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Prologue 

He faced the mirror. The muscled torso, bulging biceps … the wings. 

The wings? 

They draped down his back like a shimmering white robe. But, how?  

He shifted slowly, taking in his rippling form from the side. Although stunned by his obvious physical prowess, the magnificent wings continued to hold his attention. Who was he? How did he get here? 

Struggling to remember anything, but ending up with nothing, he felt even more unnerved. 

He’d awakened, or come to, on the bed in a motel room with shaggy taupe carpet. He understood that outside traffic sped by unaware of the anomaly standing on the other side of the room’s curtained window. He could even picture the drivers on their way to work, home, anywhere. Knowing these obvious things was somewhat comforting in the midst of his confusion. 

Turning again to face his reflection, he opened his wings. Just like that. They expanded in response to his mental command. Extending much further than he’d expected, the tips curved down the walls on either side. He guessed they measured about twelve feet each direction. Cool. He wondered if he could fly. 

There was only one way to find out.

Chapter One

“What do you mean you can’t find it?” Pastor Dan Mitchell paced to his office window, phone pressed to his ear. 

Below, he could see the throngs of his congregation moving briskly, with purpose, toward the sanctuary entrance. Unfortunately, contrary to their appearance as an energized mass, surveys taken at recent events had shown that hopelessness in the church was at an all-time high, but that would change soon enough. 

Thankfully, the crowd was larger than he’d anticipated. Little did his faithful flock know that today they’d be privy to a history-making revelation.   

“Pastor Mitchell, you have nothing to worry about. We’ve got it all under control. In fact, we will have located it by the time you’ve finished your second service.” Dr. Smith assured.

“I certainly hope so! I’ve paid a great deal of money for this project. I trust you will keep your word.” Dan couldn’t quite shake the uneasiness growing between his ribs, making his stomach contract. 

“Now, now, Pastor, calm down. Maybe you should go do what you guys do so well — pray and preach.” Dr. Smith replied icily. 

“Thanks for the advice.” Clicking off his cell, Dan turned back to his desk, eager to push their conversation aside for at least a few hours. This, after all, was the big day. He was starting his series on angels as God’s powerful agents of change. Dr. Smith would not ruin what he’d worked so hard to achieve this past year. 

Following today’s highly anticipated sermons, he would be rocketed into a position of coveted esteem. His reputation would increase tenfold, and ultimately, people would believe. Men of science would no longer scoff at his chosen profession. After all, they would be unable to deny the evidence. No more debates about evolution or intelligent design. He could hardly wait to see the world’s response to his irrefutable proof. 

Once again, America would be one nation under God. 

* * * 

Priscilla Piper Pruitt. She penned the three P’s of her name on the form’s appropriate lines. What happened to just writing a middle initial? 

She couldn’t wait to see the look on her interviewer’s face. The inevitable comments about her unusual name were sure to arise. Then she’d have to share that she preferred Piper over Priscilla. Actually, her little brother had always called her Piper. She guessed with his lisp it was easier to say. Piper had stuck like glue to her persona all these years. 

Personally, the name reminded her of a romance novel’s heroine, although romance was the furthest thing from Piper’s thoughts. Well, actually, it was always on her mind, she just didn’t have any prospects, nor was she eager to find any. Daydreaming was enough. Fantasizing was predictable and she could remain in complete control. 

“Excuse me, we can get started now. If you don’t mind, I’ll just make notes on your application while we talk.” An attractive woman appeared in the lobby, hand extended. After a brief handshake, she led Piper to the front office, motioning for her to sit. 

Piper guessed her interviewer was at least a decade older than her own thirty-three years, maybe in her early forties? 

“Thank you for meeting with me on a Sunday; I’m Nicole Perez, and my mother was the founder of Willow’s Corner. Can I get you coffee? water?” She sat nearby on a colorful loveseat.

“No problem, and no thank you. I’m trying to resist the caffeine pull.” Piper smiled. She already liked Nicole. What she didn’t like was missing church this morning. Her pastor had been promoting this weekend’s service as something life-changing. She could use a little life change. That was why this position was so important. It was part of moving on, starting fresh, letting go — if letting go was truly possible.

“Priscilla …”

“Actually, it’s Piper. I should probably write it that way to avoid confusion.” She waited for the inevitable name remarks. Amazingly, none came. She liked Nicole even more.

“No worries. I love Piper. Anyway, you’ve obviously done a ton of research about our organization. I could see the evidence of your preparation when we reviewed your supplemental questions. You appear to understand clearly why we dig so deeply into our applicants’ lives. Our clients have been through so much. We handpick our staff very carefully.” Nicole jotted something on the application. 

“Nicole, when I went back to school after the ‘incident,’ I knew that God would find the just-right ministry opportunity. I trusted it would be a place where I could use my past experiences to help other women overcome the pain and heartache of abuse, and the resulting challenges.” She hoped she wasn’t speaking out of turn, but she felt so passionate about this job and all it entailed. She was ready. Finally, ready to risk shaking up the safe little world she’d created around her.

“That’s exactly what the initial interviewers told me. Let me be honest, this is just a formality. You’ve already got the job. We wanted you the minute we saw your resume. God’s going to use you here in big ways,” she paused, “welcome to Willow’s Corner, Piper Pruitt.” 

* * * 

Pastor Dan reviewed his notes for the umpteenth time. Breathe, he reminded himself. 

As an experienced orator, speaking was like fishing — relaxing and enjoyable. Normally, nervous was an emotion he felt only when his son’s college baseball team played their arch rival, Oregon State. Today, however, he felt like he was watching the World Series from the dugout, with his son behind the dish, framing the curveballs. 

A familiar stab of guilt pricked his heart. He’d played with the world’s natural order of things, sort of. Maybe he should have destroyed the tape, but how could he? This evidence would transform his church, bringing his disillusioned attendees to a whole new level of belief in God. He wanted to see people stirred up, excited about God, life, and the future. 

His was a 5,000 member church; sadly, just another mega church, where longtime members were discouraged, unfaithful, and unbelieving, and where new members were drifting out the doors at an alarmingly rapid rate. 

Dan knew God was real, and he was willing, as their pastor, to help prove God’s existence — no matter what the cost. No doubt the cost had been high, but after today, donations would increase and he would find his way back on top with the sure-to-follow media engagements and talk-show invitations. Yes, it was worth the cost, and the secrets. 

“Sir, are you ready? Two more worship songs and you’re on,” his technician reminded via their state-of-the-art intercom system. 

“I’m on my way, Fred. How’s the crowd?” 

“They’re excited. I got to say, I haven’t seem them this riled up since, since Easter 2005. You’re gonna make believers out of them today.”

“Praise God. It’s time for a spiritual climate change. So, let’s shake things up!” Checking his headset/microphone one final time, Pastor Dan prepared to deliver the sermon of the century. Breathe.
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