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      For everyone who has ever woken up from a terrifying dream and wondered if God was trying to get their attention.

      May you discover that His warnings are mercy, and His mercy is an invitation home.
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      The trumpet didn’t sound like an instrument.

      It sounded like a verdict.

      Later, Grace would try to describe it to Tasha and fail miserably. “It was like… every car horn in New York and every orchestra and every thunderstorm and my alarm clock all at once—but not loud. Just… everywhere.” That was the best she could do.

      But in the moment, she didn’t have words. She just had panic.

      She had fallen asleep in the least spiritual way possible: facedown on her couch in Brooklyn, still in work clothes, with a half‑eaten bowl of microwave popcorn on her stomach and the TV blathering about celebrity divorces. She’d meant to get up and wash her dishes. Instead, she’d scrolled through her phone until the screen blurred, tossed it aside, and surrendered to unconsciousness.

      Then she was outside.

      Dreams never announced themselves politely; they just dropped her into the middle of a scene.

      She stood on the sidewalk in front of her apartment building, barefoot, holding nothing. The air smelled like hot garbage, exhaust, and someone’s distant attempt at grilling.

      A bus rumbled by. A food truck man shouted, “Best tacos in Brooklyn, I swear on my mother!” A dog barked at a pigeon with the unshakable confidence of one who had never actually caught anything in its life.

      It was so normal that for a second, Grace didn’t realize anything was off.

      Then the sky changed.

      It didn’t darken. If anything, it brightened, as if someone had turned up the saturation on reality. The blue deepened, clouds sharpening at the edges. A breeze that hadn’t been there a second ago brushed against her skin, carrying a strange scent—like rain and sunlight and the inside of a church all at once.

      Everyone felt it at the same time.

      Phones lowered. Conversations cut off mid‑sentence. The dog stopped barking, head tilted, as if listening.

      Then the trumpet sounded.

      No one saw it, but everyone heard it. It didn’t come from a direction. It came from inside everything—vibrating in bones, in glass windows, in the metal of street signs. Grace’s knees buckled. The woman next to her, carrying a latte the size of her self‑respect, dropped it, coffee splashing across the pavement.

      “What was that?” someone shouted.

      “Is this a test of the emergency broadcast system?” another person yelled, as if the sky might answer.

      Then, without warning, people began to rise.

      At first it was subtle. A little boy in a Spider‑Man T‑shirt lifted off the ground an inch, dangling like an escaped helium balloon. He laughed, kicking his legs, and then he was gone, shooting upward as if pulled by an invisible hand.

      A middle‑aged woman waiting at the bus stop rose next, grocery bag swinging. Apples tumbled out, bouncing across the sidewalk. Her mouth opened in a startled O, but her eyes—Grace noticed this even through the chaos—were full of joy.

      “What—what is happening?” Grace stumbled back, bumping into a parked car.

      Across the street, a man in a business suit shouted, “No, no, no, no,” as his coworker floated off the curb, tie flapping. A cyclist vanished mid‑pedal; his bike careened into a trash can and collapsed, wheels spinning helplessly.

      Clothes fell like husks.

      Shoes, jackets, a scattered rain of sunglasses and hats dropped to the concrete, empty. Phones clattered. A backpack hit the ground with a thud, books spilling out like they’d been abandoned mid‑thought.

      Someone screamed.

      Another voice shouted, “Aliens! It’s aliens!” which would have been funny if not for the raw terror in it.

      “God?” someone whispered behind Grace. “Oh God. Oh God. Oh God.”

      The word hit her like a slap.

      This isn’t real, she thought wildly. It’s a dream. It’s one of those weird YouTube videos leaking into my subconscious—the ones Grandma used to share with titles like “ARE YOU READY IF JESUS COMES TONIGHT?”

      But her body didn’t believe it was a dream. Her skin prickled. Her heart hammered. The pavement felt solid and gritty under her bare feet.

      A flash of light streaked across the sky, like lightning with no storm. The clouds didn’t roll; they tore, peeling back in long white ribbons. Behind them, the light intensified.

      It wasn’t a spotlight.

      It was a Presence.

      Grace squinted, lifting a hand to shade her eyes. The light didn’t hurt, but it was overwhelming, like standing too close to a bonfire. It seemed to have depth, color, and weight, shimmering with more shades than her mind could label.

      People kept rising.

      An older man she recognized from the corner bodega—always kind, always humming hymns under his breath—lifted gently off the ground, groceries still in his arms. He didn’t drop them. He just laughed, a sound that somehow cut through all the shouting.

      Grace reached up involuntarily, fingers stretching toward him.

      “Wait,” she said. “Wait, take me⁠—”

      She stayed where she was.

      Another trumpet‑like blast sounded. It wasn’t a second note so much as an echo of the first, rolling through the city. Somewhere, cars crashed. Somewhere else, sirens wailed, now missing drivers.

      The light grew brighter, focusing, as if all of heaven leaned closer.

      “Lord, have mercy!” someone cried.

      Rapture.

      The word slammed into Grace’s mind from somewhere deep in childhood. Her grandmother’s voice, warm and serious: “One day, Jesus will return, Gracie. The dead in Christ will rise, and those who belong to Him will be caught up to meet Him in the air.”

      Her teenager self had rolled her eyes. “That sounds like a sci‑fi movie, Grandma.”

      “It will be more real than anything you’ve ever known,” Grandma had replied. “Be ready.”

      Be ready.

      Grace’s lungs seized.

      She looked around. People she recognized from the neighborhood, the bus, the coffee shop—some were gone, others remained. There was no pattern she could see except one.

      The ones who used to talk about Jesus like He was an actual person?

      Gone.

      The ones who rolled their eyes at “religious stuff”?

      Still standing. Still screaming. Still stunned.

      “Okay,” she said aloud, voice shaking. “Okay. I think I missed something very important.”

      A woman next to her clutched her chest. “Why aren’t we going?” she cried. “Why aren’t we going?”

      Grace couldn’t answer. The truth rose up, sickening and undeniable.

      Because you never wanted Him, a thought whispered. Not really. You wanted His heaven without His rule. His blessings without His blood.

      The light overhead shifted, not dimming, but narrowing—focusing itself into something almost like a path, stretching from the torn sky down toward the city. For a heartbeat, Grace thought it was coming for her.

      It wasn’t.

      One more group of people lifted—faces radiant, tears streaming, some with hands raised as if they’d been expecting this moment their whole lives. A teenage girl with pink hair, who Grace had always assumed was aggressively anti‑God, rose alongside a grandmother with a walker. At the last second, the girl let the walker go, laughing.

      Then it stopped.

      The rising.

      The trumpet.

      Everything.

      The dog on the corner started barking again, confused and frantic. A baby wailed somewhere. The food truck man sat down on the curb, head in his hands, muttering in Spanish.

      Silence fell over Grace’s street like a dropped curtain.

      The loudest silence she had ever heard.

      She realized she was shaking. Her teeth chattered. Her breath came in jerks.

      This can’t be the end, she thought desperately. There has to be a second chance. An encore. A “wait, sorry, we forgot a few of you.”

      A digital billboard on the building across the street flickered. The ad that had been looping—some new streaming service promising to change her life—glitched, then vanished.

      For a moment, the screen went black.

      Then words appeared, white and stark:

      “BEHOLD, NOW IS THE DAY OF SALVATION.”

      Her stomach dropped.

      “That’s a Bible verse,” she whispered, numb. Grandma had quoted it once. She’d nodded, pretending to listen. Now it was ten stories tall in front of her face.

      The letters blurred, not because the screen glitched again, but because tears filled her eyes.

      A siren blared nearby. Two cars had collided at the intersection, both driverless, both smoking. People ran toward the wreck, shouting, trying to pull open doors.

      A man stumbled past Grace, eyes wild.

      “This is judgment,” he babbled. “I knew it—my mom always said—this is judgment⁠—”

      Grace barely heard him.

      She couldn’t look away from the sky.

      Somewhere beyond the brightness, she felt, not with her eyes but with something deeper, that Someone was there. Someone indescribably holy, heartbreakingly good, absolutely in charge.

      And she did not belong to Him.

      Not the way those people who had gone did.

      Her knees began to give out. She grabbed the side of a parked car to steady herself, fingers slipping on the dusty metal.

      “God,” she whispered. “God—Jesus—whoever—I’m sorry. I didn’t think… I thought I had time.”

      The light pulsed.

      Then the scene shattered.

      In an instant, the sky, the cars, the screams—all of it dissolved in a rush of sound, like a thousand pages being ripped from a book at once. The bright white compressed into a pinpoint and vanished.

      Grace gasped and bolted upright on her couch.

      Popcorn flew everywhere.

      Her heart slammed against her ribs so hard it hurt. Her T‑shirt clung to her back, soaked with sweat. The TV still glowed, now on some late‑night comedian doing a bit about politicians and approval ratings.

      The room was dim, quiet except for the muffled city noise outside.

      It took a full ten seconds for her to realize she was awake.

      “This is… my living room,” she croaked, just to hear something other than her heartbeat. “TV. Couch. Disaster popcorn. Not the apocalypse.”

      She grabbed the remote and hit mute. The sudden silence felt almost as loud as the dream‑trumpet had.

      Her phone buzzed on the coffee table with a notification. The screen lit up: 2:37 a.m.

      A random social media alert popped up—someone had posted a meme of a dog wearing sunglasses.

      In another context, she might have laughed.

      Instead, her hands shook as she picked up the phone and turned it face down.

      The words from the billboard burned in her mind.

      Now is the day of salvation.

      She swung her legs off the couch and planted her feet on the floor, half expecting it to give way. It didn’t. The hardwood was solid, a little sticky from spilled soda.

      Her breathing slowed, but the sense of dread didn’t leave. It settled in her chest like a rock.

      “It was just a dream,” she told herself. “Brains are weird. You probably watched too many dramatized Revelation videos as a kid. It’s a Tuesday night. The world is not ending on a Tuesday.”

      Somewhere deep inside, a quieter thought answered:

      And if it did… would you be ready?

      She didn’t want to think about that.

      So she did what she always did when something heavy threatened to crack her carefully curated denial: she joked at the ceiling.

      “Okay, God,” she said, voice still trembling. “If that was You, congratulations. You officially have my attention. Next time, though, maybe send a polite email?”

      Silence.

      But the dream clung to her, vivid even with her eyes open. The faces. The rising. The light. The horrifying realization that she was watching something she was not a part of.

      She wrapped a blanket around herself and sat there until the sky outside her window shifted from black to deep blue to the faint gray of early dawn.

      When her alarm went off at 7:00, blaring its usual obnoxious ringtone, she flinched so hard she nearly dropped her phone.

      For the first time in her life, Grace dreaded going to sleep again.

      Because if the dream came back, she wasn’t sure she could bear seeing that sky one more time… knowing she was still on the ground.
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      By morning, Grace had almost convinced herself the dream was a one‑time horror event, like a bad movie her brain had accidentally funded.

      Almost.

      The city did its usual Wednesday impression of a migraine. Cars honked like they were communicating in Morse code. Someone on the floor above her seemed to be rearranging furniture for sport. A garbage truck shrieked down the street with all the subtlety of a jet engine.

      “This,” she muttered, staring at herself in the bathroom mirror, “is reality.”

      Her reflection did not look convinced.

      Her eyes were bloodshot. Dark circles reminded her that 2:37 a.m. was not a recommended time for a spiritual crisis. Her hair had staged a rebellion in three different directions. She splashed cold water on her face and tried to scrub the lingering images out of her mind.

      People rising. Clothes falling. Apples bouncing.

      That billboard.

      “Behold, now is the day of salvation.”

      She squeezed her eyes shut. “Too on the nose,” she told the mirror. “My subconscious is being very dramatic.”

      In the kitchen, she poured coffee with the reverence of a priest performing a sacred ritual. The first sip scalded, but she welcomed the sting. Pain meant awake. Awake meant not dreaming. Not dreaming meant no trumpets.

      A door creaked behind her.

      “Why are you up so early?” Tasha’s voice drifted in, thick with sleep. “Did rent go up again? Are we moving to the moon?”

      Grace jumped, sloshing coffee onto the counter.

      “Nothing,” she said too quickly. “I mean, something. I mean… nightmare.”

      Tasha shuffled in, wrapped in a blanket like a disgruntled burrito, hair in a lopsided bun. She squinted at the clock on the stove.

      “Girl, it’s barely eight,” she said. “You don’t ‘nothing’ at eight. You ‘nothing’ at noon, on Saturdays, after brunch.”

      She blinked a few times, taking in Grace’s appearance. “You look like you saw a ghost. Or a bill from ConEd.”

      Grace hesitated. How exactly did one casually drop “I think I dreamed the rapture” into a kitchen conversation?

      “It was just… weird,” she said. “Really intense. I’m fine.”

      Tasha pulled out a chair and flopped into it. “Liar,” she said mildly, yawning. “Tell me anyway. I like weird.”

      Grace stared into her mug.

      “Do you remember my grandma?” she asked. “The one who always sent me Bible verses and watermelon candy?”

      “The tiny woman who hugged like a wrestler? Yeah, I liked her.”

      “She used to talk about… you know, end‑times stuff,” Grace said, twirling her spoon. “The rapture. Jesus coming back. All that.”

      Tasha made a face. “Ah yes. The ‘you might vanish out of your socks at any moment’ doctrine.”

      “Well,” Grace said slowly, “last night I dreamed it happened.”

      Tasha tilted her head, interest piqued. “Okay, go on. Was Nicolas Cage there?”

      Grace almost smiled. “No. Just Brooklyn. And chaos. There was this sound—like a trumpet—but not? And people started… rising.” She lifted her hand to demonstrate, fingers wiggling upward. “Like… up. Into this light.”

      She described it in fits and starts, leaving out some of the more gut‑wrenching details. She didn’t mention the knowing that she didn’t belong, or how exposed she’d felt under that light, or the voice in her head that had sounded uncomfortably like truth.

      She did mention the billboard, though. That part wouldn’t leave.

      “And then I woke up,” she finished, “and threw popcorn everywhere like I was being attacked by snacks.”

      Tasha considered this, sipping her coffee.

      “Dreams are wild,” she said finally. “My brain once made me dream that my high school math teacher married my dentist and they lived on a boat made of lasagna. Didn’t make that prophetic.”

      “This felt… different,” Grace said. “Too real. Too… pointed.”

      “You think it was, like, a sign?” Tasha asked. “From God?”

      The word hung in the air like steam.

      “I don’t know,” Grace said. “I mean, I haven’t exactly been on speaking terms with Him. Pretty sure my last prayer was, ‘Please let the Q train not be delayed,’ and He said no.”

      Tasha snorted. “God moves in mysterious ways. Most of them include delays.”

      She grew serious again. “But seriously. You look shaken.”

      Grace swallowed.

      “I was…” She searched for the right word. “Terrified. Not just because of everything happening, but because I knew—knew—that if that was real, I’d be stuck down here watching everyone else leave. And I couldn’t blame it on not knowing. I’ve always… known. I just… didn’t want to care.”

      The confession came out in a rush, surprising even her.

      Tasha’s expression softened.

      “I grew up with all that too, remember?” she said. “Church every Sunday, youth group every Wednesday, end‑times charts in the basement with my uncle yelling about beasts and numbers.”
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