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Chapter Six

Change Me Now

Chapter 6 – Change Me Now

I stayed at home until the evening hit.  I tried to relax and take my mind off of the accidents but when I turned on the TV all that seemed to be on every channel was the exclusive news regarding the explosions.  In my back yard I have a small patio area with a few chairs set out for barbecues and gatherings.  Taking one of chairs I decide to sit in the warm breeze of the near-night scene.  Looking at horizon with a pinkish-purple hue seemed to ease my mind.  I pose the question to myself ‘How do I fix this?’  Thinking about my experience with God I start to focus my words towards Him.  ‘What am I supposed to do?  I have nothing left.  My reputation is shot.  How much more can I take?  What about the families I’ve affected with my foolish ambition?  How do I tell them I’m sorry?  How do I say please forgive me even though I knew about the explosion from the F-16?  How do I move on?  Can I move on?  Should I move on?  How much of this is my fault?  Who is trying to hurt me?’

“Why is this happening to me!!!?”

The doorbell rings . . . I don’t think I want to answer it.  My cell phone has been ringing since I left OSRI and I just don’t want to talk to anybody.  Yet I can’t shake this feeling that I need to answer the door.  Against what I think is my better judgment (not that I really think I have any right now), I go through my living room area to reach the front door.  Opening the door . . .

“Hi James.”

“Susie, wh . . . what are you doing here?”

“I came to check on you, may I come in?”

“Sure.”

Needless to say, I started feeling better seeing Susie; I just hope this crazy time I’m in doesn’t affect her. 

“How are you doing James?”

“I’m okay . . . well . . . not really.  I don’t know how to answer that question.”

“Do your best.”

“I’m a wreck.” 

With as much understanding as she can muster up she replies, “I can only imagine.”

Prompting her to take a seat on the couch I start, “Oh I’m sorry, do you want anything to drink?”

“No thank you I’m fine.  Just have a seat I need to talk to you.”

“Okay, what’s on your mind?”

“I just want to ask you a question, why do you think all of this has been happening to you?”

A little confused and yet strangely amused considering I just asked God the same question without any reservation I answer, “I really don’t know.  All I know is that someone is out to get me.”

“Who?”

“Some crazed maniac.”

“I beg to differ.”

Quizzically, I look at the woman of my dreams thinking that she might be a crazed maniac.  But I decide to play along. 

“Okay, explain.”

“I don’t think a crazed maniac is out to get you, I think there is a very sane Master Planner who’s out to get you.”

“Uhh, okay.”

With a chuckle she continues, “I think God is out to get you.”

“God is out to get me?”

“Yes.  There are a lot of times when we go through situations that are beyond our control and that might drive us crazy all because God is out to get us.  Get our attention that is.”

Now I know she’s crazy, she thinks that God is allowing all of this to happen just to get my attention?  Something has got to be wrong with this picture. 

“Let me explain further,” she continues, “Have you noticed that every accident was something that was completely out of your control?  Almost as if there was something wrong although you did everything right?”

“Yes.  How could I not notice?  It’s been driving me insane.”

“Well sometimes God will allow ‘accidents’ to happen in our lives because He wants to get our attention or, more accurately, He wants us to come to Him for the answers.”

“Okay, I’ll bite.  What is He trying to get me to notice?”

“Well . . . Him.”

“Him?”

“Exactly.  James, I’ve been meaning to ask you for a while even when I first invited you to church.  Are you saved?”

“Saved?  You mean am I going to heaven?  Sure, I think so.”

“How do you know?”

“Umm, because . . . I know.  I try to treat people right and I think God will let me in to heaven.”

With a small smile she continues, “You think?  You think He will let you in?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay, so if Jesus Christ cracked the sky right now would He be happy to see you?”

“I . . . you know, I don’t know.”

“So, you’re not sure if you’re going to heaven.”

“I guess I’m not.  Hey what’s with the third degree?”

Susie breaks out into a small laugh; I still haven’t found what was so funny.  She composes herself and says “I’m just making sure that you’re sure of your salvation.  God has been trying to get your attention all this time and He and you both need to know that you’re saved.”

“Okay, so how do I know that I’m saved?”

“Well I think it’s necessary to know from a biblical standpoint how you can be saved.  Romans chapter 10 verse 9 says ‘That if thou will confess with thy mouth the Lord Jesus and believe in your heart that God has raised Him from the dead you shall be saved.’  Have you done that?”

“Well yes, of course.”

“Then listen, you’re saved and don’t let anybody take that from you.  Now for a better understanding do you understand what you’re being saved from?”

“Hell?”

“Yes and no.  Yes in that hell is the designated place for those who haven’t accepted Jesus Christ as Lord but no in that you need to understand that we we’re being saved from the lack of a relationship with God and sin.”

“Saved from sin?  I thought we can’t help sinning?”

“We have a sinful nature but once you are saved you now have a choice to either listen to your flesh, your sinful nature, or Holy Spirit, God’s guide in you.  Do you remember the story of Adam and Eve?”

“Yeah, the whole serpent thing and eating of the fruit . . . hey was it an apple or a watermelon?”

After we both chuckle she continues, “I don’t know but I do know that God said don’t eat it.  That’s the issue.  Sin, that is disobedience, cut off the relationship between us and God and we’ve been lost ever since.”

“Could that be why we sometimes feel alone even though we know that God is with us?”

“Yes, that’s a start.  If we don’t have a relationship with God then we can’t possibly feel fulfilled in our lives.  Do you remember the ten commandments?”

“Yes.  Thou shalt not steal, kill, lie, and all that stuff.”

“Yes sir, have you ever broken any of them?”

“Of course, I still do occasionally.”

“Well my friend, that’s an example of sin and why we need saving.  When Jesus Christ came, died, and resurrected His blood washed us from all sin when we believe and reestablishes our relationship with God.”

Amazingly, while Susie was talking, I felt my heart start burning.  I didn’t know what to say but I just kept listening.

“Now that Christ has come we can truly enjoy our lives because we can have a relationship with God.  But sometimes, even though we know all of this, God needs to let some things happen in our lives so that we can get a clue about what He wants for our lives.  Salvation is just the beginning.”

“Like the accidents?  Those would be things that God would let happen so that I can get with Him and understand what I’m supposed to do with my life?”

“Exactly, sounds like you’ve got it.”

Susie and I chatted a little longer and I felt free to ask some more questions about God.  I think I’m starting to understand a little more.  Perhaps God sent her so that I could finally notice Him.  Maybe the accidents aren’t my fault.  I’m starting to think that God is up to something.  

“Well listen, it’s getting late and I know you need some rest after such a big day.  Call me if you need anything and, oh, make sure to show up to church Sunday okay?”

“Sounds like a plan Susie, and thanks.”

 Susie leaves me feeling better and with a greater understanding of all that God may be doing with my life.  Perhaps I have a phone call to make. 

***

The police station is quiet this evening, the tragedies from the Airport and the Carrier not only brought down the general activity of the office but it seems that even the criminals were astonished by the events of the day thus giving the upholders of the law a brief rest.  Breaking the silence is the ringing of a telephone in the back office where Police Chief Garner is startled out of a nap induced by a lack of activity. 

“Metro City PD, This is Garner.”

“Good evening Chief Garner, this is Doctor Jensen.”

“Doctor Jensen.  It’s quite a surprise to hear from you especially so soon; everything okay?”

“Yes sir, I first of all wanted to apologize for my behavior earlier, it just wasn’t . . .”

“Don’t worry about it; you reacted better under the circumstances than I would have.”

“Thank you, I also wanted to let you know that I’m going to continue my work and go ahead with testing Vehicle Four.”

“That’s good to hear.”

“I’ll be at the institute at about eight in the morning if you want to conduct your investigation.”

“I’ll be there and thanks.  By the way Jensen, you’re doing great work.  Although these were tragic losses, they weren’t your fault and the world needs what you’ve created.”

“Thank you sir, I’ll see you in the morning.”

***

Waking up this morning I was a little stressed.  I wrestled throughout the night wondering if I really should continue the Project.  I know that someone is out to destroy my work and is willing to sacrifice the lives of innocent people to do it.  Shouldn’t that fact make me reconsider my research?  If I know that people could get hurt by my choice of pushing forward with the Project, don’t I have a responsibility to those who are still alive?  Needless to say, I didn’t sleep much.  But remembering Susie’s words about God brought a peace to my mind.  Before getting out of my car at the Institute I say a little prayer.

“Lord, I know I don’t do this prayer thing often but I need your help.  I believe that this is what I’m supposed to do but there are lives at stake.  I’m going to try trusting you with this and I know that you’ll come through for us all.”

Chief Garner and three other officers from the MCPD showed up around eight-fifteen and I met them in the lobby area.  

“Where is the rest of your research team Jensen?”

“I decided to let them stay home.  Yesterday was very traumatic, as a matter of fact I think I’m losing my own mind, but I thought they needed some serious time away from the Project.  I still have my lab crew ready to receive Vehicle Four.”

“Very good, are you sure you’re ready to go through with this?”

“Yes sir, there’s more than just research being done.  We’ve got a worldwide blessing to create and city-wide murderer to catch.  I’ll be fine.”

“Sure thing, which way to the lab?”

Vehicle Four, a U.S. Army Battle Tank – Series 13 equipped for semi-multi-terrain travel, is a prototype that has been tested for 2 years and was thought to be a good addition to the Cobra Project test list.  If we knew then what would be happening with the Project tests we may have reconsidered our choice of a battle tank.  

Chief Garner, having never seen nor even imagined the technology associated with the cleansing process, was blown away with amazement at every aspect of the enhancement.

“So the light is attracted to the filthy ions?”

With a chuckle, “Yes, and they’re ‘dirty ions.’”

“Wow and look how they just melt away like ice into water.”

Completing the enhancement, the tank starts like a dream. 

“No gas?  No kind of fuel?  What in the world is this thing Jensen?”

Smiling I answer, “It’s literally another form of energy that can be used for anything.”

“Amazing, and I said that you were gonna change the world with your project and that was before I even knew what it really did.  Now I know for sure.”

“Okay, the next step is we’re going to have some of our Army soldiers test the tank in the desert field about five miles away.  You should be able to conduct a good investigation and this time we’re away from people so we should have no casualties this time.  I’m going to have them utilize remote access so no one will get hurt just in case our friend decides to show up.  We’ll all be located in the control room and we’ll be able to see a view of the test via various monitors planted both on the tank and on a remote helicopter that will attempt to follow it.”

“Sounds like a good plan.”

“Is there anything that you and officers need to do before we get started?”

“We planted cameras under the tank and we’ve also done a search for any alien devices on the tank itself.  It’s looks like we’re ready to go.”

Watching the battle tank tests was like watching a waiting in a hospital room for the news on whether you had a terminal illness.  I was nervous and scared at the same time.  While the soldiers seemed to have a great time in the control room with a tank that was as swift as a Ferrari I was a nervous wreck, hoping that things would be different this time.  The tank was able to hit speeds in excess of 60 miles per hour and the test shells were able to launch shots nearly a mile.  

“This is amazing Doctor Jensen.”

I sat still watching the screen barely comprehending the comment made by one of Garner’s officers.  After about a thirty minute test run, we called the tank back in for analysis.  I was just relieved that nothing blew up. 

“Looks like we’ve got a successful test Doc.”

Garner’s comment brought an initial thought that said ‘Yeah, famous last words.’

“Pardon me if I’m a little uptight.”

“Understandable.”

The tank pulls in the project area of the lab and winds down ready to settle. 

“Success!”

The elation of my lab crew nearly worked my nerves; I still had this sinking feeling that told me that something wasn’t right.

Prepping for shutdown helped me to relax a little.  While the lab crew cleaned up and the officers did final inspections, I looked at the tank and the big blue brain-like ball thinking ‘Thank you Lord.’  I finally release a breath that I feel like I had been holding since the first accident.  I tap the side of the tank as if to tell it ‘good job’ and left the lab area with Garner, the officers, and soldiers.  Turning off the lights resulted in my having the best feeling in the world.  No accident – no loss of rest.  

***

Peering down from the laboratory rooftops; a figure mixed in with the night stands to full height while watching the test group leave from a day that was thought to be a successful Cobra Project test run.  

“Fools . . . Jensen your time is up . . . This ends NOW!”

With the push of a button on a remote control attached to the hip, the figure has shut down the security system of the OSRI laboratory.  Creeping down from the roof access area and through the laboratory hallways, the thief runs to the main testing area reaching the tank with cat-like stealth.  After walking around the tank, five cube-shaped objects are placed around the tank’s perimeter.  After final preparation the shadow covered spy goes to the office area and with a small flashlight goes directly to a set of desk drawers.  

“Here we go . . . that’s all I needed.  Heh, this ought to fetch a pretty penny.”

With quiet ninja speed the figure runs out of the laboratory building and into the desert darkness.  

***

I decided to stop and enjoy the view of the night elated by the fact that we actually had a successful night. 

“Thank you again, Lord,” I whisper to myself.  Standing in the grassy plain I get a breath-taking view of OSRI coupled with the lights of Metro City in the distance.  Peace comes over me and I feel like there is no place I’d rather be right now.

“What’s that?”  In the distance I see a gigantic fireball in the desert area that seemed like . . .  “No!  An explosion!  THE LAB!”

Jumping in my truck I speed off to OSRI . . . 

“Jesus!  It’s gonna take me twenty minutes from here!”

By the time I get to the main area, OSRI is surrounded by policemen and fire trucks preparing to go down to the desert area to fight the lab explosion. 

“Jensen!”

“Chief, what’s going on?”

“Apparently, as we may be able to tell, our friend decided to take out the lab.”

Waiting for the fire to be fought down was a terrible experience.  Although I was grateful that no one was hurt, Vehicle Four and possibly the Cobra Project could be completely destroyed.  Three hours pass and we’re finally able to go down to inspect the lab.

“It’s all gone . . .”

The main lab area and half of the lab facility building are now just burnt piles of water and ash.  

“Sir, from what we can tell it was an explosion cause from the inside but we’ll need more time to have a complete investigation.”

“Do what you can and give me a full report in the morning.”

I can’t function anymore.  Is God . . . what is God doing?  Why did He allow this?  Everything is gone!  As soon as I thought I had some things figured out this happens. 

“What do I do now?”  The question, intended to stay under my breath, was heard by the Chief.

“Go home and try to get some rest.”

Frustrated about the fact that everything has fallen apart and seems to be completely out of my control I head home and start making plans in my head.  

“I’m done,” I say, “It’s over.  No more of this.  I’m gone.”

Zipping up suitcases, I think to myself, I’ll figure out how to get everything else later.  Leave the city now.  I don’t know what’s come over me, I just have to leave.  It’s over and things have changed.  This is for the best, I know it and Metro City knows it.  And, even in His crazy mind, I believe God knows it too.

