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If you enjoy Christian science fiction, then I'm sure you'll enjoy this book. It spans across time and space in an adventure full of excitement, humor, romance and heartbreak. Come on the adventure that will keep you on your toes while in your seat reading it.
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"THE SUN IS DOING WHAT? GOING OUT! HOW DOES THE SUN GO OUT? DID SOMEBODY FORGET TO CHANGE THE BATTERIES?" exclaimed the General in disbelief. 

"Well, that's not all....."

Let's not get too far ahead of ourselves. We need to go back a few days and catch you up. 

It was a Thursday morning that started like any other morning on the shores of Galveston. Reggie was up early to get everything together and head off to work. Once he was ready, he enjoyed sitting on his balcony and feeling the wind coming off the Gulf while he sipped his coffee. He could sit there forever, eyes closed, smelling the fresh air as it kissed the face of the water and made its way to his balcony where it came to visit like an old friend. All the while the sounds of the waves' soothing serenade filled the atmosphere. It was by far the most relaxing part of his day. He'd then take a few moments to watch people starting their day jogging down the beach, or, like him, just sitting there and taking all of the natural beauty in. He loved watching people interact. Honestly, he just liked people. Living in a tourist town was great for him as it made it easy for him to meet all types of people. 

Everything was wonderful, serene. The weather did seem a little off this morning, but Reggie really didn't think much about it. Weather near the shore can seem a bit unpredictable at times. As he arrived at Zindwhich Industries, he had to pass all the usual security checkpoints to get in. "Hey Al, how's the misses?" he asked the security guard as he passed. 

"Well, she is a little miserable carrying twins, but she is due any day now. It won't be long, now. Thanks for asking, Dr. Samuels," replied Al in a friendly and respectful voice. 

"Absolutely, and Al, it's just Reggie." You see Dr Reginald Samuels is about the most down to earth scientist you'll ever meet. Not just any scientist, but a nuclear scientist. Which is why he worked at Zindwhich Industries in the first place. 

As Reggie finally makes it to his office, he's greeted by the head maintenance man "Thorn." Now, his real name is Ray Hawthorn, but somewhere along the line he picked up the nickname Thorn. It has stuck ever since. "Hey, Doc, what's on the agenda today?" 

"Hey, Thorn. Well, I gotta see what the General has up his sleeve. I'm sure it'll have something to do with Bigger Ivan," he chuckled. 

To this Thorn responded, "You know he hates it when you call it that don't you?" 

"Yes," said Reggie with a small laugh, "but that's what makes it so funny." 

Bigger Ivan, as Reggie called it, was designed to be the biggest nuclear bomb ever created. Reggie was making reference to the Tsar Bomba or also called Big Ivan with his joke. This was the biggest nuclear weapon ever set off, which happened in the early sixties. 

The nuclear bomb at Zindwhich Industries actually was called "The Game Changer” by most, though "BICTL238" was the technical name. It touted a 250-megaton capacity, along with a hydrogen bomb side, an atomic bomb side, and some new age technology that used different helium elements. This was the largest nuclear bomb ever made. 

As Reggie started logging into everything, he pulled up the weather. This was a habit he had started before he even finished with school. "Well, folks, it looks like I got it wrong," said the weatherman on the TV mounted on the corner. "I know it's mid-June, but it looks like we're going to get a little cold snap." Now this began to pique Reggie's interest. This made no sense at all. He had been looking at the doppler radar himself, and nowhere had he seen anything that would suggest any upcoming cold weather. This was most peculiar indeed. The weather seemed to be changing into what could result in erratic changes down the road. They were small changes for now, but they didn't make sense. Not yet anyway. 

"Dr. Samuels, report to Sector 6, Dr. Samuels, report to Sector 6," the intercom announced. "Now what?" exclaimed Reggie as he made his way to Sector 6, which is where The Game Changer was kept. 

Upon arriving he was immediately met by the General. General Harwin Mather, to be more specific. He is a highly decorated retired 4 Star General. He stood about 5' 8" built out of pure strength and determination. He was a square jawed man with a squint-eyed stare that seemed to pierce straight into your soul.

"Dr. Samuels, what is the latest update on the project? I've got the heads of Zindwhich coming for a visit, and they would like to be brought up to speed."

"Good morning to you, too, General. Everything is on schedule. I've crunched all the numbers. Everything looks just right." 

"Good then," says the General. 

"I still have my concerns, General. I still don't understand why the company wants to make a bomb this size. I know they say that they have no intention of ever letting it be used in war, which is the only reason I signed up for this project in the first place. I just still don't understand why you would make something that you're going to pour this much money into if there is no profit, and they don't intend to use it."

"Dr. Samuels, you know why I was picked for this project? One is I take orders well and perform my job to the best of my ability. I am also good at keeping things moving in an orderly fashion. The other reason, and the most important, is that the owner of Zindwhich and I have been friends since elementary school. We trust each other completely. Trust, Dr. Samuels, that is the cornerstone of the friendship that Ethan and I share. If Ethan says he's not going to use it to harm people, then he's not."

"That's some friendship you have there, General. Not everyone is lucky enough to have not only found that type of friendship, but to have known each other that long is simply amazing. I just needed reassurance, and that's enough for me."

"Good then, I'll let them know everything is on schedule," said the General. 

Ethan Conroy, the self-made multi-billionaire and philanthropist, was well known for his kind nature and humble character. He was born and raised in a small town in southern Mississippi. He grew up working hard and used that work ethic and his devotion to God to become what he is today. 

Reggie returned to his lab to do some more investigation on this weather. Reggie was indeed a nuclear scientist, but he always enjoyed learning. This is why he was intrigued by the weather. He had been studying meteorology as of late. If there was something that he could study, he did. 

Upon arriving back at his lab, he was met once again by Thorn.

Thorn: "Hey Doc. Man, I was on my online account and my followers are commenting about the weather being weird all over the world."

"Yes, Thorn, I've noticed it. I did not realize that it was that widespread, though. It may be nothing, but I do intend to look deeper into it. By the way, how many followers are you up to now?"

"Man, Doc, last I looked there were over 100,000."

"100,000!" Exclaimed Reggie. "That is very impressive."

"Well, Doc, you know I ain't really in it for the recognition. It's more about sharing Jesus. You can see Him in everyday life if you're just looking for Him. That's why I started the page in the first place. To encourage people to look for Him. To live by the premise 'what would Jesus do?' That's my goal. Not all of my followers are Christians, and there are many debates, but that's good."

"I do admire you, Thorn, and your dedication to God and spreading His love."

"Well thanks Doc. Anyhow, what about this weather?"

"Yes, let me investigate. If I figure anything out, I’ll let you know."

As Reggie began to research, he did in fact verify that the weather was off throughout the world. It wasn't drastic, but it was indeed a weather phenomenon. For it to be so widespread, there had to be something that had changed. He began checking radars across the country. The news media was welcoming the cool snap. They kept saying it was a nice change from the heat wave that we'd been experiencing. Reggie on the other hand, wasn’t sure what to make of it. He looked at the time and realized the visitors would be arriving soon. He would be expected to be there, so his research would have to wait. 

As the executives began to arrive, the General was standing by to greet them. Suddenly, he hears an old, familiar voice. 

"Hey there, Harwin. Been a bit hasn't it?" Mr. Conroy expressed. 

"That it has, Ethan, that it has. How are the grand babies doing?" 

"Doing well, how's Margaret? She just had a birthday, didn't she?"

"Yes, she did in March. Yours was the 4th of January if I remember correctly." 

"That is correct," said Mr. Conroy as Reggie entered the conversation abruptly. 

"That's around Perihelion Day!" Reggie says with a sense of pride for having known. 

"Say what?" Pipes up the General. 

"Perihelion Day -Mr. Conroy responds- it's the day that the earth is closest to the sun. It typically ranges from January 2nd to the 6th."

A look of surprise came over Reggie's face.

"You're not the only smart one around here. -says Mr. Conroy with a smile. - So, catch me up on the project."

The next few hours the team went over all the details of the status of the project. As the meeting concluded, all the executives loaded up and headed to the airport to go back to their respective homes and offices. Except for Mr. Conroy, he wanted to stick around a while and catch up with his old friend. Also, He wanted to be at the facility for a few days and watch how things were operating. 

Thorn was just getting ready to test some new rocket boosters that were being considered for use on the project. Just as he was getting them into his shop, Mr. Conroy arrived.

"Hello, Thorn, good to see you again."

"Well, hello, Mr. Conroy, it is good to see you, too. I thought you were flying back with the rest of the bosses."

"Nah, I wanted to stick around for a few days. Would you like some help with these boosters? I still like to get my hands dirty."

"Sure."

As they worked on preparing the boosters for testing, they continued in conversation about anything that came to mind. Finally, the subject came up about Thorns mechanical arm and leg. He had lost his limbs when a young man who had been drinking, and driving ran him over while he was out jogging. This caused Thorn to lose his right arm and left leg. With advances in medical science and the technology at Zindwhich industries, which they kindly provided free of charge, a completely mechanical arm and leg were designed that replaced the lost limbs. Other than being able to see the metal of these limbs, one would never know that they were prosthetic. 

"You know, Thorn, we have the capability to create a skin like material that we could put on the prosthetics that would make them look completely natural. Of course, for you, we'd do this for free."

"Thank you for the offer, Mr. Conroy, but I figure this is who I am. I figure if I spend my time trying to be something I'm not, then there's no time left to be me. Plus, seeing this is a reminder to me how God blessed me. I could have died; I may have not worked for such a generous company. Not only did y’all pay my medical bills, but you also provided these mechanical limbs for me. For that I am very grateful to God and to you."

"It was my absolute pleasure, Thorn. By the way, whatever happened to the young man that caused the accident?"

"Well funny you should ask that. You see that welder over in the other room?"

Looking through the tempered glass windows, Mr. Conroy saw the young welder that Thorn was talking about. "Yes, I do."

"Well," said Thorn, "that's him. I was able to get the court to drop all the charges, by getting him to work community service working with me at the homeless shelter. It also gave me the opportunity to minister to him and get his life turned around. He has become my assistant. He's now a certified welder and is one of my best employees."

"Thorn, that is amazing. I don't know many people that would have done that. That truly is a definition of mercy and grace. Mercy because you forgave him, but grace because you gave him what he didn't deserve."

"Well, sir, I can't just say What Would Jesus Do, I have to live it."

The two continued to talk as they finished up with the boosters. Once they were successfully tested, Mr. Conroy went back upstairs to make dinner plans with the General. As he arrived most people were wrapping up their day of work. Everyone, that is, but Reggie. He was still digging deeper into the weather phenomenon going on. He had just come down from the rooftop where there is a large telescope and communication equipment. Reggie was visibly shaken. He motioned for the General to come to his office. Mr. Conroy, observing this, joined them. 

As they entered the room Reggie closed the door. 

With a little shaking in his voice Reggie began to speak. "I do not know if you have noticed the weather being off, but it was bothering me, so I have been digging into it all day. What I have found is very disturbing. I know this is going to sound crazy, but you both know me well enough to know I've done the research. "

"Well spit it out man." Said the General. 

"Well, um, the sun is going out. Like burning out."

"THE SUN IS DOING WHAT? GOING OUT? HOW DOES THE SUN GO OUT? DID SOMEBODY FORGET TO CHANGE THE BATTERIES?" exclaimed the General in disbelief. 

"Well, that's not all. I was on the rooftop, in the observatory, to confirm my theory by using the telescope. When I heard radio chatter on the system that we have up there. I didn't really think anything of it at first but decided to respond to see who it was. Apparently, well apparently there is someone on the sun and they are reaching out for help. I know, I know it sounds crazy. So, I asked if they could give me some kind of proof that this was legit. They caused a series of solar flares seven in a row as proof."

Mr. Conroy with his eyes intently focused on Reggie says "So, you're telling us that not only is the sun going out, but that people live on the sun?"
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