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A steady, consistent snowfall continued its earnest endeavor to 
spread a billowy, cotton-white blanket across the waterfront on Alaskan 
Way. As the cavalcade of flurries raced downward from relentless gray 
skies, Wyatt looked upward, treasuring the winter storm’s magnificence. 

Due to the fact that it was a veritable winter wonderland from 
horizon to horizon, the short walk from his condo to the hill climb took 
an unusually long time that morning. Wyatt felt very much like a child as 
he lollygagged through the snow.   

The normally bustling waterfront sounded muffled due to the dense 
air and seemingly infinite wave of snowflakes. The crunching sounds of 
Wyatt’s boots sounded loudly in his ears as he trudged though the 
occasional accumulation of snow, making his way towards Pike Place 
Market. When he finally reached the bottom of the hill climb, Wyatt once 
again gazed up at the overcast skies, observing God’s beauty falling 
downwards, flake by flake.   

As he began his upward climb, Wyatt was careful to watch his 
footing on the wet and slippery steps. Although the weather that day 
wouldn’t be considered pleasant by normal standards, many Seattleites 
were still out and about as if it were a bright, sun-shiny day. As he 
continued his ascent, Wyatt toughed his way through the elements, 
finally landing in Pike Place Market. 

The ancient emporium was surprisingly busy that morning, 
considering the weather. Wyatt knew it was only a matter of weeks 
before the spring produce would begin to arrive for the season.  
Although he had lived in Seattle for only a little over a year now, the 
unusually brutal winter that year had him very much looking forward to 
the changing of the seasons.     
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He made his way across Pike Place and onto Post Alley, heading 
towards the Seattle’s Best Coffee café, down on his right. As he walked, 
he fondly reminisced about that fateful morning four months earlier, 
when he had followed this same, exact pathway to SBC and encountered 
the angel named Mick for the very first time.  

Mick and Wyatt’s experience together that day had been truly 
enchanting. Although Wyatt was elated to have been chosen to write a 
book for the LORD, he really did miss his angelic friend. He had to admit 
to himself that he also missed their humorous—but often dry—comedic 
banter.   

When he arrived at the doorway to the cafe, Wyatt shook the 
snowflakes off of his parka and made his way inside. The contrast of the 
cold outside and the warmth inside was quite striking. Wyatt was glad to 
begin warming up after his chilly trek up the western face of what he 
affectionately thought of as “Pike Place Mountain.”   

Wyatt ambled over to the empty table to his right, which was across 
from the cash register. He took off his parka and placed it on the seat 
behind the table, then proceeded over to the counter to order his coffee.  
There was one other person in front of Wyatt in line. When she was 
through, he stepped up to the smiling barista named Sally.  

Before Wyatt could order his drink, he heard a familiar voice behind 
him ask, “Hey dude, isn’t it your turn to buy?”   

The voice was unmistakable.  
Before turning around, Wyatt said, “I’m always ready to buy a coffee 

for a friendly hippie.”  
He then whirled around and saw the smiling face of his dear friend, 

Mick. Before the angel could respond, Wyatt grabbed Mick and pulled 
him into a big, bear hug. 

Mick laughed and said, “Okay big boy, just as long as you’re buying.”   
Wyatt smiled from ear to ear. After finally letting Mick go, he said, 

“I was hoping you’d show up. Don’t you think you’re a bit overdue?” 
“Perhaps a little. Hey, before the barista gets the idea that I’m your 

dad or something, let’s order our coffees.” 
Wyatt nodded. “Finally—a good idea from you.” Before Mick could 

order, he told Sally, “My uncle here would like a quad venti, extra-hot 
honey mocha, and I’ll have a double tall, three splenda soy latte. Please 
throw a shot of honey in mine, as well.”  

“Sure thing, gents,” Sally said, and rang up their order.  
Wyatt paid for their coffees and they moved to their left to await 

the arrival of their caffeinated libations. Since she was alone for the 
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moment, Sally began the assembly of their unique coffees. As she was 
busying herself in their preparation, she asked, “Haven’t I seen the two 
of you in here together before?”  

“I actually haven’t been here for a few months,” Mick said. “But 
you’ve probably seen this ugly dude around here, plenty.”  

Mick patted Wyatt on the shoulder. Wyatt shook his head. 
Sally looked thoughtful for a moment before saying, “Now that you 

mention it, your friend is definitely a regular in here.”  
She nodded towards Wyatt. 
“But,” she continued. “He doesn’t talk as much as you do—and I 

mean that in a good way.”  
Chuckling, Mick said, “Hey, I hear you. I know bald guys like him 

aren’t as memorable as dudes with awesome-looking hair like me.” 
“I’m standing right here,” Wyatt complained. “Y’all can see me, 

plain as day.”  
Sally chuckled at this.  
After a couple of minutes, she handed the boys their drinks and they 

retired to the table across the café. There were not many other patrons 
inside the shop at that time, so Mick and Wyatt sat down to have another 
nice chat. 

“Wyatt my friend,” Mick began. “I suppose you’re wondering why 
I abruptly disappeared on you last October, right around the corner from 
here.”   

“Yeah Mick, I couldn’t help but to notice your quick exit. For a 
while, I was pretty disappointed. I really enjoyed our day together.” 

“Well partner, I enjoyed it too. But I had to do it that way.” 
“Why?” 
“Because my orders were to get back to Heaven, ASAP. When I get 

the call to go back, it’s kinda like a homing beacon. Believe me, I wanted 
to stick around longer. Please remember, I’m only a messenger and a 
servant of God. That’s what we angel-types do. Know what I mean?”  

“I suppose so,” Wyatt relented, sighing. “Were you permitted to 
warn me about Damon’s motorcycle attack?”  

“No, actually I wasn’t.” 
“Why not?” 
“I don’t know for sure. I can only guess.”  
“Oh, c’mon now,” Wyatt said. “Don’t leave me hanging, here. Why 

couldn’t you tell me?” 
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“Remember, Wyatt. The LORD doesn’t always tell me everything 
there is to know about a situation. He merely tells me what I need to 
know.” 

“So what’s your best guess?”  
“It’s probably because I spent a whole day preparing you for a new 

role in life. I suppose the LORD wanted to see if you understood what I 
taught you.” 

“So, you bounced back to Heaven and watched me as I walked back 
home from the market?” 

“Yep, I sure did. Listen, you need to know that Michael had your 
back on that situation with Damon.” 

“How so?” 
“He actually sent an angel from the guardian group to get Danny 

prepared to help you.” 
“He did? Michael the archangel, huh?” 
“Yep, the famous one. All I did was put Danny on alert before we 

left Miss Charlene’s place. The angels in Heaven took it from there.”  
Wyatt sighed. “I don’t know about all of this,” he moaned. 
“Hey, between all of us, we got you through it, didn’t we?” 
“I suppose so,” Wyatt said. “But it was really a close call. Y’all might 

have been a little more direct in warning me about Damon. Do you 
understand what I’m trying to say?”  

“I do, Wyatt. But you need to remember this—the LORD will only 
pave the way for you. It’s up to each of you to either listen to Him or 
not. In that particular case, you had a whole day of listening to my 
warnings about the treachery of the devil. When we saw that you were 
walking around in a daze, Michael realized you needed a little help. So 
he sent it—obviously at God’s request. The cavalry arrived just in time, 
didn’t it?” 

“I suppose so,” Wyatt admitted. 
“Don’t you remember all of that talk about living behind enemy 

lines?”  
“Yeah, I do. Anyway, now that I’m involved in this book writing 

endeavor, I suppose that incident made me even more aware of the 
potential for physical attacks from the evil ones. You’ll be glad to know 
that I’ve been vigilant ever since.” 

“Bingo, dude. The LORD made you stronger by allowing you and 
Danny to fend for yourselves. Remember, God doesn’t want a bunch of 
drones living with Him in eternity. In fact, He insists on having strong, 
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loving children who’ll help glorify Him through the discovery of His 
awesome creation. Trust me—that can’t be done with weaklings.”  

Wyatt thought about it for a few moments. “That kinda puts the 
kibosh on the idea of a Christian’s humility being a sign of weakness, 
huh?”  

“Indeed it does—that’s complete hogwash. Unfortunately, that lie 
has been promoted by none other than the Evil One himself. Being 
humble is far from being weak. It’s not even close.” 

“I’m with you on that. Now that I think about it, Jesus was humble, 
but he was far from being weak.” 

“Absolutely. The LORD is awesome, my friend. Just wait until you 
meet Him in-person one day.” 

“You know something?” Wyatt began. “To me, it’s hard to even 
imagine how awesome it’ll be to actually meet Jesus Christ, face-to-face.” 

“I get that.” 
“Anyway, speaking of being with the LORD … how is Vanessa?”  
“DP good buddy—Divine Privilege. I was only authorized to give 

you a vision of her last October. Sorry about that.” 
“No problem. I know that Vanessa is with Jesus Christ, so she’s 

actually doing much better than me.” 
Mick grinned. “Amen to that. I can see your thinking has changed 

for the better since our little chat last fall.”  
“Little chat is a vast understatement. Anyway, there’s no doubt that 

my thinking has indeed changed.”  
“Good deal. And by the way, meeting Jesus face-to-face is only 

unimaginable to you because it’s an experience far beyond anything 
you’ve ever seen before. But believe me, I’ve known the LORD since He 
created me a very long time ago; yet every time I’m near Him, it’s so 
wonderful, it’s like I’ve never seen Him before.” 

“That’s cool. Very cool.” 
Changing directions, Mick then said, “Anyways, I actually came here 

today to fill you in on your next mission.”  
“What next mission?” 
“Your next mission.”  
“You have me at a complete loss. I thought my mission was to write 

a book—which I did.” 
“That was only part one. I told you last October that you’d be 

having a second mission one day, and I’m here today to get it started.” 
“Okay Mick,” Wyatt said. “I’m still at a loss here. I worked my tail 

off to write that book.” 
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“I know you did, but—” 
“And it’s being reviewed right now for content by a Christian self-

publishing ministry.”  
“I know that, Wyatt. Now, if I didn’t earn your trust last year, I’m 

gonna be highly disappointed.”  
“You did. You did. Take it easy.”  
“Alrighty then,” Mick said. “I’m here to tell you this—our train is 

now leaving its little station and moving to a much bigger one.” 
“What are you talking about?” 
“Okay, here we go. Number one, I need you to turn in a notice of 

resignation at your job with that logistics company you work for. 
Between your current finances and what we have set up for you, I’m 
afraid you won’t have the time to work there anymore … and you won’t 
need that income, either.” 

“Yippee!” Wyatt said, then asked, “Are you serious?” 
“I’m totally serious. Tell your employer you have to resign 

immediately and that you can work out a mutually agreeable transition 
schedule in order for both your job and your ministry needs to be met.”   

“Are you sure I won’t be hurting the company?” 
“Of course I’m sure. We’ve actually been grooming a replacement 

for you, who your boss has been wondering how to best use.” 
“Are you talking about Charlie?” 
“Well done Sherlock. As you know, Charlie has been stuck behind 

you, and your boss didn’t want to move him into another position for 
fear of having no replacement if anything happened to you. So you see, 
God prepared your boss to know he can now effectively replace you.”  

“Hey, that’s great. Charlie is actually a wonderful young man—
smart too. Do you want me to give my notice this week? How soon do 
I need to leave?” 

“Go ahead and email your boss that you need to take that unused 
personal time off—in fact take two weeks.” 

Wyatt nodded. “That'll work. By the way, that's pretty cool about 
y'all grooming Charlie to replace me. I had no idea.” 

Mick sported a sly grin. “Don’t forget, dude. Even though you can’t 
always see what’s happening behind the scenes, the LORD is always at 
work in His kingdom, preparing things for His will to be done.”  

“That makes sense,” Wyatt said. “Anyway, I don’t think I’m going 
to miss the transportation business too much. I’ve been secretly hoping 
to go into this writing-thing on a full-time basis.”  
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“I understand. Now, number two—I need you to fly to Minneapolis 
with me tomorrow for a few days. I’ve basically assembled a group of 
folks for this new mission. We’re beginning a new series of meetings to 
discuss everything that will be going down.” 

“Minneapolis? Will Danny be involved?”  
“Of course, knucklehead,” Mick said, grinning. “Why do you think 

this meeting is in Minneapolis?” 
“Oh, I see.” 
“Anyways, I’ll bring you up to date on a number of things between 

now and when we get there. By the way, Miss Charlene has our travel 
arrangements all set.” 

“Really? Gee, she didn’t tell me anything about this.” 
Mick nodded, but said nothing.  
“Anyway,” Wyatt continued. “So what about the book?”  
“Everything is right on track with your book. It’ll hit the market 

soon, so leave it to the LORD to do with the book whatever he wants to 
do with it.”  

“That’ll work. What else?” 
“Finally, after we finish our coffee, we need to go back to Miss 

Charlene’s place. There’s someone there who I want you to meet.” 
“Who is that?” 
“Someone you’ve never met who knows Miss Charlene. Someone 

who you’ll be working with very closely.”  
“Fine,” Wyatt said. “If you’re not gonna tell me, then let’s grab our 

coffees and get going.”  
“Ladies first,” Mick joked as they got up to leave. 
“You’re absolutely hilarious,” Wyatt said. “Anyway, I see you 

haven’t changed your wardrobe consultant since we last saw each other.” 
Mick was dressed in a Krispy Kreme sweat shirt and a heavy leather 
jacket. Four months earlier, Mick had worn a tee shirt and a lighter 
leather jacket for their fateful walk through the market. 

“Hey, what can I say? I like to wear leather jackets when I’m on this 
side of the flaming sword—especially when it’s so cold outside.” 

“Doesn’t it bother you to wear an animal hide? Can you really have 
leather in Heaven?”  

Mick raised an eyebrow, disappointed with Wyatt’s question. 
“No,” the angel began. “It’s not like that at all. The LORD won’t 

tolerate anything sinful—or anything that exists as a result of sin—in His 
holy presence. Therefore, an animal hide in Heaven is absolutely not 
acceptable. Don’t forget, God didn’t originally design animals to be used 
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for food and clothing. Those were the later results of mankind’s original 
sin.” 

“Alright. Tell me then; how do you go from your heavenly attire to 
your earthly gear?”  

“It’s actually a part of the LORD’s wonderful design in the flaming 
sword,” Mick said. 

“Oh, c’mon—you’re making this sound like some kind of cartoon 
or something.”  

Mick shook his head. “You may think God’s miracles that exist 
outside your understanding of nature are like a cartoon—but I sure 
don’t.”  

“Wait a minute. I’m not saying that—” 
“I know, I know. Okay, it’s like this. The flaming sword is essentially 

a barrier and portal between Heaven and Earth. For us front-lines angels, 
it also acts as a preparation mechanism which clothes us in our earthly 
attire when heading south, towards Earth. It also restores us to our 
heavenly clothing when we head north to Heaven.” 

“So when you head down here, God clothes you with what you need 
to perform your duties?” 

“Exactly,” Mick agreed.   
“So what about money, identification, and credit cards? Do you get 

all of that?” 
“The LORD provides exactly what I need, so I really don’t have to 

worry about any of that stuff.  If it’s cold where I’m going, I get a coat. 
If it’s warm, I get to wear warm weather clothes.” 

Wyatt shuddered. “I’m not sure I can handle seeing you in Bermuda 
shorts,” he chided. 

“Easy there,” Mick retorted. 
“Anyway, isn’t it weird to depend on the LORD to do something as 

simple as dressing you?”  
Mick sighed. “Of course not. You should also consider doing the 

same thing. Are you familiar with Matthew 6:26?”   
“I’m not sure—” 
“It says … Look at the birds of the air; they do not sow or reap or store away 

in barns, and yet your heavenly Father feeds them.  Are you not much more valuable 
than they?” 

“Ah, I see what you’re saying now.”  
“Your answers are always in the Bible, my friend. You’d be well 

advised to remember that. God will always provide for you.” 
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“I suppose you’re right. Anyway, let’s head back to Miss Charlene’s 
so we can get this party started.”  

“10-4,” Mick agreed.  
They both donned their coats before exiting back into the snowy, 

Seattle day. After they made their way into the heart of the market, Mick 
and Wyatt quickly descended the hill climb and walked across the 
slippery parking lot towards Wyatt and Charlene’s building. After 
arriving inside, they walked upstairs to Charlene’s front door and rang 
the bell. 

Charlene opened the door with her usual smile. Wyatt’s dog Baby 
came bounding towards them, hopping around like a kangaroo. As Mick 
greeted Miss Charlene, Wyatt looked to his right and noticed someone 
else in the living room. Standing in front of the cozy couch was a 
beautiful and sharply dressed African American woman who appeared 
to be a little older than Wyatt. 

“Who is this, Miss Charlene?” Wyatt asked. 
“Sweetheart, this is my baby sister, Candace. She’s here to help you 

lead the group.”  
Before Wyatt could ask any further questions, Candace made her 

way over to Wyatt.   
She extended her hand to shake Wyatt’s, but instead, he embraced 

her as if she was a long lost sister. As Wyatt hugged her, Candace realized 
her new life would be much more in tune with who a person is, than 
dealing with the sometimes caustic world of business. This summoned a 
genuine smile. 

“It’s great to meet you Candace,” Wyatt said. “I’ve heard a lot of 
good things about you.” 

“Thanks,” she said.   
“But I have to say, I pictured you much older than you look. From 

what Miss Charlene told me, you’re about ten years my senior, but you 
look to be about my age or younger.” 

“Nice try Wyatt, but flattery doesn’t work on me, honey,” Candace 
grinned.  

“I didn’t mean—”  
“Enough with the pleasantries folks,” Mick interrupted, petting 

Baby as he spoke. “We have a little game-planning to do today and some 
socializing to do tonight. Now then, you two are the first chosen leaders 
of this group and we have a lot of ground to cover before we meet with 
the others in Minneapolis this week.”  
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He then turned to Charlene and said, “Miss Charlene, please get a 
pot of coffee started. We have much to discuss before our flight 
tomorrow morning.” 

“Our flight, huh?” Wyatt asked. 
“Yeah, flight. I told you we’re leaving tomorrow, big boy. So let’s 

use this time to get you two acquainted.”  
And with that, the first ever meeting of the new Flaming Sword 

Communications Group began its maiden voyage.  


