be strong, to be
brave for my mother. I was now the “man” of the house. A torrent of
emotion swept across me, however, as my mind was flooded with
memories of all the wonderful times my father and I had shared.
Despite my best efforts, I broke down, unable to hold back the
tears, and cried silently as the minister gave the sermon. My
feelings alternated between a tremendous sense of loss over the
passing of the father I loved so much, and the anger I felt at God
for taking him so soon.

At the reception following the
funeral, a girl named Lara—who lived next door and was nearly the
same age as I was at the time—came over and put her arm around me
to comfort me.

“I’m really sorry about your
dad, Johnny, really. He was a very nice man. Are you okay?” she
asked.

I looked over at her, unsure of
what to say and how to act. I ended up doing what most kids my age
would have done: I ended up saying the first thing that came into
my pre-teen mind.

“Oh, it’s not that bad,” I
answered, as tears once more began streaming down my face. It was a
strange and inappropriate thing to say, I know, but I was, after
all, only eleven.

She sat there for several
minutes, feeling sorry for me I guess, looking at me with sad eyes
as she tried to find the right words, until at last she surrendered
and abandoned the effort.

“Well, I guess I better get
back inside with my parents. I’ll see you later, okay?”

After I nodded my head, she got
up and walked over to be with her family. As I watched her walk
away, I thought about what a nice girl she was. It was the first
time that I ever really noticed Lara, despite the fact that we had
grown up living next door to each another. It was the first time,
but it would certainly not be the last.

“You okay, Johnny?” My friend,
Bryce, walked over to where I was sitting with a soda in his hand.
“I thought you might want something to drink,” he said, looking
down at the floor sheepishly.

“Thanks,” I answered, popping
the top on the can. The drink felt soothing inside of my throat,
which was still quite hoarse after talking with so many family
members and friends. I sat there, wondering what I was going to do
without my father around.

“He’s gone, Bryce. My dad
is–gone,” I said, more to myself than to him, fighting to hold back
the tears.

“I’m sorry about what happened
to your dad, Johnny. My mother said that he was a good man and is
with the Lord now. So that’s good, right?”

“Yeah, I guess so,” I answered,
looking out the window and up at the beautiful blue sky, dotted
with soft clouds that floated along like lily pads on a sea of
blue, “but I wish he was here with me instead.”

Bryce looked around the room,
searching for something to say that would comfort me. My thoughts
soon turned back to memories of all the time I had spent with my
dad, and how much I was going to miss him. Despite my best efforts,
the flood of tears soon returned.


Chapter 3-Turbulence

 


One of the guards came to my
cell and took me to where my mother was waiting. The expression on
her face as I walked into the waiting room said it all: I was in
trouble. I guess she wasn’t very excited about having to pick
me up from the police station, again. It didn’t seem like such a
big deal to me at the time. After all, from my point of view back
then, I had only stolen some clothes from a store at the local
mall. It wasn’t exactly a major crime worthy of the six o’clock
news. I guess the police were getting tired of seeing my pretty
face however, so they were starting to toughen up on me.

We were starting to walk out
the front door when a man named Daniels, the arresting officer,
caught up with us.

“Ms. March, my name is Sergeant
Jeffrey Daniels, may I speak to you both for just a few minutes
before you leave, please?”

“Why of course, officer.”

The man escorted us to a small,
plain interrogation room, not far from where my mother had been
waiting for me. She and I went in first followed by Daniels, who
gently closed the door before joining us at the table.

“Ms. March, Johnny here is now
fifteen…he turns sixteen next month, isn’t that correct?”

“Yes Officer, that is correct,
but I don’t see what that has to do with any–,” the police
officer’s hand rose motioning for my mother to pause.

“Please, bear with me a moment.
As you know, Ms. March, this is now the third time that we’ve had a
run-in with your boy here in the last six months. The first time we
let him go with just a warning. The second time we brought him down
here and held him until you arrived to take him home. Today however
we had intended to arrest your son, which could easily have led to
a conviction and possibly even some jail time. It was only because
the store owner knew your husband, God rest his soul, and
sympathized with the impact his death has had on you and your son
that he decided to drop the charges against Johnny.” At this, my
mother sighed with relief and sank back into her chair. The look
she gave me made me feel so guilty that I just wanted to slink out
of my seat and crawl under the table.

“Your son got off very
easy this time Ms. March, and just barely at that. I guarantee you
that the next time we have another run-in with little Johnny here,
he will not be so lucky. Do you understand what I’m saying here,
Ms. March? The next time, your son will be spending some quality
time behind bars, possibly for quite a long time; this was his last
free pass. I’m only telling you this because I knew your husband
well, and I respected him. This is it for Johnny, Ms. March, there
is nothing else I can do for him, do you understand?” My mother
looked up at Daniels and nodded her head. The officer then looked
at me with a stern look on his face.

“This is it, Johnny. The next
time we see you down here you’re going in front of a judge. You
have one last chance to turn your life around before it’s too late.
It’s something that most people never get. Don’t pass up this
opportunity to straighten out your life young man, it’s the last
one you’ll ever get, I promise you.”

“Yeah, whatever,” I answered
roughly, with a bit of a sharp, wise-guy/tough-guy tone to my
reply. I thought he was just another stupid cop being a jerk. Why
couldn’t he just let us leave and be done with it, instead of
giving us the lecture? I really didn’t care about anything he had
to say. I was ready to get home and crash for a few days. What I
didn’t realize at the time, until my mother told me later, was that
Daniels and my father had once been close friends.

He just sighed and threw up his
hands. He then turned back to my mother, got up, and made a beeline
for the door. Looking at her once last time he added, “Good luck
with little Johnny here, Ms. March… I believe you’re gonna need it.
Just let me know if there is anything I can do to help. You’re free
to go.” With that, we got up and left the station.

As we walked out of the
building and made our way to the car, I could tell by her silence
that I was in serious trouble. It was at times like this when she
said nothing that I knew she was really upset and worried about
me.

“Mom, I…” she threw her hand up
and stopped my standard apology in its tracks. She had heard the
same speech many times before. How I had ‘learned my lesson’, how
‘sorry I was’ for causing her so much trouble, and so forth. I
guessed that she had heard it enough, and probably didn’t see any
point in listening to it again.

We drove the rest of the way
home in silence, neither of us speaking another word for the
remainder of the fifteen-minute trip. When we finally arrived back
at the house, I was ready to go straight in and crash on my bed. I
had been at the station most of the day and all that night, until
my mother finally got off work at eleven o’clock. She had come home
after a very long day only to find a message waiting for her on the
answering machine, a message stating that the police had taken me
into custody. We were both exhausted. Tired and in desperate need
of some sleep, we said good night and went to our rooms. Despite
the lack of discussion after getting home, I knew that I would get
the lecture of a lifetime the following morning, so I jumped into
bed and fell quickly to sleep.

That night I had my second
dream. I found myself sitting in a large pontoon boat called The
Wave Cutter, with the girl next door, Lara, and her parents. As
before, I was not actually in the boat with them, yet I was
there.

I sat and looked at Lara in her
bathing suit, sitting in the back of the boat, soaking up some
sunshine and enjoying the cool breeze coming off the water. She
looked amazing, the white nylon of the two-piece suit contrasted
with her dark, tanned skin and her flowing, sandy blonde hair that
nearly ran the length of her back. She was the most beautiful
creature I had ever seen.

There we were, sitting in a
boat in the middle of Lake Norman, an hour’s drive from High Point.
Lara was in the back of the boat, now busily looking for skis and a
life jacket so that she could enjoy some water skiing on the
relatively calm water. Just then, her father turned back to say
something to her, pointing to a compartment in the stern of the
boat. As he tried to describe to her where he had put the
lifejacket and the skis, he briefly turned his attention away from
the other boats on the water. That is when it happened. A much
larger boat, which had slowly been making its way in our general
direction, suddenly shifted speed and direction and was now
moving very quickly through the water, on a path that was on a
collision course with our own. Her father had taken his eyes off
the massive boat just long enough to miss it accelerating,
apparently in a misguided attempt to cross in front of us. Instead,
the larger boat was suddenly on top of ours. Lara’s father turned
back around just in time to see the yacht smash into the side of
his much smaller boat. Lara and her parents were flung high into
the air and into the water, yelling and screaming. I awoke to find
myself covered in a cold sweat. It was my first such dream since my
father’s passing four years earlier.

While any dream can seem real,
it is difficult to describe exactly what it was that made these two
dreams unique, but they were considerably different from anything I
had ever experienced before. They were extraordinarily vivid, both
sensually and emotionally. I could smell the air, feel the water
splashing on my face and the sun bearing down on my back, and hear
the boats motor purr as we bounced up and down through the water.
Somehow, I knew the events in this dream would happen
just as they had in the first one. Both dreams began with the same
misty light, like a foggy morning just as the sun rises.
Incredibly, I was somehow able to recall every detail of the
dreams, no matter how minute. Looking back on it now, I am
surprised it took so long for me to understand what was happening
to me.

I sat up in bed for some time,
debating what I should do next. I was fifteen, and clueless about
how I should handle something as big and as serious as this. What
was I supposed to do? Walk over to Lara’s house, knock on the front
door, and announce that they were all about to die? They would
either laugh at me or call the police. Besides, maybe it was
just a dream like any other. Even if it were true, I was not sure
that telling them would make any difference anyway. I remember
feeling as if I was in one of those horror flicks where a teenager
has a premonition about a disaster that is going to happen and
somehow finds a way to cheat death. Death, however, insists on
having its way and, of course, everyone dies in the end.

Finally, I decided to say
nothing. After all, it was probably nothing more than a dream.
Besides, what business was it of mine, anyway? I was just another
delinquent teenager, after all—one who had just had yet another run
in with the police. The last thing I needed was to be accused of
harassing or even threatening my neighbours, causing me to get in
even more trouble with High Point’s finest. I grabbed my MP3
player, cranked up the volume, and tried desperately to go back to
sleep. I laid in bed listening to music in a fruitless attempt to
drown out my guilt with song after song. For two long hours, my ego
and my super ego engaged in a struggle for the mastery over my
soul. In the end, my concern for Lara’s family emerged victorious
as my conscience got the better of me. I resolved that regardless
of the risk involved and the price I would likely pay, I would go
next door in the morning and say something to Lara. If she laughed
at me, or if her father called the police, I would look like an
idiot and might go to jail. However, if I said nothing to her and
there really was an accident that I could have prevented, I would
never be able to look at myself in the mirror the same way again.
With my guilty conscience now relieved, I soon fell quickly back to
sleep.

The following morning, I
grabbed some cereal and orange juice for breakfast, before heading
out the front door to find Lara. A great sense of dread fell over
me as I neared the driveway. Their truck was already gone, along
with their boat. I was starting to panic so I walked back to
our house and sat down on the porch, trying to calm myself and
deciding what to do next. I kept bouncing back and forth between
telling my mother and just calling the police. Given my recent
encounters with local law enforcement, I decided it would be best
if I woke my mother and told her what was happening. Maybe she
would know what to do. If she did not believe me, then I
would call the police. I was heading for the door when I suddenly
saw the familiar truck driven by Lara’s father coming down the road
and back toward their house, with the boat in tow. Had they
already been to the lake and back? Looking down at my watch, I
saw that it was only 8:30 in the morning. There was no way that
they could have made it to Lake Norman and back already. After
pulling into their driveway and parking, Lara hopped out and ran
toward the back of the house. She must have forgotten
something.

“Good morning, Johnny,” she
said, stopping to talk with me for a moment.

“Oh, hi Lara. Are you and your
family on the way to the lake now?”

“Yeah. We took off and left the
skis in the garage.” She looked at me with a curious look on her
face, as if she was trying to determine whether she liked what she
saw. Apparently she did, because after several moments she smiled
and asked me, “Would you like to come with us? There is plenty of
room in our boat for another person.”

While we had lived next door to
each other for most of our lives, Lara and I had never been very
close. I often suspected by the way she looked at me that she had a
thing for me. The last few years had been a bit turbulent for me,
however, and I had serious doubts that her parents would have
approved of me anyway. Either way, I was surprised to find myself
pleased that she had asked me to go with her; it was a very
promising sign.

“No, I don’t think so, but
thanks for the offer, Lara. Maybe next time?” I asked, displaying
the most flirtatious smile I could without overdoing it.

“Sure,” she responded,
returning the smile.

“Listen, can I talk with you
for a second?” I asked, getting closer and looking her squarely in
the eyes.

Lara’s face took on a puzzled
expression as she turned and looked back at her parents. Her father
glared at me, then at her, with a disapproving look on his face. It
seemed he did not like seeing his daughter associating with the
delinquent boy from next door. At that point in my life, however, I
could not have cared less. Lara ignored her father’s disapproving
look, turned back to me, and smiled.

“Um, sure Johnny. What’s
up?”

“I had a dream last night, like
the one I had the week before my father died. Do you remember me
telling you about that?”

“What are you talking about,
Johnny?” She looked back at her father.

“Do you remember that dream,
the one I told you about, the one I had the week before my father
died?”

“You mean the one with the
angel?” She laughed. “Yeah, I remember. You were only eleven then,
Johnny.”

“Well I had another one just
like it last night.”

“About your father?”

“No, this one was about you,
and your family.”

“About me? Johnny, I’m
flattered!” she said, blushing.

“I’m afraid that it wasn’t such
a good dream, Lara.”

“What do you mean?”

“I dreamt that you and your
folks were in a pretty serious boating accident.”

After looking confused and
uncertain, she began shaking her head. “It was just a dream,
Johnny, nothing but a dream. You have nothing to worry about, trust
me. We’ve been boating and water-skiing since I was a baby. We’ve
been on the water more times than I can remember, and we’ve never
had an accident. My father is very serious about boating
safety.”

I suddenly noticed her bathing
suit. It’s the same one from the dream.

“But you will have one
today, Lara, I know it.”

“I never realized you were so
superstitious, Johnny. It was just a dream, that’s all. It was a
sick dream maybe, but only a dream.” She was starting to get
a little irritated. Her father honked the horn.

“Look, Johnny, I appreciate
your concern, really, but I’ve got to go. We have to be back early
tonight, my grandparents are coming over for dinner and well, you
know what that’s like.”

“Lara…” She ran back to their
garage, retrieved the skis, and ran back to where I stood
waiting.

“Listen, I’ll see you later,
Johnny, okay? We should be back by late this afternoon. Would you
like to get together sometime after we get back? We can talk more
then if you like.”

“Sure. You bet, Lara, I’d like
that.”

“Me too!” she said, backing
away and waving her hand, before turning and jogging toward where
her parents were waiting.

I stood there watching as Lara
tossed the skis into the boat and climbed back into the truck. She
looked back one more time, looking more concerned about me than she
was about herself. She clearly did not believe me in the least. I
was filled with a disturbing and pervasive sense of dread as I
watched them drive away. I shook my head, threw up my hands, and
walked back to the house and into my room. I plopped down on the
bed as my hand mindlessly reached for and found the MP3 player that
was still in my shirt pocket. I flipped the switch and lay in bed
for several minutes, hoping some old-time rock-and-roll would drown
out the screams from my dream about Lara and her family, which kept
playing repeatedly in my head. Eventually I gave up, jumped out of
bed, grabbed a towel, and stepped into the shower. Fifteen minutes
later, I was out the door and on my way to Bryce’s house.


Chapter 4 – The Question

 


“That’s crazy, Johnny! You
don’t really believe that, do you?” Bryce sat back down in the
beanbag chair and picked up the controller from the coffee table.
He began pressing buttons on the controller and soldiers on the TV
screen carrying MP-5 9mm submachine guns began running from
building to building, firing at enemy combatants as they did
so.

“Yeah, sounds kind of freaky,
doesn’t it? It seemed pretty real though, Bryce, I’m telling
you.”

“I didn’t think you believed in
that kind of stuff anymore, Johnny.”

“What kind of stuff?”

“You know, stuff from the
Bible.”

“Well, I don’t know. I used
to,” I answered.

“So what happened yesterday,”
Bryce asked, changing the subject. “I lost track of you at the
mall, and then you just disappeared.”

“I got caught at the store
lifting a cool Panthers jersey. They called the cops.”

“Aw, man, tough break. I was
afraid something like that had happened.” He stopped playing the
game for a moment and turned to look at me. “You’ll have to be more
careful next time, dude,” he said, before getting back to the game,
just in time to avoid being cut down by a pair of Huey Cobras.

It was late when I finally made
it back home. My mother was still in the kitchen, cooking when I
walked in. The smell of hamburgers cooking on the stove filled the
house. I kissed my mother on the cheek and sat down at the table.
William lay sprawled out on the sofa in the living room watching
television.

“Hi, Will. Anything good
on?”

“No, not really. I’m just
watching some dumb old movie.”

“Hi, Mom.”

“Hi, honey.” She glanced into
the living room to see if Will was still on the sofa. “Come on,
Will, dinner’s ready.”

I noticed she was biting on her
lower lip, something she often did when she was worried about
something. She glanced up at me with a troubled expression on her
face as she scooped up the patties and placed them on a plate
before bringing it over to the table where we were sitting.

“Johnny, listen, honey, I just
heard something on the six o’clock news that I thought you should
know. It’s about Lara and her parents, our neighbors from next
door. They were in some kind of a bad boating accident earlier this
afternoon. I believe they were taken to Concord Memorial Hospital,
down near Charlotte.”

“They’re still alive?” I asked,
with more than a little surprise. My mother looked at me with a
shocked expression.

“Yes, Johnny, of course
they are alive,” she answered. “Why wouldn’t they be?”

“Oh, yeah, of course they are…I
mean, that’s great!”

“Are you okay, Johnny? You sure
are acting peculiar about the whole thing.”

I wanted to answer her. I
wanted to tell her that I was definitely not okay. I wanted
to tell her about the dreams. She deserved to know what was
happening, especially after everything I had put her through since
my father died, but I was uncertain how she would react. I already
felt guilty about all of the trouble I had caused her. She was
worried enough about me without my adding to it. I decided to
remain silent, at least for the time being. She had enough to worry
about working two jobs and paying the bills.

“I’m fine, Mom. I’m just
relieved to hear everyone is okay, that’s all.” She looked at me
with a curious expression. I wondered whether she suspected
anything.

“Would you like to visit Lara
in the hospital tonight? I was thinking about driving down to the
hospital to see her and her parents.”

The question caught me off
guard. I had never considered that Lara might actually survive the
accident, much less whether I should go and see her afterward in
the hospital.

“Yeah—sure, Mom, that would be
great. It’s in Concord though, do we have time?”

“I think so. If we leave as
soon as we finish dinner, there should still be time for you to
visit with Lara.”

We left for the hospital as
soon as we finished eating. It was already getting late and my
mother was concerned that visiting hours might end soon, making for
a wasted trip.

We arrived at Cabarrus Memorial
Hospital in Concord around 7:30. My mother soon found a space in
the huge hospital parking deck and we hurried to the entrance. An
elderly woman sitting at the information desk greeted us as we
walked in and after giving us directions, told us that visiting
hours would end at eight o’clock, and we would have only thirty
minutes to visit. We rushed to the elevators, and five minutes
later, we arrived at Lara’s room.

“William and I are going to
check on her parents, Johnny. We’ll be back for you in about thirty
minutes or so, okay?”

“Yeah, sure, Mom, thanks.” She
put her hand on my head and smiled before walking toward the
nursing station. I knocked gently on the door in case Lara was
asleep, and because I was unsure of what I was going to say
to her.

“Come in,” she answered
weakly.

I pushed on the door and walked
inside. “Hi, Lara, how are you holding up?”

“Oh, Johnny, is that you?” she
asked, frantically running her fingers through her hair in a vain
attempt to freshen up. I began to question whether coming down was
such a good idea. She had enough to worry about without being
concerned about me.

“Yeah, it’s me.” As I drew
closer to her bed, I could see she was a wreck. She had a cast on
her left arm from her bicep to the tips of her fingers. I could not
tell for sure because she was under several blankets, but it looked
as if she had a cast on her left leg as well. Most of her face was
black and blue; it looked like one big bruise.

“Wow, Lara, you look like
hell.” I rolled my eyes, cursing under my breath for my own
stupidity. “Sorry.”

Lara tried to smile but she
whimpered in pain instead.

“Gee thanks, Johnny. You should
look so good when you get run over by a yacht.”

“Yeah, you’ve got me there,” I
said, smiling back at her as I walked over to stand beside her
bed.

“Hey, listen, I’m real sorry
about what happened to you and your folks. I feel awful… I should
have done more to try and stop you.”

“How, Johnny? What could you
have done? You warned me; you tried to keep us from going. I’m the
bonehead that wouldn’t listen. I didn’t even say anything to my
parents about what you told me. If I had said something to my dad,
I wouldn’t be here now! What an epic failure!”

I just shrugged my shoulders
and chuckled. I tried making some small talk, talking about the
weather, then about school. I even tried talking about world
politics. I would have done just about anything to avoid the
question that I had known was coming ever since my mother first
told me what had happened. I dreaded the question because I had no
answer. I had actually tried my best to forget about it, and I
desperately wanted her to forget about it too. Despite my
silent pleading, however, the question came anyway.

“Johnny, tell me something, and
please, tell me the truth. How did you know? How did
you know what was going to happen?”

There it was, out on the table,
sitting there like the elephant in the corner, forcing me to
acknowledge its existence. I began pacing about the room, hoping
that she would fall asleep or move onto something else, but she did
not.

“Johnny?”

I stopped pacing, shrugged my
shoulders, and sounding a bit exasperated, I looked into her eyes
and said, “I don’t know, Lara, I just don’t know.”

“How could you have possibly
have known ahead of time what was going to happen to us today, and
to your father four years ago, for that matter? How could you see
into the future?”

“I have no idea, Lara. The
first time, when I dreamed about Dad, the angel in my dream said
something to me, something I’ve been trying to remember. But it was
just so long ago….”

“What’s it like, Johnny, when
you have one of these dreams?”

“I don’t know!” I answered, a
little harsher than I had intended.

“I’m sorry, Johnny. I didn’t
mean to pry. It’s just that—”

“What?” I wanted to move on, to
talk about something else.

“Well, these dreams, they could
mean something important, Johnny.”

“I thought you weren’t
superstitious, Lara.”

“I’m not; at least I don
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