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	DEDICATION


	 


	 


	 


	I dedicate this book to the anointed husband and wife team – Dr. Curtis and Mrs. Tamra Wood, also to the entire faculty of Vintage Bible College.


	Thank you for equipping me for spirit-filled ministry thus catapulting me to my destiny in Christ Jesus.


	 


	“Iron sharpeneth iron; so a man sharpeneth the countenance of his friend.”


	Proverbs 27:17, KJV




 


	BIO


	 


	Jarrod Denard Dixon, Sr. is first and foremost a devoted and dedicated family man. He and his beautiful, anointed wife Cynthia have two brilliant sons; Jiwann and Jarrod II. Mr. and Mrs. Dixon are also blessed with an amazing, lovely daughter-in-law; Shadé, who is married to Jiwann. 


	Jarrod D. Dixon is an Associate Minister at First Waughtown Baptist Church, Incorporated, which is located in his hometown of Winston-Salem, North Carolina. Minister Dixon credits his dynamic Pastor of 27 years, Rev. Dennis W. Bishop, as being a “life-changing role model” in his personal life.


	Minister Dixon has been preaching the Gospel of Jesus Christ for 17 years, since 2000. His primary Kingdom Assignment is Men’s Ministry, of which via the Anointing of the Holy Spirit he passionately and radically exhorts men, Christian and non-Christians, to “come up higher”!


	In July of 2015, Minister Dixon received his accredited Associates Degree in Ministry with a Concentration in Christian Counseling/Christian Psychology from Vintage Bible College and Seminary in Winston-Salem, NC. Thus, he currently remains active as a Certified Christian Counselor in his local area, humbly fulfilling his divine calling to touch lives – heal damaged relationships, unhealthy marriages, broken families, and emotionally hurting and psychologically perplexed individuals through his Spiritual Gifts of “a word of wisdom” and “a word of knowledge.”


	Jarrod is also divinely endowed with the Artistic gifts of drawing and Creative Writing. He is an aspiring Screenwriter (associated with the Writer’s Guild of America East), a National Award-Winning Poet (“A Golden Lightning Bolt Type of Guy” featured in the Anthology Where the Mind Dwells Fascination, Eber & Wein Publishing. Also, “A Golden Lightning Bolt Type of Anointing” – a nationally honored Five Gold Star Poem published by Poetry.com), and Published Author of The Traveler’s Touch Saga Series; Parts I, II, III, and IV.


	Jarrod D. Dixon, Minister/Christian Counselor/Author /Entrepreneur, has rooted his entire ministry in the Biblical Foundation of his favorite Scripture, which is Philippians 1:6.


	“Being confident in this very thing, that He which hath begun a good work in you will perform it until the day of Jesus Christ.” (KJV)




 


	INTRODUCTION


	 


	Alright, Ladies and Gentlemen. Get ready to do eight things. But not necessarily in this specific order.


	

		Chuckle while shaking your head.


		Shed a silent tear.


		Cheer and pump your fist in the air!


		Stretch your eyes wide open and drop your jaw.


		Praise God and shout Hallelujah!


		Grin and nod.


		Examine the person looking back at you in the mirror.


		Laugh out loud!





	Ironically, according to Biblical Numerology, eight is the number of a “New Beginning”. But what is not ironic, is the fact that you are holding this book in your hands and reading these words. This, my fellow Traveler, is DESTINY! Your destiny! 


	Today, my friend, Destiny has just stepped a little closer towards you. Therefore, whenever you finish reading and digesting this Inspirational Book, you will be able to reach-out and touch your dreams! You will be empowered to live-out your dreams! You will be destined to carry-out your dreams! ALL of your dreams! ALL the time! And so, dear Reader, today, again I say, Destiny has just stepped a little closer towards you. Thus, today, you will experience a Spiritual Awakening on the inside. And this, Ladies and Gentlemen, is that awesome feeling of feeling Supernaturally Superhuman in regards to all of your God-given talents and “gifts,” which are necessary to enable you to accomplish all of your dreams! In Jesus’ name!


	First, The Traveler’s Touch introduced you to The Greatest Touch.


	Second, The Traveler’s Touch invited you to Another World.


	Third, The Traveler’s Touch challenged you to a Showdown in the Land of Zo.


	AND NOW, my fellow Traveler, today, Part Four of The Traveler’s Touch Saga is asking you for your help, as a divinely chosen official Team Member of the secret Celestial Coalition of Elite Guardian Angels turned organized Superheroes known as “The Travelers,” with investigating The Mystery of the Thick Red Socks. And yes. The title may indeed sound rather “Goosebumpish”. But trust me, my friend, within these Prophetic Pages, you will find NOTHING corny or kiddy about this book! Word up!


	So, with all of that being said, Special Agent ‘So-and-So’? It is time for the Psyche Cyclone – a dream within a dream within a dream. And you already know the “drill”. Grab your favorite smoothie. Settle into your favorite recliner. Strap on your Virtual Reality Goggles. Fasten your seatbelt. Experience this awesome Adventure vicariously through ‘So-and-So’. And enjoy! Afterwards, go and change the world with your Traveler’s Touch! Congratulations in advance…Detective!


	Special Agent: An Agent who acts for a principal only for a particular purpose.


	(www.businessdictionary.com)


	 


	“Some are born great, some achieve greatness, and some have greatness thrust upon them.”


	– William Shakespeare


	 


	“Ye have not chosen me, but I have chosen you, and ordained you, that ye should go and bring forth fruit, and that your fruit should remain: that whatsoever ye shall ask of the Father in my name, He may give it you.”


	The Lord Jesus Christ, St. John 15:16


	 




 


	Other Published Books by Author Jarrod D. Dixon


	 


	 


	The Traveler’s Touch Saga:


	 


	Part 1 – The Greatest Touch


	 


	Part 2 – Another World


	 


	Part 3 – Showdown in the Land of Zo




CHAPTER 1


	Traveling Through the Psyche Cyclone 


	“So the LORD God put the human into a deep and heavy sleep, and took one of his ribs and closed up the flesh over it.”


	Genesis 2:21, Common English Bible (CEB)


	 


	“Ah, yes. Let me get one dozen glazed, and one dozen mixed.”


	A young man’s voice replies through the drive-thru speaker.


	“Okay ma’am. No problem. And which hot-and-fresh doughnuts would you like in your mixed dozen?”


	“Ummm. Let me see. Okay. Let me have three chocolate iced, three chocolate iced custard filled, let me have three raspberry jelly filled, and let me get…Ummm. Uuuh. Ummm. Okay. Let me try three of those new pink lemonade doughnuts.”


	“Okay ma’am. I’ll take care of you. That’s one dozen of glazed. And in your mixed dozen, that’s three chocolate iced, three chocolate iced custard filled, three raspberry jelly filled, and three pink lemonade.”


	“Yep. That is correct. Thank you.”


	“Oh, you’re welcome. No problem. And by-the-way, our new pink lemonade doughnuts are out of this world. You are gonna love them. I promise.”


	“Oh, really?”


	“Oh yes ma’am. I would never lie to ya.”


	BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BAM!


	You are shopping for a pair of “killer heels” inside Bloomingdale’s, in The Beverly Center shopping mall; in West Los Angeles, between Beverly Hills and Hollywood. 


	“Hello Miss. May I have the pleasure of assisting you? And hopefully help you find what you’re looking for?”


	You step back. You bite down on your bottom lip. You seductively stick out your left hip with your hand holding it, like the legendary sassy Mae West, while non-verbally yet methodically lusting over the young Shoe Salesman. You gaze flirtatiously into his eyes, as if he were a giant chocolate iced custard filled, hot-and-fresh Krispy Kreme doughnut. And then, feeling quite comfortable “in your skin” – within your naturally vivacious personality, you lick your lips.


	“Well, young man, I believe I have already found what I was looking for.”


	Boldly, without any shame whatsoever, you slowly and admiringly inspect the “merchandise,” standing face-to-face with you; from head-to-toe, and from toe-to-head.


	“Yes indeed.”


	He blushes, drops his head and chuckles.


	“Ahhh. You’re probably just flirting with me and teasing me, with the motive of getting me to let you use my 70 percent employee discount.”


	Suddenly, your eyes pop-open and your jaw drops!


	“Shut your mouth! Did you say, your employee discount is 70 percent?!”


	He nods and smiles.


	“Yes ma’am. I would never lie to ya.”


	And then he licks his lips, as if you were a giant raspberry jelly filled, hot-and-fresh Krispy Kreme doughnut.


	BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BOMP! BAM!


	You have made it back safely to The Fantabulous Land of Zo. But, you have arrived at the point of no return; a mountain cliff. And you already know what awaits you 34,000 feet waaaaaay down below. That’s right, ‘So-and-So’. The Pink Lemonade Sea! So now, there is only one thing left for you to do. You have only one option, which is to…


	“JUMP rookie!!!”


	“UUUUUUGH!!!”


	Down.


	Down.


	Down.


	Down.


	Down.


	Down.


	Down.


	Down.


	Down.


	Down.


	And then…SPLASH!


	BOMP! BOMP! BAM!


	Adios alarm clock!


	You, dear Reader, also known as “So-and-So,” via Divine Providence, have been touched by a Traveler. Therefore, you have just experienced, for the very first time, the first side effect of The Traveler’s Touch. You have just experienced, for the very first time in your life, “a dream within a dream within a dream”. Thus, you have just experienced, for the very first time in your life, the otherworldly phenomenon of Traveling Through the Psyche Cyclone. 


	All of this sounds preposterous, doesn’t it? I mean, just listen to what you have previously read. Traveling Through the Psyche Cyclone. Preposterous! A dream within a dream within a dream. Preposterous! The first side effect of The Traveler’s Touch. Preposterous! And, YOU have been touched by a Traveler, via Divine Providence. ABSOLUTELY PREPOSTEROUS! I know you are probably wondering to yourself right now; “Where did this author get all of this fantasy world stuff from? He certainly has some heck of an imagination!” And guess what? I really don’t blame you. Because, if I were not the author and happened to be reading this page in the first chapter of this book, like you are doing at this moment, I would most likely also agree that all of this indeed sounds rather preposterous. Absolutely preposterous!


	Well let me tell you what else sounds preposterous. 


	When you were born, the Doctor told your mother that due to your life-threatening birth defect, you would not live past the age of 2 years-old. But just look at you now. You are still here. Preposterous! Now that, my fellow Christian Traveler, is what “preposterous” sounds like.


	“I shall not die, but live, and declare the works of the LORD.”


	(Psalms 118:17, KJV)


	When you survived that horrific automobile wreck, miraculously without suffering any broken bones, a bruise, or even one tiny scratch, the world had only one word of doubt as an attempt to challenge this mystery…Preposterous! Now that, my friend, is what “preposterous” sounds like.


	“I shall not die, but live, and declare the works of the LORD.”


	And when you survived cancer, beat cancer, and told cancer to “Hit the road Jack! And dontcha come back no more, no more, no more, no more! In Jesus’ name!” But just look at you now. You are still here. Absolutely preposterous! Now that, my fellow Christian Traveler, is what “preposterous” sounds like. 


	“I SHALL NOT DIE, BUT LIVE, AND DECLARE THE WORKS OF THE LORD!”


	Amen, dear Reader?


	KABAM!


	Uh oh! And that is what trouble sounds like! The fallen angel kind of trouble! 


	Incredible! Your house has just been flipped over on its side, as if it were a child’s cardboard playhouse! 


	KABAM! KABAM! KABAM!


	Oh My Goodness! Ladies and Gentlemen?! Now, your house is totally demolished; engulfed in flames! Green flames! I said; “GREEN flames!”


	The pink lemonade sky is filled with thick dark greenish smoke. Oh no! The shadow of a man, howbeit a mere average sized man, is stepping out of the nebulous cloud of smog, debris, and floating ashes…apparently unharmed! Thus, apparently, this fellow is an Immortal! If he proves to be a foe, then this could definitely spell catastrophe for The Travelers!


	Who is this mysterious stranger? 


	Well, allow me to refresh your memory. Remember when your house landed in The Fantabulous Land of Zo, in chapter nine of The Traveler’s Touch, Part One: The Greatest Touch? Oh? You don’t? Then let us travel back in time, to where this Saga began.


	Flashback Begins…


	SLAM!


	Your fallen house has finally reached its destination.


	“Hey you?!”


	Your head jerks, and you locate the owner of this angry voice. 


	Levitating in mid-air, with no strings attached, not too high above your head and to your right, your other right, floats a sight to behold that one could only try to imagine in one’s dreams. So, you (aka “Unconditional Love,” during this time) attempt to convince yourself. 


	“‘So-and-So’? You must be dreaming.”


	Howbeit, having read your mind; perceiving your thoughts, this mesmerizingly mystical mythological Madame, who is the spitting image of the one-and-only Miss Patti LaBelle, is all frowned-up and pointing her magic wand right at you!


	And as you stand mystified and star-struck, gazing upward at this distinguished Divalicious Diva, you cannot avoid entertaining the thought of the last time you enjoyed yourself a slice of delicious sweet potato Patti Pie! You point to your chest.


	“Who? Me?”


	“No! I’m talking to my two pet spotted Unicorns. Of course I’m talking to you, Silly! And you have the nerve to stand there and act all innocent, like you don’t even realize that you are in some big trouble. I’m talking about some deep doo-doo!”


	“Big trouble? I’m in deep doo-doo? Who, me? But why? What did I do? I just got here! Wherever here is.”


	“Well, let me enlighten you. First of all, here, where you are standing, is the Land of Zo. Second of all, you have entered our secret realm, our hidden domain, unannounced, uninvited, and personally unwelcomed. And third of all, you, low-down dirty, trifling Traveler, you are wearing my recently killed brother’s favorite pair of thick red comfy thermal socks! And that is why you are in some deep, deep, deep doo-doo, Silly! Now, take them off! And give them to me! NOW!!!”


	Frightened, you look down at your favorite pair of thick red comfy thermal socks on your feet. Then suddenly, that lightning fast whatchamacallit darts by you again! 


	Next, Her Highness the Madame Queen Diva’s eyes pop-open! 


	You glance down at your feet again. Behold! Now you are barefooted! These were not just any ole pair of socks! These were your favorite pair; your thick red comfy thermal socks! Normally, this would not be a big deal. But here is the deal: You cannot remember taking them off! 


	All of a sudden, POOF! 


	You are now completely surrounded by nine people, seated on solid gold thrones, all dressed in long white robes. Startled at first, but then, a sigh of relief escapes your lungs. You smile, because nine familiar faces are smiling at you.


	…Baby sis Gifted playfully blows you a kiss, touches her left cheek, and winks her eye at you. Then, she kicks up her feet from underneath her robe. And guess what? She is wearing your missing pair of thick red comfy thermal socks! She sticks out her tongue at you, and then laughs…


	…Flashback Ends.


	By now, you are perhaps wondering to yourself; “That wasn’t so difficult. The Mystery of the Thick Red Socks, solved.” Wrong! My friend? Our investigation is just getting started. We have only scratched the surface. And there is yet a whole lot more digging and shoveling to go, before we get to the bottom of this “Unsolved Case”. 


	“So the LORD God put the human into a deep and heavy sleep, and took one of his ribs and closed up the flesh over it.”


	(Genesis 2:21, Common English Bible – CEB)


	“And the LORD God caused a deep sleep to fall upon Adam, and he slept: and he took one of his ribs, and closed up the flesh instead thereof…”


	(Genesis 2:21, KJV)


	Ponder this thought:


	Did Adam have a dream? And if he did, could it be possible that perhaps his dream was a “Psyche Cyclone”? Because, understand, when God “touches” you, shortly afterwards you will begin to experience certain mysterious “divine side effects”. But getting back to Adam; in other words, could his dream have been, watch this, a dream within a dream within a dream? I know it sounds preposterous, but it’s just a thought.


	“So the LORD God put the human into a DEEP and HEAVY SLEEP…”


	(Genesis 2:21, CEB)


	“Hello, and Good Morning ‘So-and-So’. I believe you and I have a scheduled appointment with each other.”


	“Oh? Really? Well since my appointment is with you, then I’ll just keep right on dreaming this sweet dream. Okay Mister, I’m all yours.”


	“Splendid. I have something I would like to give you. And I am quite sure you will appreciate it.”


	“Appreciate it is an understatement! Well don’t just stand there. This is a dream come true for me. So give it to me baby!”


	He removes the glove from off his right hand. Then he reaches out his right hand and gently places his palm in the middle of your belly, and begins rubbing in a circular motion with quick strokes, as if he were smearing on something magical.


	Your eyes open. You are awake. You raise up and sit on the edge of your bed. You smile. You glance down at your feet. And then you frown. 


	“What the…?! Where in the world did these thick red socks come from? And what in the world are they doing on my feet?”


	“That is exactly what I would like to know…”


	You quickly look up!


	“…Because they belong to my General.”


	Spooked, you snatch up your bedsheets and swiftly wrap them around your fit, Serena Williams-like body.


	“Who are you?! And how did you get in here?!”


	Standing in front of you is Jet Li’s stunt double, if he actually needed a stunt double.


	“My name is Chaos. But you can call me Colonel Chaos. I am an immortal. And my Job Assignment is to collect those thick red socks that you have stolen, and return them to General Big Daddy Warlock of the Evil, Evil East.”


	“Well, I guess you will be looking for another job then…”


	Colonel Chaos spins around, as you peep around him.


	“…Because the only thing that you will be collecting this morning, is a butt-whipping from yours truly.”


	Now your bedroom is starting to get crowded. Standing behind the hired hitman is your partner-in-crime, Agent Virtuous, who perhaps is better known as “Jewel the Jackpot,” by all of her male admirers from her high school Alma Mata. Go Archangels!


	She peeps around the Jet Li-lookalike – who is wearing black sneakers and a black Kung Fu uniform – and yells at you.


	“Corporal Discernment?! Let’s get out of here!”


	“What?! But I’m not dressed! I sleep in the nu…”


	POOF!


	With the obviously irreplaceable thick red comfy thermal socks still on your feet, and with your satin tiger-print bedspread underneath your armpits and wrapped completely around you like a Tootsie Roll wrapper, you are standing pigeon-toed side-by-side the feisty rookie. 


	Behold! You are once again back in The Fantabulous Land of Zo, which is in the heart of the Great Red Spot, which is that giant spinning storm in Jupiter’s atmosphere, which is somewhat like a Hurricane, however, twice the size of Earth, with winds reaching speeds of 270 miles per hour! As these frightening winds are roaring around you and your fearless crime-fighting partner, you notice the silhouette of a woman in the midst of the storm, purposefully approaching you. 


	Behold again! It is Queen Mother Purpose! Walking with a stern look upon her face and a sober look in her eyes, she points her finger at you. Yes. YOU! 
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