
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: ]

[image: ]


Copyright © 2026 by Cris Dane

All rights reserved.

––––––––

This book is inspired by true life events, personal experiences, and testimonies.


I dedicate this book to you. 

Yes, to YOU—the one holding these pages and reading these words right now. 

No matter what you are going through or where you find yourself today, remember this truth: you are deeply loved, profoundly cared for, and fully forgiven. 

The God who created the earth, the heavens, and the entire universe loves you so much that He gave His only Son to pay the price for our sins. No matter how long or heavy the list of our sins may be, God has forgiven them all because Jesus Christ paid it all! 

He took our place on the cross. He suffered, He died, and on the third day, He rose again—defeating death once and for all so that we may have eternal life with Him. 

So come home. 

Forgive others, and forgive yourself, just as Christ forgave you 2,000 years ago. Come to Him with a repentant heart. Be renewed through His love and His Spirit. 

And together, let us share His love with the world, so that others may see His light and be saved from eternal separation from God. 

May these pages remind you that it is never too late to return to Him. His arms have always been open, waiting for you to come home. 

And remember this above all: 

Jesus Christ loves you more than you could ever imagine. ​

Jesus said, “Father, forgive them, for they do not know what they are doing.” And they divided up his clothes by casting lots.

— Luke 23:34
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The Shooting
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James’s sweat slipped down his face like hot blood, stinging his eyes as the sun beat mercilessly on the rooftop. His heartbeat thundered in his skull—boom, boom, boom—so loud he could swear it drowned out the distant crowd below. With shaking hands, he steadied his Mauser-type bolt-action rifle, the cold metal pressing against his cheek, anchoring him to the moment. Below, the university stadium was alive with cheers—blissfully unaware of the storm about to break.

He inhaled sharply, the air tasting like rust and panic. He found the speaker through the scope—a woman in a crisp suit, smiling under the banners fluttering behind her. She looked powerful. Untouchable.
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Not today.

He nestled the rifle on the edge of the roof, breath shivering in his chest. His finger hovered over the trigger, trembling—fear, adrenaline, guilt, he couldn’t tell—but there was no room left for doubt. Every second stretched like eternity.

James exhaled.

And pulled.

The crack of the rifle split the afternoon like lightning. The recoil punched his shoulder, but he was too focused on the chaos unfolding below. The bullet slammed into the speaker’s shoulder, spinning her backward, ripping her microphone from its stand. Gasps became screams. 

She crumpled to the stage like a marionette with severed strings, the crowd dissolving into panic, bodies rushing in every direction.

James blinked, chest tight, fingers still frozen on the trigger.

But when James peered through the scope again, rage surged hot and wild in his chest—the woman was still moving, dragging herself across the stage, reaching to her children, leaving a smear of red behind her. She wasn’t supposed to move. She wasn’t supposed to get back up.

His jaw clenched. He spat a curse into the wind and yanked the bolt back, metal clacking with a sharp, angry snap. He steadied the rifle, breath rough, eyes burning. No hesitation—only fury.

He fired.

Once.

Twice.

Again.

And again.

Four shots exploded into the chaos below like thunder. A man—her husband, scrambling desperately toward her—jerked backward as a round tore through him. 

Two security guards sprinting toward the stage collapsed mid-stride, armor useless against a bullet they never saw coming. Two small figures—children—were caught in the crossfire. 

James felt his stomach twist, but his finger didn’t stop. It couldn’t. Not now.

Smoke curled from the barrel. Sirens wailed somewhere far away, but to him they sounded distant, drowned beneath the roaring in his head. He scanned the mess of bodies—panic, blood, movement everywhere—but the woman was still alive, still crawling, clutching her shoulder as others fled.

He missed. Again.

A furious tremor ran through him. He slammed another magazine into the chamber with frantic hands. His breaths came fast and sharp—half sob, half snarl—as he reloaded. There was no thought, only a burning need to finish what he started.

He aimed. The world shrank to a single figure on the stadium floor.

Five rapid shots cracked through the air—raw, merciless.

The final bullet struck her skull and tore downward into her neck. Her body jolted, then fell still—no breath, no movement, no second chances. Around her, three more people who had been near the stage dropped lifeless, and another screamed, clutching a bleeding leg as they struggled to crawl to cover.

The stadium devolved into pure chaos—shrieks, stampede, bodies shoving, the terrified echo of footsteps shaking the bleachers. Papers and banners ripped through the air like torn feathers. Fear had taken over.

James lowered the rifle slowly, hands trembling—not from hesitation now, but from the terrifying realization of what he had unleashed.

There was no undoing this. No silence big enough to swallow the screams below.

"Noooooo! Honey! Naomi!” Tyrone’s voice ripped through the stadium like a wounded animal. He collapsed beside his wife, cradling her limp body, and with trembling hands, refusing to believe what his eyes told him. 

“Help! Somebody, please!” His voice cracked. “No, God—please! Naomi, Hon, stay with me!” Tears streamed down his face as he shook her gently, desperately, as if her eyes might flutter open at any second. Her blood stained his suit, soaking into his skin and hands, marking him with the nightmare he couldn’t escape. The banners behind them fluttered in the wind, now splattered with crimson streaks where hope once stood.

The woman he loved—his wife, the mother of his children—lay cold and still in his arms. A terrible, irreversible stillness.

Tyrone’s breath hitched. Panic clawed at his throat. The smell of smoke and iron filled the air.

[image: ]

Naomi’s hair was tangled across his fingers, her head resting against him, and the reality of it crushed down on him like a collapsing world. 

He screamed again, raw and broken.

Then—shock.

A sudden warmth spread across his abdomen. For a moment, he didn’t understand. Then the pain struck—sharp, burning, staggering. 

His hand instinctively pressed against his stomach, but it only came slick and wet. His knees buckled, strength draining like water slipping through his fingers.

“No... no, not me too...” he whispered, voice barely audible.

The stadium lights blurred as he fought to stay upright. 

Each breath trembled, shallow and desperate. He looked to his side—and his heart stopped all over again.

His children.

Two small figures lay motionless a few feet away, their backpacks and lunchboxes scattered across the stage like forgotten toys. Moments ago, they were smiling. Laughing. Alive.

Now—

Tyrone’s blood-streaked hand reached toward them, fingers trembling, as if he could pull time backward through sheer will.

“Please... get up,” he begged. His voice cracked into a sob. “Kids... please.”

But they didn’t move.

Deja.  His brave girl, only twelve, her arms wrapped tightly around her younger brother – Will, as if her small body alone could shield him from the storm of bullets. She lay on her side, curled protectively around him like an angel frozen in place. Her fingers still gripping her brother’s shirt as if she refused to let go even in her final moments, even in death, shielding him with the last ounce of love she had.

A tiny whimper broke through the chaos.

“D...Deja...” It was faint, cracked—his son’s voice.

The sound tore Tyrone’s heart open more brutally than the bullet ever could.

He tried to stand but painful bullet wound shot up his leg like a log. His knees buckled beneath him, and he collapsed with a choked scream. Blood soaked through his pants, warm and pooling beneath him, his limbs growing heavy. 

But he didn’t care. Pain meant nothing now—not when his children needed him.

He dug his fingers into the concrete and crawled.

One drag at a time. Every movement sent knives of pain slicing through his body, but he clenched his jaw and pushed forward. His breaths came out in broken gasps. His fingers left long streaks on the ground behind him as he clawed his way across the stage.

As he reached them, Deja’s skin was cold beneath his trembling hand. Her small body lay still, too still, her face soft as though she’d simply fallen asleep mid-lullaby. But she wouldn’t wake. Ever again.

“No... baby... please wake up...” he sobbed, voice cracking as he pulled her closer. “Daddy’s here... Daddy’s here...”

But Deja didn’t respond.

Will’s breath, her little brother, only four, hitched with pain, his little hand reaching weakly toward his father. The bullet had torn through both of them—Deja first, then Will. 

He whimpered, “Daddy... it hurts...”

Tyrone let out a sound that was half-scream, half-mourning. He gathered both children to his chest, his hands shaking uncontrollably as he pressed kisses to their foreheads, tasting blood, sweat, dust, tears. His son clung to him, crying softly, too scared to understand—too hurt to escape.

Their two bodyguards lay slumped nearby—bullet-riddled, unmoving —a silent testament to the chaos that had unfolded. Their gun was still in their hands, finger stiff around the trigger. Both have died trying to protect them.

Tyrone rocked back and forth, holding his children close, waves of pain and grief crashing over him until he could barely breathe. 

The world around him was breaking—sirens screaming, people running—but he only felt the tiny heartbeat fluttering weakly against his chest and the weight of his daughter, gone forever, still clinging protectively to her brother in the end.

Hope flickered—thin, fragile, desperate—as Tyrone pressed his shaking hand against his son’s wound, trying to stop the bleeding. 

Sirens ripped through the air—shrill, urgent—growing louder with each passing second. 

The chaos of the stadium shifted from frantic screams to frantic rescue as uniform figures flooded the stage. Paramedics sprinted forward with stretchers and blood-splattered gloves, police forming a desperate perimeter, weapons drawn, shouting commands that were swallowed by the roar of panic.

They reached Tyrone first.

He was still clutching Deja’s body with one arm, his other wrapped around Will’s, refusing to let go even as hands tried to pull him back. His eyes were wild, glassy with pain and grief.

“Naomi! Deja! Will!” he cried, as though calling their names could pull them back from the edge of eternity. 

“Stay with me—please—baby, Will, breath, just breath!”

Paramedics knelt beside him, trying to pry his hands free, but he fought them weakly, tears streaming, body trembling. Blood soaked his clothes, his breath rattling in shallow gasps. 

Officers shouted for space, pushing the crowd back, scanning rooftops for the shooter still at large.

“Sir, we’ve got you—you’re going to be okay,” one medic urged, voice steady but eyes heavy with sorrow at the sight before him.

Tyrone’s world blurred. 

He tried to keep his eyes open, to hold onto every face he loved, but consciousness slipped like sand through his fingers. 

His voice cracked once more—

“Naomi... Deja... Will...”

His body went limp.

He collapsed into the arms of the medics, the last of his strength fading as darkness swallowed him whole. The cold reality settled like ash across the field.

Four lives were lost that day.

Naomi, who stood on the stage with hope in her voice.

Deja, a child who tried to shield her brother with love stronger than bullets.

And the two bodyguards, who fought to protect them but paid with their lives.

Tyrone and little Will survived—but survival was a cruel blessing. 

Their wounds were stitched, their bodies mended in hospital beds with white sheets and quiet beeping machines. But no bandage could heal the hole left in their hearts. No medicine could erase the final screams, the smell of gunpowder, the feeling of loved ones growing cold in their arms.

Meanwhile, far from the sirens, James ran.
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The Fleeing
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James Taylor Robert, only 21 years old, just another student minutes ago, now a name the world would spit with hatred. 

His legs carried him on pure adrenaline, stumbling across the rooftop gravel. 

His hands shook violently—bloodless and cold—yet he forced his body forward, lungs burning like fire in his chest. He was panting, drenched in sweat, eyes wide with shock.

He didn’t look back. He couldn’t.

He reached the opposite edge of the roof and jumped, hitting the ground hard and rolling onto damp grass, pain lancing through his shoulder. He cursed and pushed himself up, sprinting toward the back of the building. 

Every alarm in his brain screamed run, run, RUN before the world swallowed him in flashing lights and loaded guns. 

Inside an empty maintenance room, he ripped his shirt over his head, changing clothes with frantic jerks of his hands. 
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His skin prickled with panic as he wrapped the rifle, the one he stole from his grandfather’s cabinet late at night, hands trembling even then, and shoved it into a duffel bag. His breath was shaky, uneven. Sweat rolled down his temples as the distant wail of sirens began to bleed through the walls, growing louder with every passing second. For a heartbeat he froze, chest heaving, the sound of his own pulse pounding in his ears like a war drum calling the hunters closer.

He bolted to the parking lot.

Keys shuffled, dropped, picked up again with a curse. He dove into his car, slammed the door, engine roaring to life. 

Tires screeched as he shot out of the university grounds—behind him, sirens began to converge, blue and red lights painting the sky he fled from.

James screamed into the empty car, voice cracking. “DAMMIT! DAMMIT! DAMMIT—!” His knuckles turned white on the steering wheel.
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Then a twisted laugh burst out of him—raw, hysterical, too loud in the small cabin. His laughter shook, breaking into sobs mid-breath. Tears streaked down his cheeks as images slammed into him like bullets: Naomi falling. Children collapsing. Blood spreading. 

He laughed—then cry—then laughed again, broken.

A faint guilt gnawed at his chest like a rat in the dark...but it couldn’t fill the void. The anger—black, rancid—devoured everything else. 

It whispered like a serpent in his mind, slithering between thoughts he couldn’t control:

They deserved it.

They all do.

“Kill more of them.”

His eyes widened. He swallowed hard.

“No... no...” he muttered, hands shaking so violently he almost turn sharply off the road. He panicked. “Stop... stop...”

He slammed the brakes, tires screaming against asphalt. His car shuddered to a halt near a wooded strip off the highway. James sat frozen, gripping the wheel so hard it hurt. His heart rammed against his ribs, his stomach twisting.

Then he grabbed the duffel bag, stumbled out of the car, and—with a cry of confusion, rage, fear—threw the rifle deep into the trees, branches snapping as the weapon vanished into the darkness.

He hastily forced himself back into the driver’s seat, slamming the door, isolating himself in the tense silence. His fingers fumbled across the dashboard until he found his phone. His thumb hovered, then pressed call.

The line rang once.

Twice.

His father picked up.

James stared at the windshield, seeing only chaos reflected in the glass.

A trembling grin stretched across his face—pride? shame? madness? Even he didn’t know.

“Hey, Dad,” he whispered, voice quivering with manic triumph and broken emotion.

His next words hung in the air like a death sentence.

“I finally did it.”

“Did what?” his father replied—confused, unaware of the horror those words trailed behind.

But James didn’t answer.

His thumb hovered for only a heartbeat before he hit end call. The abrupt dial tone sliced through the moment—beep... beep... beep—cold and final. His father stared at his phone miles away, bewildered, hearing nothing but that hollow signal where his son’s voice used to be.

“Son?” he murmured into the silence. “Jammie? what do you mean? Did what?”

But the line was dead.
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The Johnson Family
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The Johnson family carried a light that reached far beyond the borders of their neighborhood. They weren’t respected only within their community; they were cherished across the entire state of Missouri, spoken of with warmth, admiration, and a certain reverence reserved for families who lived their values out loud.

Tyrone Johnson, at fifty-three, moved through life like a man rebuilt from the inside out. His past held seven hard years behind bars, carved with regret and the weight of choices he could never take back. But God’s grace had found him—unexpected, overwhelming, life-altering. The transforming mercy of Jesus Christ reshaped him from the shattered pieces he once was, and now he stood as a pastor in their local Baptist church, a living testament to redemption. People looked at him and saw proof that God’s light could reach in even the deepest valley of this world.

His wife, Naomi Johnson, forty-eight, radiated a fierce, uplifting joy that could brighten the room before she even spoke. She was hope wrapped in human form. A respected activist and rising political figure, Naomi carried her faith the way some carry a torch—boldly, unashamed, illuminating everything around her. She fought for racial and social justice with a steady voice and unwavering conviction. To all people in their churches and communities, she was more than a leader. She was a trailblazer who urged them to rise into the potential God had stitched into their souls.
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