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	INTRODUCTION

	 

	I


	 wanted to bring readers up to date on the first two books of the Wayne’s Angel trilogy by adding a Screen Treatment synopsis on the first two books: Wayne’s Angel and Betwixt. If you haven’t read the first two, this should bring you up to date to begin to read book three: Z-Gen, The Last Generation.

	Logline for Wayne’s Angel: Roadhouse (Patrick Swayze and Sam Elliott) and Ghost (Patrick Swayze, Demi Moore) meets Touched by an Angel (Roma Downey, Della Reese, and John Dye) and Love Story (Ryan O’Neal, Ali McGraw).

	Wayne Tyler is a super-talented singer, musician, impersonator of many singing stars, a vagabond, and the ladies love him. When he auditions at Tequilaville, co-owned by Abby and Daddy Hank Hawkins, Abby an attractive, never-married accountant tells Daddy Hank it's time to undo the laces, and she takes Wayne home with her. Bella, Abby's street-wise "sister" attempts to spare Abby the obvious heartache by placing her earring in their bed, making Abby think that Wayne has been unfaithful and to force her to break up with him.

	Abby knows Wayne can be a snake but encourages him to write a love song to her. Wayne has no concept of what love is. When she accuses him of sleeping with Bella, Wayne denies it. After Abby kicks him out, Wayne decides to write her a love song to get back into her good graces. He really feels something for Abby. The problem: Wayne has no concept of what love is.

	When the words for the song don't come, Wayne goes to Tequilaville on the lake, late at night, drinks half a bottle of tequila, steals a boat, and heads out to Redfish Island in Galveston Bay to try another shot at inspiration and writing the song. After finishing the rest of the bottle, Wayne, in his depressed drunken condition, tosses the empty bottle into the bay and jumps in after it into fourteen feet of water, attempting suicide.

	A water spout forms out of a clear night sky and takes Wayne to a place called Between where he meets Gordon, his guardian angel. The supernatural begins to explode. Wayne is scared half to death and asks Gordon where he is. Gordon tells him he is in Between, a place where time on earth is frozen and a place for him to make some decisions.

	Gordon gives Wayne three choices: 1. To say 'send me back' (fourteen feet under water, drunk and near death), 2. Face seven demons, or 3. To call upon the name of The Lord. Wayne has no idea who "The Lord" is and chooses to face seven very cunning, manipulative, often funny, sometimes barbaric demons.

	The demons' prize is Wayne's soul. Wayne's prize, should he miraculously make it past the demons, is for Gordon to tell him and show him what love is with no guarantees of ever returning from this colossal, supernatural realm. Gordon is never "preachy," letting Wayne come to the end of himself against overwhelming odds.

	In dreams, Gordon brings Abby, Daddy Hank, Robbie, Bella, T-Bone, and Lt. Stark to Betwixt to witness Wayne's conflict with the demons. Wayne can see them on the bright side of the huge Roman-like coliseum but cannot communicate with them. When the trials are done—out of this world trials, not at all what one would expect—Wayne's group awakes from their experience and begins to tell each other about their "nightmares" from their dreams. They make notes, since, like most dreams, no one ever remembers all of them. Abby, Bella, Hank, Robbie, T-Bone, and Lt. Stark decide they have had supernatural experiences and begin searching for Wayne, but he's nowhere to be found. Lt. Stark, who had a similar experience many years ago and bears a white streak in his hair from the experience, tells them Wayne has been rescued—after the challenges—by the Coast Guard and taken to Ben Taub Hospital in Houston where he lies in a coma.

	At the end of the last challenge with Baal, when Wayne falls to within ten feet of the Lake of Fire, Wayne calls upon the name of the Lord. Michael, the Arch Angel, lifts Wayne from certain eternal death, Gabriel announces a new citizen's name has been placed into The Lamb's Book of Life, and Gordon shows Wayne what true love is. (The written description, feeling, experience of God's love is written from a theophany the author had when he was ten years old, walking across a field in Waco, Texas.)  Gordon gives Wayne the option of entering into eternity. Wayne then tells Gordon 'send me back' even with no guarantees. He wants to write Abby that love song.

	Wayne's return is marked with added drama and a white streak in his hair over his right ear. He has bacterial meningitis from being underwater. He's in a coma and is on a respirator. Slowly, with Abby's encouraging love, Wayne, still unable to walk and in a wheelchair, sings Abby his song and asks Abby to marry him when he returns to Tequilaville.

	Book two of Wayne's Angel trilogy is entitled, Betwixt. The logline for Betwixt is Wayne’s Angel on Steroids! And believe me, it is with the introduction of Dr. Helle Guyion, the most evil woman in the world.

	Book two begins with Wayne Tyler proposing to Abby, who has a few conditions for her lady-pleaser future hubby. How about a honeymoon in the Garden of Eden that happens in book two?

	Who is the lady that made Daddy Hank's world stand still at the end of book one? Plus, more supernatural, out-of-this-world sequences, visits to Betwixt, the very dimension where demons and their master, Satan, hang out.

	In other sequences in book two, the reader will get a whole new meaning of Pandora's Box that scares the living daylights out of many of the world's most gifted scientists while they scramble to find the missing element in a doom's day bomb that can destroy an entire continent. It begins a global arms race like no other in the history of the world.

	Bella continues to be her wild-child crazy self and will be one of the main characters in this second book of the trilogy. Actually, her character just cracked me up as if she demanded to be a star in book two…and she is. More Bella, more cheap shots, more telling it like it is, according to her. She may have met her match in book two. Daddy Hank comes to her rescue.

	Can an independent, confident, smart, beautiful lady like Bella be humbled or completely scared out of her wits? She is transported to the throne of Satan to become his new concubine. She has absolutely no defenses. Her worldly self has presented her as a likely replacement of Ishtar, the former queen of hell and Satan's former concubine who was cast into the pit in book one for trying to seduce and have sex with Wayne Tyler, a mortal being.

	Tequilaville is on a decline. Can Wayne keep filling the room with his fans when he can barely walk, much less drive the ladies crazy with his moves? Will Daddy Hank accept his new son-in-law or will the feud continue? And talk about evil, Dr. Helle Guyion will emerge in Betwixt as the most evil woman in the entire world with powers never before seen and which cannot be harnessed, even by the U.S. government.

	More understanding of Wayne's visit to Between, a place between day and night, life and death, heaven and hell will be revealed in bits and pieces as each character remembers a little more about their dream event. In book two, the characters will experience more of the supernatural in everyday life, right before their eyes. No one in the group, even after counseling with N.A.S.A. scientists, can come close to an explanation of what they are seeing and experiencing. Forget reality! In book two, reality takes on a brand new meaning. Some will grasp it, others will not. It is almost more than the human psyche can handle.

	[image: C:\Users\Kathleen's Graphics\Documents\Poetry & Cards\Nancy Jeane - Remote Viewing Book\Scrolls\5 line.jpg]

	"He rode upon a cherub, and did fly: and He was seen upon the wings of the wind. And He made darkness canopies round about Him, dark waters and thick clouds of the skies. From the brightness before Him were Coals of fire kindled."

	(NKJV) 2nd Samuel 22:11-13
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	Boys to Men

	L


	iz Hawkins, wife for a single night to "Daddy" Hank Hawkins, Abby's dad, could never bring herself to sell Hank's condo overlooking Clear Lake. It was the only possession she had left to remember his life, his pictures, his clothes, his scent, and the love they had for each other. Hank was her soul mate and could never be replaced by another man.

	She frequently spent weekends at the condo, alone, reminiscing, remembering how Hank had valiantly given his life in an evil dimension to save Bella Cantrell from eternal doom. Hank was truly a warrior…That was twenty years ago, and Liz was feeling her age.

	As the sun rose over Clear Lake, Liz sipped her steaming cup of coffee from Hank's old battered, oversized cup with the Cowboy Church logo on the side. Every sip was like kisses from his lips to hers. She longed to be with him again.

	The last twenty years had been a difficult battle just trying to raise their only son, Johnny Hank, a red-haired burly young man just like his daddy whom he never had the pleasure of meeting. Johnny Hank took good care of his mom and listened to her stories about the father he never knew. For the most part, Cowboy Church Pastor Randy took Johnny Hank under his wing and taught him how to hunt, fish, and do other "guy stuff." Because of all the bikers who attended the church, Johnny Hank, at a young age, loved to ride on the back of the cranked-up Harleys and quickly became a new member of the motorcycle club who wore the patch of "The God Squad, Clear Lake, Texas" on the back of their black leather jackets. This was a rowdy group of tough men with rough hands who humbled themselves when they went to church. What they did outside of church Pastor Randy could only imagine, but he never judged them for their past lives. Many of the riders had formerly been with some super bad motorcycle clubs and were involved in drug distribution, extortion, and even murder. Sins can be an overwhelming calling to repent. One by one, the God Squad grew in membership of some tough characters who were doing their best to be passionate about serving others instead of killing and turning their lives around.

	When Johnny Hank wasn't riding his own Harley with the club members, you could find him in one of several places: taking care of his mom, or riding bulls at the church arena, or studying the Bible with Pastor Randy and Mr. Elroy, his confidant. Liz realized Johnny Hank had grown up to be a non-conformist, burly, hairy, strong young man with unkempt, wild red hair…with a white streak in it over his left ear. He certainly wasn't a slave to fashion either and could care less what anyone thought of him, men or women.

	Sometimes her son reminded her of John the Baptist. Johnny Hank could certainly preach the gospel in no uncertain terms with a no-frills in-your-face, pulpit banging message. When Pastor Randy thought his congregation needed a little thought-provoking "awakening," he would let Johnny Hank preach every now and then to shake the rafters of the congregation's soul.

	It was early November and the first "norther" had blown in, lowering the temperature to the low fifties. Liz was feeling chilled as she feebly rose from the patio chaise lounge and went inside the condo to get Hank's old Indian blanket to warm her after pouring herself another cup of coffee. Her cell phone dinged, revealing a text message from Abby that read, "Hey momma bear, just thinking of you. Got any plans for the afternoon?"

	Liz didn't reply. She was too deeply in the moment and didn't want to lose the wonder of the beautiful morning, her quiet time, and her memories…

	Then there was Johnny Hank's best friend, Billy Wayne Tyler, Abby's son. They were born less than three months apart and had learned to crawl together, eat solid food together, and as far as they were concerned, they were brothers even though they were complete opposites. Billy Wayne didn't grow up to be a musician or singer like his dad; rather, Billy Wayne was a quiet introverted young man. He didn't cotton to the loud sounds of a Harley or the rough and tumble of riding bulls. He was a thinker and a scholar.

	Johnny Hank was over six feet tall, muscled to the max, and fearless. Billy Wayne was about five foot nine, slight of build, had dark hair like his mom, and had attended junior college before entering an online seminary. He had a quick mind and breezed through his classes, sometimes as much as two years ahead of his peers. He often challenged his professors with some thought-provoking questions. He also had a white streak of hair over his left ear, just like his daddy.

	The professors at a nearby seminary Billy Wayne formerly attended had heard rumors that Billy Wayne, when he was twelve years old, had healed a six-year-old girl who was crippled in a wheelchair during a small gathering at a church service. Witnesses said she stood up and walked away…only rumors that were never confirmed except by word-of-mouth of the thirty or so people who were present. That miracle became the answer to a problem that Liz, Abby, and Wayne had been wrestling with for eight years: what to do about the failing club, Tequilaville, that kept draining their money with little success after the lightning thing with Ducky Don on the back patio of the club that scared people away…in droves.

	They even tried re-naming the club Merlins, turning it into a family restaurant. Liz spent a ton of money putting in a ceiling that was like a planetarium dome, showing constellations, comets spewing across from one side of the club to another while trying to attract the N.A.S.A. crowd across the street. The new club had its run but never recovered the expense of the unusual attractions.

	Liz remembered how Abby had kept trying to pay the bills and balance the checkbook, while Wayne had tried so hard to get the band together with Scott Wood and provide "family" entertainment for their new crowd of guests. It wasn't Scott’s or Wayne's type of music and both began to lose their passion. The entire family was floundering, searching for direction and raising their boys. The new concept didn't match anyone's calling, but no one said a word until the miracle performed by Billy Wayne, which astounded them as much as it did the small group at the church. The only one not surprised was twelve-year-old Billy Wayne himself. He thought nothing of it and that anyone with a mustard seed of faith could do what he had done.

	Yep, Liz thought that was the sign I was looking for. God wanted us to turn Tequilaville a.k.a. Merlins into a church…Miracle Church!

	It was one of those build it and they will come moments. With the help of all the rough and tumbles from the Cowboy Church, Wayne, Pastor Randy, T-Bone, Johnny Hank, and Billy Wayne began gutting the inside of their building and creating a church. Robbie Cantrell, daughter Bella Stark, now married to retired Coast Guard Chaplain Stan Stark, and Abby began to order the fixtures, the pews, the pulpit, and lighting for the new building. After six months and another half-million dollars of her money, Liz saw her dream come true…and they came.

	Scott Wood, his band South, and Wayne Tyler transformed their music to a country and western praise band that began each service with The Orange Blossom Special with a few changed words of praise added to get the people on their feet. Scott and Wayne began writing their own songs of praise that blew the roof off of the new Miracle Church. Stan Stark became the new head pastor.

	Stark's wife, Bella, was another story. Even after having the daylights scared out of her at Betwixt and witnessing Hank's death defending her, Bella was still Bella, a very flamboyant, free spirit who still heard the call of the wild at times. She always had her own opinions and was apt to express them in whatever terms she felt, including expletives. Not exactly the prim and proper pastor's wife.  Stan loved her dearly, she added excitement to his life, even when she would occasionally stand up during the praise service and start dancing to the music in front of the entire congregation. She was definitely an "EGR" person as Rick Warren described in his best-selling book, The Purpose Driven Life, "extra grace required." They were never blessed with children.

	This particular morning out on the patio seemed special to Liz. It was almost like her life and her memories were passing before her eyes. She was remembering things and reminiscing about events she hadn't thought of in years: like Dr. Eric Palmer and how he had never fully recovered from his other-worldly experience that eventually put him in a psychiatric ward. A brilliant para-psychologist at N.A.S.A. who couldn't figure out his own life, much less others’.

	His frequent outbursts, screaming that he had fathered the antichrist, caused him to be released from N.A.S.A. After his FBI interrogations about what he knew of the "missing ingredient" of a suspected doom’s day bomb, he voluntarily went to an insane asylum.

	The F.B.I. considered him unstable and in need of medical and spiritual help. After twenty years of treatment, he was still delirious. A brilliant mind destroyed in another dimension called Betwixt.

	Then there was Dr. Helle Guyion, someone Liz considered to be the most evil person she had ever met. Liz remembered the strange powers Helle possessed and how she used them to promote the church of Satan and to wreck people’s lives…like Eric Palmer’s.

	At their last face-to-face meeting twenty years ago, Dr. Guyion informed Liz and Abby that Dr. Palmer had fathered her child. After Wayne Tyler told Dr. Guyion in no certain terms to get the hell out of his house, no one gave her much thought again…until now. Liz wondered what Dr. Guyion's child, who she said would be named Helel, would be like and if they would ever hear from them again. She hoped not. Their six-month encounter was enough super-natural macabre for a lifetime.

	Liz's nostalgic journey was suddenly interrupted by a knock on her door. It was early for any visitors, and no one knew she was at Hank's condo. She walked to the door, peeped through the peep-hole, and saw Mr. Elroy standing outside, grinning from ear to ear.

	"Come in, Mr. Elroy. What brings you out this early in the morning? How did you know I was here?"

	"Oh, Miss Abby axt me to look in on ya. She said she had sent you one of those text things and you hadn't gotten back to her. I jus had a feeling you may be at Mr. Hank's place. I know how much you miss him."

	"He was the love of my life, Mr. Elroy. Even for the short time we were together…"

	"Yessum, Miss Liz. Mr. Hank was a good man. Bout good a man as you could ever find."

	"Cup of coffee, Mr. Elroy?"

	"Naw, I jus fine like I is. Wanted to come over and see what you were doing and if you are all right. I jus got this funny feelin that you may need a friend to talk to. Don't mean to intrude. How ya feeling?"

	"Old. I'm feeling old and nostalgic. Been walking down memory lane in my mind. I do appreciate you stopping by. I've been thinking about my past life, the people in it, and wondering whether or not my life has added any good to this ole world. Still so many unanswered questions…"

	"Maybe I can help, Miss Liz. What kinda questions you got?"

	"This is going to sound silly, Mr. Elroy, but one of the nagging, unanswered questions I have never figured out is…um…what about those crazy white streaks of hair that Stan Stark, Wayne Tyler, Hank, my son Johnny Hank, and Billy Wayne have? Have you got any guess as to what they mean? The twenty-three and a half chromosomes that Dr. Palmer found from his samples, that according to him was impossible? What do you think that's all about? In my mind, it's a complete unsolved mystery."

	"Miss Liz, I ain't no scientist or nothin like dat, but there is usually a reason for everything the Almighty does. Now all those young men experienced somethin in their lives in that crazy place called Betwixt. I believe that these men were called by the Almighty Himself to do something special and that they were marked by that white streak as sealed from above…"

	"You really think that, Mr. Elroy? That God Himself called them?"

	"When ya look at what they did and where they went to do it, yes ma'am, I do. I think dat each one of those streaks was a divine gift."

	"What kind of gifts? Can you explain?"

	"Well, uh, I can only speculate, knowing the Good Book, that when the Almighty seals a person and calls them to duty for Him, that He marks them with a special, individual blessing. Mr. Stan, I thinks, has the gift of ministry. Mr. Wayne was given the gift of knowing what love is after his trials, Mr. Hank was given the mighty gift of being a warrior for the Almighty. I think we can agree on dat one, don't you think, Miss Liz?"

	"Yes, Hank was a valiant warrior. There's no question about that. But what about my son, Johnny, and Billy?  Why do you think they also have the streak? Do you think it's hereditary, Mr. Elroy, or do you think they have been given special gifts?"

	"Oh, Miss Liz, those two boys aren't just chips off the ole blocks. I really don't think it's hereditary. I thinks they got gifts from the Almighty, too."

	"What do you think their gifts are, Mr. Elroy? You seem to be making some real good guesses, so go on, and tell me what you think."

	"Well, Miss Liz, let an old man give you his best shot. I believes dat watching these two boys grow up and spending lots of time with them…uh…seems like yo son, Mr. Johnny, is a gifted, straight in yo face preacher of the gospel. He don't mince words and bellows out like the Almighty Himself is speaking through him. I think his gift is preachin!"

	"Ya know, Mr. Elroy, you may be right. My son has never been what people call politically correct. He sure gets people’s attention when he roars the words…People listen! What about Billy? He's so quiet, so unlike his gifted dad, Wayne. What's your take on him?"

	Mr. Elroy smiled, took a seat next to Liz out on the patio, looked up into the sky, and said, "Mr. Billy can heal people. Dat young man has more faith than I've seen in all my time on dis earth. He doesn't do it often, but when the Almighty calls on him to heal, dat kid jus stands up there and becomes an arm of the Almighty's healing hand. Mr. Billy is being used in a divine way, Miss Liz. There's no doubt about it, Mr. Billy has more than a mustard seed of faith. I wouldn't be surprised if dat kid moves mountains one of these days. But since we ain't got no mountains around here, I wouldn't hold my breath on dat one, Miss Liz." Both chuckled.

	"You crack me up, Mr. Elroy. Where do you get such insight?”

	"Well…let me axts you a question, Miss Liz. Where do you thinks wisdom comes from?"

	"From God?"

	"Dat would be the right answer, Miss Liz, just saying. And to answer another question about whether your life has added anything…Miss Liz, you got many gifts. The gift of plantin churches, patience in waiting most of your life for the Almighty to send you the right man, raising a gifted son. You made a difference with your life, Miss Liz, and the Almighty is mighty pleased wit cha!"

	"Thank you, Mr. Elroy, but how do you know that?"

	"Well…the Almighty told me! I reports to Him every day."

	"I believe you do, Mr. Elroy. You're one of those that knock on our door. God said to entertain strangers. And sometimes those strangers turn out to be angels. Are you an angel, Mr. Elroy?"

	"Yes, ma'am, I is. I be wit you since you were born. You were sent here, and I watched over you and da whole family."

	In an instant, Mr. Elroy changed into the brilliant, heavenly guardian angel, Gordon. Liz felt instant love and warmth, amazed at Mr. Elroy's transformation.

	"So, mighty angel, is it my time? What's your name?"

	"I am called Gordon. And yes, Elizabeth, it is your time today."

	"Since you're here to watch over everyone, Gordon, and I have seen you with my own eyes, I am ready. I long to go home, to see Jesus and Hank. Can you show me the way, Gordon?"

	In the clear morning sky a single, beautiful white cloud formed. In the cloud, stood Jesus with Hank by His side. Gordon motioned with his hand for Liz to look up into the cloud. Her soul stood up without effort, without pain, as Gordon led her upwards to meet her Maker and the love of her life. In the twinkling of an eye, Liz felt, saw, and experienced total, massive love throughout her soul. Gladness, hope, joy, and peace enveloped her. She was going home. With Jesus on one side and Hank on the other, they flew higher and out of sight into the dazzling light from above. Liz heard the wings of a million angels flapping, welcoming a saint into the Kingdom of Heaven.

	Gordon returned to his Mr. Elroy shape and covered Liz's lifeless body with the old Indian blanket as Hank's cup slipped from her hand, breaking into many pieces when it hit the concrete. Now her kisses would be real and tender and pure.

	"Miss Abby? Dis is Mr. Elroy. I thinks you and Mr. Wayne should come over to your daddy's condo."

	"Mr. Elroy? Is everything okay?"

	"Miss Abby, I found Miss Liz out on the patio. She has gone home to be with the Almighty. I's so sorry to have to tell you dis. I'll stay with her for a while till you and Mr. Wayne gets here…"

	"Oh…Oh…We're on our way, Mr. Elroy. Thank you for being with her." Abby ended the phone call and began to cry. "Wayne! Liz has died. She's at my dad's condo. We've got lots to do and people to call."

	"Oh, no! I am so sorry, Abby. I loved Liz like a mother. She was so special. C'mon, let's get over there."

	The first call they made was to Liz's son, Johnny Hank.

	"Oh, Abby! Not my Momma! My blessed mother!" Johnny Hank began to cry out loud, falling to his knees in remorse and pain. He felt so alone.
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	“Precious in the sight of the Lord is the death of His saints.”

	Psalm 116:15
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	Delirium, Sorrow, Celebration

	 

	M


	iracle Church was packed with people from many places who came to pay final tribute to the guided life of Liz Hawkins. She had spent most of her fortune planting churches in North and South America and had given all to further the Kingdom of God and to change lives.

	Pastor Stan, along with Pastor Randy of the Cowboy Church, was going over final eulogy notes to make this celebration of a godly woman's life a memorable occasion. When all the attendees were seated, suddenly the big doors swung open, and in walked Dr. Eric Palmer accompanied by two men from the sanitarium that had been Palmer's home for the past twenty years. Pastor Stan walked them to the front and seated them in the first row so they could get a clear view of Liz's coffin. Then he sat down beside them.

	"So glad you could attend, Dr. Palmer. I know Liz Hawkins would want you to be here," said Pastor Stan.

	"I don't deserve to be in this great lady's presence," Palmer said, looking toward the floor.

	"Everyone deserves the right to honor a person in their death and celebration of life, Eric."

	Pastor Stan had tried his best over the years to talk to Eric Palmer and to bring him to salvation in Christ to no avail.

	"Pastor Stark," said Palmer, "I am not crazy or delirious. Delirium is an acutely disturbed state of mind resulting from illness or intoxication. I am not sick nor do I drink. Yet being self-imprisoned in Shady Meadows sanitarium with whackos is just part of my own punishment. I deserve no better. I fathered the antichrist!"

	"You don't know that, Eric."

	"I do know that, Stark! You weren't there. I went to Mount Zaphon and sat at the feet of Satan while that voyeur, that evil devil watched as Helle Guyion ravaged and raped me. But I was a willing participant and deserve all the punishment I have coming…even eternity in hell. I was told many years ago she was pregnant with my child, the son of perdition, Satan's child, the antichrist!"

	"Eric, all sins can be forgiven if you accept Christ. Haven't you agonized enough? Aren't you tired of carrying this burden? Talk to me, Eric. One day you are going to face Almighty God."

	"Yes, I am going to face God and he is going to cast me into the lake of fire, just as I deserve! Even Jesus can't save me for fathering the antichrist!"

	"Yes, he can, Eric."

	"Get on with your eulogy, Stark. I'm done talking about salvation and forgiveness. I know my fate and what I deserve! Don't waste any more of your breath and kumbaya on me!"

	"I'll never stop, Eric. When you're ready, I'm here for you."

	As Pastor Stan got up to begin the eulogy, Mr. Elroy slowly shuffled up and stood before Dr. Palmer, making a motion to his guards to make space for him to sit down next to Palmer. Mr. Elroy had his ever-present smile on his black face with his pearly white teeth shining like headlights on a car.

	"Mr. Eric," said Mr. Elroy, "I sho would like to talk to ya a little bit before the eulogy starts…"

	"Mr. Elroy, I don't know exactly who you are or what you are, old man, but something's not right about you. You see the world through rose-colored glasses. You aren't normal! What are you?"

	"Oh, Mr. Eric, I might be the one to escort you through the pearly gates or I might be the one that takes you to the gates of Hades. Sho would grieve me to do the latter."

	"Right, Mr. Bo Jangles blues singer! You're uneducated, you're stupid and dumb, and now you're going to tell me you're some kind of angel living on earth. I don't buy it! Get your stinking carcass away from me!"

	As Mr. Elroy slowly got up and shuffled to his own seat, he said, "I be prayin for you, Mr. Eric."

	He sat down beside Johnny Hank and Pastor Randy, who was trying to console the young man who had just lost his loving mother. Behind Johnny Hank sat about forty members of the motorcycle club, The God Squad, who were trying to show support in their own way for their leader. As rough and tumble as this group was, they had tears rolling down their cheeks and had a greater feeling of brotherhood than they ever had in their former drug-dealing, murdering clubs.

	T-Bone also wore the colors of the club. He was in his fifties now and the gentle giant worked full time at Miracle Church thanks to a large donation of money Liz Hawkins had made months before her death to provide jobs for the former staff who had worked at Tequilaville before she had turned it into a church. This included Wayne Tyler, Abby Tyler, Scott Wood, and the band, South, along with Tito and his wife, Maria. All worked in different ministries within the church: children's programs, adult teaching, maintenance, outreach, home Bible studies, and accounting, headed up by Abby Hawkins.

	Robbie Cantrell was sitting with her daughter, Bella, both looking as beautiful as ever. Robbie was getting older, but there was not a single shade of gray in her beautiful blonde hair. Bella couldn't say the same. Her coal-black hair was high-lighted with gray streaks as she moved into her fifties.

	"Bella, baby, this is such a solemn occasion, please control yourself from making your usual outbursts, would you?" Robbie said patting Bella's hand.

	"Mom, would you pleeeeeze stop telling me what to do. I'm a married woman and a pastor's wife. Don’t you think I have learned anything in the last twenty years? Geez! And I want to tell you something else…" Bella said raising her voice and attracting everyone's attention, as usual.

	"Bella! See? You're doing it again. Please quiet down. This is one time you cannot be the center of attention. This is Liz's day so SHUT UP!" Robbie raised her voice to Bella.

	Abby and Wayne Tyler were sitting quietly together after Wayne and the band finished their music.

	"Wayne?" Abby put her arm around him. "Are you disappointed Billy Wayne didn't take up music like his daddy?"

	"Not at all, Abby. He has to be his own man, pursue his own goals, his own way. He's different and has other special gifts. We saw that when he was twelve years old and healed those people. That was a miracle and a God-given gift. Who could argue with that? I'm very proud of our son. "

	"He is special, Wayne. I just wanted to hear you say it. Billy Wayne has been a joy since the day he was born, and he loves both of us so much, just as we love him. You should tell Billy Wayne what you just told me. Every young man wants his father's approval."

	"I promise, Abby. I'll have a father-son talk with him soon. I should have done that long ago. I just never had a father who told me that and sometimes I think I'm still learning to be a dad. Thanks for reminding me, my love."

	Pastor Stan walked up to the podium and looked out on the huge crowd assembled in Miracle Church. There was crying, tears, sneezing, coughing, and many sick and afflicted had come to pay homage to Liz Hawkins. Out of the corner of Stark's eye, he noticed that Billy Wayne stood up and began walking to the pulpit in deep thought. As Billy Wayne came nearer, Stark moved away from the pulpit.

	Billy Wayne stood before the congregation and tilted his head up with his eyes closed for several minutes. Then, he raised both hands before the crowd. There was a deafening silence in the room.

	"By the power and the stripes of Jesus Christ, praying to Jehovah Rapha, the God that heals, His name commands you to be healed." Billy Wayne's voice was soft as he spread his hands and arms over the crowd.

	People in wheelchairs began standing up as their paralysis left them. People with diseases and afflictions were immediately healed. Others with blotched skin diseases experienced new skin, perfect, flawless. As the crowd began noticing this mass healing by the young Billy Wayne Tyler, there were shouts of joy like had never been experienced in the sanctuary. It was controlled chaos of joy, healing, new life, and love that changed the somber mood of the funeral into a feeling that all had just experienced another of God’s miracles. Praises rang up when the entire crowd began singing Amazing Grace.

	People were running up to Billy Wayne, thanking him for such a divine miracle while he shunned the praise and pointed his finger upwards.

	"I did nothing by myself," Billy Wayne exclaimed. "You can do the same by the power of God and Jesus Christ if you just have faith. Your faith has healed you, not me."

	Pastor Stan looked over at Pastor Randy. Both stared in amazement. Did this just happen? Could this quiet young man be a healer from God? There was no doubt. Everyone had seen with their own eyes, and it caused a commotion of praise to the Almighty they had never witnessed before. It was the second time Billy Wayne had healed people by the name of Christ. Still, it was hard for everyone to believe their own eyes.

	Seven people in the crowd, bikers among them, came forward and asked Pastor Stan to lead them in the sinner's prayer, to give their life to Christ and receive His salvation. Seeing was believing to those who always wanted a sign from the Almighty.  What began as a compassionate eulogy erupted into shouts of praise and the gift of salvation. Now only tears of joy flowed down the cheeks of everyone present. Even Bella, Pastor Stark's wild and crazy wife, couldn't believe what she had just seen. For once, she was without words or comments…a first in her life.

	Wayne Tyler, Scott Wood, and the band, South, cranked up a lively series of praise songs, playing like they never played before. Mr. Elroy was right up there with them, twanging his old guitar and smiling larger than life itself. Today was a time for miracles, song, and salvation. Could there ever be a better celebration of a woman's life like this? Probably not!

	Johnny Hank walked up next to Billy Wayne and said, "Thank you, my brother. I needed your help today. I couldn't have asked for anything more. I just didn't have the heart for my hell fire and brimstone sermons today. I'm proud of you. You're a hard act to follow!"
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	Meanwhile, far away in Antwerp, Belgium, Dr. Helle Guyion, the most evil woman on the planet was looking forward to having a conversation with her twenty-year-old son, Helel, after he had spent five years away at the University of Glasgow…or so she thought.

	A very confident blond, blue-eyed man stood before Helle. She was so proud to see the confidence in her once-shy son. He had grown into a 6' 3" very handsome man with a pleasant nature. She couldn't wait to hear about his time at the University since they had both been very busy with their work and had not corresponded or visited each other the entire time. Helle noticed a sort of new charisma in Helel that she couldn't explain.

	Although Helle cared for her son, she was very self-centered and enjoyed her time from having to be a mother to him. Now, she wanted to know what he had learned and how she could use him to further her own plans. She was about to be very surprised.

	"Mummy dear, so glad to see you again. You are as beautiful and radiant as ever. You haven’t aged a day. I have much to tell you," said Helel, which means Son of the Morning, as in Lucifer's name as the archangel before it was changed to Satan by the Almighty.

	As they talked, Helle spoke to him in French, then Russian, then Farsi, Mandarin, Korean, Vietnamese; he was articulate in all.

	“I see that all of those expensive tutors I hired for you when you were growing up have done their jobs well, Helel. Tell me more about your years at the University of Glasgow. Did you study parapsychology? What degrees do you have? I want to see how I can integrate you into my affairs.”

	“Mummy dearest, you did have me taught by the best scholars during my youth, notwithstanding you were never around. Actually, I hardly know you and have grown to hate you immensely.”

	“I love that word, hate, Helel. You’re learning the ways of the world and of our master. I hate you, too, my son.”

	“Mummy, I have news for you about your only son. I never attended the University of Glasgow!”

	“Then where did all my money go?”

	“Into my bank accounts, Mummy dear. I attended a much higher university and earned advanced degrees in every subject known to mankind. I went to the University of Mount Zaphon and studied at the feet of Satan for three whole years. How long were you there, Mummy, maybe for three days? You can’t imagine what knowledge and powers I possess.

	“For the last two years, I’ve been, uh, forming relationships with many of your old cronies in Russia, Iran, China, and North Korea. Oh, the stories they told me about you, Mummy. Did you really sleep with all of the world leaders?”

	“How dare you speak to me like that. You have no ideas of the power I have…”

	“Mummy, you have no idea of the powers I have been granted. You couldn’t imagine. Now is not the time to challenge me…or ever for that matter. I’m on the greatest mission the world will ever see, taught, laid out, and designed by Satan, himself.  Don’t get in my way, ever, or I’ll take your breath away in a heartbeat, Mummy dear. Now I have questions for you.”

	Helel began interrogating his mother fiercely.

	“Where was I born? Why are there no records of my existence, birth certificates? Who is my father? Answer me now!”

	Helle could see the anger in her son’s eyes and didn’t dare not answer him. For the first time in her long life, she was actually afraid of someone, even her own son since he knew about Mount Zaphon and Satan. How could he have known about this otherworldly dimension if he had not gone there? She stuttered out of sheer panic as she answered.

	“Well, uh, uh, you were born in Rome. Helel, I rented two whole floors of a five-star hotel and brought in the b.., b.., best doctors, n.. nurses, technicians so you would be born into
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