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E-Ville

The smell of sulfur was rancid in the sun-laden heat of the midday. The power plant that stood arrogantly across the river looked like a mirage in the waves of the humidity. The locals of Evansville had gotten used to the putrid odor and had accepted it as the price to be paid for the lucrative business and income that supplied the small town with its means of financial success. 

Some outsiders from neighboring towns and villages would say that the stench was fitting for such a town as Evansville; named after its founder-Cornelius Evans. After all, the town had acquired the nickname “E-Ville” many moons ago as a result of its lewd and lascivious lifestyle. The town first flourished nearly a century and a half ago when Mr. Evans funded the construction for one of the two largest power plants in the state of New York at the time; the other being in New York City. 

The current residents of the town would argue that the nickname wasn’t earned and that things had changed considerably since those days when bootlegging and gun slinging were commonplace. Sure, there were more bars than churches in Evansville, but wasn’t that true in most other small, hick towns across the country? And yeah, it wasn’t too arguable that the Sheriff was sometimes partial to people he knew, but hey, Sheriff Alan Bickford is human like the rest of us; that doesn’t make him a bad guy, does it?

The city council may be made up of hand picked cronies and butt kissing relatives, but by and large this was a nice, sturdy town with a cheerful populace and it was a downright pleasant place to live. Although lately the teenagers have been more rambunctious with their stealing and vandalism; and it’s true that some of the townsfolk had criticized the patrolmen, accusing them of looking the other way half the time, but that little speck of dirt doesn’t change the overall cleanliness of the picture now does it?

George Fallow had a hard day at the store. The middle aged robust man owned and operated Fallow’s Market on Main Street. His Grandfather had started the business by pushing around a street cart loaded with vegetables and fruit from the family farm. Over the years he was able to save enough to buy out Pisadella’s Grocery when Henry Pisadella wanted to retire and move to Florida with his wife Irene. Neither of his two boys wanted to take it over since they both had established careers and had families. Besides, one lived in Georgia and the other in Arizona. Hank and Irene had planned to visit both of them often once their residency in Florida was somewhat concrete. So, young Walter Fallow moved in and stepped into his future as a full-fledged proprietor. Eventually, he handed the operation down to his son, Chester. After many fine and enjoyable years, Chester proudly passed the baton off to his son, George.  

George’s Friday night trek home carried him past a strip of hangouts that housed many of the locals that were chasing their beloved elixir that primed their weekend pumps. Next to one of the bars was an adult store/club called The Flesh Factory. There was a bar and a catwalk set up with some chairs surrounding the exposed sides for the close-up enjoyment of its patrons. The room in the back, dubbed The Entertainment Center provided wide-eyed lust induced pleasure for those with money to blow. 

George sometimes got angered at all of the fornication he had to witness as a regular occurrence, not just on the weekends. They didn’t even have the decency to be closed on Sunday for crying out loud. There just happened to be a law prohibiting them to be open before Noon. George had heard guys go so far as to complain about that rule as well. He was surprised that the town board would ever approve such facilities to be set up in such a nice town in the first place. Unfortunately, however, George knew that even in small communities, money not only talked, it screamed.

George actually felt sorry for those who were blind to the mire they were walking into. He prayed not only that the patrons would see the light, but also that the proprietors would have no more blind eyes. Ultimately, that all these type of establishments would cease to exist and that the sad reputation that plagued this once moral town would change to one of integrity instead of being one of immorality.

George stepped across the threshold of his humble abode to a bittersweet welcome. The aroma of his Mother’s near famous pasta sauce filled the house. What accompanied it however, was the loud bickering coming from the kitchen as his two daughters were engaged in another one of their bitter quarrels. 

George took a deep breath, shook his head and hung his coat and hat on the coat tree in the small mudroom. He ascended the two-step incline that led into the living room and made his way to the battle zone. “Alright, what’s the deal this time?”

Betsy and Sharon did a complete 180 as they stopped mid-sentence and turned and cheerily greeted their Father in unison. “Hi Daddy!” they chirped as a duet.

“Never mind the ‘Hi Daddy’, what’s the problem?”

Betsy, the 16 year old, got the first words out. “Daddy she…”

But Sharon, the 14 year old, wasted no time putting a halt to her sister’s explanation. “Oh no you don’t. I’ll tell him,” she instructed her sibling. “Dad, she wanted to add hot Italian sausage to the sauce and she knows that it makes me sick. She thawed out the hot kind knowing the sweet sausage was right there next to it. Now we can’t have any at all because of her,” she pointed.

“Now Betsy, why would you do that?”

“Dad,” Betsy protested, “you’re blaming me without asking if what she said was true!”

“Well, is it?”

“Well, yeah but that’s not the point. She-“

“Look, I don’t have time for this. I had a hard day and I just want to come home and relax and enjoy a nice meal. Betsy, go get the package of sweet sausage and thaw it out in the microwave. Then cook it up and add it to the sauce. Did you cook the pasta already?”

“No.”

“Good. Alright then, get going.”

Sharon gave her sister a satisfied smirk before turning and leaving the room.

Betsy retaliated, “Dad, did you see what she just did?”

“I said no more. Sharon, leave her alone and go find something constructive to do, like set the table perhaps.”

George’s two teenagers went about their assigned tasks without a word between them. George knew he had his hands full raising two teenage daughters on his own but he really did believe he had a pair of good ones. He didn’t know what he was going to do when their Mother Phyllis died of a brain hemorrhage two years ago. Thank God the church was there to help. They provided George and the girls the help that they needed when the majority of the community basically turned a deaf ear to them. The youth pastor’s wife, Beth Armstrong was a major comfort to the girls, considering she had went through the same trauma herself. The only problem was that the church was 10 miles away in Pinedale. There was a Christian church at one time in Evansville but so few people attended that it finally uprooted. That’s how corrupt this town had become. 

Now two years had passed and they had adjusted as well as one could expect. Every once in a while though, George would catch one of his daughters looking through old photos or watching home movies with mixed tears of sorrow and joy streaming down their faces. It wasn’t all that uncommon for George himself to succumb to the nostalgic desires and thumb through the much older snapshots of when he and Phyllis were dating. 

The girls were quite apprehensive about George taking on any new lady friend relationships at first, but when he started dating Gloria Beecham, their attitude changed. 

Gloria worked part-time at the grocery store. George had hired her about six months after Phyllis died, mainly to take her place, since she was accustomed to putting in about 20 hours a week to help run things and do the office work. 

After she had been there about three months, George finally got up the nerve to ask her to dinner. She had thrown him about every hint you could ask for just shy of coming right out and asking him herself. All the innuendos eventually got through enough to where it gave George the courage to follow through with his intentions. 

After nearly a year and three months there was no hint from George of the courtship reaching the proposal plateau. Gloria understood full well and she was happy to let things develop as they may. 

The only real problem that existed between them was that she wasn’t a Christian. She was a very nice lady with many Christian values, but that was something that George had had a problem with once he realized that things were starting to get serious between them. His girls would get on him about it only because of the lectures he had given them before about dating non-Christian boys. “It’s different,” he would say, “our relationship isn’t at that teen-age stage. And besides, I’m an adult and I’m a male at that,” he finished with a firm nod of his head.

Betsy and Sharon would laugh at that one. “You hypocrite,” Betsy teased, “since you are the adult, you should be setting a better example.”

Deep down he knew they were right, but he told them he was hoping that through his witnessing, she might become saved, even though she would only go to their church at Christmas and Easter, unless the girls were involved in something special. “Maybe the Lord brought her into my path for a reason,” he told himself. 

George settled into his recliner to watch the news. The top story of the day was being updated as new information was obtained. George turned the volume up and listened intently to the developing account. 

“There is a state of emergency at the Evansville power plant tonight,” started the reporter with a grave sense of distress. She was standing well in front of the locked gate on the north side of the plant. There was obvious chaos as security and management personnel scurried around in a hurried panic along with some others who were dressed in protective clothing. She continued, “Sources tell us that a fire has broken out in one of the chemical labs causing a chemical reaction involving a sulfuric compound. I talked with one of the chemists at the facility that declined an on camera interview. But he told me that when sulfur is burned in the air, it combines with oxygen to form sulfur dioxide, a heavy, colorless gas with a characteristically, suffocating odor.” That was evident as she was doing her best to mask her displeasure. “In moist air it is slowly oxidized to sulfuric acid.”

“Julie, isn’t sulfur dioxide already in our atmosphere on a regular basis due to the plant’s operation itself?” the anchorman asked.

“Yes, Gary. Sulfur dioxide is released into the atmosphere in the combustion of fossil fuels such as petroleum and coal, both of which are common in power plant operations. It is a bothersome air pollutant and is the leading cause for acid rain. But at this level, there is potentially a cause for alarm with several parts per million being released into our air supply at this moment.” 

The shot went to a split screen as the anchorman at the station cut in with a question that by now was on everyone’s mind in Evansville. “Julie, are the residents of Evansville at any risk and are there any plans for evacuation?”

“At this time, no, Gary. In a statement released earlier by Mr. Avery Stiles, the Chief of operations here at the plant, he said that he believes that the fire is now under control and he is confident that it has not come in contact with any other chemicals. The cleanup is well underway and any measures taken from here on will be strictly precautionary. The plant has been evacuated, though, and we’re standing by, waiting for a progress report on the exact status of the cleanup operation.”

“Julie, what exactly could develop from this incident if the fire isn’t contained?”

“Well Gary, the worst-case scenario, would be a massive explosion could occur, especially if the fire, already mixed with the sulfur and having become acidic, were to come in contact with any other combustible chemicals. But as Mr. Stiles has already said, he feels that everything is under control. So, therefore, that worst-case scenario is a very remote, almost incomprehensible possibility. In any event, we will definitely keep you informed and bring you developments as we become aware of them. Reporting live, outside the Evansville power plant, this is Julie Valentino, Action News.”  

George wasn’t entirely convinced of that. Humph, didn’t look like they were moving around as if everything was all right to me.  George was startled by a knock at the door. ‘That’s strange’, he thought. He wasn’t expecting visitors. He hoped it wasn’t a boy looking for one of his daughters. He didn’t want either one of them out on the town tonight. Normally he didn’t worry so much about his girls, since they both were pretty level headed and ‘street smart’. But, he knew what it was like to be a teenage boy with raging hormones, so he trusted no adolescent male, no matter how charming. Who were they kidding? He was famous for laying it on thick and getting the girls’ mothers to practically fall in love with him themselves. Rarely did the fathers fall for it though, and now he understood why. 

George breathed a heavy sigh at the disturbance and slowly rose to make his way to the door. “I’m coming,” he said, annoyed as the impatient person knocked again. The girls were upstairs but even still, if one of them were expecting someone she would’ve been racing down the stairs, barely hitting two steps all the way down. And the sister would’ve been tailing closely behind so as to get a good look and offer some slams and coarse joking at her sister’s expense. He was pleased to hear no thunderous hoof beats. 


He was also pleased when he opened the door to find no pimply faced, testosterone infected teenager drooling on his doorstep. Instead, he found himself staring at two intriguing looking men. George immediately caught a slight whiff of what the newswoman was talking about. Even from this far away the smell was unmistakable. It was worse than usual, as if he were within the fenced-in boundaries of the plant itself.  “Can I help you gentlemen?”


“Hello, George; my name is Ben and this is Dan.” 

Dan nodded a ‘Hello’ when George made eye contact. The men looked innocent enough to George, but he wondered how the speaker knew his name. In this day and age, suspicion was usually the first emotion to arise when encountering strangers.

“How did you know my name? What do you want?”

Ben evaded the question and got right to business. “ George, you don’t know us but we know you. Better yet, God knows you, and you have found favor in his eyes. We have come to rescue you; you and your daughters.”

Now George’s suspicions were on red alert. Not only do they know him, but they also know that he has daughters as well. George immediately blamed technology as the culprit. That darn internet. Some scum ball has somehow been tracking us down through the web and now he’s trying to sucker us in on some scheme of his. Man, what people won’t try.

“Listen you two, I don’t know what scam you’re trying to pull, and I don’t know how you got my name or my address but my advice is you’d better leave before this situation gets out of hand.”

This time Dan was the speaker, “That’s just it Mr. Fallow, things are going to get worse, much worse. We’re here to save you George, not scam you.”

George’s tense demeanor suddenly turned jovial as he chuckled. “Save me? Save me from what, the end of the world?” he said in obvious amusement. 

“No, the end of this town Mr. Fallow. See for yourself,” Ben said as he pointed and moved aside to allow George to peer from his doorstep out into the night.

George heard before he saw. There was a massive explosion that literally shook the ground in Evansville. It caused George to stumble and he would’ve fell off his front stoop had not Ben caught him. Although it occurred many miles away, it sounded to George as if it was right across the street. George looked to the North to see what looked to him like a million miniature Suns that were surrounded with a thin, blue flame being hurled into the atmosphere. “Could that be sulfur?” he wondered.

Just then, Betsy and Sharon came downstairs. “Daddy, what’s going on?” they asked.

George took them into his arms. “I’m not sure girls,” he said shakily. 

“Who are these guys Dad?” Sharon inquired.

“This is Ben and Dan.”

“Why are they here? Are they customers of yours Daddy?” asked Betsy.

“No, we just met. I’m not sure why they’re here exactly. Why don’t you two go and see if the news has any coverage on this yet. Hopefully we can get some answers here. It probably has to do with the fire at that power plant.”

“What are you talking about Dad?”

“The news, girls, please.” George’s curt answer was marred with impatience and confusion. The girls left their father’s embrace and went into the living room and turned on the TV. 

“George, there isn’t much time. That explosion has caused deadly amounts of sulfur dioxide and hydrochloric acid, along with a number of other chemicals to be released into the atmosphere. God has destined to destroy Evansville Mr. Fallow. He has seen the depths of its corruption and degradation. He will tolerate its deliberately blasphemous ways no more. Like Sodom and Gomorrah before it, Evansville’s fate will be likewise. 

“We were sent directly to you George, because you and your daughters have found favor in God’s eyes. He wishes that you not perish, but that you be saved from this judgment. God has caused this calamity to occur, and His divine intervention will cause the sulfurous mixture to fall in Evansville, and Evansville only.”

George was still reluctant. “Oh, come on! How can that be possible? That huge explosion, all that stuff hurled into the air at breakneck speeds, and you’re gonna stand there and tell me that only Evansville will suffer?” George shook his head skeptically.

“Have faith George! All things are possible with God. Do not test the Lord your God with your reluctance. This town will cease to exist. And yes, this will be the only town to suffer the ill effects.”

“But you gotta understand where I’m coming from guys. If you two really are messengers sent from God, how ‘bout a little proof? The prophets of the Old Testament asked for proof, why can’t I?”

 Ben and Dan looked at each other. God had told them that this would happen. They just couldn’t understand the stubborn ignorance and distrust that these humans possessed. But, as God had previously allowed, they granted George’s request. 

“You get one chance to believe George Fallow. Your lives, and the lives of your daughters are in danger. Time is limited. With or without you, we will be gone from here before the sulfur falls,” Dan said gravely.

The men stepped off the stoop and into the front yard. By this time, the girls came from the living room to see what was going on. They told him about the news report, although it wasn’t any different than what he had already been told by the two messengers. They stood and waited to see what miraculous sign would be given to them.

George looked into the luminescent night sky. The ‘suns’ were definitely getting closer. “E-Ville” was looking like it was under a nuclear attack. George realized that in a spiritual sense, Evansville had surely been a battle zone. Unfortunately, as in the case with Sodom and Gomorrah, there weren’t enough people to keep it from being salvaged. He couldn’t help feeling sorry for this town’s despicable inhabitants. Suddenly, George’s mind was flooded with scripture. He recalled Jesus’ words in Matthew 10:15&16-‘If anyone will not welcome you or listen to your words, shake the dust off your feet when you leave that home or town. I tell you the truth, it will be more bearable for Sodom and Gomorrah on the day of judgment than for that town.’ He felt a warm tear scroll down his flushed cheek as he turned to witness what was about to take place. It was to be something that his tear-laden eyes would never behold again until that day when it was to be commonplace in the afterlife.

Ben went first.  He adopted this beautiful electric blue hue as an aura around him. He bent down and curled himself into a ball. Then he kept getting smaller and smaller, until all you could see was a pinpoint of pure white light surrounded by this stimulating blue circle of radiance.

Then, as quickly as he was gone, the process reversed itself; but the form that was revealed was not Ben. He was still engulfed in the mesmerizing blue, but it was surely evident that a change had taken place. Now Ben was this, creature, a creature with four heads! One head was a lion, another an eagle, the third was a bear and the last looked to be human but at the same time, not so human. The body resembled that of a lion in which the lion was the prominent head that faced directly to the front. 

Then, the creature stood on its hind legs. It stood nearly seven feet tall.  Then, a pair of wings started protruding from both sides of its back until they extended into a full stretched expansion. They were eagle’s wings, large and mighty. 

Then, in complete unison, all four heads let out a cry at the top of their lungs. It was a distinctively eerie sound as the lion, bear, eagle and man joined in a raging bellow that was nearly deafening. 

All of a sudden, the creature took a giant leap into the air and disappeared into the night sky. The blazing blue ball just kept getting smaller and smaller until eventually it vanished.

George and his daughters stared at each other in a shock-induced awe. George tried to speak but couldn’t. Then he noticed Betsy. Her eyes widened as she pointed. George looked and he focused his attention on Dan. With all the commotion he had nearly forgotten about him. Dan underwent the same type of transformation. The only difference was that his aura was green, but no less luminous. He went through the same phase, as did Ben. As his green ball faded George and the girls could barely even begin to wonder what was going to happen next. 

When Dan emerged you could still tell it was he, unlike Ben. He was unmistakably different, however. He took on the form of a valiant warrior. He looked like he was sectioned, as the different parts of his body were now of various solids. His feet were like refined gold. His legs were like the finest, polished silver. His mid-section was of burnished bronze. Both his chest and his arms were iron, strong and durable. Finally, his head was like clay, clay that had been sculpted by a magnificent craftsman. But it also had the look of fine pewter, almost statuesque. 

As George looked upon these miraculous transformations, he thought about how similar they were to biblical accounts of visions. As he recalled, they weren’t specifically the same, at least he didn’t think so. He abruptly had a sense of divine wonder and a feeling of unworthiness that he was now counted along with those great men of the bible who underwent comparable experiences. He quietly thanked God for blessing him in this way.

Suddenly, a great whirlwind formed around Dan. The wind sang as it wrapped itself around him in a vortex. George, Betsy and Sharon had to squint and shield themselves from the debris. Strangely enough, however, the way that cyclone was whipping around at an unknown speed, they figured they should’ve been knocked off their feet and sent sailing over the rooftop. Then, in an instant, it was all over as Dan was carried into the heavens, green glow and all.

The night took on an eerie silence and a dead calm. George and the girls straightened themselves and looked around for any sign of Ben and Dan. They could still see the little ‘suns’, which were now getting bigger as they got closer and the blue flames that made up their tails were more prominent. By now they could detect the horrific odor that accompanied the ill-shaped yellow objects.

“Eww, what’s that smell? It smells like sulfur, only worse,” exclaimed Sharon.

“You’re right Sharon. The sulfur has been mixed with other chemicals and now smells even worse than it usually does.”

“It’s suffocating. I think I’m either going to choke, or puke, or both!” Betsy gasped. 

“Alright. Let’s get inside before we all start gagging,” George said.

Betsy spoke up, “But what about Ben and Dan Daddy?”

“You saw what those guys just did. I don’t know where they went, but I’m sure they can come back any time they want, and in any way they want.”

“What was that anyway? Were those guys space aliens or something?”

“Not hardly Sharon. I think they were angels. Do you think so Daddy?”

“I’m beginning to think so. Especially after what they told me.”

“What did they tell you,” Betsy inquired.

“They said we needed to leave here because Evansville was about to be destroyed.”

“What, because of that explosion on the news? But how could we escape? If that explosion is gonna wipe out E-Ville, surely it’ll wipe out the neighboring towns as well.”

“Sharon, you know I don’t like you calling this town E-Ville. And yes, that’s what was so unique about the whole thing. God is going to destroy just Evansville.”

“But why Daddy?” asked Betsy.

“Unfortunately, because of what Sharon just alluded to; this town is evil.”

“How come the angels are saving just us? What about the rest of the town?”

“Because they said that God has found favor in us.”

“But there must be some other people in this town that are good.”

            “I don’t think it has anything to do with being good. Look, I’m not beginning to claim to understand all this, but if that’s what God has said, than that’s good enough for me; no, it’s good enough for us,” George answered.


Just then, they could feel another presence in the room with them. Sure enough, when they turned, there were Ben and Dan, once again assuming their previous forms. In light of what they had just witnessed, they shouldn’t have been shocked, but they were. They just stood there, staring and speechless.


Dan and Ben knew that time was now very short, and that they needed to get those three out of there fast. Dan spoke up, “Now do you believe in who we are George Fallow?”


“I…I…”


“There’s no time Dan,” Ben interrupted, “we have to go, now!”


With earnestness they grabbed the arms of George and the girls and without opening the door, went straight through. Because George and the girls were connected to them, the dematerialization worked for them as well. 


Once they were outside the Fallows caught the repugnant odor of the sulfurous mixture and like smelling salts to one who is passed out, it breathed new life into them.


George talked as if he were coming out of a trance, “What the…where is…?”


“George,” Dan said, bringing him into full reality, “George, do you have your car keys with you?”


“Huh? Uh, yeah, I think so,” he said, reaching into his pocket. “Yeah, they’re right here.”


“Take your family and get in the car,” Ben said sternly, pushing them along towards the driveway. 


“But what about clothes and stuff?” asked Sharon.


“In the trunk are suitcases for each of you with toiletries and accessories also.”


“But how did you know what we needed? There are certain things I can’t live without, you know?” Sharon was thinking of her stuffed rabbit ‘Hopps’ that she had had since she was five. It had always been her security blanket. She wanted it right now more than ever. “I have to go get something.”


Dan stopped her as she headed back towards the house. “Everything you need has been given to you. You cannot look back to what is behind you, only to what is ahead of you.”


Reluctantly she got into the car where George and Betsy were waiting. The door was shut and George put the key into the ignition and turned. Nothing. He tried again with the same result. 


“What’s going on Daddy?”


“I think the battery must be dead. Were one of you girls listening to the radio?”


They both answered ‘No’.


George didn’t think so because it hadn’t shown any signs of weakness recently. He got out and faced Ben and Dan. “The car won’t start. I think the battery’s dead.”


They looked at each other, slightly puzzled. George didn’t like it. “C’mon guys, do something here. If you can change into beasts and statues, surely you can jump a car.”


“We can do only what we are allowed to do,” Dan said as he turned and whispered to his partner, “This wasn’t shown to us in our revelation. We have no instructions for this dilemma.”


“Maybe it’s a test?”


“We are not humans Ben.”


“Just try, Dan. We have wasted enough time as it is.”


George was getting impatient. He was also uneasy about the lack of authoritativeness that Ben and Dan were exhibiting. This change was less comfortable than the physical changes that took place earlier.


“Get back into the car Mr. Fallow,” Dan said, reclaiming the authority that was in question with George. George obeyed.


“Release the hood latch George.”


George pulled on the lever and heard the ‘pop’ of the latch releasing its grip on the hood. The hood rose to full extension without the use of Dan’s hands. He looked at Ben and motioned him over. They both laid their hands on the battery. They could feel power going through them and into the battery. Once they were able to pull themselves away, they stepped back and let the hood fall and latch into place. 

They stepped back and Dan told George to start the engine. George realized that Dan had said ‘start the engine’ instead of ‘try it now’. He saw that as a sign of faith and he decided that he too would be faithful in that he expected the engine to start as Dan and Ben did. George did as he was instructed and the engine roared to life. The girls cheered.

George stepped out again and thanked them. “Thanks guys. But where are we supposed to go?”

Dan looked into the sky. “George, the destruction cannot occur until you are safely at your destination. You must go to a nearby town.”


“There’s a small town called Pinedale about 10 miles from here.”


“That will be fine. Now go.”


George thought a minute about what Dan had said. “Hey! You said earlier that with or without us you were going to be gone before the sulfur fell. What about that?”


“Merely a scare tactic.”


George remembered that the statement did inflict upon him a new level of seriousness towards the situation. “I think it worked guys. Will we ever see you again?”


“Not if you don’t leave,” Ben remarked.


George smirked as he lowered himself back into the car. He backed out of the driveway as the first ball of sulfur fell onto the ground. It made a sizzling sound and it charred the grass surrounding it. It was then that his demeanor intensified and he wasted no time getting out of Evansville.


“What are we going to do once we get to Pinedale Dad?” asked Sharon.


George thought for a moment. “We should go to the church, where else?”


“But who’s going to be there?” Betsy wondered.


“Well, if no one is there the Davis’ live next to the church. We’ll just go there.”


“But what if they’re not home?” Betsy asked, playing the skeptic.


“Faith, young lady. God will take care of us.”


“I want Hopps,” Sharon whined. Nobody responded.


They all sat quietly as they drove the rest of the way to Pinedale. Each of them had a million thoughts racing through their minds. George thought about the two angels. He thought about the town that he lived in that would cease to exist shortly. He wondered about the lives and the future of him and his daughters. Where would they live? What about his business; the business that his Grandfather had started? He felt tears well up in his eyes over that loss. He remembered that this was all God’s will and that He would rebuild their lives into something better than before. 

George’s thoughts turned to his deceased wife Phyllis. His heart ached for her right now. He was sure that the girls felt the same way, specifically Sharon. The mentioning of that stuffed rabbit was a giveaway. Since she was 10 years old that rabbit had been packed away with her other stuffed animals. Then her Mother died. Ever since then, ‘Hopps’ had been her constant nighttime companion. 

Then George remembered his girlfriend Gloria. Oh, no! What about Gloria? He didn’t want to think about it. He knew she wasn’t saved and the thought of her spending eternity in Hell sickened him. His eyes glazed over with fresh tears and he had trouble focusing on the road. His breath escaped him for a moment and he thought he would have to pull over. He didn’t want to alarm the girls so he kept driving. He gave a thought to turning the car around and going back to find her and get her out of that God forsaken town.  Instead, he stuck to the instructions that he was given and quietly mourned behind the wheel. 


They were all glad to see that there were lights on inside the church. They pulled around back and were somewhat surprised to see a handful of cars.


“What do you think is going on?”


“I’m not sure Betsy. There’s nothing planned for tonight as far as I know.”


They parked the car and went inside. The minister, Terry Davis greeted them just seconds after walking in. “Hey guys, I thought you would never get here.”


“What do you mean? You’ve been expecting us?”


“Yes. You’re not the only people who see angels you know,” he said, grinning.


George smiled as he embraced the minister. Just then, the minister’s wife Grace came out and gave a warm hearted greeting and hugged the girls. “Thank God you’ve arrived.”


As they walked into the sanctuary they saw that there were roughly 20 people there. The youth minister, Kevin Armstrong and his wife came over to George and the girls to greet them. “Great to see you,” said Kevin.


“Girls,” Beth started, “I’ve got the youth gathered into the Sunday school room. We’ve got pizza and soda. You guys hungry?”


“Yes!” Betsy said emphatically.


“You bet we are. We’re starving,” Sharon said convincingly.

George laughed. He had forgotten that they never did get to have that scrumptious spaghetti meal.


“You hungry too George?” asked Kevin.


“Actually, yes, I could go for a bite.”


“Well c’mon,” said Terry, “the youth aren’t the only ones who get pizza and soda.”


George greeted everyone as he went to where the table was set up with the pizza, soda, paper plates, napkins, cups and plastic utensils. “I hope you guys are doing something constructive while you’re here,” he joked.


“Oh, we are,” said one of the deacons, Corey Snell. “We’re having a spirit filled prayer session. Given the recent events, we’re praising God for his awesome power and we’re praying for the revival of our town as well as for neighboring towns. We need to remember that we too are vulnerable. God wants us to learn from what’s happening to Evansville. We’re praying for the Spirit to fill us with a genuine desire for the lost. We’re praying to not succumb to temptations and to view evil as God does and not settle for complacency.”


“We’re also praying for you and your family George,” said Terry. “We’re praying that he will provide for you and your girls as you have left everything behind and acted on faith.”


“I appreciate that. Thanks everyone.” George sat down with his food. He bowed his head, closed his eyes and he thanked God for the food. He also thanked him for getting him and the girls there safely and for the people being there when he arrived. He thanked God for the church and its parishioners. He once again thought of Gloria. He forced himself not to pray for her. He knew it was too late but couldn’t bring himself to the realization. He did his best to block her from his thoughts as he breathed deep, raised his head and opened his eyes.


Someone was standing in front of him and George was nearly startled into losing his entire dinner. Then when his eyes focused, he thought he was dreaming. It was Gloria!


He was as speechless as he was earlier with the angels. “What the… How…I don’t…”


“You’re not the only one who sees angels you know,” she said smiling.


George thought she looked heavenly. He nearly lost his dinner again as he hurriedly placed everything on the pew and stood to embrace her. “I don’t understand.” 


“It’s still pretty confusing to me too. I answered the knock at my door to find two men standing there. They told me that the town was under an attack that would destroy it and that I needed to escape. I was reluctant at first, thinking that these two were crazy. I wasn’t too reluctant when they showed me that they were genuine; believe me. I got in my car and drove to the first place I thought of. I know, surprising huh? I tell you what though; coming here was no mistake. It wasn’t chance that brought me here, it was God’s will.”

“What do you mean?”

She smiled and looked at Terry. Terry put his arm around her and grinned at George. “George, I’d like you to meet our newest convert to Christianity.”

George lost control of his lower jaw as it slacked. He embraced Gloria and held her tighter than he ever had before. As he shouted ‘Amen’, ‘Halleluiah’ and ‘Praise Jesus’, the rest of the congregation laughed and clapped and shouted as well.

“We’re all coming back here tomorrow to witness Gloria’s baptism,” Terry said jovially. 

“That’s great. I can’t wait,” George responded. Then George had a thought, “If Gloria made it out, I wonder…?”

“Hey, has anyone else shown up from Evansville?”

“Unfortunately no, sorry,” said Kevin.

George noticed a couple of people were watching a TV that had been set-up in the far corner. The volume had been kept at a minimum so as not to interrupt the prayer group. He called over to one of them. “Hey, Chuck, What’s the report?” 

“Not good. Just about the time that you pulled in those sulfur balls of fire started coming down in buckets. There were wildfires all over town. It showed the view from the chopper and the power plant is totally destroyed. It showed some people trying to leave by car and even by foot. Then the strangest thing happened. This massive earthquake happened, weird that we didn’t feel it here. The copter was shaking violently; you could barely make out the picture. I thought the TV had gone haywire. Then cars and people started falling into the giant crevices. Whoever wasn’t done in by the fires surely was by the earthquake. All around the town there were giant cracks in the earth with what looked like asphalt shooting up from some of them. Man, what a mess. Sulfur, fires, earthquakes, God doesn’t mess around does he?”

“I guess not,” George responded. “Thanks for the update Chuck.”

“I don’t know how we’re gonna pull out of this one. E-Ville or not, that town did generate some healthy revenue into Pinedale. Oh, well, it’s in God’s hands now.”

“Always has been Chuck,” Terry chimed in.

“True,” Chuck agreed as he turned back towards the set.


After a few hours of praying, talking and planning they decided to call it a night. When the girls came out from the Sunday school room they were surprised to see Gloria there. They were genuinely excited about the great news of her conversion. Terry invited George and the girls to spend the night at his house and George readily accepted. George looked at Gloria. “Where are you staying tonight?”

“With Beth and Kevin.”

“I can’t wait to see your baptism tomorrow.”

“You mean you can’t wait to see me get dunked.”

“Yeah, that’s part of it,” George sheepishly admitted.

“That’s what I thought.”

“Good-night Gloria.”

“Yeah, good-night George.”

George could easily detect a sweep of sorrow come over her. He knew she was excited about becoming a Christian and getting baptized; but the obvious uncertainties about tomorrow had crept up and caused an ache inside of her. “Hey,” he said as he took her hand, “everything will be alright. I know it’s hard to accept but believe me. It’s not going to be easy, but it will definitely be easier if we stay and go through this together.”

 “I agree. Thanks. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

 “George, Grace and I will go and get the guest rooms set up. Were you able to pack anything before you left?”


“We have some suitcases in the trunk,” George smirked as he thought of the angels’ furnishing of the loaded suitcases. 


“What’s so funny?”


“Nothing; never mind.”


Terry shrugged as he went inside.


After saying their ‘thank-you’s and ‘good-night’s, everyone was ready for this day to end. George went to the room that the girls were staying in. “Girls,” he said. Once he got their attention he continued. “Just wanted to say good-night and I love you.”


“Love you too Daddy,” said Sharon. 


“Me too Daddy,” added Betsy.


“Great news about Gloria, huh?”


“Yes, it really is,” Sharon agreed.


“I’m glad for her, I’m glad for both of you,” Betsy said affectionately.


“Thanks, girls, you’re the best.”


As George walked down the hall he believed that his daughters really were happy that Gloria was alive and well, and a believer in Christ. He had a calm assurance that they could survive as a family someday, perhaps sooner than anyone would’ve thought just a day ago. He went into his room and opened his suitcase. The angels packed exactly what George would have for clothes and toiletries; it was uncanny. He put on his favorite pajamas and climbed into bed. He turned out the light and he felt his head sink deep into the pillow. He was exhausted. He tried praying but before he knew it his thoughts became jumbled and soon they turned into dreams.


Betsy was in her nightshirt and asleep before her head hit the pillow. Sharon had come in from the bathroom to find her sister fast asleep. She opened her suitcase and was surprised to see that the angels had done a pretty good job at knowing what a girl would like best. 


All except for one thing.  

After searching her suitcase and finding no sign of ‘Hopps’, she put on her PJ’s and put the suitcase on the floor. She pulled back the covers and she nearly fainted. “Hopps!” she gasped. She couldn’t believe her tear filled eyes. She quickly gathered him up and nearly squeezed the stuffing right out of him. She was going to wake her sister up to see if she had pulled this dastardly stunt. She soon came to her senses and realized that there was no way that she could’ve done this. She could come to no other conclusion than divine intervention.  She thanked Ben and Dan and God.

 She turned out the light and climbed into bed. After all that had happened tonight, after all the narrow escapes and immense miracles, Sharon thanked God mostly for this, the token miracle. She had proof that God cared even about the nominal things that concerned his children. She smiled as she hugged her fuzzy, lightly scented friend. It was now that she felt confident that all would be well and that God had everything, everything in control.


THE END
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