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CHAPTER 1
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The negative behaviors on Earth are escalating and the Creator is not pleased, so He decides to summon the Communion of Saints and the 9 Choruses of Angels to participate in a conclave to take place in the Hall of Determinations. The celestial sound of trumpets can be heard in every galaxy throughout the Universe. The musical score emphasizes the importance and the urgency of the matter at hand. This song has only been performed once before resulting in Noah being commanded to build an Ark. You know the story. Flashes of light streak across the heavens to the rhythm of the horns. The melodies are filled with harmonic enhancements that emote strength, love and determination. The sound will travel and be heard for billions of light years to come.

The Hall of Determinations is a majestic structure that glows like a bright shining star in the dark mass of the Universe and has been in existence for billions of years. This event marks only the second time a conclave will be conducted in this chamber that is made of gold. The ceiling is transparent, and the view of the Cosmos can be seen in all its glory. The chamber is lit by the billions of stars in the heavens. 

There is a dais, if you will, with a golden throne in the center of the hall reserved for the Creator, with brilliant star clusters all around it. On either side of this throne are other throne-like seating reserved for the Seraphim, Cherubim, and the Thrones. There are many rows of seats with an aisle in the middle, directly in front of and leading to the dais. 

The front rows of seats are reserved for the angels known as the Dominion, Virtues, Powers, Principalities and Archangels. Behind these seats are thousands of rows set aside for the angels. The seats across from the angels on the other side of the aisle will be occupied by the Communion of Saints. Every human who achieved sainthood will be present, from Saint John the Baptist to Saint Pius of Pietrelcina, also known as Padre Pio.

As the Communion of Saints and the 9 Choruses of Angels begin to arrive, the structure shines more brightly, matching the crescendo of the trumpets. The music ends with a thunderous sound that echoes in the hall as well as the entire Universe. Everyone is seated in their place awaiting the Maker of the Universe to make an entrance. The Seraphim, the highest order of angels, begin chanting in a melodic fashion. “Holy, Holy, Holy is the Lord of Hosts. Holy, Holy, Holy is the Lord of Hosts. Holy, Holy, Holy is the Lord of Hosts.”

Suddenly, the hall is illuminated when a Lion, a Lamb and a Dove make their presence into the hall followed by the Blessed Mother. Everyone in the room stands and begin chanting along with the Seraphim. “Holy, Holy, Holy is the Lord of Hosts. Holy, Holy, Holy is the Lord of Hosts. Holy, Holy, Holy is the Lord of Hosts.”

The Lion, Lamb, and Dove converge into one in the form of a golden light brighter than the sun and begins speaking, not with words but with a symphony of music. The sound is unlike anything you have ever heard. Yes, there is the sound of horns, strings, and a form of vocalization, but there is also a sound that is mystifying. A sound that vibrates deep within every being seated in the Hall of Determinations.

The Creator informs all who are gathered of his supreme displeasure at the course the Earth inhabitants have set, even after everything they have been given. “To the 9 Choruses of Angels; Seraphim, Cherubim, Thrones, Dominions, Virtues, Powers, Principalities, Archangels and Angels, prepare for the cleansing at hand. To the saints and the Blessed, I say unto you, go and intervene with your devout servants so that they may be spared. I will designate and direct a prophet to inform the world of the impending doom, as well as the potential for salvation. I will also assign a guardian angel to guide and protect the prophet. Amen. Michael, General of the Armies of Angels, meet me in the garden. I wish to speak to you.”

The Seraphim continue chanting, “Holy, Holy, Holy is the Lord of Hosts. Holy, Holy, Holy is the Lord of Hosts. Holy, Holy, Holy is the Lord of Hosts.”

As the congregants disperse, Michael the Archangel joins the Creator in the garden. As they sit in the garden, birds can be heard chirping and cooing in the background, in a serenely melodic way. 

“Michael, I want Carlos, to help and protect Jeremiah as his guardian angel. He did a great job helping his friend, Manny, achieve redemption. You and the others will coordinate this event. Go now and bring Carlos here so we can engage him immediately.”

Without saying another word, Michael vanishes and within seconds he returns with Carlos. The Creator greets Carlos.

“Carlos, welcome back to my garden. It’s not every day that a temporary guardian angel makes it back here. Do you know why I summoned you?” 

“Yes, Lord, Michael briefed me as to what is about to happen on Earth.” 

“You did a magnificent job helping your friend, Manny. Your approach to the work was quite impressive.”

“Thank you, Lord.” 

“You know Carlos, I have allowed the humans on Earth to make significant technological advances in a relatively brief period. But I am not revealing anything you don’t already know. It angers me to witness the slaughter raging in Ukraine and so many other parts of the planet where innocent lives are laid to rest in the name of power and conquest at the hands of ruthless and despotic so-called leaders. The rich and powerful are not just destroying the people of Earth, they are destroying Earth itself while increasing the volume of their riches. Glaciers are melting causing sea levels to rise, fueling floods and more death; while in other parts of the planet, drought conditions contribute to food shortages and starvation impacting the survival of Earth’s inhabitants. They study history, but do not seem to learn from it and you know what happens. Well, all that’s going to change. I have designated a prophet to make the announcement to the world. I am going to cleanse the Earth. The prophet’s name is Jeremiah Delossantos. I want you to guide and protect him from harm. Leave now.”
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I am Jeremiah Radames Delossantos, and I was born in Manati, Puerto Rico. My parents brought me to New York in the summer of 1953, when I was just 2 years old. For a brief time, we resided in a tenement building on 110thStreet on Lexington Avenue in Spanish Harlem. Even as a 2-year-old, I loved Manhattan. What’s not to love... my dad would take me to the zoo almost every weekend. The monkeys in the Central Park Zoo were my favorite; they were so cool. I also loved the deliciously flavored ice sold by the old guy on the corner, known as piraguas. There was the best candy store ever on 116th Street and Third Avenue, owned by my grandfather. When my parents took me to the candy store to visit my grandfather, I am allowed to eat all the candy and ice cream I could devour. There were occasions when I had to be extracted out of the candy store, kicking and screaming. From Papito’s perspective, this was the best part of being a grandparent. You spoil your grandchild, then send him back home to torment the parents.

A few years later, just before I am about to start school, my family moves to a low-income housing project in the South Bronx, and I am not thrilled. I am especially unhappy about starting school. My parents want to send me to Catholic school but can’t afford to pay the tuition, so they enroll me at PS 18. My mom and dad are devout Catholics and want to ensure I receive a religious education, so they place me in Bible Study Sunday School at St. Rita’s, where I attend every Sunday. It is the church where I receive my first communion. I also received my Confirmation in this same parish years later. One day, after recently turning sixteen and while at the dinner table, I ask my parents why they named me Jeremiah Radames. 

My mother, Maria, responds with a smile. “Jeremiah, your middle name is your grandfather’s name. But I’m going to let your father tell you the rest of the story.”

My father, Joe, shares a very interesting narrative.  “Well son, it was Easter Sunday, and you were not born yet. In fact, we didn’t even know at the time, that your mom was pregnant. Anyway, during the mass, after we receive Holy Communion, we are both kneeling and praying when your mom and I both get the same thought. We were each told to name you Jeremiah and that one day you would serve the Lord. Two weeks later we learned that your mom was pregnant with you.” 

Jeremiah pauses for a moment then asks the ten-thousand-dollar question.  “Who told you?”

His parents look at each other, then turn to their son, smile, and answer in unison. “God told us.” 

Their profound response was thought provoking and always remained in the background of my mind and in my spirit. Anyway, I attend and graduate from Clark Junior High School and at one point, I’m torn between studying for the priesthood or dating girls. I cannot resist the attraction of the girls and decide to attend Nelson Rockefeller High School instead. I join the high school basketball team when during my senior year, I average twelve points per game playing back court. I choose to study Radiologic Technology at the local community college. I had no desire to continue playing basketball, so instead I tutored high school kids who were on the verge of dropping out of school.

During this period in my life, our country is engaged in a war in Vietnam, and I decide if I’m going to serve my country, I prefer to serve as a Medical Corpsman. I’m given a school deferment from the armed forces selective service draft system so I can complete my studies. By the time I graduate from X-Ray school, the United States enters into a peace agreement that ends the conflict.

Over the years, I switch from Sunday school student to Sunday school teacher, and truly enjoy instructing the young children about the Bible. I think a lot about what my parents shared with me years ago, and even though it is not the priesthood, I interpret my work at Sunday school as fulfilling my service to the Lord. 

Personally speaking, my favorite parts of the Bible are the stories that relate to the prophets. I am inexplicably enthralled by the way the prophecies are delivered to the prophets, as well as the degree of destruction that usually follows. My name, Jeremiah, is the name of one of the most well-known prophets in the Old Testament in the Bible, chosen by God to make known Jerusalem’s pending destruction by invaders from the northern region. As you know, Israel had turned away from God and began worshipping idols. I know everything about this prophet, for example, one meaning of the name Jeremiah is “God will rise”.

I digress, so let me fast forward. My medical imaging career spans over 50 years; working days, evening, nights, weekends, holidays and eventually I get into management. Along the way, I mentor many young technologists who go on to train in multimodalities and even pursue advanced degrees. 

I also have a musical side, and guitars have always been a fascination with me. Teaching myself how to play guitar has been gratifying and relaxing, and sometimes I jam with a group of young musicians during church services. In fact, a few of the hymns that the group and the choir love to perform were written by yours truly. Again, I saw this as service to God. 

Throughout my life, I meet a lot of great people, and one of them was my wife.  Her name was Leanora, and she was the best human being I have ever known. We were married for over thirty years. These were the best years of my life. We never had children, but we had the best, craziest of cats. She put up with my spending time in my home office preparing reports, or tying flies, or playing guitar. Leanora passed away a year before I retired. Things weren’t the same after that. I believe this is only a temporary separation. I know we’ll be together again one day but let me get on with this story.

My friend and former co-worker, Theo Thomas III, took me fishing for the first time one day. From the moment that I catch my first rainbow trout, I am hooked on fishing. Every year since, I look forward to opening day of trout season. Perfecting flyfishing techniques takes year, and I’m still learning. I teach myself how to tie flies by watching videos on YouTube, eventually becoming quite prolific. Flyfishing in the local streams is my dream vacation. It takes me to another world that is peaceful, and I don’t have to fly to get there. I don’t like to fly.  I shouldn’t say that. It’s not the flying I don’t like, it’s the airports, the delays and cancelled flights, the lost luggage. The flight itself I love, being up there in the clouds is awesome.

Finally, I reach the point, that getting up early in the morning to go to work has become a chore. So, at age 72, I retired as the Director of Imaging and Special Procedures. The front-line managers and my staff give me a warm farewell, and as a parting gesture of appreciation they gift me a brand-new ORVIS flyrod and reel. Let me tell you, walking out of the Radiology Department and out of the hospital that day was the hardest thing I have ever had to do. I retired in January, so I spent that winter sleeping in and tying flyfishing flies.

Anyway, Summer finally arrives and is in full swing, and I’m ready to escape to the Beaverkill, my favorite trout stream in Sullivan County. Why am I sharing all of this, you ask? You’ll see why, in short order.
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The alarm goes off at 4:00 am. I jump out of bed like a kid on Christmas morning. While getting dressed, I think about all the rainbow trout I’m going to catch and even if I don’t catch any fish, who cares, just being on the river will make for an enjoyable day. I packed my flyfishing gear last night and doublecheck to make certain I have everything I need; my waders, wading boots, walking stick and flyfishing vest with small boxes of flies that I spent the winter tying in preparation for today. I load two rods in the back of my SUV: a three weight, and my new five weight, each with their corresponding reels. I have a small cooler with plenty of water, a couple of salami and provolone cheese sandwiches and a thermos of coffee, light and sweet. I get in my ride and head north. As I exit the Bronx, I take in and appreciate the scenery along the way to the Catskills. Before you know it, I’m on Route 17. Smooth sailing, next stop is Roscoe, N.Y. 

I arrive at my favorite fishing hole at the Beaverkill River and park my car on the side of the road. It’s Wednesday, and there is no one else fishing here today. 

I mumble to myself as I retrieve my gear. “Oh yeah, it’s going to be a great day of fishing.” 

In less than five minutes, I put on my waders, boots, vest and quickly tie an Elk Hair Caddis fly to the end of the leader on my new Orvis fly rod. Then I grab my walking stick and head into the river. Little do I know, that in a few minutes my life is going to take a turn for the unusual and I will never be the same again.

It is a bit of a cloudy day with a soft, light breeze. In other words, it’s a perfect day for fishing. The depth of the water is just right for wading; not too high, not too low. It doesn’t get any better than this. I make my first cast upstream and my technique is textbook perfect, even if I say so myself. A calmness takes over me as I stand in the river feeling the current of the stream flow past me. My Elk Hair Caddis fly slowly drifts its way down stream. My first cast does not yield a catch, so I cast again. This time, slightly closer to the bank. Suddenly, I get a bite. I hook up with what turns out to be a 16-inch brown trout. My first catch of the season is a beauty.

By the time mid-day arrives, I’ve managed to catch and release two rainbow trout, one small brook trout and that catch of the day, brown trout. 

I proudly mutter to myself, “Wow, not bad for my first morning on the river.” 

My rumbling stomach loudly announces it’s time to take a lunch break. My plan is to move further upstream after lunch and hopefully hook up with a few more trout.  I hike back to my car and grab a sandwich and a bottle of water out of my cooler, when suddenly a stranger appears out of nowhere. He is wearing fishing waders, a fishing vest and has a beautiful bamboo flyrod. This stranger is about six feet tall, looks to be in his late forties, with a nicely trimmed beard and long hair, tied in a ponytail.

“Hey Jeremiah, that was a really nice brown trout you caught.”

I’m taken aback and question the stranger. “How do you know my name?” 

“Bro, I know a lot of things about you.”

Stunned and mystified by the response, I interrogate further. “Wait, what? You know a lot of things about me?”

“I know your parents told you who you were named after. Bro, the time has come for you to fulfill your service to God... as His prophet.”

“Prophet? Listen buddy, I don’t know who you are or who sent you, but this isn’t funny. So, why don’t you take a hike downstream.”

The Stranger smiles, shakes his head and turns away. He takes a moment to admire the river. 

“This is a beautiful river He created. Don’t you agree, bro?” 

I nervously decide to indulge the stranger who sounds like he’s from the Bronx. “Yes, it is. So, who exactly created this river?”

“God created this river and everything else in the Universe, bro. Take a closer look at the river.”

The river is flowing from left to right from our point of view. The stranger waves his hand from right to left and suddenly, the river changes direction and begins to flow from right to left.   I am blown away by what I just witnessed. It looks like a magic act, like the ones you see on TV or magic shows that are broadcast live from Las Vegas.

“Bro. Tell me, what type of fish you’d like to see jump out of the water?”

“What?”

“Come on Jeremiah, work with me here.”

“Okay. Okay, let me see... how about a brown trout.”

Suddenly an entire school of brown trout leap out of the water. 

“Now I’m going to reverse the flow so that it’s back to normal, bro.”

In that precise moment, the flow of the Beaverkill reverses back to its normal flow. I am paralyzed in place. The stranger smiles at me as a warmth envelops my entire being, melting away the paralysis and the strangeness of the moment. The stranger breaks the silence with an invitation.

“Bro, how about we go catch us some trout, then we’ll talk afterwards.” 

With that said, the stranger heads towards the river’s edge. I grab my walking stick and rod and follow the stranger to the river. The stranger, magician, or whatever he is, makes his first cast, and I can’t help but notice that his technique is perfect as his fly lands quietly by the opposite banks’ edge. Before I even make my first cast, the stranger hooks up with a brown trout. As he reels in his catch, I cast my fly upstream and towards the middle of the river. The stranger grabs the trout and pulls it out of the stream and admires his catch. I can’t help but comment and quickly whip out my phone and snap a picture. 

“Nice fish.” I call out to him.

Suddenly, a fish slams my Elk Caddis fly, and the line goes taut as the fish darts upstream. I know it’s a huge fish because my reel is sizzling. I love that sound the reel makes when the fish pushes the drag to its limit. 

The stranger, fishing about 20 yards away, yells out to me, “Go get ‘em, bro.” 

It appears that my fish is not going to submit easily and forces me to strategically fight back. It has not jumped out of the water, so I don’t know what kind of fish it is yet. After five minutes of fighting with the creature, I finally reel the fish closer. It makes its first leap out of the water revealing itself to be a huge brown trout. Just as it swims within my reach, the fish makes another dash upstream. This is the most fun I have had all day, but I must be careful the fish doesn’t get off my hook. If it does, it’ll become a fishing story not to be believed as opposed to an iPhone photo that I can brag about. I ultimately win the battle and reel in what turns out to be my catch of the day; a 21-inch beauty. I take a picture of it and set the fish free. The fish slowly heads back into the current, pausing to look back at me, then swiftly swims away. The only thing bigger than this fish is the smile I’m now wearing on my face. I go on to catch another seven-brown trout, a small brook trout and a rainbow trout, before deciding to head back to my car. 

On the way back, my thoughts rush back to everything that weird stranger spoke about earlier; something about me serving as God’s prophet. How does he know the story about how I was named? Could this stranger be a messenger from God? It takes about 15 minutes to wade my way back to the area where my car is parked. I look downstream, then upstream, but I don’t see the stranger anywhere. 

I climb out of the river and hike up the hill to my Subaru. When I get there, to my surprise, the stranger is already there, and he’s wearing a big smile on his face. I’m guessing he caught a lot of fish.  He then questions me.

“So, how’d you do, bro? I caught about twelve fish.” 

I respond somewhat awkwardly.

“I caught a lot of fish. I lost track of how many I caught. I suspect you may have had something to do with that.”

The stranger responds, then shares a reflection, and an invitation.

“I had nothing to do with it. That was all you, bro. It was a great day of fishing. Are you hungry?” 

At that moment, my stomach gives off a loud grumble indicating that, in fact, I could go for a bite to eat.

“I heard that. Come on, let’s go grab a bite, bro. I know a great diner where we can relax, eat and talk. It’s called the Beaverkill Diner. I’m sure you’ve heard of it.”

I look around but don’t see a car anywhere and I’m about to learn that the stranger can apparently read my mind. 

“I don’t need a car. I don’t drive, bro. I have a different means of transportation. I’ll meet you there.” 

“So, how are you getting to the diner?” 

The stranger smiles, then disappears in an instant.

Truly dazed and wondering if today is the day that I lost my mind, I get out of my fishing gear, pack everything up and load it in the back of my Subaru Forester. I start to worry that maybe today is the first day of my Alzheimer’s, because I seem to be hallucinating.  I program the Beaverkill Diner into my GPS and head out. While still in a state of shock and disbelief, I rewind and rerun what the stranger said to me earlier in the day.  I just couldn’t get it out of my head.

“I know your parents told you who you were named after. Bro, the time has come for you to fulfill your service to God, as His prophet.”

“I know your parents told you who you were named after. Bro, the time has come for you to fulfill your service to God, as His prophet.”

“I know your parents told you who you were named after. Bro, the time has come for you to fulfill your service to God, as His prophet.”

Fifteen minutes into the drive, the GPS announces, ‘The destination is on you right’. I pull into the parking lot and into an empty space. I turn off the engine, take a deep breath and head for the diner entrance wondering if the stranger will even be here. Judging by the number of cars in the parking lot, I surmise this eatery is a popular destination for both the locals and visiting fly fishing afficionados. Nervous anxiety invades my brain as I enter the establishment causing my body to shiver with a chill that runs down my entire spine. 

I look around searching for the stranger until I spot him sitting in the back of the diner. The atmosphere is infused with the aroma of steak and
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