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We Are Not Alone

––––––––
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The Bible speaks plainly of a time when a charismatic figure will arise, performing signs and wonders great enough to deceive—if it were possible—even the very faithful of God. It warns of a great delusion sent upon those who refuse the truth, a mark required for buying and selling, of plagues and terrors unlike any the world has known, and of a sudden, great Vanishing of all people on earth who follow Jesus.

For two thousand years, believers have watched the horizon for these signs. Today, with technology that can broadcast a single voice into every home, with digital systems that can track every transaction, with advances that blur the line between the possible and the miraculous, the ancient warnings feel less like distant prophecy and more like tomorrow’s headlines.

This story imagines one way those events could unfold—not as a prediction, but as a “what if.” What if the great deception arrived not with overt evil, but with dazzling light and promises of peace? What if the being who stepped from a ship in the sky was welcomed as humanity’s savior—until it was too late for the world to see the truth?

In these pages you will meet ordinary people—flawed, frightened, faithful—trying to hold on to what they believe while everything around them insists they are wrong. Some will stumble. Some will stand. All will discover that courage is not the absence of fear, but the choice to trust when fear screams loudest.

But even in the worst of times, God’s people have always found reasons to smile. More than anything, this is a story about the unbreakable promise that evil, no matter how powerful it appears, is already defeated. The King is coming. The ending is sure. Not for fear or discouragement but for  Light and Hope, and to always know, we are never alone. And even more in the end times, Jesus King of the Heavens and Earth is with us and He Wins. Now, turn the page.

The light over Geneva is about to appear.
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Lights in the Night

––––––––
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It started the way these things always do: quietly, almost politely, like a guest who knocks softly before letting themselves in.

In the summer of 2032, people began noticing the lights. Not all at once, not with fanfare—just scattered reports trickling in from backyards, highway pull-offs, and late-night dog walks. A farmer in rural Iowa glanced up from his combine and saw three faint orbs drifting together, merging into one bright point before winking out. A father and son driving along the coast in Western Australia pulled over to watch four steady lights hover motionless over the ocean, then zip away in perfect formation, faster than any plane they'd ever seen. In New Jersey, commuters on the Turnpike slowed to gawk at a V-shaped pattern of amber glows gliding silently overhead, bright enough to cast shadows on the asphalt.

Most people shrugged at first. Drones, they said. Starlink satellites catching the sunset. Venus playing tricks low on the horizon, swollen and shimmering through thick air. The explanations felt reasonable, comforting even. We live in a world wired with cameras and explanations; nothing stays mysterious for long.

But the sightings kept coming, and they didn't fit neatly into the usual boxes.

In California, Navy personnel captured grainy phone footage of something rising straight out of the Pacific—angular, metallic-looking, no wings, no rotors—before accelerating away in a way that made radar operators swear under their breath. Over Oklahoma City, clusters of pulsing lights danced in ways no hobby drone formation ever could, silent and synchronized. In West Bengal, border guards watched a multicolored object hang stationary for ten minutes, bright and unblinking, before vanishing like someone flipped a switch.

Ordinary people posted their shaky videos online. "Anyone else see this last night?" they'd caption. The comments filled quickly: "Lens flare." "Chinese lantern." "CGI hoax." But some replies were different. "I saw the same thing over my house in Florida." "My dad, who's flown F-18s, says that's not possible." "It wasn't a drone. It didn't make a sound."

By fall, the numbers were hard to ignore. The National UFO Reporting Center logged more than two thousand credible reports in the first half of the year alone—ordinary folks, not conspiracy theorists, describing the same thing: lights that moved with purpose, changed direction without slowing, sometimes pulsed like they were breathing. No sonic booms. No navigation strobes. Just presence.

Elias Grant noticed them too.

He was on the observatory roof at the University of Virginia one clear October night, calibrating instruments for a routine exoplanet survey, when a single white point appeared high overhead. It hung there longer than any satellite should, brighter than Venus at its peak, steady as a spotlight. Elias lowered the telescope, rubbed his eyes, and looked again. The light didn't move. It simply... waited.

He felt the familiar prickle at the back of his neck—the one he got when data refused to line up with theory. He'd spent decades teaching students that the universe followed rules: gravity, orbital mechanics, thermodynamics. Yet here was something that seemed politely uninterested in any of them.

Mia, his seventeen-year-old daughter, texted him from her bedroom window across town:

Dad, are you seeing this? sky just lit up for like 30 sec. recording now.

He typed back one word: Yes.

Across the Atlantic, over Lake Geneva, similar lights had begun appearing in the weeks leading up to December. Fishermen on the Swiss shore reported brief flashes that reflected perfectly on the water—too perfect, some said, as if the light knew where the surface was. A photographer in Zurich captured what looked like a glowing ring hanging motionless above the horizon, doughnut-shaped and silent. Locals joked about it on social media, but the jokes had an edge. The lights didn't behave like lanterns or planes or even the most advanced drones anyone could imagine.

No one connected the dots yet. Not publicly. Governments issued vague statements about "increased drone activity" or "atmospheric phenomena." News cycles moved on to the next election scandal, the next market dip. Life continued.

But in quiet moments—when the house was dark, when the kids were asleep, when the only sound was the hum of the fridge—people looked up a little longer than usual. They wondered, just for a second, if the sky had always been this full of secrets.
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