LIONS OF JUDAH
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Hook -
When five men journey into the mountains looking to renew their relationship with the Lord, they find more than they bargained for as they come face to face with the reality of the spiritual war going on around them.  A dying angel sends them on a mission to find the archangel Raphael, lost on earth two centuries before.  It is a mission they cannot refuse, a mission that might mean the salvation of the human race.  But hard on their heels comes the agent of the Enemy, the Carrion King, determined as always to prevent the triumph of the Light.
LIONS OF JUDAH will be told through the viewpoints of four major characters; Dalton James, Dr. Susan Becker, the angel Raphael, and the agent of the Enemy, the Carrion King.


Dalton James is a man who is struggling to find himself and his place in life.  He is world-weary, beaten up by the expectations of his job, his family, and his peers.   Dalton is like many men today, lost and looking for guidance in a world increasingly under the control of the Enemy.


Dalton stumbles upon the dying angel, Suriel, in the mountain hunting retreat and the discovery completely changes his worldview.  Uncertain of his faith, unconvinced that he has what it takes to be the man he needs to be, Dalton is shocked and surprised when Suriel entrusts to him the safety of Raphael’s sword and the mission to restore his comrade.  Could there be more to Dalton’s life than he’s aware? 


Dr. Susan Becker has made the religious and scientific study of angels her life’s work.  Versed in ancient Hebrew, Aramaic, and Greek, she has spent the past ten years studying the existing Scriptures and scouring the Holy Land looking for more.  Earlier this year, her Smithsonian-funded expedition unearthed the oldest known copies of the Book of Enoch, propelling her into the national limelight and guaranteeing her oversight of the museum exhibit created in their honor.  


When she is violently confronted by two strangers outside the museum one night, a homeless man saves her life.  Little does she realize that the truth she has pursued for so long is right beneath her nose.  As events unfold, she begins to see that what she has struggled all her life to believe is in fact reality, a reality that she is suddenly uncertain she is prepared to face.  As the hunters close in, Susan will be forced to balance her scientific inquiries with a newborn faith that is the only logical result of the deadly conflict she suddenly finds herself involved in.


Raphael was once a Captain of the Host, a leader in the army of the Lord, but was cast out of heaven for disobeying the commands of his commander on the eve of one of the largest battles the heavenly realm had ever seen.  He was sent to wander the earth, the memories of his former existence hidden away behind an unassailable barrier.


Unfortunately, the commander who punished him was slain in the resulting battle and knowledge of Raphael’s location was lost.  For two centuries Raphael has wandered among the humans.  Now, the heavenly host needs a new captain and the search for their missing comrade has begun.  


The Carrion King is one of Satan’s lieutenants, charged with corrupting the human race where and whenever he can.  He walks among us unrecognized, subtly influencing events, spreading pain, fear, and death wherever he can.


When the Enemy learns of the Suriel’s incursion behind enemy lines to try to rescue the long-lost Raphael, it is the Carrion King he sends to disrupt the attempt.  If there’s a little extra havoc among the humans while he carries out his mission, so much the better.

Chapter Outline

Chapter One - Friday Night


Dalton James, Murray Renton, Juan Carlos, Nathan Stevens and Pastor Chris Martinez have gathered together at a hunting lodge in the mountains for a men’s retreat, hoping to find the enthusiasm and joy they seem to have lost in their lives.  On the first night, Martinez discusses the concept that all men are born into a world at war, that every action that would allow them to live in the glory of God’s love is actively opposed by the Enemy.  The men discuss the idea, with James scoffing at the concept.  As a summer storm breaks over the mountains, the five friends head off to bed.

Chapter Two


It is opening night of the new museum exhibit honoring her ground-breaking discovery in the sands of Qumran the year before; the oldest known copy of the Book of Enoch.  Dr. Susan Becker feels as if she’s reached the height of her academic career.  The high-priced event goes off without a hitch and Susan stays until the very end, savoring her achievement and the acclaim of her colleagues.


While walking to her car after the opening, Susan is accosted by two strangers.  They demand that she reveal the location of “the fugitive,” threatening to kill her if she does not.  Not knowing what they are talking about, however, Susan is unable to comply.  The strangers close in to carry out their threat.

Chapter Three


A badly wounded angel named Suriel emerges from the woods around the lodge, carrying the sword of the archangel Raphael.  With the agents of the Enemy no more than a day behind, Suriel breaks in, desperate to fulfill his mission to deliver the sword to one of the men inside before he succumbs to his wounds.


The men are awakened by a loud crash in the midst of the night.  The storm has whipped itself into a frenzy and they are afraid some trees might have fallen on their vehicles, or possibly on the lodge itself.  When they descend to the lower floor, they discover the dying Suriel.  Of the men, Dalton is the only one brave enough to approach and it is to him that the angel delivers the sword, explaining that it must be delivered to Raphael in order to awaken him from his fog.  He warns them to be careful, that enemies are arrayed against them.  Before he can reveal Raphael’s location, Suriel dies and his body disappears from the men’s sight.

Chapter Four

Passing the sword to Dalton sends ripples through the spirit world and the Carrion King is instantly aware of it.  He hastens his pursuit, arriving at the hunting lodge the night the men leave.  Banishing the veil that hides Suriel’s body from the others, he uses his power to reveal the faces of the five men.  Knowing they are hiding somewhere in the town at the base of the mountain, he dispatches several of his infernal allies to locate them.

Chapter Five

Susan is saved by the timely intervention of a homeless man. He fights off her attackers and leads her way from danger as the strangers pursue them through the dark city streets.  

Chapter Six - Saturday 


The next morning the men return to town, unable to continue their retreat in light of what they have experienced.  Throughout the rest of the day, Dalton struggles with what he has seen and heard.  Only the night before he was scoffing at the existence of Satan and now he is forced to face the fact that he has not only spoken to an angel, but that the heavenly messenger has placed a sacred relic into his care.  


As Dalton struggles to face the reality that there is a larger story being played out, the agents of the enemy locate Martinez and Stevens and relay that information to the Carrion King.

Chapter Seven

Susan decides to help Raphael discover his identity.  She quickly learns that he has no memories older than a single day; every morning he starts anew, unable to remember anything that happened the day before, including his name or current location.  A physical exam reveals his lack of birthmarks, tattoos, or other identifying marks, including fingerprints.  

Chapter Eight - Saturday Night


Pastor Chris Martinez is in the midst of preparing his Sunday sermon, amazed and exuberant at all he has seen, when the Carrion King confronts him in his study.  Martinez refuses to reveal the sword’s hiding place and in the name of Christ orders the Carrion King to depart.


Later that night, Martinez sees lights on in the sanctuary.  He investigates, surprises a thief in the act of robbing the church, and is shot by the overanxious burglar.  As he lies dying, he sees the Carrion King watching from nearby, a grin of delight upon his face.


Across town, Nathan Stevens is loading his family into the car.  He’s decided to get as far away from Cadman’s Bluff as possible.  The incident at the hunting lodge has him running scared; from God, from his past, from the realization that there really is an Enemy active in the world.   Five miles out of town, he swerves to avoid a hitchhiker, sending his car crashing into a ditch.  Semi-conscious and badly wounded, he feels himself dragged from the wreckage.  The pain gets far worse, however, when the Carrion King begins questioning him.

Chapter Nine

Dalton dreams of the Carrion King and of a town known as Sanctuary, Nevada.  He awakens to a deep sense of foreboding and the idea that he must travel to the desert sands to find the answers he seeks.  

Chapter Ten- Sunday


Early Sunday morning Dalton finds Murray and Juan waiting on his doorstep.  They inform him of the deaths of Martinez and Stevens and the three men agree that the coincidence is too great to be ignored.  Someone is hunting them, just as Suriel foretold.  Knowing he can no longer ignore the reality of the battle in which he finds himself, Dalton decides to head for Nevada.  His two friends elect to join him, knowing they might be next on the hunter’s list.

Chapter Eleven

Intrigued by the puzzle that confronts her, Susan convinces Raphael to accompany her to a hypnotist.  She believes that his memory problems might be related to a mental disorder and hopes the session will allow him to break down the walls in his mind. 

The session takes a strange turn, however, when Raphael is able to call up vivid memories of a massive clash of armies, of winged angels and fiery demons, of ages and times lost in antiquity.  By the time they leave, they are more confused than when they started.  On the walk back to the hotel they pass a flier promoting a band called Sanctuary.  The name strikes a chord with Raphael; he knows that he must find Sanctuary.  But neither he nor Susan have ever heard of such a place.

Chapter Twelve - Sunday Afternoon/Sunday Evening


The men spend the day on the road making good time but constantly looking over their shoulders, waiting for the hammer to fall.  The tension takes its toll and by nightfall, they are arguing about the best way to proceed.  They stop at a motel and go to sleep angry with one another.


That night, Dalton prays for the first time in several years, giving his heart over to the Lord. In response, God shows him Susan and Raphael through his dreams.


But Dalton is not the only one receiving supernatural guidance.  Juan is visited in his sleep by the Carrion King.  The enemy promises him pleasures beyond imagination, taking him through a dream world of decadence, all his for the asking if he will only deliver the sword. 


Juan succumbs.  In the morning, he is caught as he is climbing into the car trying to escape with the sword in hand.  Dalton and Murray leave him behind, unable and unwilling to trust him.

Chapter Thirteen


When Raphael and Susan return to the hotel room they have rented, they discover two of the Carrion King’s minions waiting for them.  This time, refreshed with some of his memories from the hypnosis session, Raphael recognizes them and knows their names.  A fight ensues, with the agents of the enemy driven off but Raphael is wounded in the process.  The pair steals a car and escapes the city, headed west.  During the night Raphael’s wounds miraculously heal and by daybreak Susan is convinced that her companion is one of the Grigori, or fallen angels, mentioned in the Book of Enoch.

Chapter Fourteen

Depressed and ashamed of his behavior, Juan gets drunk in the privacy of his hotel room.  There, several hours later, the Carrion King catches up to him.  Juan’s punishment for failure is a horrible one and before he dies he gives up his former companions and their intended destination.


Knowing that time is running out, the Carrion King calls forth a number of demonic allies and sends them after the pair, intent on slowing them down enough to allow him to close the distance and seize the sword for himself.

Chapter Fifteen

In the darkness of the early morning, the demons locate Dalton’s car in the middle of an empty stretch of desert highway.  They attack from the air, driving the two men off the road.  Wounded, but not yet out of the fight, they escape into the surrounding hills where they manage to temporarily lose their pursuers.  Huddled in a small cave, they read Murray’s Bible and pray together, their bond growing.  Unknown to them, the Lord answers their prayers again, sending a squad of angels to stand guard throughout the night.

Chapter Sixteen - Monday


The next morning, Susan and Raphael stop at a local Kinkos and use the computer to track down all the places they can find named Sanctuary.  None of them seem familiar until they reach a listing for Sanctuary, Nevada.  The moment they lay eyes on it they know that is the right place.  


That afternoon, unable to get a private plane to fly them all the way to Sanctuary, they settle for a flight to Las Vegas, intending to rent a car and drive the final 150 miles from there.

Chapter Seventeen - Monday Evening


Dalton and Murray set off just before dusk, heading deeper into the hills, hoping they will find a highway or some other sign of habitation.  Murray’s leg is injured from the crash and the going is slow.  Several times Murray tries to get Dalton to leave him behind, but to no avail.  Dalton has come to respect the tough rancher and will not abandon him.


Just after dusk, the demons find them.  Several clashes leave both men wounded and weak; they know they cannot last much longer.   Murray realizes he cannot continue.  As the two men start down a narrow canyon, he chooses to make a stand, hoping to distract the demons long enough for Dalton to escape.  


Recalling the verses that they read the night before, Murray orders the demons to disperse, calling upon his faith in Christ to empower him.  Time and time again the enemy attempts to get past him and into the canyon, only to be thrown back.  As Murray grows weaker the Lord lifts the veil from his eyes and he is able to see the angelic warriors fighting alongside him, buying time for Dalton to escape.  Eventually Murray falls, his wounds finally taking their toll, but his sacrifice has not been in vain.  Dalton has escaped.

Chapter Eighteen - Tuesday


Travelling all night through the canyons, Dalton at last comes upon an interstate highway and a nearby truck stop.  Exhausted and bleeding, he stumbles inside, looking for help.  A trucker agrees to give him a lift and it isn’t long before Dalton is asleep in the cab of the tractor trailer, the final miles to Sanctuary quickly passing.


The enemy reaches the truck stop shortly after Dalton’s departure.  He terrorizes the remaining customers, forcing them to tell him what he needs to know.  Armed with a description of the truck in which Dalton is hiding, the Carrion King gives pursuit.

Chapter Nineteen

The flight passes without incident, but when they arrive in Las Vegas they pick up a tail.  On the open highway several men in pickup trucks surround Susan’s rental car and begin shooting.  Raphael is able to run the others off the road, but not before Susan is struck by a stray shot and their car is damaged.  With the road littered with wreckage behind him, Raphael continues the journey on foot with Susan in his arms.

Chapter Twenty - Tuesday Evening


Raphael reaches Sanctuary, only to discover that it is nothing more than a ghost town; it has been years since anyone has lived there.  Drawn to a small abandoned church on the outskirts of town, he finds Dalton waiting for him.  Dalton gives the sword to Raphael, who draws it from its sheath.  Doing so triggers his true identity and he is suddenly aware of who he truly is, the archangel Raphael.  With the return of his divine nature, he is able to heal Susan’s injuries.


At that moment the Carrion King arrives outside the church.  He sends demons after Dalton and Susan, while he turns his attention to Raphael.  A fierce battle plays out on the sacred grounds of the all-but forgotten church.  In the end, Raphael emerges victorious.   


Life for the survivors will never be the same.  They have witnessed something extraordinary, something that has forever changed their understanding of the war between the darkness and the light, and as the sun rises over Sanctuary, Dalton and Dr. Becker stand together, wondering what the Lord has in store for them now.
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Writing Sample
Chapter One

All Is Not As It Seems

He moved through the night like a ghost; passing from tree to tree, shadow to shadow, hiding from the watchful eyes of those who hunted him.


He knew they were not far behind; a day, maybe two at the most, and then only if he was particularly lucky. He could feel them, gathered near the horizon, their very presence a stain against the majesty of the night sky.  An earlier diversion had bought him some time, but they would have found his trail again by now.  They’d be coming for him; that he didn’t doubt.  And it wouldn’t be long before they’d begin to close the distance.


Time, he knew, was running out.  He had to complete his mission before they arrived or all would be lost.


He paused a moment to check the burden entrusted to him was still strapped securely to his back and then, gritting his teeth against his pain, he continued through the darkness.


The woods pressed in around him, the trees like silent spectators to his fear and suffering.  Their broad hulks offered pools of darkness which he used to mask his passage.


The temperature had dropped fifteen degrees in the last two hours and he knew a dangerous storm was looming on the horizon.  He prayed it would come quickly, for in its depths he might buy himself some additional time.   He needed that now more than anything else, time.  The wind picked up, whistling through the trees, and in it he could hear the voices of his lost comrades, urging him on.


The sound brought a tear to his eye.


A tear that froze halfway down his cheek.  


He struggled forward, the hardened crust of last night’s snowfall supporting his weight but still slowing his progress to a crawl. 


A few minutes later the woods ended abruptly, the thick trunks giving way to a wide expanse of open ground, and he stopped at the edge.  The moon illuminated the clearing ahead of him; on the other side, a mountain rose majestically into the darkness.


He knew he had to climb it to reach his destination.


He was close.


So close.


He set off again, determined to keep moving, to struggle forward until his mission was either completed or his enemies caught him and cut him down in mid-stride.  Eventually he disappeared among the trees on the other side of the clearing and began the long climb into the darkness above.


Behind him, in the moonlight, the trail of blood he left glistened darkly on the newly fallen snow.

*    *    *


“We were born into a world at war,” Chris Martinez said to the four men gathered in the common room of the hunting lodge they’d rented for the weekend, high in the mountains overlooking Cadman’s Bluff.   

“Every day a great battle rages around us, a battle in which we all have crucial parts to play.  It’s an epic battle, a mythic one.  Yet if you’re anything like me, you’re probably not even aware there’s a fight going on.  You go through your days half awake at best, believing all the problems you run into are just a part of life.  Nothing you can do about them, right?  Grin and bear it.  But I’m here to tell you there’s more to it than that.  Much more.  And if we’re going to live the lives we want to live, no, the lives we yearn to live, we’re going to have to understand this one simple fact.  We are at war.”


Across the room, Dalton James shook his head with wry amusement.  Martinez never did anything halfway.  Starting out the weekend with a controversial opening like this was typical of him.   


The idea for the retreat had been Martinez’s; take a break from their jobs, from their families, get away from any responsibilities other than to themselves, and see what it was that God had to say to them.  Where He wanted to lead them.  Truth be told, Dalton hadn’t been much for being led anywhere by God lately, but after turning down the invitation the week before, he’d awoken that morning with a nagging conviction he should go.  He’d kicked it around for an hour or two, hoping the feeling would pass, but when it hadn’t he’d given in, called Martinez at the last minute, and told him he’d be joining the group.  Now here he was knee deep in fundamentalism and not a single television in sight.


Going to be a long seventy-two hours, he thought with a barely restrained sigh.


He glanced beside him at Murray Renton, the old man of the group.  Nearing fifty, Murray owned a ranch on the other side of the mountain, where he spent most of his days tending other people’s horses and repairing seemingly endless miles of fencing.  Tall and broad-shouldered, Murray looked like he belonged on the set of a Hollywood western, but Dalton knew his rugged demeanor hid a mind as sharp as a stiletto. 


A devoutly religious man, Murray was nodding in agreement with what was being said.


Martinez had been pastor of the Blessed Incarnation Bible Church for just over six months, taking over following the death of the former pastor, Bill Jorgenson.  Dalton found the change a bit disconcerting at first.  Old Bill, as the parishioners called him, had been heavily into tradition.  He’d conducted Sunday services the same way, week after week.  He gave the same sermons, year after year.  Dalton had found something comforting about that repetition; it didn’t demand anything from him and so he was able to relax and let it all pass him by without any effort.  Just the way he liked it.


But if Jorgenson had been a light spring breeze, then Martinez was a tropical storm.  He’d come in determined, it seemed, to shake things up.  One week he’d sing traditional hymns and read from the Bible, the next the sermon was dramatized by high school kids while the praise band belted out contemporary Christian tunes, complete with electric guitar and keyboard.  


Passionate about his faith, unwilling to accept the state of stagnation that he believed the modern Church was falling into, at age forty-two Martinez was constantly challenging his parishioners, forcing them to examine their faith, to consider bigger, grander ideas of what the Lord expected of them.


Just like the one he was laying on them now.


“Admit it; you all feel the same way I do,” said Martinez.  “You get up every morning, expecting it to be just like the day before, full of voicemail and spreadsheets and fast food lunch breaks.  You’re dissatisfied with life in general. The joy you used to feel at the start of each new day has long since fled.  You hate your jobs yet you can’t imagine doing anything else.  You long for a different life, but don’t have the energy to start over again.  You’ve forgotten what it feels like to nurse a dream in your hearts.  Go on, tell me I’m wrong.”


Across the room, the fourth member of their group, Juan Carlos, fussed around with the fire, seemingly determined to turn a nicely burning blaze into a bonfire of epic proportions.  Dalton didn’t blame him.  The lodge had been near freezing when they’d arrived and now, some two hours later, it was just beginning to warm up.  Outside the temperature was still falling with the storm on its way. The weatherman predicted a good three feet of snow before the night was through.  Juan’s dark Mexican skin was burnished almost copper in the fiery glow of the flames, making him seem younger than his thirty-nine years.  His easy going manner and his skill with an acoustic guitar made him a much-welcomed attendee at getaways like this.  He wasn’t agreeing with Martinez the way Murray was, but Dalton could see that he was listening closely, obviously interested in where Martinez was going.


And though he was almost embarrassed to admit, Dalton was, too.  Martinez was right, Dalton thought, he did feel that way.  And more often than he liked to admit, even to himself.  But he wasn’t ready to say anything yet.


The final member of their group, Nathan Stevens, sat on the other side of the fireplace.  Like Murray, he was a big man, but that’s where the resemblance ended.   The unruly shock of red hair atop his head and on his face contrasted sharply with Murray’s carefully groomed cheeks and military-style haircut.  A general contractor in his mid-forties, with a wife and two school-age kids, Murray was a bit less religiously inclined than Juan and Murray and, like Dalton, he wasn’t going to accept things so easily.  

“But that’s just life, Chris,” he said.  “We’ve all got responsibilities; there’s no way around that.  You’re not telling us anything we don’t know already.”


Martinez simply smiled.  “Do you really think that’s all there is?  I mean, come on, think about it.  Do you honestly believe this is the life Christ wanted us to have?”


Like the other guys in the room, Dalton attended Sunday service each and every week.  In a small town like Cadman’s Bluff, your absence was noted far more than your presence.  When you depended on others to keep your business moving along well enough to put food on your table every week, you made certain you were where you were supposed to be, even if wasn’t your first choice of destinations.  Martinez’s question made him step back and, for the first time in several years, give the issue of his life some thought.


What did he believe?  He believed in God; or, at least, he used to.  Maybe he still did.  He was honest enough with himself to admit that Tracy’s death three years before had soured him on the whole compassionate Christ concept.  He’d stopped praying shortly after the cancer had taken her and hadn’t given the man upstairs much of his attention since.  If he were to do some real soul searching, he’d probably conclude that he was still mad at God for taking his beloved wife.  That much he knew.


But as for what he thought about the life Christ meant all men to lead?  He didn’t have a clue.


Martinez, however, had apparently given it some serious thought.  “I don’t know about you guys, but the idea that this is all there is just doesn’t thrill me.  Same old thing, day in and day out?  That’s the plan God has for my life?  That’s what He meant when He said ‘I know the plans I have for you, plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and future’?  I don’t think so.  God must have had more in mind for us than that.  After all, He made us in His image.  And God is anything but depressed and bored.”


The other men glanced at each other, gauging reactions.


“And let’s not forget what happens after this.  I mean, come on, spending eternity singing the Hallelujah chorus over and over again ad infinitum isn’t my idea of a perfect life in heaven.”


That got a laugh out of them.


“We’ve lost our hearts and in doing so, we’ve lost our way.  This is not the life we were meant to have in following Him.  Christ himself described His mission here on earth with the words, “I have come to heal the broken-hearted and to proclaim freedom for the captives.”  Does that sound like your life?  Has your heart been healed?  Have your chains been broken?”  Martinez gave them a long look.  “I didn’t think so.”


“What does this have to do with us being at war?” Dalton asked.


“From start to finish, the Bible is the tale of God’s battle for us.  Pick just about any book and you’ll see what I’m talking about.  Warfare is everywhere in the Bible.  Moses goes to war.  David goes to war. Gideon. Joshua.  Elijah.  War is a constant in their lives.  There’s even a war in heaven, with one third of the angels cast out and forced to inhabit the earth.”


Dalton could see that Martinez was getting excited now, stirred by the message he was sharing, the lessons he was trying to teach them.  The pastor got up from his stool and began to pace back and forth in front of them, gesturing wildly with each point he made.


“We were not made to be timid.  To be dutiful.  To be safe.  I don’t care what the Church says.  Christ wasn’t any of those things.  He was known as the Lion of Judah for a reason.  He was fiercely passionate about everything around him, with a heart both wild and free, a heart filled with divine purpose and the understanding that he had a specific role to play in God’s larger story.  He fought for us.  He wants us to fight for Him.


“What most of us do not understand is that we have an Enemy, one that desperately doesn’t want us to see the true nature of reality around us.  He opposes us at every turn.  He works constantly to make us believe that the day to day grind we call life is all there is.


“But he’s wrong.  There’s so much more that God wants to offer us, so much more to our lives than this humdrum existence.  But in order to receive it, we have to open our eyes; we have to open our hearts.  We have to clear away the cobwebs in our minds and see clearly for perhaps the first time in our lives.”  He paused, and then asked, “How many of you saw The Matrix?”


Everyone raised their hands. 


“Remember that scene near the beginning where Neo meets with Morpheus?  They’re in this dark room in an old house and a thunderstorm is raging outside?  They’re meeting for the first time; the spiritual master and the questing disciple.”


It had been one of the most intense scenes in the entire movie for Dalton, where the character of Neo has the chance to learn the truth behind the veil that he thinks is reality.


“Morpheus offers Neo a choice – choose the blue pill and the story ends, Neo goes back to the humdrum existence of his ordinary life, back to believing whatever it is he wants to believe.  But choose the red pill…choose the red pill and everything he’s ever believed about the world around him will be called into question.  He’ll be forced to look at life through new eyes, with a new perspective.  It’s Alice in Wonderland all over again.”


Leaning forward, looking them in the face one by one, Martinez delivered the last line with a showman’s precision, a grin of mischief on his face.  

“Tonight, I’ve told you that all is not as it seems in our world, that we live in a story much larger and much grander in scope than we ever imagined possible.  We’ve taken the red pill.  Tomorrow…tomorrow we get to see what is on the other side of the looking glass.”

