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Dedication



I would like to dedicate this book to my parents. Niomi Carolyn and Herman Allen (Punk), both whom I miss so terribly, as well as my siblings Gregory Allen and Lisa Kaye, RIP.

Introduction

As Tom and Liz search for a life of peace, they find themselves back in love and deeper than before. There is an apocalyptic feel to the events they find themselves face to face with, challenges and obstacles that would make any other couple want to give up. But their faith is strong and, as always in these situations, it is faith that strengthens them with each trial they face together, and they make it through. Their faith is what keeps them from falling apart. It is faith that pulls them into a deeper relationship with each other and with God.
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Chapter One
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I woke to the sound of birds outside my window. I just had a feeling it was going to be a beautiful day. I reached across the bed to the cold sheets where Mike had been. “He must have gone to work already”, I thought to myself. 

I realized I had to get up, but I just wanted to lay there for a little while longer. If Mike were home, he would have already been fussing. I heard a “tap, tap, tap”, lightly on my bedroom door. Mike was still there..., “Yes, Baby?”

“Liz, are you okay? Are you making breakfast?” he asked. “Yes, Baby, I am coming.” 

I threw on my robe before I ran down the stairs. I didn’t have much time to cook, as I was already running late. I usually got up much earlier, but this particular morning, I just wanted to lay there and think of my wonderful husband for a while. 

I didn’t get to sleep in very often. All the kids were sleeping away from home in other places. I had just felt like enjoying my time to fantasize a little and dream some. I was one of those moms that rarely took any “me” time, so a little would have been nice. 

I had forgotten that Mike had taken the day off so that we could do some things while the kids were all away. As I cooked Mike’s breakfast, I thought of how strange it felt to cook for one. A protein shake usually served as my breakfast. But, since I did cook for Mike and three kids, this just seemed weird. I missed my kids, even though part of me needed the break. 

Carley had gone to visit her father in Florida. At sixteen she was a level headed girl. I really believed she would do great things one day.  

Michael Jr. had gone to a sleep-over across town. He was eleven, and at that age his intelligence did shine through. The problems stemmed from the boy’s curious nature, which got him into trouble occasionally. 

He loved experimenting with gadgets and scientific concoctions. He made me laugh and want to scream at the same time. 

My last child, Samantha, had gone to a sleep-over a few doors down. At nine, she reminded me of her father, very smart and very talented. 

Like Mike, she enjoyed helping people. I thought she might become a doctor or veterinarian.

I suppose it was possible I was one of the few moms in the world who never got a babysitter. So after a few hours, I missed my kids.  Tears came to my eyes and I tried to hold them in. I knew Mike would tease me. 

I set his plate down and gave him a big “Good morning!” kiss. I felt like the luckiest woman in the world. I loved my husband and my kids with all my heart.

On a normal day, I would see Mike off to work, and then the rush started to get the kids off to school before I could get ready. But today, I only had to worry about me. I turned on the news and headed to the bathroom to get my shower and to get ready. Taking my time, I washed and dried my hair, put hot rollers in and applied some makeup. 

Then, I tried on seven different outfits before I found the one I wanted to wear. I picked out shoes and a matching purse. I was stylin’. I felt so happy to have plenty of time to get ready without a rush that morning. 

Mike had gone down to the store to pick up a few things, so I relaxed and enjoyed some “me” time. I didn’t have to be at work until later, and what little running around we had to do wouldn’t take long. 

I worked in a law office that didn’t open until ten-thirty. I usually played mommy carpool, which kept my mornings very busy.  This little break felt pretty nice.

I almost forgot I had the television on. I usually paid very little attention to it in the mornings. Because the news was so depressing, I hated to listen anymore. It appeared that we would be at war again soon if things continued as they were. 

The price of gas was rising very quickly, and food cost seemed to rise just as fast. People were having a hard time eating in those days. The Government blamed the increases on failed trade talks with countries that once were our allies.

My Grandpa used to tell me this type of situation usually signaled the start of hostility between countries.  My thoughts on that, however, were that if we did go to war, it would be the end of the world. I expected nuclear weapons and other weapons of mass destruction would be used to kill multitudes of people at a time. I said, “Hit me with your best shot,” because I really didn’t want to live through it. Alone in this world would be no way to live.

I had heard from different preachers speaking throughout my life that Christians will not be here through the tribulation. Having seen the news and all the natural disasters that were reported, earthquakes in Tennessee, of all places, tornados so severe they tore up entire cities, and hurricanes that wiped out towns along the coastlines, I debated that myself. All I knew was if God planned to come before the tribulation, everyone should have been getting their hearts ready, because he was about to come. 

I rounded the corner into the living room. Just as I was about to turn off the television, the news broadcaster caught my attention, and I stopped to listen. When I heard the words, “Houston, Texas has been hit with what appears to be a Chemical Bomb,” I dropped my coffee cup, which shattered on the floor. 

Still trying to watch and listen as I picked up the broken glass, I sliced my finger open. Blood was squirting everywhere. “Where in the heck did I put those Band-Aids?” I thought to myself. Suddenly, I was clumsy and couldn’t seem to do anything right. I couldn’t even get the darn Band-Aid on!

There it was, right in front of me. I couldn’t believe my eyes. Tears welled up as I began to shake, and I felt a panic attack coming on. I was frozen in front of the television. Mass chaos went on behind the reporter. I had seen women in the background clinging to what appeared to be dead or dying kids. Bodies were everywhere, as well as rubble from fallen buildings. Oh God! I fell to my knees and, thinking of my family, I began to pray as I quickly called Mike.

Mike answered his phone, “Hey baby, I just heard the news on the radio. Stay put, I’ll be right home, and we’ll go get the kids together. Don’t go anywhere; stay there!” He hung up. 

I dropped the phone and sunk further to the floor, and cried and prayed as hard as I could! “God, please, take care of Carley down in Florida, and please keep my entire family safe, till we can be together again.”  I couldn’t pray anymore. All I could do was cry.

I realized I needed to call each of the kids and, “Oh crap!” my boss. I dialed the number for Mrs. Thomas down the street first. 

“Hey, Mrs. Thomas, we’re making an unexpected trip to Florida in a few minutes, so we need to pick Samantha up. Can you make sure she is ready to go please?” I asked.

Mrs. Thomas pleasantly agreed. I hurried off the phone so I could call Mrs. Tillman, where Michael had spent the night. Mrs. Tillman answered in a panic, “Oh my God, Liz, did you see the news this morning?”

“Mrs. Tillman that’s why I’m calling...”

“Liz, I don’t know what we are going to do. I am so scared.”

“Mrs. Tillman. I am so sorry; I don’t have time to talk. I called to tell you I’m coming to get Michael. We’re taking an unexpected trip to Florida and I am in a hurry, so I will see you soon.”

I hung up without allowing her to get in another word. “Okay, Carley should answer when I call her dad’s house,” I thought out loud as I dialed the number. But the phone rang, and rang, over and over. I hung up, checked the number and dialed again.

Finally, the third time was the charm. Carley answered. “Hello.”

“Were you asleep, Baby?” I asked her.

“Yeah, I was. Is everything okay?” Carley asked.

“Hon, pack your things because we need to come get you early. We’ll be there late this afternoon or early evening.”

I tried telling her she could visit again later. Carley wasn’t too happy that she had to leave, but she was a very respectful child and would never talk back. She just said, “Ok.”

“I love you, sweetheart,” I told her.

“I love you too, Mom. See you in a little while. Bye”.

I called work to talk to my boss. The dang answering machine picked up. He must have still been in court. I waited for the little beep, then left a message. “Mr. Barrow, it’s Liz. I am just calling to let you know we’ve had an emergency and are driving to Florida to get Carly today. I won’t be back for a few days. I am sorry, I didn’t have any notice. I hope you understand. Call me back when you get this, if you need to. See you when I get back. Bye.”

It felt like an eternity. I checked the clock over and over as I paced the floors, watching for Mike to pull up in the driveway.

The beep beep of the horn sent my heart racing. I ran around the house double checking everything. Bags, check; medicine bag, check; lights all out, check; GPS, check; alarm set, check.

“I ‘m ready,” I patted myself on the back. I carried it all out the door, being careful not to drop anything, but trying to hurry before the security alarm went off.

I hurried out and threw everything into the back of our Honda Odyssey minivan. Then I walked around and got into the passenger side so Mike could drive. I knew I was in no shape to drive, and Mike was much calmer. I loved the fact that he tended to always remain calm in the midst of a crisis. He was my rock.

We pulled up in front of our neighbor’s house to pick up Samantha. Mrs. Thomas stepped out to wave at us as Samantha ran past her and jumped into the van. She tossed her bag on the floor and rolled her eyes without speaking.

“What’s bugging you, Samantha?” I asked.

“Why did you guys have to come get me early? I was having fun.” She whined.

“We have to go get Carley, and couldn’t just leave you here,” I explained.

“Oh, okay.” That explanation was good enough.  Silence again, but not a bad silence. Thank God, Samantha wasn’t irritated anymore. Sometimes she could cop an attitude, but she was never a bad child. She was always easy to reason with.

We stopped in front of Mrs. Tillman’s house. Samantha jumped out and ran to the door, but before she reached the door, Michael was already coming out. She got her lack of patience from me. They both jumped in and Michael tossed his bag in the back.

“Hey son, how was your sleep-over?” I asked him.

“It was fine,” he replied, never looking up from his video game.

“Everyone,” I announced, “You all know I always pray before we take off, so let‘s pray real quick, okay?”

“Heavenly Father, please look after us as we travel to Florida and back, and keep us safe. And Lord, please keep Carley safe until we can get there to pick her up. In Jesus’ name I pray, amen.”

After that, I turned the radio up so we could listen to some cheerful music while we were riding, in hopes it would brighten everyone’s mood. Mike grabbed my hand and squeezed it gently to reassure me. He looked over and smiled that little crooked grin that always made me smile. I gently squeezed his hand back as a re-affirmation. 
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What was I thinking? It was entirely crazy on my part, taking a road trip with two kids that fought like cats and dogs for the entire nine hours. All I could say was, I really was not thinking at all. This was not my best laid out plan. These two found the dumbest things to fight over, like, “You’re looking at me.”

“No, I’m not. You’re ugly! Why would I look at you?”

“Mom, tell Samantha to quit staring at me.”

“Samantha, please quit bugging your brother.”

“I’m not! He is the one staring at me. Make him stop!”

But, thinking about it, I wouldn’t have left them behind. What if I had left them and went home to find them gone? I would never have forgiven myself. I decided I needed to learn to quit complaining. I loved my kids with all my heart and soul, even with their fussing and fighting.

While they fought and Mike concentrated on his driving, I continued calling everyone we knew. From my mother to my best friend JoAnn, I was making sure everyone had seen the news and understood what was going on. I didn’t want the ones I loved being caught off guard by all that was taking place. 

I tried to make sure I didn’t leave anyone out, but I also kept my tone and voice down so that I didn’t alarm the kids. I knew if they heard, they would only panic, which would make it harder on us all.

Michael and Samantha both started complaining that they were hungry, so we stopped and grabbed a quick burger and some gas. I made everyone use the bathroom so hopefully, we wouldn’t have to stop again in thirty minutes.  Mike cleaned the bugs off the windshield and checked the tires, and we were back on the road again.

Food and a bathroom break seemed to calm the wild kids in the back seat into mellow sleepyheads. Before we got thirty minutes up the road, both of them were out like a light, sleeping like sweet little babies. I felt so blessed, looking at them. I knew they were growing up, but in my heart, they would always be my babies. If I could have held them in my arms forever and kept them safe there, I would have in a heartbeat. 

Mike and I kept our conversation to small talk, just in case the kids happened to be listening. We didn’t want to scare them or cause them any unnecessary anxiety. And neither of us had any idea how far this situation would go. We tried to act normal.

All I wanted to do was to hold my entire family tight and pray that they would be spared. I loved them all so very much.

After many long hours of riding, we finally pulled up to Danny’s house. I jumped out and ran to the door. Danny answered the door and told me Carley was not there. He said she didn’t want to go home, so when we told her we were coming to get her, she took off. I advised Mr. holier-than-thou that I would not leave without her, and he must call her and get her there or I would be his house guest until he did. He got on the phone right then and there.

Danny and I had a complicated relationship. We really did get along great...most of the time, but I really resented it when he tried to interfere with how I raised Carley.  

Danny and I were only married a short time. He met a waitress on his truck route and left us one day, without warning when Carley was just a baby. He was quick to remind me that he married me to help me get Carley back and that was already a done deal so he was ready to move on. 

We agreed he would always be her dad no matter what, so when I married Mike, she always knew she had two dads but believed that Danny was her real dad. 

Mike was a dad to Carley in every way since the day we started going out. She loved him and he took to her right away! He defended her and took care of her since she was two. We were married shortly before her third birthday but she always stayed in touch with Danny and believed him to be her true father. Mike was her dad none the less.  

Danny knew I only had Carley’s best interests at heart. Second guessing me did not help anything and should never have been an option. I no longer held the past against him, and we rarely ever disagreed, but this was one time he would live to wish he had just had Carley do as I said. I wanted to talk to them together, but was too upset to explain myself at that moment.

Carley walked in the door all puffed up and angry.

“Why did you cut my time with Daddy short? I was having a good time here.” She whined.

“Okay, Carley, Danny, will you both sit for a minute so I can explain?” I asked while trying to sound calm.

“After hearing the news this morning about the chemical bomb the authorities believe was used to kill all those poor people in Texas, I had to have my kids with me.” I proceeded.

“Wait, what? What are you talking about?” Danny stammered.

“Yeah, what bomb?” Carley asked. “I haven’t heard of any bomb.” 

“Geez, don’t you watch the news at all?” I almost shouted as I turned the television on. Coverage was all over the screen.

“This, this is why I came. You should have known we wouldn’t drive nine hours just to ruin your time together. You both know me better than that.” I made my point.

The commentator continued to talk about the deaths in Texas, and how people were getting sick and dying in Louisiana. Someone said it had been confirmed that we were attacked by a chemical weapon. The government wasn’t aware of any enemies threatening us, therefore, no one seemed to know who had bombed us and why.

I told Danny he was welcome to come with us, since it appeared the chemicals were spreading in his direction. He thanked me but said didn’t want to leave his family in Florida. His mother was on oxygen and it would be too hard for her to travel. He also had a couple of brothers and their families in the area that he refused to leave.

I climbed back into the van, bringing Carley with me, and we headed towards home.

It was a little late when we finally decided to find something to eat. By the time we stopped, everyone, even Carley, said they were starving. She usually ate like a bird. 

At first, the ride was pretty quiet, but it wasn’t long before chaos and fighting in the two back seats broke out again. It got on my nerves. It wasn’t enough that I had already been totally stressed out by the crap going on all around us, but to have my sweet, lovely kids at each other’s throats was more than I could bear. 

“ENOUGH!!” I shouted.

Mike looked at me as if I had grown horns. All the kids' eyes got wide and their mouths fell open.

Since I rarely raised my voice, when I did, it surprised everyone. “Mommy is extremely stressed right now, and really needs you all to be on your best behavior, please,” I explained. After that outburst, my kids behaved like little angels till we stopped to rest for the night.
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Mike was extremely tired from driving so much and I felt too drained to take over, so we decided to get a hotel room for the night. I believed the kids had also had about all they could stand for one day. Mike and I decided we would all feel better after a good night’s sleep. 

We found a nice hotel with a beautiful view and plenty of bed space. It even had an inside pool so we could enjoy a nice family swim to relieve some stress. 

Luckily, when I packed, I thought to throw in swimsuits. As soon as we checked into the hotel, we all changed our clothes and went directly to the pool. We all played in the pool for a while. Then I got into the hot tub with Mike. 

After about an hour, I went up for my shower and turned the television on to check the news. It seemed like a good idea to get an update while the kids were still at the pool so they didn’t hear anything. I guess I was still being a bit over-protective. I started to worry because there were reports of people being found dead along the border of Florida, close to Louisiana and parts of Georgia as well. The chemical had spread.

Then the news flashed to the people there and my heart broke as I sat watching mothers crying as they held their babies. I became more concerned than ever. If we waited till morning, we might not make it home. 

I knew I needed to talk to Mike but I must catch him alone. I turned the TV off, got dressed, and went back down to the pool. 

After a few hours of playing around in the pool, my kids were worn slap out. I sent them up for their showers and to get ready for bed. 

I asked Mike to walk with me just a short distance so we could talk. I waited till the kids were well out of sight and out of ear shot before I explained to him how bad things appeared to have gotten since we last looked at the news. 

Mike agreed that we were taking a chance but he also knew he needed a nap before driving again. 

“Baby, lie down a bit, and we can leave a little later. You don’t have to do all the driving when we do leave. I can drive some too. Then you can rest too.”

He just looked at me and rolled his eyes. Mike hated to ride with me. I hoped he was taking this seriously because I was more scared at that moment than I had ever been in my life, not for me, but for my husband and kids. I would just die if anything happened to them.

Mike and I went up to the room. I called the front desk and set up a wakeup call for 4am, and we went to bed. I tossed and turned, but Mike was asleep almost instantly. All the kids were sleeping, so it was dead quiet except for the steady humming of the air conditioner. I finally dosed off myself. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Four


[image: ]


“Up and at it,” I announced, as I attempted to get everyone out of bed. No one wanted to get up and I didn’t blame them. I felt as if I would fall over with the slightest nudge. I didn’t really want to be up either, but I knew that with each passing hour we were putting our lives at increased risk.

Michael wanted to go swimming again but I told him we needed to get home. We all got dressed, packed up, checked out and left the hotel. 

I asked Mike to stop and get a quick biscuit for everyone for breakfast, which was something I would normally never do. Feeding my kids fast-food was something I hated, but this time we needed to make an exception. We stopped to top off the gas and to make a quick bathroom run, and were on the road again. 

Scared to death that we weren’t going to make it home, I hesitated to even help people in trouble out on the road that day.  Up ahead, I saw headlights flashing from a car stopped on the side of the road. It took me a few moments to be able to tell what was flashing due to the heavy smoke or smog that reduced visibility to almost nothing. 

I finally realized it was emergency flashers on a car. Now the question was, “Where exactly were those flashers? Was the car sitting off on the shoulder or on the road? 

































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





