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NOTABLEQUOTE 

Doormatrix

Men of such stamina are made, not born. Everyone who has ever done anything great has had 
to give up something great. There are no easy paths to greatness. There is no simple, casual, risk-
free way to unusual accomplishment. Everything in life that is really worth something is going to 
cost you—a lot!

I have called you to be one of those truly great people, someone who accomplishes something 
extraordinary. But it won’t come easy. Prepare yourself.

(“Issues 12: Pleasure Seekers or Frontline Soldiers?” ML #3418:21–22,27)
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NOTABLEQUOTE 
HOW TO DO IT: Hidden within the puzzle below are twenty words 
taken from the following verses. There is one different word from 
each verse, and they are hidden in every direction: backwards, 
forwards, up, down, and diagonal—including backwards diagonal! 
Match each verse to a word in this puzzle. Can you do it?

W    RDHUNTER

C L O V S E R U S A E L P P N U
Y Y N R U O U X M Y S T E R Y I
V Q D D E L N R E V I D P K A Z
G W Z I V U N A F R A I S M K H
N D I V A D I P L P G B P Y D I
E I O D G T J S A L V A R S I D
W V V W E X I C T M B E T R A Y
I E K C N T H Y T I C U P I A C
N B N E E A C D E R P D J X V Y
C S O T R Q F I R S R A W W T S
R I W A A X F L L W L R Z I H A
E C L R T V E U M F P R U S G L
A E E V I S S F L O F Q B N F W
S H D J O R O R G S I A I E B N
T L G M N E N A M N M N A L N U
Y O E S N S M E I U N R A Z I S
D S G L T U P F Y I F S W D O U
R E Y E R C A S G U P K Y S H O
H N X R D C W E R H M C T S G L
F I M E T A B C E E O Z W E P I
A M G O N C N M D T S O G N T R
T A O X Y K E M J J C R E T U E
D F P D K R S A N T I P O I Q P
L W I U S E V I E C E D T W Z V

Daniel 12:4
Hosea 3:5
Matthew 24:5
Matthew 24:6
Matthew 24:7
Matthew 24:8
Matthew 24:9
Matthew 24:10
Matthew 24:12
Matthew 24:14
Matthew 24:34
Luke 12:56
Luke 21:11
2 Thessalonians 2:7
1 Timothy 4:1
2 Timothy 3:1
2 Timothy 3:2
2 Timothy 3:3
2 Timothy 3:4
2 Timothy 3:13

THE LAST DAYS

(Xn: When it comes to learning about 
the Endtime, CVC just about has it all! 
Courses include: Understanding Bible 
Prophecy; Endtime Studies I; Endtime 
Studies II; Daniel Studies [Endtime 
Studies III]; Revelation Studies; 
and Understanding Endtime Events. 
Find them today in your CVC 2000 
Handbook, starting on page 128, or on 
CVCollege.com, in the Bible Knowledge 
certificate under Christian Studies.)

A GOOD PREPARATION FOR THE ENDTIME 
STARTS WITH A GOOD UNDERSTANDING OF 
THE FACTS AND EVENTS CONCERNING THESE 

COMING DAYS.—JESUS

NOTABLE QUOTE: 

(ML #3305:121)

can you do it?
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Bubbles 
and 

Friends 
(Xn: Originally given to an SGA.) 

(Jesus:) I’ve gifted you in the area 
of caring for children. I’ve given you a 

mother’s tender, loving heart, and 
your other gifts in this area come in 

the form of a woman named Celia, 
a man named Ronikan, and a 
bubbly, fun-loving child nicknamed 
Bubbles. She’s a girl, by the way, 
and you can picture her at about 

eight years old. 
Bubbles is always wearing multi-

colored clothes and things in her hair, to 
match her rainbow-like personality. 

She’s the main one who gives you fun ideas to keep the 
children occupied, because she just bubbles over with fun 

ideas at every turn—you can see the reason for her nickname. 
Celia is a woman whose character combines the ancient 

wisdom of a mother who has borne and raised many children, and 
the youth of a woman who wants nothing more than for her children to 

learn and grow and experience life to the full. 
Ronikan is the one who helps you to relate to the boys, to encourage 

and show confidence in them, and help them to feel like the men they 
want so much to be. He’s the sort of guy that little kids climb all over, like 
a jungle gym, because he’s so big and strong, and he humors them and 
laughs a lot, because he loves kids so much. He looks strong but he has 
such a tender, loving expression in those eyes. He has brown hair past his 

shoulders and is always wearing something that he can easily play in, whether 
jeans or shorts. 

linkup
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These three usually just show up when you’re with the kiddos, 
whether the ones in your house or the visiting kids. They love 
their job so very much. But sometimes they drop in to give a 
hand to you when you’re writing children’s stories as well, and 
they provide the insight that you need to either get down to the 
children’s level or to write about children as I wish you to. 

You have no reason to think that just because they specialize 
in caring for children their talents are limited to only that, for 
they are full of the wisdom of the sages. (End of message.) 

(Xn: There are plenty more where they came from! Don’t 
forget to ask the Lord specifically who it is that helps you in 
your care for the children or any other work you do for the 
Lord.)

Notable Quote: Your spirit 

helpers are not just 

imagined; they’re real—

simply in a different realm 

than you. You’re in the 

realm of the flesh and 

they’re in the realm 

of the spirit, but the 

Lord has designed 

you to work together 

as one.—Mama

(“Mama’s Birthday 2002, Part 1,” 
ML #3433:12)

linkup

SABINE
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—Part 2

 …And so you go along, faithfully following it as I would 
want you to, using the lamp of My Word to see the way at 
night, or the sun of My love and warmth to see it by day. …

 (Jesus continues:) But then one day, oops, you find your-
self facing another mountain. It goes up just as steeply as 

some others you’ve climbed before. In fact, it almost looks 
like the same one. Mountains tend to start looking the same 
after awhile. But in fact, it is a new and different mountain, and 

one that you have to climb just like you’ve 
climbed other mountains before to keep 

up with the yellow brick road.
But because you’ve made it 

across those earlier mountains, 
you’re that much stronger and in 
shape for this next one—provided 
you didn’t spend too much time 
dallying along the valley parts of 
the path. 

 Even when the road 
is long and straight, 
you have to keep mov-
ing forward along 
the yellow brick road. 
Otherwise, if you stop 
for too long, you’ll 
grow fat from lack of 
movement or exercise. 
(how’s that for going 
backwards?)

(Continued from Xn 23)

Philippe La Plume

blade
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 But if 
you keep 
moving, 
keep 
pressing 
forward, 
both in the 
high climbs, 
and on 
the long 
stretches 
that have 
to be 
run with 
patience, 
you’ll be 
making the 
progress 
I want 
you to 
make, and 

 And where is it all heading? Why are you following this 
yellow brick road? Because My house is at the end of it, and 
that’s where you want to end up. That’s where you’ll find 
final rest from all these battles and trials and hardships 
and NWOs and everything else that I’ve had to guide this path 
through in order to get you back to My Kingdom, and provide 
your spirit with the challenges it needs in order to grow.

growing as you need to grow.—with each new battle you’ll be 
winning greater victories that will leave you better prepared 
for the tougher battles and bigger mountains ahead.

blade
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 Yes, there are easier paths—many 
of them. In fact, Satan tries to join 
as many of his roads to My yellow 
brick road as possible, and there 
are many side paths that lead to his 
destination. You see, he has usurped 
all the land around the yellow brick 
road, except the yellow brick road 
itself. That is mine, and he cannot 
touch it. But as soon as you step off 
this road, you’re on his territory and 
traveling without My protection. 
 And while sometimes his robbers 
and highwaymen get to you even if 
you’re on the yellow brick road, I 
have full power to protect you and 
empower you to fight against and 
overcome these adversaries that 
would hold you up and steal the 
riches I have given you to carry along 
the way.

HOW ABOUT A 
LITTLE TRIP 
TO THE LOW-
LANDS?

TAKE IT 
EASY! YOU 

DON’T HAVE 
TO WORK SO 

HARD.

blade
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 But if you wander from 
the yellow brick path, and 
decide to explore one 
of Satan’s byways, well, 
I’m still with you, but My 
presence fades into the 
background, and you’re 
more on your own, to 
where My hands are tied, 
and I can’t help and lead 
and protect you as di-
rectly as I could if you 
were on the yellow brick 
road. And all these side 
paths eventually lead to 
one of Satan’s dungeons, 
which are a far worse 
place to find yourself in 
than even the toughest 
mountains you’d have to 
climb with Me—and a lot 
more difficult to get out 
of than a mountain is to 
get over, or through.

 Some of 
these dungeons are 

dungeons of 
despair, and you feel 
like the prodigal son eating husks 
with the swine. Others are made to 
look like mansions, where you’re 
fed and you grow fat and lazy 
and settled, rich and increased 
with goods, and you lose all 

desire to leave. But what 
you don’t realize is that 

even these places are 
prisons of Satan, and 

with all their tem-
porary delights, 

they could never 
compare to the 
lands and hous-
es and riches 
that I have for 
you at the end 
of the road when 
you reach My 
kingdom.

blade
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 So what is the 
bottom line of all 
these things I’m telling 
you? Well, just to keep 
on going, to keep on 
following that yellow 
brick road. 
 Keep climbing those 
mountains, fording 
those rivers, following 
those rainbows, and 
not giving up. 
 Yes, there are even 
times when you do 
slide back down a 
mountain before you’ve 
made it fully over to 
the other side. But so 
what? 

 A just man falls seven times 
and rises again. Just get up 
and try again. Above all, keep 
going.
 Yes, there are even times 
when the storms of Satan 
have washed mud all over the 
road, and you can’t tell if 
you’re standing on the yellow 
bricks anymore. What then? 
Get down on your hands and 
knees and scrub away until 
you can see whether you’re on 
the right path or not. 

 And if you 
are, well, get up 
and keep going. 
And if you’re 
not, you’d 
better retrace 
your steps 
carefully and 
see where you 
could have made 
a turn that led 
you off of the 
yellow brick 
road.

OOOPS! 
Wrong way

If Jesus goes 
with me I’ll 

go-o 
anywhere

blade
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KEYS PROMISE: 
CALL ON THE KEYS, FOR THEY WILL 

KEEP YOU MOVING FORWARD UNTIL YOU 
REACH THE GOAL.

 But don’t get discouraged 
at the mountains or ob-
stacles along the way, even 
if some of them do seem to 
pop up over again and again. 
Just get over them—or 
through them—and keep on 
going. Don’t quit. There is an 
end to the road, and it may 
be closer than you imagine. 
But if you stop now, you’ll 
never see it. 
 So, dust yourself off, 
stand up, and let’s get go-
ing. The sun’s gonna break 
through any minute now, I 
promise you, and you’ll find 
you’re standing way above 
the clouds at the top of 
a mountain that you never 
thought you’d get to the 
top of. 

 Then, as you look 
across to the other 
side, you’ll get a 
glimpse of just where 
you’re headed, and be 
filled with the vision 
and courage to keep 
on going and keep 
following that yellow 
brick road, as long 
as it takes, letting My 
goodness and mercy 
follow you all the 
days of your life, until 
you reach the realm of 
My Heavenly Kingdom, 
where I rule, and where 
you shall dwell with Me 
in My house forever.

blade



 (Jesus:) Hmmm. Miracles, 
you’re thinking. I’m just 

not the miracle-working type. 
It’s the era of action, and 
now the era of miracles, but I 
guess I’ll just remain a home-
body. I’m not so fl amboyant 
or showy. I could never get 
up on stage and perform 
mass healings, raise my arms 
and stop the rain, or whatever 
other kind of miracles are go-
ing to be happening. Besides, 
who knows if those kind of 
miracles are really even what 
the Lord is talking about?! 
It could be just hype—just 
something exciting to think 
about. I’m sure there will be 
some miracles, but probably 
small ones that we hardly no-
tice.
 Boy, you have another 
think coming. One, there 
WILL be miracles. Two, they 
will be BIG miracles. Three, 
if you WANT, you could be a 
part. 
 The gift of miracles is not 
reserved for the showy and 
fl amboyant. It’s reserved for 
the meek and desperate of 
heart. It’s reserved for those 
who reach out and receive. 
It’s reserved for those who 
are willing to play the role I 
ask them to play. 
 You won’t get the gift just 
because you want to be cool. 
You won’t get it if you hope 
to work some magic to your 
own ends. You won’t get it if 
you have grand plans for how 
to use the gift of miracles. 
You won’t be able to twist the 
power to work for you or to 
fulfi ll your own devices. 
 So, do you want the gift 
of miracles? You—the one 

ROCKING THE WORLD

I call on the keys of 
the Kingdom for miracle-

working power!

A PART OF 

blade12 13



reading this right now—yes, I’m talking to YOU. It’s beyond question 
that YOU could get the gift. Even if you’re shy, young, old, naïve, 
inexperienced, not mature enough, or whatever you think your prob-
lem is. I look at the heart. If you want the gift to use for My glory, 
why don’t you ask Me for it? Believe Me, I will consider it. I may not 
give it to you right now, because maybe you have a 
little learning time ahead of you still, but 
once your request is in, I never forget 
it. And you can keep reminding Me 
of it too. That helps. 
 I just wanted to let you know 
that the gift of miracles is NOT 
out of your reach. You might 
not feel ready to ask for it or 
even think about it just yet. 
But if I put the burden on 
your heart, remember that 
you can have it too! I’ll be 
waiting to hear from you. 
 The gift of miracles is 
going to rock the world! 
And YOU can be a part!

WHEN YOU 
NEED IT…
When you need these gifts, 

they will come. Though they 

may not be apparent today, or 

tomorrow, or the next day, or 

the next week, when the time comes, 

you will have them. When the need 

arises and the opportunity comes, so 

will the gift. In the meantime, be 

nourished and fed by My Word, 

meditating upon it, for this is 

vital to your faith and to 

your preparation.—Jesus 

(“The Era of Action!—Part 1,“ 
ML #3288:120–121)

I claim the keys of deliverance 
from this evil attack!

NOTABLE QUOTE

blade12 13
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IT’S BECAUSE OF YOU I 
CAN SMILE. IT’S BECAUSE 
OF YOU THAT I WANT TO BE 
A BETTER PERSON. YOU ARE 

THE REASON I GET OUT OF BED 
IN THE MORNING. YOU ARE THE 
REASON I LOVE OTHERS. YOU 
ARE THE ONE I WORK FOR. 
YOU ARE THE ONE I LIVE 

TO PLEASE.*
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Draw Closer to   Him

a
w

(*Xn: A sample from the new “To Jesus—With Love” 
book 3. Tons of creative praises to show our wonderful 

Husband how much we love Him!)

(Dad:) You know, when there’s a war, they 
don’t usually start just from one day to 

the next. There’s a long period of building 
up, of preparing. So it is in the Spirit. 

The Enemy marshals his forces and the 
Antichrist prepares, and so does the Lord, 
and so do we Here in the Spirit, as we help 

to prepare His children. The message of 
[using] prophecy is a preparation, preparing 

you to hear His voice, to be comfortable 
with it, to be prayerful and to seek Him. And 

now this gift of [learning to love the Lord 
more] is also part of the preparation, for 
it draws you closer to Him, and Him to you, 
and it’s really needed. And it will be more 

needed as time goes on.
 So give Him your love so that you can 

learn more about how much He truly loves 
you, as knowing that will help you through 

the hardships ahead.
(ML #3029JET:128–130,138)

xn ad
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Draw Closer to   Him
“You’d think they, I mean 

the authorities, would be 
onto them in a fl ash,” said 
Justin.

“Under normal circum-
stances, they could,” said Luis. 
“But remember this is black-
mail of sorts. It’s on pain of 
his death that I comply with 
their requests.”

“Can you just go through 
with it and then track the 
transaction?” asked Justin.

Luis gave a patronizing 
chuckle. “Wish it were that 
easy. They won’t return Rafael 
until one week after the trans-
fer of the funds. That gives it 
time to pass through the nec-
essary channels and come out 
squeaky clean.”

“We’re so sorry,” said Kyra. 
“We wish there was some-
thing we could do … but we 
want to you to know that we 
have been praying a lot for 
you and Rafael.”

“We appreciate that,” said 
Gabriela. “And we also know 
that you listen to God. He talks 
to you. Right?”

“He does,” Kyra replied 
and braced herself for the 
next question.

story feature

UUPPUPSCALE
Chapter Thirteen: Drawn to the Light

“I’m sorry that this occasion is not exactly festive,” 
said Luis, as he poured Justin a glass of wine while the 
food was brought to the table. “I’m at wit’s end.”

“It’s understandable under the circumstances,” said 
Justin.

“The LPL know a lot about Rafael and his fi nancial 
status,” Luis continued. “Mine to be more exact. Anyway, 
they’re asking a 10-million-dollar ransom by midnight 
tonight.”

“Phew!” said Kyra. “Do you have to deliver it some-
where?”

“No, it’s a simple electronic transfer.”
“But a sum like that’d pretty easy to trace, right?” 

said Justin. “Wouldn’t it would be better for them to 
have you bring the cash to a meeting point?”

“This isn’t Hollywood,” said Luis. “They’ve set up an 
Internet account somehow. I checked it out and it’s all 
bona fi de. But as soon as the transaction is made, it’ll 
be dissolved.” He shrugged his shoulders. “Don’t ask 
me how.”
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T 
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“So has He said anything to you regarding this situ-
ation?”

“He has,” said Justin, as he looked over at Kyra. She 
reached into her purse. 

“You see,” Justin added, “we were told to take it as a 
sign if you were to ask.”

“A sign of what?”
“A sign to let you read what He said!”
Kyra handed a piece of paper to Luis, who began 

reading. “For I have brought this calamity upon you to 
humble Rafael and bring him to Me”—Luis’ voice trailed 
off and he read silently for awhile— “to humble you, 
my beloved Luis, to whom I have bestowed the wealth 
of this world, that you might appreciate this son in 
whom you see so much of the runaway idealism you 
had in the careless vanity of your youth. Fear not. I have 
heard your cry in the night seasons and I will answer. 
…” He trailed off again to wipe his eyes and nose while 
continuing to read silently. When he had finished he 
handed it to Gabriela.

“Victor,” Luis said quietly after some thought, “the 
message mentioned Victor Galeriu.”

“One of the men we met in the dressing room last 
time we were here,” Kyra added. “When we received 
this, the Lord said it was a mystery but that you would 
understand.”

Luis nodded. “Victor and I met at a big ecological 
convention in Venezuela about three years ago. There 
were a lot of big, I mean really big, international money 
boys there. The excuse given the public was concern 
over the exploitation of natural resources in Latin 
America, when the real reason was financial pressure 
to turn everything over to them in return for their 
proposal to solve the national debt. But that’s another 
subject. Anyway, Rafael, being a concerned but unaware 
environmentalist, attended. One of the few times he’s 
ever accompanied me anywhere! But he got to know 
Victor Galeriu, who liked my son’s zeal and his ideas 
and, as I learned through my sources, began funneling 
him the finances for his cause.”

“You mean Victor Galeriu paid for the arming and 
setting up of the LPL?” asked Justin.

“No. He was merely the middleman working for the 
big guys. They saw an easy puppet in Rafael, and were all 
too glad to dip into their coffers to fuel his fervor. They 
obviously considered the chaos wreaked in the country 
would be worth it.”

“If it’s okay to ask,” said Kyra, “why did you invite 
Victor to your event that night?”

“Men in that strata invite themselves. It’s an unspoken 
agreement. I knew he wanted to see Rafael and check out 
the clientele. Much the same reason Spiro Reynoso was 

there—although he slipped in 
through the back door, being 
Dany Fuentes’ friend.”

“So,” interjected Gabriela, 
“back to the point. What has 
Victor got to do with—as 
Jesus says here—the miracle 
of Rafael’s release?”

“The only way to find 
out would be to ask Victor 
himself,” said Luis despon-
dently, as he began eating. 
“And I’m afraid I have no way 
of contacting him. It would 
be like trying to contact the 
president himself. The food is 
getting cold. Bon appetit.”

“Wait!” said Kyra, reaching 
into her purse again. “Victor 
gave me his card in the dress-
ing room that time. He said 
if we needed to contact him 
for any reason, to call him. 
Here it is!”

“How is it that you can 
solicit such preferential 
treatment?” asked Luis with 
a surprised smile.

“I think it’s pretty obvi-
ous,” said Gabriela, winking 
at Justin.

“Pretty is the word,” Luis 
remarked to Justin. “Your 
wife could charm the keys to 
the gates of Hell off the Devil 
himself.”

“It’s not me,” said Kyra, 
blushing. “It’s only Jesus 
working through me.”

Luis smiled. “Here’s a cell 
phone. We’ll just sit back and 
watch Him work His magic 
through you, right Justin?”

“Right. In Jesus’ name.” 
She tapped the numbers into 
the phone and waited.

“Hello? Victor? Oh, I’m 
sorry, ma’am … no, it’s Kyra. 
I beg your pardon? … No, 
I’m the girl he met at Luis 
Estrada’s party … um I mean 
… business function…”
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Kyra put her hand on the receiver and grimaced at 
the others. “I think that was his wife. But she sounds 
Mexican. She’s gone to get him. Pray!” Oh, Lord forgive me 
for rushing into this. Please do give me the words to say.

A minute or so later Kyra heard a stern hello on the 
other end and explained herself. She smiled with relief 
at Victor’s obvious delight in hearing her voice again.

“I have never forgotten you,” he said. “A vision of 
Heaven. So, how may I help you?”

“Can you talk freely?” said Kyra.
“Yes. Why?”
“It’s about Rafael Estrada.”
“Who? Oh, Luis’ son. And?”
“I don’t know if you know, but he’s been kidnapped 

and is being held for ransom.”
“Yes, come to think of it, I do recall some discussion 

about the possibility. So they pulled it off?”
“Yes. But we don’t know if we’ll get him back alive 

after they take the money.”
“So Luis is considering 

meeting their terms?”
“I’m sure he is if he 

knows he’ll get his son back. 
Please, sir. You told us to con-
tact you if we ever needed 
your help.”

“That’s true. Anytime. 
‘Give to those in need. One 
day you may benefit from 
the kindness of someone 
who does likewise,’ right?”

“Isn’t that a quote 
from…”

“‘Mottos for Success.’ 
That calendar you gave me.”

“Well it’s true, kindness does comes back to you.”
“I know it’s true. I’ve found it so ever since I met you 

and started to put that principle into practice. Tell Luis 
his son will be home tomorrow afternoon…”

“So please sir, if you could … what did you say?”
“Tell Luis his son will be home tomorrow after-

noon.”
“What? … Oh … oh, thank you, Mr. Galeriu.” 
“Just call me Victor. And tell Luis that he doesn’t have 

to pay a peso of ransom to that gang of hoodlums.”
“I’m just so … overwhelmed,” Kyra said to Victor after 

relaying the messages to Luis. “How can I thank you?”
This was met with a knowing chuckle.
“My husband is so grateful as well as Señor Estrada,” 

said Kyra quickly.
“Is he there?”
“My husband?”

“No, Luis.”
“Yes.”
“Can I speak to him?” 
Kyra handed the phone 

over to Luis, who had been 
sitting with grateful tears 
rolling down his cheeks. 
“Hello?” he said. “Fine. Thank 
you, Victor. Thank you. You 
don’t know how much this 
means to us. What? A good 
idea. That’s the least I could 
do. God bless you again. Yes, 
I’ll put her back on.”

After hearing more from 
Victor about the effect his 
short encounter with her 
had had in his life, Kyra con-

veyed further expressions of 
gratitude to him along with a 
goodnight prayer. She closed 
the phone and handed it 
back to Luis. “He said for me 
to tell you that he’s going to 
make sure you, as a good 
Christian, will uphold your 
end of the bargain. Whatever 
that means.”

“It means,” said Luis, 
“that you are going to have 
to ask Jesus what on earth 
you can do with one million 
dollars.”

Justin and Kyra’s mouths 
fell open. Luis continued.
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“He said I, as a good Christian who tithes to whatever 
his church happens to be, should give a tenth of the 
ransom to a cause that is really making a difference in 
this world. Yours.”

“That’s a lot of Conéctate mags,” whispered Justin 
wryly, shaking his head.

Gabriela took the package from the closet shelf and 
glanced at herself in the mirror. She smiled to see that 
the glow in her eyes was still there despite her tiredness. 
It had been a busy couple of weeks with little time for 
rest or recreation, but the inner strength she was now 
able to draw on surpassed even that natural vivacity she 
once possessed for her career. The traumatic experience 
involving her brother’s capture and release had affected 
her deeply, and it seemed to her that since knowing and 
working with these wonderfully odd people, she was 
different; her concern for others no longer stemmed 
from her naturally social personality—it went further 
than that. Her eyes fell on the framed cameo portrait on 
her bedside table of the compassionate man with the 
long hair and beard. Her heart quickened.

“Not just since meeting these people,” she whis-
pered, “but since meeting You.”

With the package under her arm, Gabriela left her 
room and made her way down the hallway to where 
Kyra was staying.

“How is your pregnancy going, by the way?” she 
asked once she and Kyra had exchanged hugs and small 
talk. “With all this traveling and excitement, I’ve been 
wondering how you’d keep up.”

Kyra patted her stomach 
and smiled. “It’s a miracle, 
really. I didn’t think I’d have 
the energy for it, but the 
Lord’s given me the grace and 
everyone’s been so accommo-
dating. Justin hovers over me 
like a mother hen!” 

“I got this together for 
you,” said Gabriela as she 
handed Kyra the package. “I 
hope it all suits your taste.”

“Oh, wow!” shrieked 
Kyra, holding up some of the 
enclosed items. “You really 
didn’t have to! Clothes from 
Clarissa Scheck’s maternity 
and baby line! What can I 
say? I’m so touched and 
appreciative. Thank you so 
much, Gabriela.”

“I secretly organized a 
baby shower for you,” said 
Gabriela with a glow of sat-
isfaction.

“It’s just so wonderful,” 
Kyra gushed. 

Gabriela suddenly looked 
downcast. “Of course, I got 
this stuff together before you 
all…,” she said softly.

“I’m sorry. Is something 
wrong?”

“It’s just that under the 
recent circumstances,” said 
Gabriela wistfully, “compared 
to what you now have at your 
disposal, it doesn’t amount to 
much.”

Kyra laid the items down 
on the bed and put her arm 
around Gabriela. “Oh, but the 
donation your father’s giving 
is to invest in preaching the 
Gospel. All that you’ve gotten 
for me is so wonderful, and 
an answer to my prayers.”

“I’m very glad that Papa 
is going to be helping your 
work,” Gabriela said. “It’s 
something I have been hop-
ing he would do for a long 
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time. And I agree that there could be no better organiza-
tion to give it to than you. So many of these other char-
ity concerns merely ‘give men a fish,’ as the old analogy 
goes, while you teach them how to fish. You go to the 
core of their need. Oh, I don’t know how to explain it, 
I’m just gabbing on. But believe me, I know.”

“Thank you so much for all the baby items,” said 
Kyra. “This gift means more to me in the spirit than a 
hundred billion dollars, Gabriela. It shows your concern 
and love.”

“That’s what I was hoping,” said Gabriela. “I wanted 
to give to you so much, but I didn’t think anything I 
could give from now on would mean very much.”

“You know what is the greatest gift you’ve given us?” 
asked Kyra. “Yourself. The fact that you are joining with 
us in our work, promoting our message, witnessing to 
your friends and turning them on to Conéctate.” 

Chapter Fourteen: On the Horizon

When the rest of the team returned home a week 
later, Kyra and Justin refrained from telling them the 
astonishing developments until the others had fin-
ished recounting their experiences and events during 
their absence.

Mer was exceptionally excited. “We had about three 
gigs come up—not super big dos, but a lot of big shots 
in the gov’ and stuff.”

“And Mer had to take almost the whole show,” said 
Clay, proudly. “She did great.”

 “But ‘Scaling Up’ was a disaster on that first gig,” said 
Mer. “I got too self conscious on the tongues thing, so 
we didn’t even attempt it at the other shows.”

“It wasn’t that bad,” countered Clay. “The crowd 
loved it. You should have seen Mer’s face light up when 
someone said she sounded like Shakira on it!”

“What she lacks in musical finesse,” added Javier, 
“she made up for with zeal!”

“And she was putting on a show for Dany,” muttered 
Abner with a grin.

“Yeah right!” said Mer, blushing. “Dany stood in on 
bass, by the way.”

“How is he doing?” asked Kyra.
“He’s doing great!” said Mer. “We’ve been giving him 

classes and he’s so turned on to prophecy. He loves the 
Word on the spirit world, and he’s an on-fire witness. He 
brought a bunch of his druggie friends over to ‘get the 
treatment’ as he put it, and they all got saved!”

“And Hector’s already drawing up plans for programs 
to help the city’s youth with their drug problem,” said 

Javier. “He wants us to get 
involved, but we were able 
to put him in touch with 
another Family Home, and 
get their help on it.”

“And they’re totally 
flipped out about it,” Mer 
said. “They said they’ve got 
more fruit than they can 
possibly handle.” 

“And you all?” said Clay. 
“Besides Rafael being re-
leased, something else hap-
pened, I can tell. You’re dying 
to spill it out.”

“Ah, nothing much,” said 
Justin with a shrug. “My 
dad’s got us a gig at the in-
auguration of a new five-star 
Global Madison Hotel that’s 
opening up in Mexico City.”

“Enrique Escalante, the 
president of Mexico, will 
be there,” said Kyra. “It’s big 
news.”

“Oh, and before I forget,” 
added Justin, “Luis asked us 
to help him find a way to use 
one million dollars to further 
our work.”

The ensuing open-
mouthed silence was broken 
only by a faint “you’re kid-
ding” from Mer, and contin-
ued for a further five minutes 
after Justin’s firm reassurance 
that he was serious. After the 
initial impulses of selfish 
interest, which invaded each 
Luna member’s mind, were 
quickly dismissed as of the 
Devil, their silent reflection 
opened up broad vistas of 
possibility: a publishing 
house, Family schools, an 
Endtime movie with a cast 
of thousands…

“We should ask the Folks,” 
said Javier finally.

* * *
“It’s a palace!” Mer ex-

claimed as Luna trooped past 
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the fountains and cerise marble pillars of the Global Madi-
son’s immense, crowded foyer. Piped music that seemed to 
come from no specific source filled the air. A small rostrum 
set among a lush array of tropical plants awaited them 
in the middle where Abner was testing the microphones 
with an insistent “Hello … testing … one, two…,” and a tap 
of his hand that boomed like a thunderclap.

“That’s some PA,” said Justin.
“Hola.”
Abner looked up at the pretty face wreathed with a 

radiant smile. “M … Marisa.”
She held out her hand. Abner gave it a fleeting 

clasp. “Wh … what are you doing here?” he stuttered 
in Spanish.

“My father brought me along. He said there was a 
good band playing.”

“We’re okay, I guess,” he said with a self-effacing 
smile.

“Estas guapissimo!  And doing extremely well with your 
Spanish!” she continued in English. 

Abner shrugged and 
blushed. “And you with your 
English.”

Marisa lowered her head 
and her voice. “Actually, I 
already spoke English when 
I met you. I was er … too 
embarrassed…”

Abner coughed nervously 
and the two of them studied 
their feet.

“Anyway, I want to thank 
you for that pamphlet you 
gave me,” the girl went on. “I 
never thought a simple piece 
of paper would change my 
life like that. I prayed that I’d 
see you again to tell you.”

Abner was biting his lip 
and trying to deal with the 
excruciating tumult in his 
stomach that was elicited by 
seductively warm dark eyes 
gazing into his, when a voice 
with an East European accent 
suddenly intruded on the un-
comfortable silence. 

“It looks as though you 
know each other.” 

“Yes, Papa. We met on the 
plane when I was returning 
from visiting Uncle Adrian in 
Timisoara.”

“My wife makes sure that 
Marisa takes frequent trips 
there,” the man said to Abner, 
“to get a taste of the European 
experience, you know.”

“Victor!” The exclamation 
was from Kyra who had just 
walked up to the rostrum. 
“What a nice surprise! I was 
hoping I’d get to see you again 
in person to thank you for…”

The man discreetly put 
his finger to his lips. “It 
seems your young friend 
here knows my daughter. 
They met on the plane from 
Timisoara.”

“Really?” said Kyra. “It’s a 
small world.”
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Victor laughed knowingly and gesticulated at the 
towering interior of the Global Madison. “And it’s getting 
smaller all the time. It’s falling into fewer hands! Soon 
there’ll be just one pair of hands holding it.”

“And we know who that is,” said Kyra with a wink as 
she looked at Abner. Marisa looked puzzled but smiled 
anyway. 

“We do, we do,” said Victor with a nod.
“But the One who holds the whole universe will 

soon have him by the ... er … wrists,” added Kyra.
Victor laughed again. “You have a point. You have 

a point!”
With that, Victor paused, pressed his finger to his 

chin and looked about him—a party of well-dressed 
dignitaries had just entered, surrounded by security 
guards. 

“The president,” he muttered. Putting his arms over 
Kyra, Abner, and his daughter’s shoulders, he drew them 
in close. It was apparent he had been drinking.

“But you,” he whispered, “you be like the little mos-
quitoes and keep hopping all over those other fingers. 
Make it uncomfortable for them. Someone at the top is 
not happy with your presence and even less happy with 
what you have accomplished in the unseen. Be prepared 
for a concerted attack.”

“Media?”
“Of course. But also arising from a stirring of other 

parties, seen and unseen. Much of it due to his ‘contacts’ 
in both worlds.”

With the words of his mystifying message still hang-
ing in the air, Victor took his daughter’s hand and with 
a remark about needing to ‘blend in,’ he turned to go 
down the steps of the rostrum. 

“I’ll call you,” Marisa whispered to Abner before they 
disappeared into the crowd. 

It was about twenty minutes before the show was 
to begin, and because Justin had not showed up for 
prayer, Kyra searched the crowd for him. She was 
delighted to see him happily chatting at the bar with 
Rafael who was smiling and thoroughly engrossed in 
the conversation, though sporting a few scars and 
scratches on his face.

“Come and join us,” Rafael said.
“Maybe for ’bout ten minutes. We’re on in fif-

teen,” said Kyra, “and we usually take a few minutes 
to pray before we play. You can join us if you wish, 
Rafael.”

“Prayer,” said Rafael wistfully. “I’ve had a crash course 
in that in recent weeks.”

Kyra perched herself on a stool and ordered a juice. 
“That was quite an ordeal you suffered,’ she said.

“Yes. And my brother here 
has been explaining a lot of 
cool principles about talking 
to God.” He patted Justin on 
the shoulder.

“He’s an interesting per-
son to talk to,” said Kyra. 
“Take advantage of it.”

“An interesting person to 
listen to!” countered Rafael. 
“I made a vow in captivity 
that if I were to ever see my 
brother again, I’d let him do 
the talking!”

“We are discovering how 
alike we are!” said Justin. 
“Such as all our runaway 
idealism.”

“It runs away in the fam-
ily,” said Rafael.

“Like the sprigs?” laughed 
Kyra, patting Justin’s head.

Rafael tugged at his beret. 
“Yes. That’s why I wear this.”

“Still the radical anar-
chist?” said Kyra.

“In the ... er … spiritual 
sense,” said Rafael, looking 
humbly at Justin. “That po-
litical world is just a rat race. 
Hurtado’s in, I suppose you 
know.”

“Yes. What’s he like?”
“He’s not too bad. He’s 

been groomed from the 
lower strata of society and 
he gains that kind of respect. 
Nobody respects Reynoso.”

Kyra rolled her eyes. 
“Spiro Reynoso. What hap-
pened to him?”

“When the news broke 
out that I was deposed, and 
Spiro found out he wasn’t 
in the running, he openly 
declared that he knew the 
Los Libertadores del Pueblo 
Latino party was corrupt all 
along, and ran into the open 
arms of the present govern-
ment who promised him a 
shot at the presidency.”
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“Why would they do that, knowing he’s a slimy 
traitor?”

“Because his obvious duplicity will make him more 
despicable in the eyes of the public and good for noth-
ing,” said Rafael. “That, coupled with a nice fat smear 
campaign dragging out his drug dealing past, will get 
him zero votes.”

“Very smart,” said Justin.
“Yes, but it wasn’t the government’s idea. It was your 

cryptic Romanian friend’s. The one you were talking to 
over at the rostrum.”

“Victor Galeriu?”
Rafael nodded. “It all plays into the hands that are re-

ally behind the thrones because it further befuddles the 
public. Mi Dios! I can’t believe how dumb I’ve been.”

“Have you been filling Rafael in on your ‘conspiracy 
theories,’ Justin?”

“Didn’t have to, Kyra. Victor’s filled him in on them 
himself.”

After an initially nervous musical performance due 
to the knowledge that the president of Mexico him-
self was watching them, Luna looked down from the 
rostrum at Gabriela’s welcoming smile and a small but 
official-looking entourage.

“He wants to meet the girl who sang St. Francis’ 
Prayer,” she announced.

“Who?”
“President Escalante, of 

course!”
“Really?” 
The entourage nodded. 

Mer’s mouth dropped open 
as she swung her guitar off 
her shoulder and into its 
case. “Now?”

The entourage nodded 
again.

“Come!” said Gabriela, 
reaching out her hand. 

Clay, who had been look-
ing on tentatively at first, 
smiled with admiration as 
Mer, clad in a close-fitting 
black chiffon evening gown 
and with her hair swept 
back in a small French twist, 
stepped gracefully down from 
the rostrum and with a regal 
bearing that left many turned 
heads in her wake, accompa-
nied Gabriela and the officials 
to the hotel’s chief conference 
room. 

Through        Doo  s
notable quote

Hold on to Me as I take you through new doors, to new horizons, to new 
and greater victories. The Time of the End does approach, but it is yet 

a while before Hell is released in all its fury. These are still times 

of very serious training for you, as the hour approaches when you will 
need to have mastered all the gifts that I have bestowed on you.—Jesus

rNew

(“WHAT THE FUTURE HOLDS, PART 4,” ML #3357:47)
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1. Willing to pay any price to 
be with Me

2. Willing to sacrifice anything 
to be with Me 

3. Unable to live without Me

4. Willing to give up anything 
to have Me

This is how I wish 
My brides to be 
with Me: 

(“Desperate for Jesus!” ML #3250:72–73)
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Saved and 
Delivered

(Based on an account by Conner Edwards, Voice of the Martyrs)

there are 25 men hiding 
in the shadows, waiting 

for a signal.

in the heart of 
bangladesh one inky night.

we have 
abu’s house 
surrounded...

we warned him. if 
he wants to be a 

christian, he must go 
somewhere else. 

the torches are ready. our 
plan is to force him out 

and burn down his house. 
quiet! from that 

window—i can hear abu 
talking to someone! 

let’s creep closer 
to hear…

WHAT? has he 
gathered others to 

help him?

dear heavenly father, please help the people 
in my entire village to discover that you are 

the source of true happiness. 
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please forgive those 
who wish to harm me and 

drive my family out. 

please help them to 
learn about your 

love. 

this is madness! 
who told the man 
of our plans!!

idris, light your torch as 
a signal to the others. 
we must attack now!

YA
AA

AA
AA

AA
AH

! d
estroy the house of the ch

ris
tia

n!

idris, we cannot enter 
his house! there is some 

spirit preventing us!

what is this 
supernatural force?

frightened, 
the mob of 
men left. 
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i cannot 
sleep. 

why can’t 
i forget 

about abu’s 
prayer 
for our 
village?

i wish i could 
clear my 

mind of this 
event!

KNOCK, 

KNOCK, 

KNOCK.

hello, who’s there? 
idris! it’s 3 a.m., what 
are you doing here...

and where is the 
mob who was here 
with you earlier?

abu, you must tell 
me. who is jesus?

three hours later. 

yes, i want jesus 
to forgive me. 
i surrender my 

life to him!
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i must go 
now. thank 
you, abu, my 

friend!
JESUS 
HAS 

SAVED 
ME!

wife! i must share with you 
something beautiful that 
has happened in my heart 

this very night!

and then we must 
tell the children!

idris’ wife and children 
became believers also. 

within days idris miah faced 
pressure of his own. he 

was fired from his job and 
his children were forced 

out of school. yet he says 
that he still has joy, for 
he has jesus in his heart.

NOTABLE QUOTE:
IF YE BE REPROACHED FOR THE NAME OF CHRIST, 
HAPPY ARE YE; FOR THE SPIRIT OF GLORY AND 
OF GOD RESTETH UPON YOU: ON THEIR PART HE 
IS EVIL SPOKEN OF, BUT ON YOUR PART HE IS 

GLORIFIED.—PETER THE APOSTLE 
1 PETER 4:14
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