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  Leander Jackie Grogan’s excellence in writing extends over a multiplicity of genres. His six novels have been distributed in eleven countries and five different languages. He has won numerous local and national awards in creative writing for radio, print and the web.


  Besides having authored a number of nonfiction articles in such national magazines as AdWeek and Jet, and a business bestseller, What’s Wrong With Your Small Business Team?, Grogan serves as a guest blogger for the national crime/suspense writer’s website, Murder by 4, has written and produced three local spiritual comedies, and some years ago, had a work of fiction published in Hustler Magazine.


  Grogan’s popularity continues to grow exponentially as a member of the new breed of storytellers unencumbered by the dictates of old world cookie-cutter characters and a narrow spotlight, perpetually shining on the rich side of town. His characters are bold and edgy and unpredictable, and invariably in conflict with traditional values. His writings go out of their way to explore spiritual unknowns and the deep crevices of the mind that harbor raw insight and truth. Grogan’s favorite writer, and most preponderant upon his current style, is the late Sidney Sheldon. Specific works such as Polar Shift by Clive Cussler, Dead Zone by Stephen King, Song of Solomon by Toni Morrison, Deep Cover by Michael Tolkin and The Rainmaker by John Grisham have also had a great influence on his commitment to rich, multi-layered characterization and intricately crafted plots.
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  BOOK TWO – FALL 2014


  


  
Dedication



  


  This book is dedicated to the unknown seekers of truth who, at the gateway of knowledge, have been turned away by religious traditionalists that oppose any form of learning beyond the status quo. The world is not flat. Columbus did not discover America. And, demon possession is real.


  INTRODUCTION



  


  The story you are about to read is mind-boggling, high-intensity fiction. The problem it describes, however, is centered in bone-chilling reality.


  Demonic possession is loosely defined as the control of an individual by supernatural beings such as Satan and/or his demons and imps. Symptoms accompanying demonic possession may include erased or altered memories and personalities, discernible changes in vocal intonation and facial structure, episodes of convulsions and fits, abilities to speak in foreign languages, and unexplained knowledge (gnosis) about the past or future.


  Though, the Bible offers many accounts of demon possession, some modern-day evangelical Christians and other official church denominations avoid the subject and discourage its teaching or exploration. In essence, they have unofficially extracted or voided portions of the Scripture.


  I believe in the great truths of the Bible. That is my definitive source for understanding what happens in the invisible or supernatural world. The Bible says that demons got into or possessed people in ancient times. So I believe that. Just because we disapprove of an action, we cannot afford to avoid it, altogether. I disapprove of slavery. So should I deny it ever existed or refuse to discuss it?


  At the same time, we must be careful not to glamorize the power of evil or take a lackluster approach to its diabolical objective and design. Those individuals seeking knowledge through Ouija (weegie) boards, tarot cards, black cat bone, hexes and spells are involved in devil worship, which opens them up to possession. They are asking a source of superior power in the supernatural world to share that power with them in order to give them an edge in the natural world. This requires submission and obedience to that source. This blatant invitation is how many people find themselves tormented by evil spirits.


  On February 19, 2002, the late Pope John Paul reported that he had been involved in three Exorcisms during his tenure as a Roman Catholic Priest. Inside sources indicated that Pope John Paul felt the official office of exorcists needed to be given more attention and restored to the priesthood. His reasoning was simple. The cases of demon possession in contemporary societies all over the world were exploding. From his perspective, this unspeakable spiritual crisis could no longer be ignored.


  Finally, if there is an alternative thread to the incredible journey you are about to take, it is the examination of suffering in our lives. We all suffer. At some point, we all ask why. Exorcism At Midnight provides spiritual insight into the phases of suffering and the invisible catalysts that usher suffering into our lives.


  Now, on to the journey. Examine. Explore. Enjoy!


   


   


  Exorcism Cross ... You’ll need it. 
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Chapter I



  Exorcism At Midnight


  By


  Leander Jackie Grogan


  


  


  At bedtime, I took one last look out of my window. Dark clouds slithered across the Houston skyline like billowed ghosts on parade. The cluster of needle pines in the front yard swayed back and forth like helpless dancers in an operetta of doom. An angry breeze whistled through my tattered window screen, perhaps, an ominous prediction of things to come.


  Two hundred miles away, a monster hurricane lingered off the Galveston coastline in the Gulf of Mexico, waiting for a signal from heaven or hell. To me, however, the storm’s impending landfall was small potatoes compared to the journey that lay ahead.


  The call had come in. The decision had been made. The fate of four demented souls had been locked into a precarious eternity. We were going forward with the exorcism at midnight. No further discussion -- not even the one that cried out from our subconscious minds, warning us about plunging, nakedly, into a dark, uncharted, metaphysical world -- was required.


  Standing in front of the bathroom mirror, I gazed, disappointingly, at the black, bearded face, pushing out from my chunky neck and blubbered chest. It was a sad face with withered, eggshell eyes; the kind of face providence usually pasted behind the flowing tears of a condemned prisoner, headed for a firing squad. It was an appropriate face that complimented my slumping shoulders, budging gut and battle-weary knees. At thirty-eight, my body had severed all ties with the powerful fullback physic that had propelled our high school team to the state championship game back in ‘76. Rodney Coleman, The Bull, was the name with which the sports writers had bestowed upon me with such unanimous adoration. But now the merciless glass reflected a different image, a pitiful image, a shameful freeze-frame of Rodney Coleman, the flabby old buffalo, tormented by inflated memories of fame and what could’ve been.


  Maybe, if I had managed to stay out of trouble at Texas A&M my junior year. Maybe, if I had avoided the fun-loving, ever seductive cocaine crowd. My coach had referred to me as his first football intellectual, a welcomed combination of brains and brawn. But sometimes confidence can be a great deceiver. Youthful invincibility has a way of leading you down the murky alleyways of life where the warning signs are shrouded in darkness.


  Ironically, cocaine had been the improbable agent that guided me back to the light.


  One night at an off-campus freebasing party, bad drugs from a rookie cartel dealer out of Juárez, Mexico had killed everyone but me ... well, me and a beautiful young honey brown, hazel eyed freshman whose prudish values and high-minded upbringing made her think she had the right to be there with the superstars and not feel the slightest obligation to indulge. She became the only unscaved bystander, watching in horror, as the plush condominium college boosters had provided for our elite pleasures slowly transformed into a grisly death trap. By the time the ambulances stopped rolling and the paramedics finished their gruesome work, four star athletes and a sorority beauty queen lay dead in the city morgue.


  The way my heart pounded with each precarious beat; the way my eyeballs bulged, sealing in the ominous lights that raced through my head, I, too, should’ve died. But interspersed between the red, yellow, and green lights was a white light engulfing an awesome spirit-like figure in a faraway place, a peaceful, surreal place where the air was heavy with sweet ginger and the trees glistened like crystal. He showed me a giant bronze trunk with golden locks. Huge winged creatures with crimson eyes surrounded the trunk on all sides, as if protecting its contents from some invisible foe.


  “Inside this trunk,” he said, “are the mistakes of your past. You have a second chance.”


  Who was I to get a second chance? Of the athletes, groupies and hangers-on that made up our fun-loving crew, I was the least deserving. I was brash and cocky, an athlete’s athlete, craving the limelight and used to getting my way. If there was a place at the back of the line for disqualified applicants, unworthy of reprieve, I owned it, lock, stock and barrel.


  Yet, I heard the words. They were like thunderous rapids, flowing down the mountainside in early spring, washing the soot and pollution from the deep crevices of my mind. “You have a second chance.”


  After that bizarre night of death, and for me, resurrection, everything changed. Whether driven by fear, love, obedience or a sense of obligation, I enrolled in a hometown seminary and became a minister. Kathy, the beautiful young freshman who had refused the lure of our tragic drug fest, followed me back to Dallas to become my wife.


  It was during these early years that I first met an immigrant named Yacine. I could never pronounce his last name. So I stopped trying. Yet, from the very moment I met him, he stirred my fascination.


  Yacine represented the epitome of miscegenation, the growing fusion of cultures from around the globe. His mother was from Algeria; his father from Jordan. He had lived half his twenty-nine years in the African country of Angola before disease killed his parents. A Kansas missionary sponsored his immigration to America where a religious Scientology foundation underwrote his admission to seminary.


  Dallas Theological Seminary was a quiet, secluded campus of tall green trees, luscious purple and blue flower gardens and stately tan brick buildings that sprawled over several acres of prime real estate in Dallas’ west central suburbs. Some evenings, just before dusk, the wind, whistling through the exalted exterior archways, sounded like voices from heaven. No one dispelled the idea. It seemed only fitting that if God was going to speak, he’d do it where the vast inventories of scholarly Bibles outnumbered all of the other great spiritual repositories around the city. Southern Methodist University and Texas Christian University had become too commercial, too focused on winning the BCS and Final Four. There was no need to waste a heavenly lecture on lukewarm backsliders when Dallas Theological Seminary, the zealots of the Bible belt, were right across town.


  Dallas Theological Seminary had a proud history of turning out quality leaders who went on to make their mark in the Kingdom. That’s why we were there ... to learn how to please God and make our mark. That was the scarlet robe of expectation that cloaked our young, eager, naive souls. That was the driving ambition that made us step forth as God’s hand-picked liberators of a world darkened by sin. We were there to usher in good and keep humanity from going to hell in a hand basket. None of us had a clue how costly such a noble undertaking could be.


  One night, after an eschatology class in the main auditorium, Yacine approached me. Thin-faced, with bushy black hair and piercing gray eyes, he reminded me of a young Mouammar Kadhafi.


  “Maybe I talk to you?” He asked in a condescending voice. He was obviously still struggling with the language.


  “This is not a good time,” I had explained, never once breaking my accelerated stride. “I’ve got somewhere important I need to be.”


  I wondered why this foreigner had singled me out from a class of thirty. And yet, I didn't want to come off as being rude. I was trying to get to a late-night meeting at the Exall Recreation Center downtown. An informal search committee had been looking for someone to pastor a small church in Oakdale. Dr. Grossman, my assistant dean and personal mentor, had thrown my name into the hat.


  “You’re a perfect fit,” he had told me in the prep session. “You’re a hometown boy that knows the area, and you’re not afraid to get your hands dirty with issues unique to the inner city.” It was his way of telling me the liquor stores and peep shows that surrounded the church on every block would be a challenge ... but nothing a former project dweller and latchkey kid couldn’t overcome.


  Thanks to the love of my grandmother, I had overcome a missing father and mother on drugs. Thanks to the perseverance of my eleventh grade English teacher, Mr. Bryant, I had overcome saggin’ pants, fake gold necklaces and ghetto slang. What chance did a few liquor stores and peep shows have against an overcomer like me?


  I was thrilled at the possibility. There was no better place to get hands-on training than a small church on the rough side of town where every problem was serious, and every opportunity to help, a meaningful one. I would know all of my members by name. And I would lead them, boldly, out of the darkness and into the marvelous light. AND ... I would get paid for doing it; a much needed addition to my student loan refund check and part-time wages from working at the campus bookstore.


  It seemed like a God-sent opportunity. I wasn’t going to let a dopey looking foreigner get in the way.


  When I arrived at the Center, the decision had already been made. Somebody's brother's nephew’s cousin with connections to the Board had finagled the position during a closed-door, smoky room vote.


  It shouldn’t have surprised me. Historically, these pastoral selection procedures were more political than spiritual. Nevertheless, having wasted my time and a third of a tank of $4.00 a gallon gasoline, I was pissed. Even more alarming was the site of Yacine, standing outside of the Center, in the front parking lot.


  “You followed me here? Who gave you that right?” I scolded him in a loud voice.


  “You will talk to me now?” He persisted.


  “NO! Matter of fact, you best stay out of my face.” I flexed a few fullback muscles just to let him know I meant business.


  The next night after class, he handed me an envelope, then walked away. Opening it, I discovered a full-color, detailed drawing of the bronze trunk with the golden locks, the precise trunk I had seen during my drug overdose.


  A few days later, when classes resumed, I sought him out. “You’ve got my attention. Now tell me what this is all about.”


  His tone was just above a whisper. “You have the mark, the mark of suffering. You will serve God in a special way.” Yacine went on to explain that through his multiple studies of Christianity, Judaism, Hinduism and Islam, he had come to believe that each living soul had a mark; an invisible, spiritual mark that specified their true calling.


  I had read similar writings by Jung and other philosophers. The Bible even referred to a mark or seal placed on believers that members of the spirit world recognized.


  “How does this mark look?” I inquired.


  “You do not see it as such. You feel it.” He pointed to a tall, balding man with a chiseled face, dressed in a black suit. He stood by the podium, speaking quietly to our distinguished, gray haired class instructor, Dr. Roosevelt Bingham. Throughout their exchange, the man brandished a perpetually disarming smile.


  “This man has the mark of betrayal. You can feel it, yes?”


  “No,” I admitted.


  “Don't worry, you will.”


  A few days later we learned Dr. Bingham, one of the most popular professors at the school, had been fired. Uncomfortable with the professor’s growing influence over the students, the ball headed man had orchestrated a convoluted witch-hunt behind closed doors, something about the professor selfishly promoting himself over the school and the word of God.


  Over the remaining five months, Yacine and I became the closest of friends. Though he was only a few years older than me, I learned more from him than I had in all my years at seminary. It was not to say the school’s curriculum was inadequate. It just seemed that Yacine was so advanced in his understanding of the entire scheme of things.


  In one class, Yacine unintentionally embarrassed a new instructor by asking him a heavy weight question about the true location of Mount Sinai, the holy mountain to which Moses had brought the children of Israel. Not wanting to admit he didn’t know, the instructor rambled on for a while before scolding Yacine for taking the class off course. In another class, Yacine created an unsolvable dilemma for the professor by proving, Biblically, that prayer would not help the world get better because scripture had already declared that, as we moved toward the end times, it would get worse, and no prayer would make the Bible turn on itself.


  I was always amused at how hard the instructors worked to suppress his input. Sometimes, he would be called into the office and reprimanded. Other times, the professors would simply disqualify his questions as being outside the scope of study and detrimental to the progress of the class. The more I tried to soak in his wisdom, the more the instructors tried to ring it out of existence. I found the equilibrium to be quite favorable because the less they allowed him to share in class, the more he shared with me.
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