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Revelation 20: 7-8 (KJV)

And when the thousand years are expired, Satan shall be loosed out of his prison, and shall go out to deceive the nations which are in the four quarters of the earth, Gog, and Magog, to gather them together to battle... the number of whom is as the sand and the sea.
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Here’s to four cups of caffeine with sugar and cream at four o’clock in the morning for one long year!

“I do set my bow in the cloud.”

-—GENESIS 9:13

*****
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PROLOGUE
I Am the Alpha and the Omega
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​​

Sharon Knight, celebrating her ninety-second birthday, stood by a nearby tree on the cove near the home of Angelica Thompson Connors. She let her memories go far back to the days with her grandfather when she was much more youthful. 

​Jonathan Knight was a brave sea captain and loved to sing. When he opened his mouth, it was like hearing a bird sing for the first time. He was old, and his deep wrinkles seemed to carve a map of his life on his still agile and flexible facial features. 

His glistening eyes sparkled, framed by his thick white eyebrows. On his stubbled chin were always four or five days of white facial hair growing. His bright blue eyes shone in the dazzling daylight as his few teeth with a fresh off-white grin showed between his lips.

​She continued to allow her memories to take over and reminisced about how he would watch her and other village children gathering flowers while sitting under this same ole tree.

​It was a great treat for her. He would tell them stories. He knew all about the birds and their tiny little eggs. He knew the names and uses of all the wildflowers during the time he was growing up.  And, how pretty the little scarlet pimpernel was and how they made an excellent liniment for the eyes. And, how the daisies, the button-like, white-rayed flower heads, were ideal for making a good cooling drink and the Dandelion an excellent medicine could be done to make the blood wholesome.

​He told her how good the Ramie plants were for making a tea that would benefit a cure for nettle rash. Of course, all of these were perfect for fostering what ailed someone in the middle 1800s, but hearing her grandfather’s stories were always a highlight of any afternoon.

​Her memories continued to unravel pleasantly. They were like an old silent movie reel in the olden days she could simply play back at will, 1917, out near the ocean’s edge. 

​He was laughing, relaxed after catching some fish for the evening supper. He glanced over at her and asked if she wished to fly through the sky like a bird. Of course, Sharon said yes.

​In only a moment, he had her right wrist and ankle. He spun like a shot putter, careful to not let go. The prairie grasses around her turned into a light sunburnt fuzziness. She remembered screaming, I’m flying, I’m flying until he became dizzy and could spin no more.

​Sharon began to laugh gently and remembered seeing herself running around the vast open meadows with long flowing grasses. She had taken off her bonnet and made a daisy headdress. It twined around her head. She recalled standing with her grandfather and watching a beautiful rainbow forming over the tops of the mountains to the north of Black Rock Cove.

​The old man who held Sharon’s hand, gently squeezing it with love, reminded her of the time when that beautiful rainbow was first set in the sky as a token of God’s love and his pity, too. And, how it bidded them when they saw it, to think how great that love was, and strive more earnestly day by day for the grace and honor to deserve it.

​A grin flashed across her pale face. Another beautiful memory crossed her mind. Hopscotch, with pieces of stolen chalk from the small schoolhouse on the outside edge of town. Ah, the warmth of the summer sun beating down on her. This was how she spent the last of each Indian summer. No computers. No television. No cell phones. She and her little friends would draw squares on the crumbling asphalt street and numbered them. Stones were easy to come by. Plus, the sticks were abundant when needed and were, for the most part, all that they had.

​Sharon paused a moment, still staring out to the sea, and remembered how she and the other children were creative with their nursery rhymes each passing year. Then, without any admonition, her memories were interrupted by the approaching bleakness.

​Sharon understood each day that passed, something wicked and evil was coming their way. She cannot, nor does she want to stop the reminiscences of the early days and the stories her grandfather once told her. She sat down by the tree, stared out at the Pacific Ocean, and remembered vividly one of his numerous novels, one she will never forget. 

​The town librarian was yet another woman of grit, one beaten down by her growing older. Her hair, once a shimmering red curtain, was now just frilly white. Her porcelain face had withered by the passing of time. It left her nothing but a frail layer of skin. Her eyes were once full of light. Once so bright, they would save any soul lost to the fading darkness. They, at one time, reflected the kind of warmth and love only a summer sun could give away from a sky with no clouds.

​With her days numbered, she drew closer to her ending lifetime, much fewer than she would like to think. She realized her eyes would not open any longer. Her arms would not hug anymore. Her lips would no longer kiss another. 

​It was but three weeks until Christmas Day, and she, better than anyone, knew that the Evil One sought another from her village.

​She trusted in God to give her the strength to reach Christmas Day, one more time, now more than ever before in her ninety-two years of life.

​She paused in her thoughts and recalled the days when her heart beat the most musical rhythm. She knew that old age was humanity’s frenemy, and either it or the wickedness that came their way would bring her and others down on Christmas Day.

​She picked up a broken tree limb and began scratching lines back and forth in the dirt on the edge of the cliff outside Black Rock Cove and reminisced how one story, one particular story, from her grandfather, more than any other, remained vivid in her mind.

*****
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IN THE BEGINNING, WHEN God created the heavens and the earth, the earth was a formless void. Darkness covered the face of the deep while the spirit of God swept over the surface of the waters in every direction, one might look.

Then God said, “Let there be light.”

And ...there was light. God saw that the light was good. God separated the light away from that of the darkness. He called the light day. The darkness he called Night. There was evening, and there was morning, the first day.

God then said, “Let there be a dome in the midst of the waters. Let it separate the waters from the waters. Without any hesitation, God made the dome. It divided the waters that were under the dome from the waters that were above the dome.

Then, it was so. God called the dome the sky.

There was evening, and there was morning on the Second Day.

God went on to say, “Let the waters under the sky be gathered together into one place! Let the dry land appear!”

It was so. God called the dry land Earth. The waters, which came together, he called the seas. God saw that it was good. Again, a grand plan came together. God said, “Let the Earth put forth vegetation: plants yielding seeds and fruit trees of every kind on earth that will bear fruit with the seed inside it.”

God saw that it was good. There was evening, and there was morning on the Third Day.

God said, “Let there be lights in the dome of the sky to separate the day from the night. Let them be for signs and seasons and days and years. Let them be lights in the dome of the sky to give light upon the earth.”

And it was so. God made the two great lights... the greater light to rule the day and the lesser light to rule the night...and the stars.

God set them in the dome of the sky to give light upon the earth, to rule over the day and the night, and to separate the light from the darkness.

God saw that it was all good. There was evening, and there was morning, the Fourth Day.

God continued on to say, “Let the waters bring forth swarms of living creatures, and let birds fly above the earth across the dome of the sky.” God created the great sea monsters and every living creature that moves, of every kind, with which the waters swarmed, and every winged bird of every kind.

God saw that it was good...oh, so, so good.

He blessed them, saying, “Be fruitful and multiply and fill the waters in the seas.  Let the birds multiply on the earth.”

There was evening, and there was morning, the Fifth Day.

God wasn’t over with his grandest of accomplishments. He said, “Let the earth bring forth living creatures of every kind: cattle and creeping things and wild animals of the earth of every kind imaginable.

And...it was so. God made the wild animals of the earth of every kind, and the cattle of every kind, and everything that crept upon the ground of every kind.

God saw it was good and continued. “Let us make man in our image, according to our likeness.  Let them have dominion over the fish of the sea, and over the birds of the air, and over the cattle, and over all the wild animals of the earth, and over every creeping thing that creeps upon the earth.”

God created man in His image, both male and female.

He blessed them, and God said to them, “Be fruitful and multiply, and fill the earth and subdue it; and have dominion over the fish of the sea and the birds of the air and over every living thing that moves upon the earth.”

God gently whispered in each of their ears, “See, I have given you every plant yielding seed that is on the face of all the earth, and every tree with seed in its fruit; you shall have them for food. And, to every beast of the earth, and to every bird of the air, and to everything that creeps on the earth, everything that has the breath of life, I have given every green plant for food.”

God, after working so hard for the past six days, had one more thing to do before resting on the Seventh Day. 

He created the angels to live in heaven with Him. They were to be holy spirits without bodies of flesh

The four highest-ranked archangels were St. Lucifer, St. Michael, St. Gabriel, and St. Raphael.

God went on, under the guidance of the Archangels, and gave everyone at his or her birth, a guardian angel. He intended that all people on earth ask the angels to help them because they are to be their great heavenly friends.

And it was so. Or at least for that moment in time, it was.

God saw everything that he had made, and indeed, it was magnificent. There was evening, and there was morning on the Sixth Day.

The heavens and the earth were completed in all of their multitudes. And, on the Seventh Day, God finished the work that he had started. He rested on the Seventh Day from all the labor he had done.

***** 
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THE FIRST INDICATION that angels were created during the six days of God’s creation of our world showed up in Genesis 2:1. The heavens and the earth were finished, and all their hosts. 

‘Hosts’ is understood to refer to the angels.

Most texts in various books identify the day the angels began their existence as the second or the fifth day of Creation. There are two books in the Bible, which say the angels originated on the First Day.

So, there you have it, God created the angels “from the very beginning.”

In the beginning, two of his angels of the highest power, two brothers, Archangel Lucifer and Archangel Michael met head to head in the heavens over Lucifer’s belief that he was the wisest and most powerful and even knew what was best, even more so than God and turned against him. 

A major battle took place in those armies of angels who sided with Lucifer. God asked for help from Lucifer’s brother, Archangel Michael, to cast Lucifer from the heavens. In the end, Lucifer lost the battle, and he and his outcast angel armies found themselves thrown to earth, never to receive an invitation back to God’s throne in the heavens. 

Once an outcast, he could no longer retain the name Lucifer, which God gave him, and he became known as Satan, Prince of Darkness and the Evil One.

Thousands, upon thousands of years, come and go, Lucifer’s long drawn out plan begins to jell and comes together. It is the twenty-first birthday of Nikki Connors, daughter of Angel and Kevin Connors and Jonathan and Angelica Knight, where all HELL breaks loose!

Sharon again found staring out to sea, fell to her knees and turned her gaze to the heavens. She pulled her cloak around her tighter to stave off the keen wind, though the full force of the winter was just around the corner... almost there.

She’d heard it said by so many before her that age was a cruel mistress...or was it time, she couldn’t quite recall. She didn’t realize it back then, but now the cruelty was beginning to make itself even more apparent to her. She could only hope she might hold out three weeks longer until Christmas Day. That’s all, just three weeks.

She reached up and stroked her cheeks ever so gently. She smiled and, without a mirror in the bathroom, reminding her, didn’t feel a day over twenty-one in her mind. Her thoughts, while making up her hair that morning, ruined her pleasant thoughts, remembering how her face looked like a shiny, plump apple.

She knew all that was on the horizon, the evil that was coming their way would have to compete with the ravages of age, which stole into her skin and bones, bit by bit. 

Eventually, which appeared to be but just around the corner, her mind would not evade the ravages of age. She’d watched her mother’s decline decades before. She had been spry and so mentally alert, right up to her ninety-fifth birthday. Then...without any further warning...her downhill slide was as quickened as a bobsled on an icy white winter slope. 

The bitter wind of late fall still blew cold. It was times like this she wished for thicker skin. However, the Lord blessed her in these later years with the skin of paper...

“And I will show wonders in the heavens and the Earth: Blood and fire and pillars of smoke. The Sun shall turn into darkness, and the Moon into blood, before the coming great and awesome Day of the Lord, and it shall come to pass that whoever calls on the Name of the Lord shall be saved.”

-—Joel 2:30-32

*****
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CHAPTER ONE
Boulders Scattered Along Cliff’s Edge
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So far, Angel seemed about to initiate Nikki in the many mysteries of her past. Something she had wanted to do each time her daughter was going to celebrate another birthday. 

Angel walked outside and sat in the wicker rocker on her front porch. She lived a modest lifestyle in the little community of Black Rock Cove, but from her best-selling novels, she could own a home in Beverly Hills if she so desired.

She began to shake her head. A small grin passed across her face. My life has never been as a beauty commercial on television. Those movie stars endorsing a product and smiling with perfect white teeth. How did they do it? They always were smiling, laughing, and making witty jokes on TV. I still remember trying to find the toothpaste that would give me that white of teeth. 

Their homes were perfect in their decorating they had done and in the cleanliness. They drove a nice car and went on those outlandish vacations. They show their love by nothing more than spending money.

Those people definitely aren’t me...

My life is beautiful, and I am content. My life is worthwhile. I really don’t want them telling me what to eat and what to wear. And, admittedly, I don’t want them to tell me how to improve my sex life.

Heck, my house isn’t too small. It is just right. My car isn’t too old...Wait, well, maybe a 1963 Corvair might be considered old in somebody’s mind. Angel began to laugh at the thought of driving her favorite car for the last twenty-five years. Thanks to Kevin, it hasn’t missed a step.

Her thoughts again shift to thinking about Nikki. Sure, she has complained over the past twenty some odd years on more than one occasion, but I still love her every day. Kevin doesn’t need to cave into me on Valentine’s Day or purchase my love at Christmas each year. Life is just fine! Fine indeed...

Suddenly, however, she stood up on the front porch of her cottage and gazed with straining eyes toward the towering black rocks nearby at the cove. 

Vivid images built in her mind of the old tree that grew out the side of the cliff and the night her whole life changed twenty-two years earlier.

Nikki walked out, sat next to her mother, and was able to tell she was lost within her mind. “What is it, Mother?” She asked inquisitively.

Angel made no answer and only continued to gaze intently towards the same spot. Her eyes possessed a compelling, far away look to them. She trained her vision on some form, some entity, her dark eyelids a fraction too slow to blink. It was as though Angel’s brain was suffering some massive short circuit. She struggled to compute her thoughts.

Nikki gazed out in the same direction over their small stock pond nearby, wondering what had her mother’s attention so focused. From the air descended three ducks. She blinked quickly, startled by their arrival.

The biggest one of the three guided the way and landed with a splash making a long wake behind it. The ripples spread out like those behind a ski boat on the Pedernales River, meeting the banks before rebounding and fading away. It was a Mallard, its green head iridescent in the light, eyes like black beads. She continued to watch the ducks swim in lazy circles on the water and let her mind drift.

Nikki began to ponder, lost in the transitory summons of her childhood walking with her father, the sheriff of the county, to the pond with stale bread where she fed the ducks and geese each year during their migration south to Mexico.

She turned her face in the direction of the sunshine and closed her eyes, gaining her morning wake-up strength from the warm rays reflecting off her skin.

She prayed the hot sun would shine for the rest of December. Three more weeks. It's all she asked for. Three more weeks and her hopes were to get through them just fine.

“Oh, my. I can’t believe it...” Angel said as her mind floundered.

She abruptly stopped her recollections and began to fear some grave danger was present. Standing up, she gazed out in the same direction.

“Mother, what is it? Do you see something wrong...what?” She grasped her mother’s arm.

“No! No...Jesus Christ, help us!” Her eyes were wide. She appeared frightened like a child in the dark. “If it was only as simple as that, hun! Look out yonder, near the big tree hanging off the cliff. It’s coming towards us!” Angel whispered in terror as waves of apprehension swept through her.

Nikki’s eyes followed her mother’s gaze. She thought she could make out the shape of a large man with long hair, waving in the breeze, standing near the overhanging tree. He had an enormous hat on his head and nodded back and forth while grinning in their direction.

Frightened pressure built quickly, shortening her breath. All the relaxation she managed to get from watching the ducks on the pond drained from her in an instant.

Right at that moment, a single barn swallow on the corner of the porch uttered a shrill chirp and ceased abruptly as if frightened by its own sound it just made. The sudden stillness after the bird echoed his solitary note made the silence far uncanny.

Angel released her breath in a whisper. “Ethan...”

All at once, the man who had their attention leaped off the cliff. The women could only imagine his demise on the massive black boulders in the seaside cove down below.

“Now he is gone,” exclaimed Angel in a perceptibly relieved tone. “Come, sweetheart, let’s go inside.” Strange and disquieting thoughts began to race through her mind.

Nikki said nothing at first but realized something was strangely familiar from her mother, whispering the name Ethan. It was an apparition she had seen one time too many in her own nightmares. He was the Storm Lord. 

She had never broached the subject with her in almost twenty-one years growing up.  Her dreams were getting much more frequent, as well.

“Was it the Storm Lord?” Her breath caught in her throat. She felt her heart pounding.

Angel made the sign of the cross that might have served for two, yet did not answer a word.

“Should we not go to the cove and see what happened?” Puzzled, and more than a little nervous, she reached up to her heart with both hands to try to steady its racing drum.

“First, you have never spoken of Ethan until now. How many times have you had these dreams?” Angel remembered falling from a tree limb when she fell asleep as a child, landing on her back, the impact knocking every wisp of air from her lungs. She recalled her struggling to inhale, to exhale, wanting to only breathe, just as she did back then.

She could hardly take a breath when hearing the name Storm Lord emanate from her daughter’s lips. She tried to remember how to breathe, unable to speak, stunned totally as the name bounced around inside her skull.

After a bit of hesitation, Nikki responded. “The Storm Lord frequently appears in my dreams...my nightmares, I should say, in the last two or three months. They are beginning to occur more frequent. They happen almost every night now.” She was quick to respond.

Distraction was evident in every move. “Come, dear. Go with me.” Angel feels an overabundance of guilt for not telling her daughter of her past. Why should she? After all, Nikki would only think she was crazy.

They walked down the trail and got closer to the tree by the cliff. Nearing the cleft that cuts into the cliffside, they could hear the whimpering sound of what appeared to be a dog.

Around his neck was a long broken leash. Some dry brambles and thorn-infested ivy-runners, hanging in all sorts of directions, entangled in the coat of a darkened gray wolfhound. The poor mongrel lost his way and continued to whine pitifully, looking up at them with his downcast eyes.

Angel and Nikki peered back in the direction of the village and noticed several men in pursuit of the dog. One of them was carrying a shotgun.

The wolf’s head was bent low, his jaw dropped, and before they could understand the meaning of what they saw, he had come close enough for them to distinguish the foam that dripped from his jaws, and his wild, staring bloodshot eyes.

It was at this moment they understood.  

White smoke passed across the trail from nearby cattlemen branding calves that almost obscured the animal’s presence. While the hound got closer, almost close to the touch, they saw one of the most awful sights that could appear to the eyes of man...a mad dog!

Angel and her daughter got closer to one another. The dog came nearer, his eyes glaring, his mouth foaming, distancing all his pursuers from the village, none who were near enough to convey a blow. Looking back at them, they did not seem particularly anxious to get nearer to him, to tell the truth, but stayed back and yelled from a safe distance a few hundred feet away.

Nikki walked over and began to try to pull the stickers from the sad dog.

“Mother, this poor dog has strayed. Oughtn’t we take it with us, get these briers out and give it some water and something to eat? He might die if we don’t do something to help.”

“Let it!” said Angel.  She turned around and began walking back towards the cottage. “Get away from him!”  A shadow of annoyance crossed her face.

Nikki can only stare in amazement at her mother’s insensitivity. She doesn’t act like this...ever!

The dog whined again, lamentably. It appeared as if there lay human despair in its cry.

“Are you afraid of this poor dog, Mom?”

“He is mad! It is sent by him!” She shivered with vivid recollections of her past.

“What do you mean? Whose dog is it? Why are you so cruel?” Nikki was confused. Her brain became a spinning top, finding more questions than answers.

“This is how he works. He is sending it to beguile us. If we try to catch it, it will begin running and surely fool us until we tumble into a hole or run across dead bodies or even fall off the cliff. I know his ways. Trust me! Don’t mess with him.”

The dog whimpered for the third time. “Mom, I can’t stand it. I am going to catch him.” She turned and began chasing the hound across the grass prairie. Her dark blonde hair swung about her shoulders as she raced away.

Angel shouted, “Be careful, dear, where you run. Watch what you are doing! Don’t let him bite you!”

Hardly had Nikki turned and began her pursuit, the dog wheeled away, and with his quick feet dashed towards the cliffs. Nikki ran after it. In its fright at seeing it pursued, the mad dog ran all the faster over the tallgrass prairie, where Nikki moved much slower.

Following his grueling pace to try to get away, the humidity of the salty ocean air made her feel sticky. Her clothes and hair, slick with perspiration, clung to her skin. Sweat rolled down her cheeks in thick, salty beads. Her heart pounded in her chest.

Nikki turned and ran, cutting the dog off near the edge of the cliff. There was only one way to escape, over the side or stop and allow Nikki to catch her. She stood there, frightened and could do nothing but let herself be captured, or so she thought and brought back to her mother in triumph that waited near the tree on the inlet.

On came the dog! There was no time for thought by Nikki. Out of nowhere, Kevin flung himself in front of his daughter. He did not have a chance to pull his pistol from his belt. He had to face the dog unarmed, with his own unassisted strength.

As for Nikki, she could only stand there paralyzed with utter horror. On came the mad dog, and with a horrible snapping howl, sprang straight into Kevin.

As the dog leaped, he hit straight out at him a tremendous blow on the throat with his clenched fist. The jolt hurled the animal over and over until he fell upon his back, and before he could regain his feet. Kevin seized him by the neck.

The wolfhound was a dominant animal, struggling fiercely in Kevin’s grasp. The scuffle seemed unending. The villagers, who had now come up, stood off, staring in unspeakable dismay, not one of them daring to interfere.

The terror, which had at first frozen Angel into stone, now gave way to another feeling, a fear quite as intense, but which, instead of congealing her into inaction, roused her to frenzied exertion. Her lover... her husband’s life was at stake! Terror for herself was paralysis to her limbs. Terror for him was the madness of desperate exertion and daring.

Angel sprang toward one of the bystanders, who had a knife in his hand. She snatched it from him and rushed toward Kevin.

The dog was still writhing in his desperate struggles. The Sheriff was still holding him down, and clutching at his throat with death-like tenacity. For a moment, she paused, and then flinging herself upon her knees at the dog’s head, she plunged the knife with all her strength into the side of his neck. She froze a moment leaning over the dog and took a deep breath punctuated with several even gasps.

It was no doubt a mortal wound!

With the last wail, the huge animal relaxed his efforts, and in a few moments, lay lifeless on the edge of the cliff.

Kevin rose to his feet. There was on his face an expression of pain and apprehension. The villagers stood aloof, staring at him with their frightened eyes. They didn’t speak a word. There were no congratulations or thanks for his bravery...not a word one as each of them watched the blood run down his arm.

The silence was ominous. It was terrible. Nikki stared at her father’s face. Angel knelt beside him and was taken most by the expression on his face, and read there what she dared not think of.  

For a moment, the old horror, which had first seized upon her, came upon her once more, paralyzing her limbs.

Angel and Nikki looked at him with their staring eyes. Angel dropped the knife, blood dripping off the blade, from her nerveless hands.  Whereas the horror passed, once more, as before, was succeeded by violent action. 

“Oh, my God!” She exclaimed in anguish, “You are wounded. You are bitten! By that -.” She couldn’t finish her sentence while she bit on the back of her fisted hand. Tears fell down her cheeks. An encrusted look of despair began to overshadow her face.

Kevin frowned and could do nothing but stare at Angel. His eyes gave a glare that was freezing to Angel’s bones.

“You will die! You will die!” She screamed at the top of her voice.

“I’m alright, Angel... I really am.” His expression was grim as she watched him.

“No, you aren’t. Can’t something be done? Let me look at your arms, dear. Let me see where it is! Show me, Kevin! Tell me what I can do.” Her breasts rose and fell with her labored breathing. She felt as if her lungs were slowly filling with water as if there was less space for air.

Kevin began to take off his jacket and roll up his sleeve.

Angel can’t help but notice that his coat sleeve was torn. Now, as he took it off, she saw, with unutterable horror, his white shirt sleeves red with spots of blood. As he rolled up one of his sleeves, she saw the marks of bruises on his arm. Her eyes were fastened in one place in particular. There was an area where a red wound, freshly made, showed the source of the bloodstains. It told at what terrible price Kevin had rescued his daughter from the fierce beast.

Kevin shook his head both ways, took the palm of his hand, and wiped it across the blood. He had conquered, but not easily, for he had carried off this wound, and the injury was, as he knew... and as she knew, the bite of a mad dog!

Nikki could not hold back. She raced up to Kevin and placed her hand over the slash, but no matter the pressure she applied, the blood still gushed between her fingers. The bright red quickly darkened, taking on a brownish hue.

“Dad, look at me. Look at me! Stay with me.” She felt the very fluid of his life drain away over her cold hands. Time itself had become irrelevant. The seconds could have been hours, or the hours but mere seconds. In that suspended moment, she was the eye of her own storm.

Nikki put her arms around her mother, and then lets go. She knelt back down beside her father and gave a short moan of anguish and despair.  “Dad, you-.” Her words interrupted by a lump in her throat. “You saved me from the mad dog.” Tears ran down her face. She took his arm in her hands.  She swallowed hard and tried to bite back her sobbing.

Kevin stared up at Nikki with sad eyes and did not withdraw his arm. Even at that moment in time, the horror of the rabid dog aside, it seemed sweet to him to see the signs of feeling on his daughter’s part. 

Even though Kevin did not know what it was that Nikki had on her mind, he waited, to feel for a moment longer the clasp of her appreciation with her caring hands.

Watching her care for his loss made it all worth it.

Nikki held his arm in her hands, and the terrible wound open and bleeding with all of its horrors. It seemed to her at that moment that this was surely the end of her father...and, it was all her fault for chasing after the stupid dog. The beast’s bite was definitely the stamp of his sure and inevitable demise... a death so horrible that its ugliness surpassed any imaginable.

Angel knelt down beside Nikki and leaned over to Kevin, carrying with her a wild and desperate thought. There was only one thing on her mind...to save the man she loved.

“What are we going to do, Mom?” What! It’s my fault. It’s all my fault!” A stab of guilt laid buried, not in her chest, but in her brain. What she had done, she could not undo. Why she did not heed her mother’s warning was beyond her every thought. Only in her silent prayer, could she speak her heart to God and beg for His forgiveness. She didn’t feel like she deserved the love of Jesus Christ, but she clung to it anyway.

“It’s alright, Nikki. Quit saying it is your fault. Do you hear me?” Grief and despair tore at her heart.

“Now ladies, both of you calm down. It is nobody’s fault. What happened has happened. Okay?”

Angel reached over and held Kevin’s arm. Her only thought now continued to echo in her mind. Save Kevin. Save her beloved husband from the death to which he had intercepted from their daughter. 

Inspired by this unique idea, there had come a sudden thought of resolving the matter.

She stared a moment at the wound of her husband, who lay dying from the bite of the rabid dog and leaned down, lowered her mouth downward to draw the deathening venom from the wound.

“Mother! What in the Hell are you doing?”  A cold hand closed around her heart. 

Angel didn’t hesitate. She didn’t respond to Nikki. She continued until her face was but inches from the wound on Kevin’s arm. Fear ran through her veins but never made it to her facial muscles. Her complexion remained pale.

All went silent around those who stood nearby and watched. Kevin looked on as if he were in a dream. He didn’t know, nor could he even conceive what she had in her heart to do for him. It seemed to be incredible had Kevin not watched Angel. She was about to suck the poison from his arm. Fear held him in a vice. His breathing became erratic, deep, and then shallow.

The discovery flashed suddenly, vividly across his mind. He recognized in that one instant the love, the devotion... stronger than death itself, which was thus manifesting itself in the slight movement of Angel’s mouth about to touch his arm. It was the thought of kindness and caring unutterable, which amidst his pain and agony sent a thrill of rapture through every nerve ending in his body.
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