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	BIO


	Jarrod Denard Dixon, Sr. is first and foremost a devoted and dedicated family man. He and his beautiful, anointed wife Cynthia, of 26 years, have two brilliant sons; Jiwann and Jarrod II. Mr. & 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 native hometown of Winston-Salem, North Carolina. He is proud to serve, for 26 years, under the leadership of his dynamic Pastor, Rev. Dennis W. Bishop.


	Minister Dixon has been preaching the Gospel of Jesus Christ for 16 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, located in Winston-Salem, NC. Thus, he is currently active as a Certified Christian Counselor in his city, where he is busy counseling at least twice a week – fulfilling his God-given calling to 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 Nationally Published Poet (Poetry.com “COME UP HITHER” – his Inspirational Poetry Collection Chapbook, and Guest Poet featured in the Anthology – “Where the Mind Dwells”), and an Author (“The Traveler’s Touch”). His Inspirational Writings, aside from sermons, whether Poetry Collections or Book Projects, are “ministry tools” Minister Dixon uses to build-up the Kingdom of God and help change lives.


	Jarrod D. Dixon, Minister/Counselor/Writer, 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


	Dorothy had the company and companionship of the Scarecrow, the Tin Man, and the cowardly Lion to comfort and sometimes coach her on her quest to return home to her Farmhouse in Kansas. As this team of odd misfits travels an unknown course set with perilous obstacles, along their journey to the Emerald City to seek the Great and Powerful Wizard of Oz, Dorothy is forever transformed with the new knowledge of priceless Life Lessons.


	But in this story, you, however, also known as “So-and-So,” for the sake of anonymity, are unexpectedly visited by an extraordinary ethnically diverse family of nine colorful, charismatic characters to enlighten and empower you, literally, on your unexpected journey, set with life-changing Vicissitudes of Life. As you travel an unknown course to a place of Self-Discovery, in which your method of transportation is an “Emotional Rollercoaster” with no GPS, except for the inspiring directions of a team of Mysterious Travelers each possessing the supernatural power of a “Heavenly Touch,” you too, like Dorothy, are bound to be the blessed beneficiary of precious Lessons of Life.


	So, if you are a lifetime fan of the Wonderful Wizard of Oz, like I am, then you will enjoy this Inspirational Tale – The Traveler’s Touch, Part 1 – and perhaps even spread the word. 


	Grab your smoothie. 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. Show us what you can do with, well, you will just have to wait and see.


	Nevertheless, Congratulations in advance.


	 


	“The steps of a good man are ordered by the LORD: and he delighteth in his way.”


	Psalms 37:23, KJV


	

CHAPTER 1
Better Than Good News



	“Logic will get you from A to B. Imagination will take you everywhere.”


	Albert Einstein


	 


	A storm is coming. A mad storm.


	It has been detected on radar by weather satellites. Its location is off Venezuela’s coast in the Southern Caribbean. The storm descends from the Star-Spangled heavens like a gargantuan galactic entity and steps onto the water’s floor, between the Caribbean Sea and the North Atlantic Ocean. With each footstep, the waves rage and the winds roar. This potent storm is so potentially violent, that even the moon, high above Earth’s atmosphere is cautious and concerned. Nearly 240,000 miles upwards from human-inhabited land, beyond the troposphere, beyond the stratosphere, beyond the mesosphere, beyond the thermosphere, at home in the exosphere, the moon, with his eyes deadlocked onto this diabolical storm, takes cover and peeks out from over the shade of his blanket of black fog.


	 This Tropical Storm has now been upgraded to a Hurricane by NOAA, the National Oceanic and Atmospheric Administration. The moon’s retreat proved to be a wise move. This Monster of a storm is already at Category 5 strength! Some might call this the “Finger of God”. And others might call this an “Act of God”. All I know is that we, the human inhabitants of this land way down here beneath the moon, are in dire need of God’s divine protection from this “monster”; from this mad storm!


	 The Caribbean Island nearest this abominable creation of nature is immediately warned of its coming. Thus, the Carnival celebration, the biggest and most important event on this island’s cultural and tourism calendar; a celebration which is electric with calypso and soca music in the air, a celebration which is explosive with a Masquerade Costume Band Parade, organized stick-fighting tournaments, and limbo competitions, a celebration which is erupting with “winning dancing” at Block Parties on every street, is rudely interrupted by the Nation’s government. The party is over! Scram! NOW! The relaxing, enjoyable tropical island breeze is no longer such a thing. Thus, the Carnival celebration is officially cancelled in mid-activity for obvious reasons.


	 This monstrous storm is a monstrosity in comparison to its predecessors, which wreaked havoc on a smaller scale, by comparison to the level of violence upon civilization committed by this guilty galactic gargantuan ghoul! At this point, on that note, I do believe that we can now cease from referring to this angry storm as an “it,” and should rather respect him as a “he”. And he is one heck of a he! 


	 He came down from the sky unannounced. He came down from the sky unannounced and planted his feet on the Caribbean Sea. He came down from the sky unannounced and planted his feet on the Caribbean Sea, then began walking north of the Atlantic Ocean. He came down from the sky unannounced and planted his feet on the Caribbean Sea, then began walking north of the Atlantic Ocean, until his footsteps led him on a journey that no other storm in history with a magnitude of a Hurricane with Category 5 strength has ever traveled! And as he gets closer and closer and closer to his “target,” his footsteps gradually mellow-out.


	A mysterious and mystical gentleman of extraordinary poise, of the amazing savoir faire, as if his heartbeat was replaced by a non-stop romantic instrumental ballad with distinct emphasis from the harp, flute, and xylophone sections of an Opera, symphony orchestra, casually strolls along lonesome hallways, around sudden corners, and vanishes into the shadows of cold corridors. 


	With effortless swagger, calm as the Calm after an angry storm, he descends gloomy stairwells. He ascends radiant staircases. His purpose leads him across exquisite balconies, dangerous breezeways, and even upon tranquil rooftops. 


	 Debonair in his Fedora hat with lavender feather, buttoned-up trench coat, scarf, suede gloves, and a purple cane as the only accessory to his distinguished wardrobe, cool as late November in Harlem, coordinating from head-to-toe in all charcoal, finally, the dignified Vampire-like stranger reaches his destination. And he doesn’t look too happy. As a matter of fact, his villainous facial expression displays extreme hostility. In other words, this presumed nefarious “Walking Nightmare” looks as mad as the devil! 


	 As a former “bad guy” myself, who is thankfully redeemed and delivered by my Lord and Savior Jesus Christ, I recognize the disposition. So, if this jolly gentleman is actually a hired assassin from the Virgin Islands, woe be unto the “job assignment” who is on his Hit List. My friend, that is an angry storm I would not want to get caught in! You would be much safer trapped inside a Farmhouse while caught in a mean Twister in Kansas. 


	 Hypnotic onyx marbles instead of human eyeballs, and standing seven feet tall, his noticeably erect posture reveals he has somehow successfully eluded Father Time. Broad and brawny - 300 pounds of chiseled granite muscle - and chillingly charming, despite his long silky silver dreadlocks which reveal his longevity. An intimidating individual is an understatement for this mountain of a man, who sort-of resembles the Actor Ving Rhames. Similar mannerisms.


	But? Is he a man? Or, is he an angel with no wings? Or, could he be a demon with no home address? His bass-heavy baritone voice is paralyzing. His accent is of the Caribbean Islands. His disposition is of Another World.


	Finally, the angry storm reaches his destination!


	And here comes the rain.


	It behooves us to learn to dance during our “Rainy Seasons”.


	“Life isn’t about waiting for the storm to pass… It’s about learning to dance in the rain.”


	Vivian Greene


	 We all experience terrible “storms” in life. But if you haven’t yet, then just keep right on living. What can we do to prevent The Storms of Life from ringing our doorbell? Nothing. What can we do to prevent The Storms of Life from huffing and puffing and to blow our front door down? Nothing. What can we do to stop The Storms of Life from raging, from roaring, and from ripping up everything that we have worked so hard to build and obtain? Not a thing!


	 Understand that it pays to study The Storms of Life and learn to recognize their Modus Operandi. If there is one thing I have learned during my 48 years on this Third Rock from the Sun, is that everyone and everything has a methodology; has a Method of Operation. I have learned that different storms are designed to expose different weaknesses. I have learned that different storms are designed to exalt different strengths. And I have also learned that different storms are designed to explain different enigmas.


	 Every storm, by nature, has a distinguished methodology. For example, a Tropical Storm’s degree of damage can sometimes be chaotic. A Tornado’s degree of destruction can potentially be catastrophic. And a Hurricane’s degree of devastation is often cataclysmic. Therefore, it pays for you to have earned a Ph.D. in “The Method of Operation of the Storms of Life.” What is stopping you, hindering you, preventing you from earning your “Degree in Meteorology”?


	 If you have ever experienced any degree of a storm in your life, then God expects you not to become a “Master” over your storms, but rather a “Meteorologist”! Last year this time, if you have experienced the Storm of Doubt in your life, then today, you ought to have your Ph.D. in Meteorology. Last year this time, if you have experienced the Storm of Depression in your life, then today, you ought to have your Ph.D. in Meteorology. Last year this time, if you have experienced the Storm of Disappointment in your life, then TODAY, TODAY, TODAY, God expects you to have earned your Ph.D. in Meteorology! Again, I propose and present to you this thought: What is stopping you, hindering you, preventing you from learning to dance during your “Rainy Seasons”?


	Life isn’t about waiting for The Storms of Life to pass… It is about learning to dance in the midst of your Storm! Selah. The once happy, clear, and the sunny sky is now charcoal gray and looks wicked. Very wicked. Nebulous is an understatement for this nightmarish noonday stirred-up by naughty Mother Nature. 


	 Tall deep-rooted trees are uprooted by an unseen unnatural evil claw, one-by-one. This invisible foe lifts, heavy-duty trucks, minivans, SUVs, and sedans into the air with ease and then drop the vehicles upside-down onto the asphalt, one-by-one. As this invisible menace marches up the street, roofs of attractive split-level homes are peeled off like an overworked Band Aid, one-by-one. 


	 One-by-one, golf ball-size hail bombard already destroyed automobiles and damaged houses. One-by-one, live power lines unloosen and fall to the soaked cement, as telephone poles snap like breadsticks. You are home alone, still wearing your favorite old, raggedy, torn Pittsburgh Steelers pajamas, tucked into your dry bathtub barefooted and on your knees in the proper elementary school safety position, trembling in terror; though praying fervently and effectually. Suddenly, all of your windows are shattered, then sucked out. Guess where you are now? Unfortunately, yes. In the Eye of an angry F4 Tornado! With insane wind-speeds of 260 miles per hour! Two-hundred and sixty reasons for you to call on the Name of Jesus more intensely!


	As your aching body is balled-up in your bathtub, terrified by this treacherous trial of tribulation, nevertheless you yet continue to pray even more relentlessly, even though this psychotic Cyclone is relentlessly attempting to murder your psyche. The combination of this deadly spinning Funnel Cloud, in which you are helplessly imprisoned, along with the now ghostly quietness, is enough to drive anybody storming mad!


	 One-by-one, the minutes slowly pass. This invisible Supervillain, who seems to have a personal grudge against you, stands over you and stares down at you like a vengeful Cyclops for two whole hours, one-by-one. One-by-one, your fiery prayers begin the fizzle. One-by-one, your steadfast faith begins to flee. One-by-one, your choked-up, coughed-up, tangled-up, twisted-up words begin to silence, until…


	"Hello, and Good Morning. Are you ‘So-and-So’?"


	 The Big Fella is a rather scary dude. I mean, the cat looks like the Death Angel on steroids! So, you are an incy wincy bit terrified. Who me? Nah. Still, wouldn’t want to be caught in a dead end alley at the stroke of midnight with him though.


	"Yeah… I mean… yes Sir. That's me, Sir."


	"Splendid. I have something I would like to give you."


	"Oh? Oh really? What is it? I hope it's some… some good news."


	"Ha, Ha, Ha. Now, ‘So-and-So’, why would I want to bring you some bad news? Do I look like a Messenger of Bad News to you?”


	Check out my unintimidated, unmitigated disposition toward “Bad News”.


	“You, Back Again?


	Absolutely unwanted.


	Absolutely unwelcomed.


	Absolutely uninvited.


	A fugitive with many felonies;


	all Home Invasions.


	The expression on my face;


	the polar opposite of delighted.


	You’re a Messenger of Bad News.


	You psychologically violate whomever you choose.


	You celebrate as your victims cry the blues.


	You brag and boast about how you never, never lose.


	With you, there’s no compromising.


	No negotiating.


	No deliberating.


	With you, there’s no compassion.


	No reevaluating.


	No hesitating.


	You’re an immortal who cannot be tamed.


	You’re the Master at your game.


	Everyone knows your name.


	Every generation is knowledgeable of your fame.


	But TODAY, history will be made.


	TODAY is the DAY you taste the Agony of Defeat.


	Bad News? Welcome to MY Arena.


	Against me, from hereafter, get used to getting utterly BEAT!


	Because GREATER is He that is in me, than ALL of the Bad News that is in the world!”


	Now, you are trembling. And stuttering even more.


	“No. No Sir. Not at all Sir. You… you look like you’re a… like you’re a really swell guy, Sir.”


	“Ha, Ha, Ha, Ha! Believe it or not, I get that a lot, everywhere I travel. But getting back to business, what I am going to give you is quite indeed more exceptional than mere good news, ‘So-and-So’." 


	 Like a man-eating Tiger, he shows-off his scary choppers as a scare-tactic to paralyze his prey. His upper and lower canine teeth are pure gold, 24 karats, and look like daggers. Please? Do not ask me why? He removes one glove. He reaches out his huge hand, dazzling diamond- studded gold rings on each finger, and gently places his palm in the middle of his job assignment's belly, then rubs in a circular motion with quick strokes, as if he were smearing on something magical. Or, extracting something detrimental. 


	 This mysterious gentleman's name, who for some odd reason chooses his Alligator Skin Stacy Adams as his sole source of transportation, while he looks like he can easily afford a fleet of showroom-floor charcoal Cadillac Escalades with the custom lavender leather interior, and personal chauffeur, is Imagination. You are probably thinking; Weird name for a Hit Man. But then, if you think about it, most hired assassins in those bloody, violent movies have cool, yet, sometimes weird nicknames.


	A few seconds later, your eyes open. You awake from your slumber. It's morning. Thirty minutes ago, there was an angry storm; thundering and lightning and windy and hailing and raining felines and canines! But today, the sun is shining magnificently. 


	 You sit up. You yawn. You stretch out your arms. It is a new day. You are a new person...with new ideas...lots and lots of splendid new ideas! You pause and think aloud to yourself; “Yep. This is Better Than Good News.”


	 But before you hasten to your Laptop and Google Golden Lightning Bolt Ministries, VisionFuel Marketing Consultant Firm, or CleverGenius.com, first, go and change the world. Show us what you can do with your Stroke of Genius; your creativity, your marvelous imagination. I just showed you mine. 
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