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A Note from the Author

Dear Reader, while this is a work of fiction, there is actual truth presented. The Gospel message in these pages represent real salvation through faith in Jesus Christ. If you have never trusted Jesus, I hope and pray that you will consider doing so. God loves you so much that He sent His Son to die in our place that we might have the forgiveness of sins.

Rick Boyne
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Prologue


[image: ]




Josh was blissfully unaware of the demon perched on his shoulders. This demon, which had tormented Josh on and off for the last dozen years, was held at bay by the prayers of his old aunt, who prayed for her nephew daily. The demon’s work was hampered by the prayers and he was not able to accomplish the goal of destroying Josh. He was only able to distract him and fill his mind with doubt by lying to him at every occasion.

But this demon wasn’t the brightest bulb in the chandelier. He had been serving his master fairly faithfully, but got distracted one day by a newcomer. The elderly woman was wearing a coat with a fur collar and the demon left his charge and rode on the woman’s shoulders, not realizing she would be boarding a ship and crossing the Atlantic to America. He had served in and around Rome for over a thousand years, tormenting pilgrims paying homage to the Pope. By the time he realized he was traveling, they were almost docked in New York. That was over one hundred years ago.

Since his arrival in the States, the demon had wandered around, not paying much attention to the demonic hierarchy in place around him. By the 1950s, he found himself in Missouri attached to a bank examiner. He was successful in that man’s spiritual destruction and garnered the attention of the local master. The master interrogated him as to his origin and displacement in the United States. He was severely disciplined and tortured for leaving his original post in Italy. The torture would have lasted for a century or more, but due to the negligence of another demon, he was able to escape and made his way to Oklahoma. 

In addition to being a renegade, the demon was also on the lazy side. He had no master to order him here or there, so he basically did as he pleased, which wasn’t very much. There were so many demons that he was able to blend in without being recognized as a rebel. However, if demons could become bored, that described the mindset of this one. On a fateful day, he stumbled upon a seventeen year old boy who was free game. No other demon was attached to him, and he appeared genuinely vulnerable. Had the demon known who he was, he would have steered clear, for no other demon was willing to tackle Joshua Weston. 

He hopped up on Josh’s shoulders and began to whisper lies. Josh was never aware of the demon, but the lies filled his subconsciousness. Sometimes, a holy angel would come and sweep the demon away from Josh. He might leave Josh alone for a day or two but come right back at him. He went with him to college and was there when he met his girlfriend, who Josh would later marry. The demon was delighted he could talk Josh into premarital sex but was surprised when he couldn’t talk Josh into finding another girlfriend. But whenever he was with Josh, he fed him lies. Constantly. It worked even better when he was sleeping. 

Due to the lies, Josh concluded that there was no god. It wasn’t so much that he didn’t believe in God, he was angry with God for taking away his parents, especially his mom. The demon had a permanent smirk on his grotesque face, thinking he had won. But, like all demons, pride was his Achilles’ Heel.
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Chapter ONE
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The scorching Oklahoma wind sucked the last of the moisture out of the ground. The leaves on the trees were already brown and starting to fall. There will be no colorful autumn again this year. School started back in mid-August and even the children didn’t want to play outside during recess. Everything in direct sunlight was too hot to touch. Even the birds refused to sing.

Josh was looking forward to Labor Day. He and his wife, Susan, were meeting up with his best friend, Mark Williams, and his wife, Emma, at Mark’s vacation house on Grand Lake. Josh and Mark first met in 2nd grade and instantly became best friends. In elementary school, they were active Cub Scouts. They played baseball together from middle school through high school; Josh pitched and Mark caught. They both attended college together at the University of Oklahoma. Josh majored in finance and now works as an investment broker in Tulsa. Mark studied petroleum engineering and works for the Tulsa Oil Company, commonly referred to as Tuloco. 

Josh took a couple of days off work and now stood by his back patio door looking at his dry yard. A few brave roses dared to bloom in the 100º blast oven. Susan didn’t want to take any vacation days while it was so hot, so she continued working at her CPA office. She planned to leave the next day at noon so they could pack, make their way to the small community of Grove, OK, to spend a nice long weekend on the water. 

Josh and Susan wanted to have children. A few years back, Susan became pregnant but lost the baby boy in the sixth month. The loss devastated them both. For five months, they had dreamed of being parents. For five months, they dreamed of holding, loving, and caring for their baby boy. They spent hours picking out the perfect name. Then, one fateful afternoon, Susan knew something was desperately wrong. Josh rushed her to the hospital, but the doctor told her they couldn’t find a heartbeat. Then, she delivered their stillborn son. So tiny. So tragic. That moment sealed their hearts and their lives together. Recently, they began to talk about having kids again, despite the previous pain. They knew that the potential for joy and fulfillment was greater than the potential for loss and grief.

Josh was brought back to reality with his cell phone ringing. It was his Aunt Jean. Jean was really the only family he had left. Both of his parents died while he was still in school. His mom died his freshman year in high school with a rare blood disease and his dad passed away his sophomore year of college from a massive heart attack. Jean was his dad’s sister and she wasn’t in the greatest health. Her husband had been a chain smoker and Jean now suffered from emphysema and congestive heart failure brought on by second-hand smoke. 

“Hello, my favorite nephew!” Jean said, the way she always did at the start of their phone calls.

“Aunt Jean, I’m your ONLY nephew.”

“Well, that doesn’t mean you can’t be my favorite, now does it?” she said with a smile that could be heard over the phone. “Are you going to be able to come by before you head to the lake? I’ve made you all some banana bread and those cookies you like so well.”

“Yes, of course. Can I come by in the morning?”

“Yes, honey. (She called absolutely everyone honey) That’ll be just fine. Love you, bye.” Click.

“Goodbye, Aunt Jean,” Josh said into the empty line. She had hung up in the same way for as long as he could remember. It always made him smile.

Josh decided to water the rose bushes and turn the sprinkler onto his parched yard. He debated doing that because if he watered it, he would eventually have to mow it. While he could afford to hire a lawn care business, he enjoyed doing it all himself. He took time to cross-cut the grass to make it look as if it were attended to by the same guys that cut the Major League Baseball Stadium grass. By the end of the summer, though, he always had second thoughts about it because of the heat. He pulled out the hose and hooked up the sprinkler anyway.

He had only been outside for less than fifteen minutes. As he came back in, his glasses immediately fogged up. He could barely wait until next Friday when he was getting Lasik surgery. He had worn glasses since fourth grade. He was ready to get rid of them and get some stylish sunglasses. He had a pre-op session with the eye doctor next Wednesday afternoon. Josh didn’t get overly excited about many things, and when he did, he rarely displayed it. But he was genuinely excited about getting his eyes “fixed.”

For the rest of the day, Josh didn’t do much that would count as anything productive. He fixed a couple of loose drawer pulls around the house, but mostly just snoozed, sometimes on the sofa, sometimes in his recliner. Susan got home a little after 5:30 and they decided to go out to eat instead of heating up the kitchen. While they were DINKs (Double Income – No Kids) and had plenty of money, they were rather frugal when it came to eating out. Tonight would be a trip to a local pizza joint that had a half dozen locations across Eastern Oklahoma. They loved the fried mushrooms and would usually get a pepperoni pizza with that fun kind of pepperoni that shrink into little cups. Susan would have a glass of red wine and Josh usually ordered a Corona or two. Sitting in the little booth, they held hands across the table while they gazed into each other’s eyes. They truly loved each other. 

The next morning, Josh stopped by a donut place on the way to see Aunt Jean. She absolutely loved raspberry jelly-filled donuts. He usually brought her one each week, either on the way to work or on a Saturday morning. He had always loved her, and she, him. Josh’s demon hopped off his shoulders before he rang the doorbell. She opened the door with a big smile, hugged her favorite nephew, and brought him into her kitchen. He bought himself a maple bar and they drank coffee while they ate their forbidden breakfast. Well, it wasn’t exactly on Jean’s diet, and she liked to think that it was her only vice. 

While she was a bit eccentric, she really was a delightful person, even though she seemed to be stuck in the 1970s. She never swore, never drank, and seemed to never have a bad thought. She had basically given up driving except to church, the grocery store, and the beauty shop. When her husband, Uncle Bill, died he had left her in pretty good financial shape. She was able to buy a new car every four to five years and had about everything she wanted and certainly everything she needed. 

As they sipped their coffee, they chatted about current events and Josh’s upcoming plans for the weekend and his planned eye surgery. Aunt Jean was particularly keen on hearing about his surgery.

“And you’ll be able to see perfectly? You won’t need your glasses anymore?”

“That’s what I’m told. I have to go to their office this coming Wednesday for the final details. I am so ready to get rid of these glasses!”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Jean said. “I always thought you looked so handsome and distinguished in glasses! How long will it take to heal? How long before you see 20/20?”

“It’ll only take a couple of days to heal so probably about the same for the sight.”

Noticing the clock over the stove, Josh said, “Oh my goodness! It’s nearly eleven o’clock! I better get a move on. I told Susan I’d have some things done before she got home, and she’ll be home at noon!”

“Before you leave, please let me pray for you.” 

“Aunt Jean, we’ve been through this before. You know I don’t believe in all that religious stuff. I only believe what I can see.”

“Yeah, I know. You’ve told me before. But I’ve told you that if you love me, you’ll let me pray for you!”

Josh reluctantly agreed. Her old, wrinkled hands tenderly covered his as she prayed, “Dear Lord. Please bless my sweet nephew, Josh, as he goes in to get his eyes worked on. I pray that you will allow him to see and to heal up quickly. Bless him and Susan this weekend. Keep them safe from drunk drivers and anything else that might hurt them. In Jesus name. Amen.”

Jean kissed him on the forehead as she had done a million times before. “Give my best to Susan! Y’all have fun!”

Josh let himself out the front door of the house of the one person alive who has always loved him. As he walked to the car, he thought to himself, “I wonder why she thinks praying for me is so important.” The demon didn’t return to his shoulders, but was waiting in the car. All the way back he lied to Josh about Aunt Jean’s love and the power of prayer. 
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Chapter TWO
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Holiday traffic was heavy as they left their home in Owasso, a family-friendly, growing bedroom community near Tulsa. An app on their phones warned them about an accident on the Will Rogers Turnpike, so they took the longer route of Old Highway 66, the “mother road.” It made their trip about thirty minutes longer than taking the turnpike, but the wreck on the turnpike would have made the trip two hours longer than normal. So, they took 66. Traveling through the small communities of Claremore, Foyil, Chelsea, Vinita and Bernice, they enjoyed Oklahoma’s scenery of pastures and woods. It was supper time when they arrived at Mark and Emma’s. Mark was putting the steaks on the grill when they unloaded their luggage into the guest room.

Mark and Emma didn’t have kids, either, but it was by choice. They decided they didn’t want to raise children in the craziness that the world has become. They have two labradoodles that serve as surrogate children. One is named Ben; the other is Jerry. Mark is a successful petroleum engineer and they bought, what they called, a lakeside cottage. This is no cottage. It has two master suites and two other bedrooms. It has a huge outdoor kitchen with a gigantic fireplace and heating pods for the winter and basically an outside air conditioner with misting units for the heat of summer. It has more than 200 feet of shoreline with an enormous private dock that has heating in the winter and air conditioning in the summer. It has a slide and diving board and quite a few deck chairs for tanning. Mark has a huge boat that has cabins that sleep up to eight people with a big sun deck and great galley. Mark told Josh that they could use any of it at any time, but just let him know when they want it. Josh and Susan had taken advantage of that offer many times in the past few years. 

After taking care of the bags, Susan went right in to help Emma in the kitchen and Josh headed out to the grill. Mark fancies himself as a master griller. And to be honest, that description isn’t too far off. Josh instinctively knows not to give advice on the meat but to complement Mark on the grill marks and seasoning. It is a relationship that has worked for many years.

“Did y’all have a good trip?” Mark asked. 

“Yeah, we had to take 66 because of a wreck on the turnpike. But it wasn’t bad at all.”

“I hope you brought your appetites! How do you want your steak, well done?” Mark said with a smirk.

“Oh yeah! Just go ahead and burn it to a crisp!” Josh said jokingly. 

“Would you mind telling the ladies that we have about 4 minutes to go. I just flipped the steaks.” 

“Sure thing.” Josh said as he stepped into the main kitchen. “Mark says it’s just about ready. Do you need any help carrying stuff out?”

“Sure. Can you bring the watermelon tray? Just put it in the patio fridge.” Emma said.

The four friends gathered around the table. It was still about 96° outside but felt more like 80° in the presence of the patio cooling system. Susan and Emma knew each other before they married their husbands. They, too, went to OU and were bridesmaids at each other’s weddings. In fact, when the husbands went hunting in Wyoming in the winter, they would often head to the sunny beaches of Florida. All four of them knew what a good thing they had in each other.

As Ben and Jerry circled one last time around the table in hopes of finding a delicious morsel of steak, Mark suggested they go out for a sunset cruise. Everyone was immediately excited about that and just left the dishes until they returned. The sun started setting just before eight o’clock near Labor Day, so they had about a good hour of light before needing to get back. Mark opened up the engine on the luxury cruiser and ran out to a big open part of the lake where they could enjoy the sunset the best. He anchored it facing East and they all got cozy on the back of the boat. It was as if someone had taken a giant canvas and painted the most extravagant sunset, filled with pinks, reds, purples and blues.

As they were heading in, they all noticed something in the night sky that frightened them but also intrigued them. It was a peculiarly bright light in the sky, moving at a fast speed from southwest to northeast. They were all marveling about it. Emma said what everyone was thinking and said, “I think that’s a UFO!”

A few seconds after it disappeared, Mark finally said, “No. I think that was the International Space Station.” They all finally agreed on Mark’s assessment but began to talk about UFOs. 

“Did you see where the government has confirmed the existence of UFOs? What’s up with that? Josh asked.

“I don’t know,” Mark said. “After decades of denying their existence, all of a sudden, they say they’re real. It doesn’t make much sense to me.”

“You’d think that an admission like that would be all over the news non-stop, but I’ve hardly seen anything on the news about it.” Susan remarked.

“So,” Emma began, “all those years it was a coverup? I simply don’t understand what’s going on!”

“You would think this would be the biggest news, well, since forever! We aren’t alone! This has huge implications for our civilization! For our history! For our future!” Josh exclaimed, egged on by the demon.

The friends continued this conversation after they moored the boat and as they finished washing dishes and cleaning up the patio. They talked until their conversation took another turn to something completely different. This group of four shared the same outlook for politics, economics, and even religion. They were conservative, except for the religion part. They seldom spoke about anything of the sort. None of them considered themselves to be atheists; simply non-religious. They never gave God a second thought.

It was getting late, and they all decided to retire for the evening. They usually played cards or a board game when they were together at the lake, but everyone seemed to be tired, so they just went to bed.

The next morning, Josh and Susan were up extra early and started a huge breakfast for them all. Bacon and eggs. Biscuits and gravy. Plenty of hot, black coffee and freshly squeezed cold orange juice. The smell of the bacon roused Mark from his sleep and he stumbled into the kitchen for a cup of coffee. By the time Emma came down, breakfast was ready. They took it all out to the patio to enjoy a tiny bit of coolish weather. By 8:30, it was already 81º.

After washing the dishes, they all put on their bathing suits and headed to the boat. Emma and Susan made sure to pack everything they needed for lunch, snacks, and even supper, including Aunt Jean’s cookies and banana bread. They intended to spend the whole day on the water. Josh’s demon had wandered off at some point during the night and returned to find that the group had already left on the boat.

They water skied until they were all tired. They found a nice place out of the main body of the lake where they anchored and started fixing lunch. After eating, they all just laid around until it got too hot then they decided to go tubing. The Williams had a giant inflatable tube that could be pulled behind the boat. It seated four. The cruiser made big waves and they enjoyed pulling the tube over the waves to see if they could make it catch air. After a couple of hours, they were all so tired that they found a nice cove where they could anchor and swim around in the water. They were living the good life and they all knew it.

Mark pulled out a small grill and fixed it on the back of the boat. He grilled shrimp, some veggies, and small filets for everyone. The water was almost completely smooth in that small cove. While they were eating, Susan captured everyone’s attention by saying, “I have a confession to make. These UFOs really scare me.”

“Why?” Emma asked. “Have you ever seen one?”

“No, but the just the admission that they are real is really doing a number on my brain. What do they want? Why are they here? Why is the government just now admitting to them?”

“I’ve never seen one either.” Mark said. I’ve never even met anyone who has seen one.”

“If I were a conspiracy theorist, I would think the government was trying to divert our attention away from something big. Or planning something that they are going to blame on little green men.” Emma said.

They all laughed at that.

“I don’t think we really need to worry about it very much. It hasn’t affected us in any way.” Josh offered. “At least not yet. And don’t you worry, Susan, those little green men will have to go through me first to even think about getting to you!” They all laughed as Josh gave Susan a tight hug. 

No one brought up UFOs over the rest of the long weekend. Sunday was spent much like Saturday; out on the water having fun. Sometime during the night between Sunday and Monday, Mark got up and put a brisket and some ribs on his smoker. They ended up packing it all up and taking it on the boat with them for a short day on Monday. Mark and Emma begged Josh and Susan to stay another few days with them. They both said they would love to, but had too much to do this week, especially since it was a short week and since Josh was having Lasik on Friday. There were hugs all around as they packed up their sleek Mercedes G-wagon and headed back home.

Once again, the laziness of Josh’s demon caused it to make a serious error in judgment. The Weston’s left without him, while he was away goofing off. He had to walk from the lake house to the highway and hopped on a car that was turning. He missed the exit because he wasn’t paying attention and went all the way to Oklahoma City then had to hitch another ride back to the Tulsa area. He hopped off the car as it passed highway 169 and simply walked back to Josh’s house, the whole journey taking eight hours instead of the two from Grove.

Josh and Susan were absolutely exhausted after they finished unpacking. Emma had sent a care package of brisket and ribs home with them, so they pulled out some wine, ate their dinner, watched a series episode on NetFlix then made an early night of it. 

Josh didn’t sleep well that night. While they hadn’t spoken any more about UFOs, he realized he had been thinking about them and all this attention on them dominated his dreams. He dreamt that they were engaged in an intergalactic invasion of flying saucers and literal little green men. They had ray guns and tractor beams and were abducting people for experiments. One of the saucers had landed on their lawn and the little green men were coming for him and Susan and he couldn’t protect her, let alone himself, from the aliens. He would wake up, realize it was just a bad dream, and go back to sleep, only for the dream to essentially start over. This happened four or five times throughout the night. 

The smell of coffee woke him from his fitful slumber and relief came with the realization that it was all just bad dreams. He stammered his way into the kitchen, poured himself a cup of coffee, and sat down to read the news on his iPad. Susan was heading into the office early because of the short week and the fact that she had to take half a day off on Friday to drive Josh home from the eye surgeon. She was impeccably dressed in a navy dress with white trim. She wore the strand of pearls that Josh got her for their fifth wedding anniversary.  Together with her white pumps, she looked like a movie star. She leaned over and kissed her husband goodbye. She got her purse, walked to the garage door, turned around and kissed him again. 

Josh was more than happy.  He knew how good he had it. His wife was a solid ten. He loved her and she loved him. They were almost debt free. They both loved their jobs. They loved their life. He wanted to express his gratitude for his situation, but he didn’t know how to do that. So, he chalked it up to luck.

He called his Aunt Jean to tell her how much everyone liked her baked goods.

“Well! If it isn’t my favorite nephew!”

“Good morning, Aunt Jean. How are you feeling today?”

“I’m as fine as a frog’s hair split three ways.”

Aunt Jean always had a penchant for turning a phrase.

“I suppose that’s pretty, good, but how are you, really?”

“Honey, I don’t want to complain. I might as well talk myself into having a good day, right?”

“I guess so. I just wanted to thank you again for the cookies and banana bread. As always, it was delicious. Everyone loved them and I didn’t bring any back with us!”

“In that case, I’ll make you some more!”

“No, please don’t do that. We ate way too much this weekend and I need to cut back this week.”

“We’ll see.” she said. “By the way, I want you to come and see me before you have your surgery. Promise me.”

“I promise. When do you want me to come? How about after I see the eye doctor on Wednesday afternoon?”

“That’ll be fine. I leave for prayer meeting at church at about 6:30”

“I’ll be there way before you have to leave.”

“Perfect,” she said. “Love you, bye!”

“Love you,” Josh started then realized she had hung up. He smiled again.
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Chapter THREE
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Josh drove to the eye surgeon which was about 20 miles from his home. It was in the medical district in South Tulsa. He found his way to the doctor's office on the 8th floor and said to the receptionist, “I’m Joshua Weston here for my...” The receptionist cut him off. 

“Oh yes, Mr. Weston. We’re expecting you. Please fill out these forms. Return them to me when you’re finished and we’ll get you right in to see Dr. Patel.”

Josh took the clipboard and papers and began to fill them out. They were exactly the same papers that he filled out at his initial consultation, so he went back to the receptionist.

“Done so quick?” She asked.

“No, these are the identical forms that I completed the last time I was here, just a couple months ago.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry, but we entered our new fiscal year and we have to have everyone complete an updated set of forms.”

“But nothing has changed. It will be identical to what I provided back in July.”

“I’m sorry, sir. That’s how we do things.”

Josh turned around and began to complete the set of forms. “That’s one of the things that’s broken about our medical care,” he thought.

He handed the forms to the receptionists. She asked him to have a seat and a nurse would call him back momentarily. Sure enough, within a couple of minutes, a woman came to the door and called, “Joshua Weston.” He obediently stood and followed her to the little exam room. “Dr Patel will be with you in a moment.”

Within ten minutes, Dr Patel entered the room and immediately offered his hand and greeted Josh. “Good to see you, Mr. Weston. Are you looking forward to the procedure on Friday?”

“Good afternoon, Doctor. Yes. Yes, I am. I am ready to ditch these glasses!  I’m not nervous, but genuinely excited.”

“Very good. Did you watch the video of the procedure?

“Uh. What video?”

“It was a YouTube video of the entire procedure explaining what would happen during the operation. I provided the link in the material I sent home with you at your initial consultation.”

“I’m sorry, Doc. It just slipped my mind. I’ll watch it tonight.”

“OK, let me just give you the highlights to make sure nothing alarms you during the procedure. We’ll give you a small dose of sedatives to help you relax. Then, at a certain point in the procedure, I will say something like ‘Stay still now.’ It is extremely important to remain completely still and not move anything. At this point, I am using the laser to cut your cornea. I will lay it over then lay it back down. During those few brief seconds, you will lose all of your sight. But do not be afraid! It will be the blackest black you have ever encountered. The complete darkness will only last a few seconds.”

“That sounds scary!” Josh confessed.

“It only sounds scary. It is completely safe and I have completed over 25,000 procedures with no or very few complications. The only complications came when people didn’t lay completely still.”

“OK, then. I’ll lay completely still!”

“Please watch the video when you get home tonight. Please call us tomorrow if you have any questions. Stop by the desk on the way out to confirm the time of your procedure. Everything will work out just fine.”

“Thank you, Doctor. I’ll see you Friday!”

He stopped by the desk on the way out and found his appointment to be at 11:15 on Friday morning. “I requested an afternoon appointment. Don’t you have anything later?”

“I’m sorry sir,” the receptionist answered. “Dr. Patel only does morning procedures on Fridays. We could reschedule you for next Tuesday afternoon if you prefer.”

“No, I really don’t want to put it off. Friday at 11:15 will be fine.”

“We’ll need you absolutely no later than 10:45 so that the sedative will have time to take effect. And, of course, you’ll need someone to drive you home. The whole procedure will take about twenty minutes.”

“OK,” Josh agreed. “I’ll see you day after tomorrow.”

Josh was a little perturbed leaving the office. He couldn’t understand why they had led him to believe he could have an afternoon appointment. Now, he’d have to call Susan and explain the situation.

“Hey baby,” Susan said as she answered her phone. “How’d the office visit go?”

“There was one snag. The appointment is for 11:15 and I need to be there by 10:45. I asked for an afternoon appointment, but they said they only do mornings on Fridays. I’m sorry.”

“Oh, it’s not a problem. I’ll just tell them I’m taking the whole day off!”

“Cool! We can have a late breakfast and ...”

“Exactly!” she said, seductively. “I was reading your mind!”

“Well, I’m gonna run by Aunt Jean’s before I go home. She made me promise. How about I pick up some Chinese on the way home? What do you want?”

“That sounds wonderful! How about some pepper steak with steamed rice and those cream cheese wontons?”

“You got it, Sweetie. I love you! See you at home.”

“I love you, too, Baby.  Say hi to your Aunt Jean for me.”

“Will do.”

It was too early for Tulsa rush hour. Which, if you compare it to any other city its size or larger, isn’t really all that bad. Aunt Jean lived in a quaint rural addition between Tulsa and Owasso, so running by Aunt Jean’s was never much of a chore. He arrived in about twenty minutes. The demon jumped off Josh’s shoulder as he got out of the car. He had never been in Aunt Jean’s house and doubted he ever would enter it. 

“There you are!” Aunt Jean exclaimed. “I’ve been waiting all day to see you!”

“Aunt Jean, I promised I’d come by after my eye appointment and I got here just as quick as I could.”

“Well, come on in! I made you some more cookies; they’re in the kitchen.”

“You didn’t have to do that!”

“I know I didn’t have to, but I wanted to. Sit down at the table and I’ll get you some milk.”

Milk and cookies at Aunt Jean’s. It was one of Josh’s secret indulgences. And, frankly, she made the best cookies, no matter what kind they were. His all-time favorite was her oatmeal cookies. They were just a tad crispy on the outside, but oh so soft. Her snickerdoodles were second to none. No one could hold a candle to her peanut butter cookies or even her chocolate chip cookies. It turned out to be her peanut butter cookies this time. He was not disappointed.

She brought him a big glass of ice-cold milk. She always kept a couple of glasses in the freezer so that they would be extra cold, just for Josh. She brought out a little saucer, complete with doily, with six cookies on it. She would eat one and the rest were for Josh. If Susan was there, it would be a small plate with a doily, and nine cookies. 

She quizzed Josh about the eye appointment as they ate cookies. She especially wanted to know about the laser part of it. She said that the grandson of someone with whom she attends church had the procedure and, while it was scary, turned out where he could see perfectly. She wanted to know exactly what time the procedure was so that she could be praying for him at that moment. 

He sat with his dear aunt a little over an hour before saying that he had some stuff he had to do. “Before you run off,” Aunt Jean began, “I want to pray for you and your surgery.” 

“But you’ve already prayed for me.”

“I know, but I know better what I want to pray and I want to pray for you while you are here with me.”

She once again took his hands and began to pray, “Lord, I want to lift up my favorite nephew right up to you so that you can see him. Please be with him as he prepares to have this surgery and we thank you for the wonderful advances in medicine where we can do this kind of thing. But, Lord,” she continued, while leaving his hands on the table, she raised her hands and placed them over his eyes, “I ask you to give my nephew a new kind of vision. He’s always talking about only believing what he could see with his own eyes. I’m asking you to let him see with your eyes! And that you would draw him to you so that one day, he’d believe in you like I do. In Jesus’ name, Amen.”

She took her hands away from his eyes and looked deep into him. “I meant every word I prayed. I really want you to know God like I know God. If you did, you would give your whole life to him!”

Josh didn’t really know what to say. In fact, he was a little taken back and the situation seemed awkward, but sincere. He knew that Aunt Jean had only the best in mind for him, so he thanked her for praying for him, thanked her for the package of cookies he was taking home to Susan, and said he’d call her after the surgery, or have Susan call her. They hugged and she kissed him on the forehead. 

“I love you, ya silly lunkhead!” she said playfully, but full of sincerity.

“I love you, too, Aunt Jean.”

Josh stopped by their favorite Chinese restaurant on the way home. He would beat Susan home by a while, so he decided to go inside and order. They were well acquainted with the sweet Chinese family that owned the restaurant. The lady immediately asked where his wife was and if she was ok. He smiled and told her it was an order to go. The lady asked if they wanted their usual. Being creatures of habit, he said they did. She brought him a cup of hot chrysanthemum tea, on the house, while he waited. While he appreciated the gesture, he would have ordered a cold drink instead. He and the lady chit chatted about the weather and the conditions of the roads and highways in Oklahoma. She said the streets weren’t nearly this bad back in Guangzhou. Josh had never been to Guangzhou, so he only nodded his head in agreement. 

One of the adult sons brought out the package of food to go. She threw in a few extra fortune cookies, as she always did. He thanked her, she thanked him, the son thanked him and even the dad came out of the kitchen and thanked him. It was always a pleasure to stop where you are known and appreciated.

Susan got home not too long after Josh. She gave him a warm embrace then went to the bedroom to get out of her office clothes. She came back wearing shorts and a t-shirt, a much more practical outfit for the still hot summer days of Oklahoma. She tore right into her pepper steak and he into his General Tso’s chicken. While they ate, Susan told him about her day, then asked Josh about his.

He told her all about the doctor visit, apologizing again for the morning appointment. He told her about the sedative and the laser and how the doctor said he would see the “blackest black” he would ever see, as the cornea was slit open and laid over. He told her about his visit with Aunt Jean, the cookies and the strange prayer. All Susan said was that “she sure does love you!”

Thursday came and went without any fanfare. Josh was as giddy as a child at Christmas. He would sit in his recliner and take his glasses off to try to remember how blurry things looked without corrective lenses. He did the same thing in the kitchen, the garage, and the back yard. He went to get the mail at the street and looked both ways at his street. Then, like before, he’d put his glasses back on, then right back off. He could barely contain his excitement. He remembered going snorkeling and was so disappointed because he couldn’t see anything without his glasses. They’d simply have to plan another snorkeling vacation.
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Chapter FOUR
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Josh woke up before Susan. He slipped out of bed without waking her and put on a pot of coffee. He went back into their spacious master suite and used the restroom, then brushed his teeth. He slipped back to bed and began to caress his wife. She awoke and responded the way he hoped and they made love, just like they had planned. Spontaneity is wonderful, but so is met expectations. 

They held each other for a long time in marital bliss. Susan spoke first and indicated she needed the restroom. Josh told her to not be long and he’d make her a cuppa joe. He poured her a cup and added two spoonfuls of sugar and a large dollop of her favorite French vanilla flavoring. She joined him in the breakfast room wearing only a robe. They enjoyed their coffee together. Josh had picked up some chocolate croissants at the bakery the day before, which delighted Susan. She didn’t have to do much convincing to have him join her for a shower. They dressed and headed to the eye doctor for Josh’s procedure. 

There was little traffic to the offices on south Yale Ave. They pulled into the parking lot and made their way to the office on the 8th floor. Josh checked in and was immediately taken to a little waiting room separated from the front lobby. Susan kissed him and wished him luck. He smiled and said, “I’ll be seeing you shortly!”

“You’re such a dork!” Susan said playfully.

The young woman in scrubs showed him where to sit then offered him a light dose of a sedative. She took his blood pressure and said that the doctor was running just a tad behind, but the time should go quickly. There were two other patients in the little room. A woman in her forties and a man who looked to be a little over 30. They both smiled amicably then closed their eyes. The nurse came and retrieved the woman first, then the man. At about 11:25, she came in and took his blood pressure. She brought him into another little room where she asked him to get on a stretcher of sorts. She then wheeled him into the procedure room.

Dr. Patel greeted him and asked how he was feeling.

“I’m doing pretty good!” Josh replied.

“Are you nervous?”

“Not really. I’m way more excited than I am nervous.”

“Good! Now remember, I’m going to tell you to be really still and I need you to do that, OK?”

“Absolutely!”

“One more thing,” the doctor said. I am a Christian. Do you mind if I pray for us?”

Josh had never encountered anything like that before. It was a little awkward. He started to tell the doctor that his Aunt Jean had already prayed for him, but then he said, “sure.”

“Heavenly Father,” the doctor began, “I ask you to guide my hands and correct this man’s vision. I pray that you give him eyes to see. In the precious name of Jesus, Amen.”

“Amen” Josh heard himself mutter. The demon literally jumped off of Josh and ran out of the room.

“OK, let’s begin now. Just think pleasant thoughts.”

Within two minutes, which felt more like thirty, Dr Patel said, “OK, you need to lay completely still.” Instantly, his vision completely disappeared. But instead of the “blackest black” he had ever seen, he saw an incredible display of colors. It was almost like a kaleidoscope, but somehow, much more lovely. The colors weren’t so individual and disjointed like a kaleidoscope, but a beautiful blend, almost like a sunset. “Ok Mr. Weston, you can relax for a few moments.

Dr Patel had placed some kind of medical device on Josh’s eye so that he couldn’t close it. He removed the device and gave Josh a couple of minutes to blink and recover from the few minutes of having his eye forced open. Dr Patel then placed it on the other eye and started the process again. “OK, hold still.” Once again the bouquet of colors assaulted his “vision.” He kept waiting for the blackness, but it never came. To be honest, Josh didn’t remember ever seeing anything as beautiful as the colors that only lasted a few seconds.

“Ok, Mr. Weston. We’re done and you did great!”

“Doctor, uh,” Josh started. “Something was weird. My vision never turned black like you said. It was completely colorful. It was the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Hmm. I’m not really sure what to tell you. I’ve never had this happen before. Tell me about what you saw.”

He explained, or tried to explain, exactly what he saw, but he found it to be nearly impossible. Josh was articulate and never had trouble communicating, but he found himself at a loss for words.

“Fascinating!” exclaimed Dr. Patel. “Simply fascinating! To be honest, I’m dumbfounded. Medically speaking, this is impossible. Perhaps you imagined it?”

“I suppose it’s possible, but, no! No! It was as real as you are!”

“Well, again, I don’t know what to say. Except this. On your way out, make a follow-up appointment for Monday. You’ll have these drops to put in your eyes as directed in the discharge instructions. You’ll need to sleep with this fancy mask over your eyes to protect them from accidentally scratching them at night. I have placed some neutral contacts in each eye to promote healing. I’ll remove those on Monday and you’ll be seeing around 20/15; better than perfect! In the meantime, you need to wear these “goggles” while you are awake, to protect your eyes. When they begin to itch, DO NOT scratch them. Put the indicated drops in, instead.”

Josh thanked the doctor as he was led back to the lobby to be collected by Susan. “Everything went great” the young woman in scrubs told Susan. “Now, we need to make a follow-up appointment for Monday. What is a good time for you?” They decided a morning appointment would disrupt Susan the least, so they settled on ten o’clock.

Josh could see, but not entirely clearly, just yet. It was better than before when he took his glasses off, but certainly not 20/20. They got back in the car and headed for home. “Do you want to grab lunch here in Tulsa or wait until we get home.” Josh pulled down the passenger vanity mirror and laughed when he saw the goggles he had to wear. “Uh, let’s just go through a drive through and eat at the house.”

The rest of the day was uneventful. He called Aunt Jean to let her know it was all ok and that he had a follow-up appointment on Monday. She was delighted. Josh didn’t tell her about the colors he saw. He just said everything went fine. He was still pretty wiped out from the sedative, so it didn’t take much for him to fall asleep on the sofa. 

Josh dreamed. It was a beautiful, wonderful dream. He dreamed about the colors that he saw, but in his dream, he was part of the beauty. He could reach out and touch the colors. When he swept his arm through them, they swirled and seemed to dance. He felt peace and rest and security. In his dream, he didn’t wonder what it was all about; he simply enjoyed the moment. Then he awoke.

He sat up and looked around. He found Susan staring at him. “Are you all right?” she asked.

“Why?”

“Well, I’ve never heard you sing in your sleep before.

“Sing in my sleep? What was I singing?”

“I don’t know. I didn’t recognize the tune and I couldn’t really understand your words. You were kinda mumbling. One word I thought I could recognize was either “hold me” or “wholly.” I couldn’t tell exactly, but you kept repeating it.”

“Interesting. I don’t remember singing, but I guess I better tell you what’s going on. Remember how I told you the doctor said at some point I would see the “blackest black” I’ve ever seen?”

“Yeah?”

“Well, that didn’t happen. Instead of being black, it was an incredible display of colors. And when I mean incredible, I can hardly believe it myself. It was simply beautiful! Dr. Patel had no explanation for it and said that no one he knew of had ever experienced anything like that before. He said medically speaking, it shouldn’t have happened and gave some reasons to support his statement. Then, just now, I was dreaming and the colors were there again, but this time I was in the middle of them. They completely surrounded me and I could kind of interact with them. I could actually touch the colors! When I waved my arms around they swirled with them. It was so wonderfully peaceful. It was the best dream I’ve ever had.”

They sat together silently, just looking at each other. Susan literally had no idea what to say. Finally, she suggested “maybe you had a reaction to the sedative which made you see things.” 

“Maybe,” Josh responded. “But like the dream just now, it was as real as it could be.”

“Well, we’ll keep an eye on it, I guess. Other than that, how are you doing?

“Pretty good. My eyes aren’t itching and I can already tell that I have better vision than I did before the surgery. I think I slept out the rest of the sedative. Like I said, I’m feeling pretty good right now.”

Josh had that same dream three or four more times that weekend. But he didn’t tell Susan. He began to look forward to the dream, the colors and the way the dream made him feel. Yes, it was weird. Yes it was troubling, but he decided he wasn’t going to worry about it and just enjoy the feelings that it brought.

Susan drove Josh back to the eye doctor on Monday. The doctor said his eyes were healing perfectly. He asked how much of the anti-itch drops he had used. Dr. Patel seemed genuinely surprised when Josh told him that they never itched so he never needed them. The doctor removed the temporary contacts and gave him a vision test. Just like the doctor predicted, Josh now had better than perfect vision. Josh was elated! He couldn’t believe how clear everything was without his glasses. The only restriction he had was to not go swimming for another week. The doctor told him to call if he experienced any problems or had questions.

Josh insisted on driving home. They stopped at Olive Garden on the way and ate the soup, salad and breadsticks lunch option. Arriving at the house, Susan kissed him bye and left for her office. Josh had other plans.

Josh pulled out his phone and asked Siri for the closest place to buy sunglasses. He hopped in his car and could barely wait to get there. He was like a kid in a candy store. He chose two pairs of Ray-Ban, one pair of Oakley’s, and a pair of Versace. With tax, it came to just under a thousand dollars. But he didn’t care. When he got back to his car, he cut the tags off all of them and switched out wearing each of them before he got home. He decided it was a toss up between the Oakley’s and one of the Ray-Bans. He put the Ray-Bans in the car’s sunglasses holder above the rearview mirror and the pair of Versace in one of the hidey holes. He would put the Oakley’s and the other Ray-Bans in Susan’s car. 

There had been a cool front come through late Sunday evening, and it was only 92º on Monday. Josh sat out on his own patio, which had a ceiling fan, sipping on a beer with Oakley’s on. He was so happy to be able to see without glasses. He absolutely loved his new sunglasses, and he just couldn’t contain his smile. 

Susan arrived home from work and saw Josh on the back porch. “I like your new shades!”

“Thanks! To be honest, I went a little wild. I bought four pairs. I really didn’t need four, but I got them anyway!”

“That’s ok, sweetheart. You usually spoil me. It’s about time you spoil yourself!

“I love you so much!”

“I love you, too! I’m hungry for Mexican food. How about you?”

“That sounds wonderful!” Josh replied.

Then began the debate. There were no less than five thousand Mexican restaurants in the greater Tulsa area. Most of them served authentic American-Mexicanish food. A few of them were leaps and bounds better than most. The best they found was La Cocina Sonorense. A family from Sonora, Mexico, had been serving authentic northern Mexican food for a couple decades. It was a legend among people who knew real Mexican food, but not those who think Taco Bell is good.

They settled on La Cocina. “Let’s take your car, but let me drive,” Josh said. He wanted to put his new sunglasses in her car. They both absolutely love eating at La Cocina. About the only American concession they’ve made is chips and salsa. But anyone in the know will refuse those and order corn tortillas with a variety of hot salsas. Tonight, they would settle on Cahuamanta for Josh and Cachoreada for Susan. And, of course, they would order coyotas for dessert. They would drink Dos Equis or Corona beer, but Susan detested drinking beer from a bottle or can, so they always got glasses to pour it in to. La Cocina was more expensive than practically any of the other Mexican owned restaurants, but it was worth every penny.

It was getting dark by the time they made their way back. Josh took off his new sunglasses and put them away. He kept looking back in the rearview mirror. Susan asked him if there was anything wrong. He said, “No, I just keep thinking I see something, but when I look, it’s not there.” 

“Maybe it’s something stemming from the procedure.”

“Maybe. It’s no big deal.”

He pushed the remote to open the gate into their neighborhood. As he drove in, he noticed a funny shadow, for lack of better terms, as they pulled through the opening. When he tried to look directly at it, it wasn’t there. As they pulled into their driveway, he thought he saw another funny shadow in their front yard. But, once again, when he looked directly at it, it wasn’t there. He didn’t say anything to Susan. He didn’t want to worry her. 

Susan went right to sleep. Josh tossed and turned and finally just laid on his back with his eyes wide open. He didn’t see any shadows in their room, but he thought he saw one in the kitchen as he locked up the house. As he thought about it, he reckoned that Susan had to be right. It was probably something from the procedure. He decided to give it a few days before calling Dr. Patel.
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Chapter FIVE
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Josh was delighted with his new visual acuity. He wore sunglasses on the way to his office, even though it was cloudy. Yes, he saw shadows all the way there and back. He saw them along the side streets. He saw them in the parking lot of his own offices. He thought he could see one almost right on him, but when he looked, there wasn't anything there. His secretary, Ashley Harjo, greeted him enthusiastically the first morning he was back. “Hey boss! How’s the eyes?”

“Good morning, Ashley,” Josh said with a smile. “Absolutely wonderful! I am so amazed I can see without glasses!”

“Why didn’t you ever wear contacts?”

“I did for a few years in college. I just didn’t like touching my eyes and they never felt comfortable. I tried a zillion different brands, but never found anything I really liked.”

“Well, you look good!”

“Thanks!” Josh replied. 

Ashley caught him up on everything he had missed the previous week or so. Ashely was a sweet young woman of 21 who had taken office skills training at the local Vo-Tech. She was engaged to Caleb Beaver. Both of them belong to the Muscogee Creek Nation, locally known as Creek Indians. 

Oklahoma was home to the Five Civilized Tribes which included the Cherokee, Creek, Chickasaw, Choctaw and Seminole tribes. All of those tribes were removed from their ancestral lands to Indian Territory under President Andrew Jackson. The process was called, “The Trail of Tears” because of the hardship and because of so many who died along the way. Oklahoma is home to more Native Americans than any other state. Those five tribes were called civilized because they adapted cultural aspects of the white people around them.

Even though Ashley is young and attractive, Susan never felt jealous or threatened. She trusted Josh and knew that their relationship was secure. While Ashley worked at Josh’s office for about a year and half, Susan had met her a half dozen times. Since it was such a small office, Josh and Susan took out Ashley and Caleb in lieu of a Christmas party or any other celebration. Caleb was a nice young welder who worked for a manufacturing company in Tulsa. They both dropped out of high school, and both later got their GED through the Vo-Tech and continued to study their respective fields. Josh liked Caleb and thought him to be a stand up guy.

By the end of the week, the shadows had gotten worse. There seemed to be two types, but both similar. One was more of a whitish misty type which was much larger than the other, which was more of a dark shadowy mist. He had noticed a white one near his office, but a few dark ones moving around in the parking lot. The white ones seemed to be stationary, except while driving. He noticed that some cars had white shadows, some dark, and some seemed to not have any shadows at all. He could see groups of dark shadows, but usually only solitaire white ones. The one that seemed to hang around him was of the dark variety.

Having a critical mind and thinking about it constantly, the only conclusion that Josh could mentally grasp was that it was a result of the surgery. He called Dr. Patel’s office only to find that he left the country for about ten days. The receptionist made an appointment for Josh on the day the doctor returned to his office. 

Josh and Susan had no secrets between them, but he still didn’t tell her about the shadows. Not yet, anyway. But Susan could tell there was something wrong. She could sense that he was uncomfortable and seemed to be preoccupied. When she asked him about it, he simply said that he was still getting used to his new vision. A few days before Josh’s appointment, she finally said, “Josh, please tell me what’s going on!”

He reluctantly recounted his experience of the past couple weeks. 

“Is it getting worse?” Susan demanded.

“Yeah, it is,” Josh admitted. “But I have an appointment with Dr. Patel next week.”

“Just make sure you keep that appointment!”

“Oh, I intend to!”

Dr Patel smiled as he held out his hand to greet Josh. “So you’ve been having a bit of trouble?”

“Yes, Doctor. It has been going on since you performed the procedure. I tried to get an appointment, but the receptionist said you had left for ten days. Vacation?”

“Well, yes, and no. I went with a group of other eye doctors, dentists, medical doctors and surgeons for a mission trip to Guatemala.”

“Mission trip? What’s that?”

“Well, I think I told you before that I am a Christian. All of the others that went are also Christians. We went into the jungle areas to help people that have no access to medical care to put on free clinics and tell them about Jesus.”

The answer perplexed Josh, but he dropped it. Dr. Patel told him to get comfortable in the exam chair, then asked him about his complaint.

“Well, Doc,” Josh began, “It’s gonna sound a bit weird. But I’m seeing shadows, for lack of a better term.”

“Shadows, huh? What kind of shadows?”

“Like I said, this is gonna sound weird, but both light and dark shadows. They are kind of like tiny clouds of mist. The light or white ones are about ten to fifteen feet tall and a couple of feet wide. The dark ones range in size from a couple of feet  to maybe six or seven feet tall. Some of them are several feet wide.”

“Tell me about the conditions where you see these shadows. For example, is it only in the sunshine? Is it when you see oncoming cars at night?”

“No, not like that. I see them on cloudy days and at night. I see them both indoors and outdoors. The dark ones seem to move while the white ones don’t move so much.”

“Well, that sounds interesting, for sure. Let’s take a look at your eyes and see if I can see what’s going on.”

Dr. Patel performed a battery of tests using practically every instrument he had in his exam room. “To be honest, Mr. Weston, your eyes have healed perfectly. I can’t even see the laser incision. I looked deep into all areas of your eyes and didn’t see anything out of the ordinary or anything that could explain your experience. Once again, with you, I am at a loss for words.”

“Do you think it has anything to do with the colors that I saw instead of my vision going black?”

“Mr. Weston, both of those phenomena are out of my experience with patients. I simply don’t know. Whatever this is, it is unique to,” Dr Patel broke off. A moment or two went by before saying, “I need to ask you a personal question or two.”

“Sure,” Josh replied. “Go ahead.”

“Do you take any hallucinogens?”

“No. None whatsoever. I drink beer and have other alcohol occasionally, but I haven’t even been drunk in several years.”


“Do you have a personal or family history with mental illness?

“Not with me or anyone else in my family that I’m aware of.”



“Have you had any hard knocks to your head or suffered a concussion?”

“No.”

“Have you had any spinal cord injury?”

“Nope.”


“Have you ever had any visions?

“What do you mean?”



“Well, some people might say that it is a dream they have had while they are awake. Some people might even say that it is a communique from God or some kind of deity.”

“The only thing that even comes close to that is the colors that I saw instead of blackness and the same colorful dream that I’ve had about every night since the procedure. I don’t mean to offend you in any way, but I really don’t believe in God.”

“Ok, please excuse me for a moment. I want to make a phone call.”

“Sure. Go ahead.”

Dr. Patel left Josh alone with his thoughts. Josh recalled what the doctor said about going to Guatemala to help people. He thought that was pretty cool. He remembered that the doctor wanted to pray for him before the surgery, just like Aunt Jean. He was hesitating between two opinions. The first was that the two really believed in God. The second, they prayed to God and now he’s just traded one problem for another. He was deep in his thoughts when the doctor returned.

“I consulted with a colleague. He, too, was at a loss for a medical explanation.”

“At a loss for a medical explanation. Did he have another explanation?”

“Yes, but you don’t sound as if you are ready or willing to hear it.”

“It’s true that I’m a skeptic and I even tell people that I only believe what I can see. But I am willing to listen.”

“All right. My colleague said that he heard of this happening one time before. It was to a very old pastor who had the gift of peering into the darkness.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means he could see into the spiritual realm. He could see good and evil. He could see angels and demons.”

Josh sat there a minute and finally said, “but all I see are shadows.”

The doctor waited a moment and said, “there are mysteries that we may not fully understand.”

“So, what you’re telling me is that my eyes are perfect. So perfect in fact, that I can see what is hidden to everyone else?”

“Perhaps so. But I cannot know for sure. But I can, with one hundred percent confidence, tell you that there is no medical explanation for your shadows.”

“What am I supposed to do then?” Josh pleaded.

“I suppose there are several options. You could completely ignore them. You could go see a psychiatrist. You could pray about it and see if God answers. Or you can wait and maybe they’ll go away. I can’t really choose for you. But please, there is one thing I can do and that is to pray for you.”

“But why would God do this to me?”

“Maybe it’s a blessing!”

“It feels more like a curse.”

“May I pray for you?”

“I guess so. I don’t see how it will help, but it probably won’t hurt.  Pray away.”

“Oh, Father in Heaven,” Dr. Patel began, “We praise your holy name. I pray here for Josh, that you either take away the shadows that he’s seeing or let him know why he’s seeing them. He admitted that he only believes what he can see, so I pray that you let him see You in this chapter of his life. Open his eyes and give him clarity of sight. In the Name of Jesus, Amen.”

Josh had actually bowed his head and closed his eyes during Dr. Patel’s prayer. He felt a kind of comfort that the colorful dreams had provided. As he opened his eyes, all the blood rushed from his face and he turned pale white. He simply stared in absolute horror at what had simply once been a shadow in the corner of the room. He could see quite plainly, a gigantic, huge manlike creature. It was seated in one of the chairs where a family member might wait. It was white, extremely shiny and had wings. While it was completely there, it also wasn’t. That is, Josh could easily see the entire being, but he could also see through it. It was shimmering white, like an intensely dense fog. Whatever it was, it wasn’t moving, nor was it looking at anything in particular. 

Dr. Patel saw the look in Josh’s eyes and asked what the matter was. Josh said, “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

“Try me. What do you see?”

“I see a huge man-like creature sitting in that chair in the corner. When I first came in, it was one of those white shadows. But when you prayed, the shadow changed.”

“What does it look like? Please tell me.”

“Well, it’s sitting down, but I can tell it’s huge. Maybe twelve feet tall or more. Its head is almost touching the ceiling, even though it is sitting down. It is white. I can see through it. It has wings! It has one, two, three, four, five, six wings! The wings look like, well, I guess they look like bat wings, or something. But they don’t have feathers. It’s huge! It isn’t doing anything but just sitting there. It’s so big. It is scaring me half to death. Please tell me you see it.”

Dr. Patel turned around and approached the chair in question. “Is this the one?” Josh nodded.” Dr. Patel sat down in the chair. “Do you still see it?” Josh nodded. Tell me what you see.

“Well, I still see it exactly like I did. But I can see you, too. You are sitting right in the middle of it.”

“Did it move or make any kind of gesture when I sat down.”

“No. I can still see through it, except where your body is blocking the view. Tell me! What is it?”

Dr Patel got up and moved over to Josh. He got right in front of him and placed his hand on his shoulder. “Josh,” Dr. Patel began, “what you are describing is what the Bible calls a seraphim. A type of angel. Josh, you are telling me that you can see an angel. Is that what you are telling me?”

Josh blinked his eyes several times and even put his hand up over his eyes. “Either that, or I am having a psychotic episode.”

“Tell me what an angel is supposed to look like.”

Josh thought about it and remembered descriptions from stories and paintings. “Well, they are dressed in white. They have wings and a halo.”

“Have you ever heard of an angel having six wings?”

“No. Never. This doesn’t look like any kind of angel I’ve ever heard of. What’s going on?”

“Well, as you said yourself, you are either seeing an angel or you are having a psychotic episode. Personally, I believe it is the former. I believe you can see an angel. May I pray for you again?”
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