


MIRAGIQUE (pronounced meer-ah-zheek)

Above the puddle of blood, and attached to the puss-oozing wounds, was a deeply infected leg.  It was little more than flesh-on-a-stick, so weak and frail.  Attached to the stick-figure was a frightened little girl, maybe five years old.  She had managed to partially cover herself with some cardboard that had blown by, and a couple of branches that lay near.  Her face was covered with long, filthy blonde hair, most of it matted to her face by days of tears and dried blood.   


As Allie came upon her, she scanned the whole scene.  A bomb had exploded nearby, and it was her mother’s torso that the small girl clung to.  No legs, no head, just a torso.  But there was no question that it was her mother.  The girl clung to her as if there was no life apart from that death.  Allie was cautious, gently making her way to the girl.  Twenty feet away, she got down on her hands and knees, crawling the remaining distance.  Very softly, she called to the girl.  “Honey?  Sweetheart?  Are you okay?”  The girl startled for a moment, but shock quickly took her back to her trance, only she seemed to squeeze her mother even more; Allie heard a squeak coming from the torso like dried blood and juices.  She couldn’t get the image out of her head of her own self at that age hugging her favorite doll, Betty Bonita.


Allie stopped.  Should she pray?  On the other hand, what kind of god would allow this scene to take place?  If there even was a god!.  Look at her!  She’s hugging a blown-up bloody torso, for god’s sakes!  “Sweetheart?  I’m coming closer, okay?  I won’t hurt you; I want to help…okay?”  The girl shifted her feet slightly, in order to snuggle more tightly under the branch and cardboard.  It was as if she heard a voice calling in a dream, but answering the voice meant taking a mental step away from her mother, so she tucked herself in tighter.


Allie stopped again.  She was ten feet away, regretting the closer look.  Gash across her forehead, and not one, but both her legs were oozing with pain—though the girl seemed oblivious.  She couldn’t get a good look at her face beneath the matted hair and branches.  The girl only allowed one eye to be on Allie, the rest of her face she buried into the dirt and beneath the makeshift shelter.  Her arms looked as if a litter of cats had used them to sharpen their claws.


Is there no justice?  Allie thought.  What kind of country is this, where this is considered acceptable collateral damage for the greater cause!?  And what is the greater cause, anyway?  Nobody seemed to know that answer anymore.  The fact was we were at war, the government was in charge, and this little girl had no clue about any of it.  Allie’s tears began to flow.  She wanted to appear strong for the little girl, but a person can only take so much.  This was too much cruelty.  Too much.


Finally, Allie felt herself move again, as if some force other than her own will was moving her.  She got to within five feet.  She had moved so slowly that the girl hadn’t realized it at all.  She whispered even quieter, as if to sound still ten or fifteen feet away.  “Honey?  Can you hear my voice?  Would you like something to drink?  I have some water here.”  Allie cautiously removed the canteen from her neck, and slowly opened the lid, careful not to startle the girl with any unusual noise.  “Whattya say?  Thirsty?”  

The branches moved slightly, and Allie could barely see another eye appear between the twigs and brush.  “Thirsty?  I have some fresh, cold water here.”  The girl didn’t move.  “Tell ya what.  I put the canteen right here by your leg, and you can pick it up when you’re ready for a drink.”  Allie could see the girl’s eyes move ever so slightly downward.  

Within a few minutes, the girl was drinking, and she allowed Allie to sit right next to her and her mother’s torso.  Eventually, Allie discovered her name to be Kate.  No last name; just Kate.  That was enough.  The shock began to wear down a little, and Kate finally warmed up to Allie’s help.  Kate watched as Allie opened her grip from the bloody torso.  As if detached from her own hands, Kate watched this kind woman gently pry her free from her mother.  


Forty minutes later, Kate was in Allie’s arms, walking to her Jeep.  The ride back to the hospital was relatively quiet.  Kate regressed to sucking her thumb, probably something she hadn’t done for several years, and collapsed on Allie’s lap.  


Allie pulled into the emergency entrance of the army hospital base, got out of the Jeep and went around to retrieve Kate.  

She was gone!  How could this be!?  It took no more than seven or eight seconds to walk around the front of the jeep to the passenger side.  How could she just disappear!?  Just as Allie was peering into the back seat, a man approached her.  “Miss France?”  Allie didn’t hear her.  “Allie France?” the man said louder.


“Yes?  Did you see a little…” the man interrupted her.  “Kate is fine, Miss France.  Would you please come with me?  And welcome to the Miragique.”  

“The mira-what?  Who are you, and where are you taking me?  Where’s Kate!”  Allie wore her confusion and indignance like a Halloween mask.  

“I know you’re concerned and feeling a bit bewildered, Miss France.  But I promise you,”—and then he switched to Spanish—“Kate is fine, and everything will be explained to you in just a few moments—los momentos.  Por Favor,” he said with a reliable comforting voice, “come with me.”  It was Allie’s turn to slip into a trance.





********************


“Dear…I can’t believe it!!!  Frank! Come here!  Come here right now!  Frank!!


“What!  I’m coming!  What is it!?”


“Look at this!  You won’t believe it!  I have been staring at it for five minutes and I don’t believe it!  Look!  Just look!!”  Susan shoved her wheeled stool back, and Frank peered into the microscope.  A few seconds later, Frank looked at Susan.  “My..oh my oh my, Susan.  You’ve done it!  Have you really done it!?  You’ve done it, haven’t you!?”  


“We’ve done it, Frank.  You and me.  We’ve finally done it.”  They both just stared at each other for several seconds, almost refusing to believe the spectacular news.  Susan motioned toward the microscope, “Look again…just to be sure.”  Frank looked, and brought his face up with a reassuring smile.  “No question about it, Sue-girl, those little beggars are swimming away as if they had just seen a ghost.  Not only that, but they’re dying just a short distance from the cell.  

“I know.  That’s the part I couldn’t believe.  It not only sends them away, it sends them away to die.  And watch how the other microbes help to wash away the dead remains!  It’s almost as if we told them exactly what to do!  Frank—we’ve done it!  We really have.”


Suddenly Frank got this somber look on his face.  “Who do we tell first?  We’d better be sure.  Run the test again.” 


Frank, what you’re looking at is the twenty-sixth run of that test.  I wanted to be absolutely sure before I even told you.  We did it, Frank.  Never again will men and women have to suffer from Alzheimers.  Suddenly, Susan began to cry.  Frank, reading her mind, put his arms around her.  “You’re mom would have been proud, Sue.  I’m sorry we couldn’t find it in time for her.”  Sue wiped her nose on her lab coat.  “We’re only a year and a half too late,” she said, feeling somewhat defeated.


“NO!” shouted Frank.  I won’t let you do this!  This is a terrific day, and we’re going to celebrate.  Hey, since we discovered the cure, we get to name it, right!”  Frank suddenly got an idea.


“Yea, I suppose so,” Susan said between tears.  


“Well, Sue-girl, how ‘bout we call it ‘Eilenic Compound?’”  Sue’s mother’s name was Eileen, she picked up on the gesture immediately.  “Thanks Frank,” she sniffed, “That’s a great idea—and very sweet.”


“Now.  Who do we call?” Frank demanded.


“I guess we better start with George.  He’ll want to know.”  George Stephan was their boss.  He rarely stepped foot in the lab where Susan and Frank did their research, but he was very supportive of their work, and called them once or twice a week to see how they were doing, what progress they were making, and generally how they were feeling.  They seemed to live, eat, and sleep there at the lab for the past nine weeks.  They just felt so close to a cure, they didn’t want to go home.  


“Yea, wouldn’t be right if George wasn’t the first.  And he’ll know who to call next.  You want to make the call, or should I?”  


“Go ahead, Frank.  Ham it up, tell him it was all your research; I just kept the coffee brewing.”


“Thanks.  I knew you’d see it my way.”  Susan slapped him on the shoulder.  Both smiled.  


“George Stephan, please…Hi George, hey guess wh..?”


“Frank!  Is that you?  I was just getting ready to call you two hermits.  How’s the coffee holding up?”


Oh, it’s fine, George.  But you better get some more coffee down here, or Susan won’t have anything else to do.”  Another slap on the shoulder.


“So, you know I always call.  What can’t wait, Frank?”


“George, are you sitting down?  How’s your heart these days?  Hope the stress level isn’t too high lately!”


“O, for Penelope’s sake, just spit it out, Hermit!”


“Susan did it, George.  She found the cure to Alzheimers.”  “We did it!!” yelled Susan in the background, getting a cup of coffee.


“Are you out of your scientific minds!?  You are at least eight years early!  Are you sure!?  Check again.  Run the tests again and call me back.”


“George, Sue ran the same test 23 times!” 

“Twenty-six!” Susan corrected.    

“Twenty-SIX times, George.  It’s true, the microbes are swimming away from the disease so fast you’d think they got a look at Susan!”  

“Frank!” Susan yelled, with an admonishing grin on her face.

“I’ll be right there.” Click.  George hung up.

“He’s coming right over.  If he doesn’t crash on the way.  He’s real exited for you, Sue.”

“What’s all this ‘you’ business?  This is your find as much as it is mine.”

“Oh, I know.  I don’t mean that.  I just mean your mother and all.  I’m so happy for you.  This has been your life’s ambition for so many years.  Then when your mother actually contracted the disease a while back, well, I’ve never seen you so dedicated as you have been.  I’m just so happy for you, Sue-girl.  You should be very proud.”

“If you weren’t so ugly, I’d kiss you for that.”

“And if you weren’t so ugly, I’d kiss you back.”

“Fair enough.  Who else should we call?”  Frank and Susan spent the rest of the day entertaining George and calling friends and family with the good news.  It wasn’t long before an interview was set up with Stone Philips from NBC.  George was behind all that.  He wanted instant fame for his scientists.  They deserved it.  Never had he known or worked with two finer people.  And the idea of calling it the Eilenic Compound, well, it just had the perfect ring to it.  Frank’s idea, Susan’s mother.  Perfect.

A limo picked them up at 2:00 the next afternoon.  How George had arranged such a quick interview with Stone Philips and NBC was beyond understanding.  But here was the limo, right on time.  Susan and Frank both thought the interview was best held in the lab where the discovery was made, but George insisted on them being taken to NBC studios.  Well, that was only twenty-five minutes away by limo, so what’s really the difference?  

When they stopped, the driver came around and opened Susan’s side door.  It was obvious that it was expected for both to exit the same door.  As they got out, they both immediately noticed they were nowhere near NBC Studios, nor Stone Philips, for that matter.

Miss Vesterby and Mr. Cobb?  Welcome to Miragique.  Would you follow me, please?  Chivalry made Frank speak up first.  “Wait a minute, buddy.  Where are we?  Who are you?  Where’s NBC?”

And then in a soothing, friendly voice, the man assured them both, “I know you’re both feeling nervous.  Please trust me, you are in no danger, and everything will be explained to you very soon.  But you must follow me now; people are waiting.”  They didn’t know why, but Frank and Susan both felt their legs taking them in the direction of this man.  It was as if they were watching their bodies follow him, and yet they felt their own muscles expand and contract in the ways necessary to cause them to walk.  Stone Philips was no where to be found.





******************

Allie France, I’d like you to meet Frank Cobb and Susan Vesterby.  Frank, Susan, this is Miss Allie France.  Please be seated.  And welcome to Miragique.  


“Yeah, we heard that already,” said Frank sarcastically.


“Please, Mr. Cobb, allow me to explain.”  Frank settled down.  “My name is Zahib(Za-heeb).  I am an angel of God.  Now, before you judge that statement, please be patient and hear me out.  The Lord will enable you to understand everything when I have finished.  


As I said, you are in a place called Miragique.  You might recognize your word “mirage” in that name.  This is appropriate, for you have been part of a mirage that the Lord has given you as a gift.  Miss France, if I were to define your life, would this be a fair statement?  


You are Allie France.  Born in Milford, Ohio.  Raised by Dedra and Bob France.  Graduated from Walt Whitman High School, and went to college for one year in Cincinnatti, then joined the Peace Corps, where you have a desire to serve others by helping the victims of war.  But you don’t just want to help them after they come home, you want to find them in the battlefields, so to speak, and bring them immediate help.  You helped Tony Bilks, who was wounded in Iran, and you continue to pay for Tony’s rehabilitation because he can’t afford it.  There have been many others, most recently a little girl named Kate.”  Allie sat up straighter at Kate’s name.  “Who, by the way is waiting for you.  But before you go to Kate again, you need to know something.  Is all of this an accurate picture of your life, Miss France?”


“Yes.  Quite accurate.  How could you possibly know all that?  Oh, that’s right,” she said sarcastically, “You’re the Lord’s angel.”


“Quite right.  Now, about you Mr. Cobb.  Born Francis Xavier Cobb, to…”


“Francis?” Susan quipped.


“Grandfather,” Frank replied.


“Quite right.  A grandfather whom you were very close to, I might add.” Zahib continued.  “A grandfather that you buried only 7 years ago in your hometown of Los Angeles, California, where you lived with your mother Margaret and your step-father Sam.  You loved them both, but are still looking for your birth father.  You got into science hoping to discover more about DNA so that you might sneak into records of various organizations hoping to find your real father.  Right so far?”


“You’re obviously a very smart Angel.”


“Simply facts my Lord has given me for this meeting.  Perhaps that’s enough for you, Mr. Cobb.  Now for Miss Vesterby.”


“That’s okay.  I think we get the point.  You know all about us.  Now could you tell us why we’re here?  What is this Miragique, anyway?”


“Miragique, Miss Vesterby, is a mystical place where our Lord allows humans to come from time to time in order to give them purpose for their lives.”  Zahib let that sink in for a few seconds, knowing what they would say.


Almost unanimously, all three spoke up.  “Obviously we have found our purpose,” said Frank.  “For me and Susan, it’s saving lives in the lab—you know we just found the cure to Alzheimers!  I would say that is a pretty good purpose!  And Allie here has given her life to saving people dying in war, I’d say that was a pretty purpose-driven life!  Could it be that you’ve gotten the wrong people, Zahib!?”


We have the right people, Mr. Cobb, I assure you.  Let me continue, please.  What has happened to you in the past is all real.  Except for the most recent thing.  Frank and Susan, I am sorry to say that you have not actually discovered the cure to Alzheimers.  But,” he quickly added, “please don’t be upset, because you will.  This is all part of Miragique.  It was a mirage of what is to come, if you will.  And Miss Vesterby, you have not actually found Kate yet…but you will!  In the same way, and in the same place, and I’m afraid, in the same condition.  Your Lord still wants to give you these experiences, but he wants you to experience them in a new way…with a true purpose.

Our Lord has said: 
“…without faith it is impossible to please him,”  And one more partial verse, that should do it.   “For whatever does not proceed from faith is sin.”  Put them together and we have, “You cannot please the Lord without faith, and therefore whatever you do not in faith is sin.”


“Here.” Zahib handed them the complete passages on cards, so that they could study them as he spoke.  “You see, Miss Vesterby, you are about to help a little girl.  But what good is that?  For either you or Kate?  You both walk away with a good feeling, Kate grows up grateful, you become great friends, and then one day you both die and go to hell.  What good is your purpose then?  Where’s the purpose in all of that?  Kind of takes the life out of your life, doesn’t it?”


“Go to hell!?  Why would God send me to hell for helping a poor innocent little girl!?  What kind of God do you serve!” demanded Allie.


“No one is innocent, Miss France.  For all have sinned, and fallen short of the Glory of God.  And as you have heard, the help you gave Kate in the Miragique experiment was sinful, for you did not act from faith and love in God.  And by the way, God sends no one to hell, Miss France, that is the choice of man, not God.  And as far as what kind of God I serve?  The kind that would allow His Son to endure much more than even poor Kate just to save you.”  Allie retracted deep into thought.

And now, Mr. Cobb and Miss Vesterby:  Okay, so you discover the cure to Alzheimers, which by the way, isn’t really your discovery, but the Lord’s gift.  So watch the proud talk from before, okay?  But all right, in your language, you discover the cure, so what?  So now millions of people are cured of Alzheimers, free to either acquire other diseases or live even longer lives—who cares?  So what?  What if in the end, they all go to hell?  What good was your purpose then? What if, after having found the cures to hundreds of diseases, you both die and go to hell for all eternity?  Where’s your purpose then? What good is any of this if the end result is hell? 


Susan spoke up.  “But how can we possibly save everyone from hell!? Isn’t that God’s job?”


“Not His job, Miss Vesterby, His gift.  And the good news is, He has already done it!  Everyone has been saved.  The problem is, they need to believe it.  Humans are all born rejecting this good news.  Unless the Holy Spirit converts you through this Good News, everything you do has no God-pleasing purpose—no matter how good it might feel or how much civil good it does.  Your purpose for living then is what?


“Lord, now is the time for their understanding please,” Zahib prayed.  Instantly they got it.  Frank spoke for them all.  

“We get it, Zahib.  Good works aren’t truly good unless their motivated by faith.  So our purpose is actually serving our Lord, not saving lives.  And it wouldn’t matter if we drove a garbage truck, God would find it equally as valuable in His kingdom, if it were done out of love for Him.  

Susan: “And that love comes from knowing and trusting in Jesus Christ as Lord and Savior.” 

Allie: “So it’s not what you do, but what motivates you to do it.”


“Before you had only desires, now…you have purpose.” Answered Zahib.  “Praise God.”

PAGE  
1

