FINAL WORD

Daniel stood once more at his favorite lookout spot surveying the
distant hills and the rugged wilderness of Judea far off to the horizon.
The Age that had seemed so very far away, almost mythical, finally became
today's reality. It was the highest longing come true; the greatest desire
realized, hope manifest! Supernatural beauty was now the natural, common
beauty. His own radiance reflected that of his Messiah and Lord.

Daniel spoke with gladness to his two companions, "This was always
my favorite place. Even as a youth I could sense a special Presence here."

They both chuckled at him. "We know," they answered. "You forget
we were with you!" And they all laughed, Daniel the loudest. His angel
friends had steered him and helped protect him as much as possible.

They were his invisible copilots. And when he left his body back in
Brussels, they were the first to greet him and usher him through the
"highest flight" into the Holy Presence.

In a way the operation Yellow Jacket had failed; in another way it
succeeded. The World Ambassador and his prophet did unspeakable evil
against the Holy Name and against His inheritance people, as well as the
other nations of the world. But they were now paying the price for their
unholy alliance with Lucifer. Many among the Jews in Israel passed
through the' floods and the'fire'and emerged eternally purified as heaven's
gold. Two thirds of the nation was cut off. Yet these righteous ones
became a pleasing and acceptable sacrifice before the Sovereign Throne.

The madness of a generation infected with selfish lust, turned on itself
mercilessly. The plains of Megiddo flowed with blood. The blood of the
arrogant proud flowed outside the city. The earth was cleansed and
fully redeemed. Armgeddon was quickly forgotten, a dark shadow, a thin
mist evaporated, a wildflower dried and blown away in the wind.

Daniel gave out a loud shout that echoed far and wide! '"Let's go
see our King!" And the three of them lifted as powerful birds and sailed
like mighty gliding eagles out over the distant mountains trailing

child-1like laughter as they went!
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