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Prologue
Rain fell hard, crashing against the windowpane. It was a good day to be inside. The storm shrouded the house in darkness and all that shone was a small dim light illuminating the living room. Mike Brewer smoked a pipe that filled the room with the sweet smell of tobacco. The pipe, steadied by the corner of his mouth, seeped a stream of smoke that rose gently overhead. Wrinkles lined his face, commemorating the many years of life. He sat comfortably on the couch in his pajamas reading a newspaper. Sitting on the floor was his grandson Mark.
Mark rummaged through some old magazines he found deep in his grandfather’s garage. As he turned the pages he saw the ghastly images of burning buildings and dead bodies scattered about. His eyes raised in horror. Mark, at the tender age of twelve, could read quite well. He began to analyze what the article presented. After pondering the words for sometime, he spoke.
“Grandpa?”
“Yes son,” he replied while turning the newspaper.
“Who were the Christians?”
Mike’s eyes glanced over the top of his newspaper and he was surprised to see the magazines that Mark was looking at.
“Where did you get those?” He shouted.
Mark, realizing that he may have done something wrong, answered sheepishly, “In the garage.”
Mike did not speak for a few moments, but paused with a blank stare toward the ceiling. Memories suppressed for more that sixty years came rushing through his mind. The flash of light outside preceded a loud booming sound, shaking the house. The rain fell harder and the sound became almost deafening. It was almost as if nature was reacting to Mark’s question, or perhaps the answer grandpa was about to give.
Grandpa puffed on his pipe, slowly igniting a bright red glow. His look was intense.
“Son, what I am about to tell you must never leave this house. Not even your mom or dad must ever find out what you are about to hear.”
Mark looked with anticipation, not quite sure how to respond. Mike cleared his throat.
“I shouldn’t be speaking of this, but something inside me compels me to be honest with you. You must promise me that you will never tell anyone what I am going to tell you because what I will say could get us into serious trouble.”
Mark paused for a second and said, “I promise.”
“Before I say anything further I need to get something.” Grandpa stood up and left the room. Mark was scared and had second thoughts about whether he should go through with learning about the Christians. He had compassion for the victims he saw in the magazines and wanted to know more. Thunder continued to rumble outside as the rain thrashed against the house. Mark became a little anxious. His grandfather had been gone for about a half an hour. “Where did he go?” He thought to himself. At that moment grandpa walked back into the room. He had a box and set it down on the coffee table.
“Inside this box is something many consider to be very dangerous. I have been a fool for keeping it all these years. A part of me thought that I might gain something out of it. Perhaps someone would buy it from me for a large sum of money. Either way, that is not the point. I want to reveal what I know, before I die. I have trust in you and feel that you will be responsible with what I am about to tell you.” Mark stood over the box and patiently waited to see what was inside.
“Let’s sit down son.” They both sat on the couch. “This may seem to you like a fairy tale of some kind; I assure you that every part of this story is true. The governments of this world have done their best to re-write history. Most of the accounts of this story have been eliminated. The magazines you were reading are scarce. There might be a few out there; however you would be hard pressed to find them.”
Mark shifted in his seat and looked somewhat uncomfortable.
“That doesn’t make any sense. How can history be forgotten and erased?” his voice quivered.
“You’re right son, it doesn’t make sense; I have proof that history is not totally forgotten.”
Grandpa had Mark’s attention and his arms began to tremble as he opened the box. Mark’s eyes grew intense as the lid of the box popped open shooting dust into the air. Grandpa reached inside the box and pulled at a rectangular object wrapped in cloth. As he peeled the cloth away, a book was uncovered.
“What is it?” Mark asked.
“Something that could get us killed,” he said with a chilling sternness. “A man named John Baxter gave this to me. I saw him executed on television.” His voice became very somber. “He was running from the police when he crashed into me. I was on my way to work when it happened. He shoved this book into my stomach and I can never forget what he said. He told me that this might be the last Bible on the face of the earth and to keep it safe at any cost. He was gasping when he said this and then, he vanished. A few weeks later I witnessed his execution. I watched his life slip away and then I remembered the Bible he gave me. I hid it in this box for fear of what might become of me, if anyone were to find it. Son, John was a Christian. Perhaps, he was the last one.” Tears welled in his eyes, as he said this.
“What do you mean by the last Bible? There is only one bible.” Mark had a puzzled look on his face.
“There were many kinds of bibles before the one you know as the Fifth Gospel was written. This is the Bible of Christians. I do believe it is the last one.”
“Why were the Christians hated?”
“I think these people believed in something so offensive that society turned against them. They believed that their belief system was the only way to heaven. Christianity used to be a huge religion around the world, when I was young. I bet you didn’t know that Christian philosophy was the foundation of this country.”
“Really?” Mark seemed surprised.
“It’s true. All the new history books say this country was founded on religious ideals instead of Christianity.”
Although confused, Mark had great interest in what his grandfather had to say. Grandpa continued to talk while he pulled out some papers from the dusty Bible.
“None of us should talk about this after today. I’ll tell you what I know of the Christians and how they came to be extinct. John Baxter wrote these papers. I still don’t know what I believe about all this. If you want to know more about Christianity, I cannot think of a better source.”
Mark listened carefully as his grandfather began to tell him everything.
“Be of sober spirit, be on the alert. Your adversary, the devil, prowls around like a roaring lion, seeking someone to devour.” 1 Peter 5:8 (NASB)
Chapter 1
A pleasant breeze penetrated the night’s humid air bringing a touch of cool that scattered the mosquitoes for a few moments. The sound of a Turkish guitar filled the air softly, as it could be heard in the distance. The Mediterranean coast excited the senses with its salty smell and centuries of rich history. As he sat in a chair, next to the harbor while relaxing with tea, he took another drag on his cigarette. Sam Martin was a shabby looking character, a little rough around the edges, who liked to enjoy nature at its finest. For him to enjoy nature at its finest was to be alone, particularly at night.
Clanking metal sounded due to the gentle movement of the water. It created a perfect environment for thinking. The little café that he enjoyed was just one of many that lined the foothills of the steep Kalkan streets. Located on the southern edge of Western Turkey, Kalkan thrived on its fishing and moderate tourism. Mosquitoes swarmed the lampposts while Mediterranean cooking filled the nighttime air with tantalizing aromas. Sam, an archeologist, was on vacation and had no plans of getting dirty. He had a medium build to match his medium height. His leather skin complimented his sandy blond hair. Yesterday he arrived in Kalkan after spending a few days in Ephesus touring, once again, the Christian past. A waiter came out and brought him an appetizer of cheese-filled pastries.
“It is sure good to see you again.” The waiter said.
“It has been a while and yes, it is good to be back.” Sam smiled.
Sam frequently visited Kalkan and had a good relationship with the local establishments. The locals understood his personality, whereas to westerners he appeared a little abrasive and rude.
Sam had barely finished his cheese pastry when a vibration in his pocket interrupted him.
“Darn cell phone!” He muttered. “Even on vacation, you can’t escape.”
He pulled the phone out of his pocket.
“What is it?” He answered rudely.
“It’s Edgar. Sorry to bother you on vacation, but I thought you might want to hear about this.”
“This had better be good,” he said while taking another bite.
“You know how you’ve been on this quest to find missing Scripture?”
“Go on,” he said impatiently.
“Well, earlier today some pots have been discovered at one of those underground cities in Cappadocia. If you want to get a first look before they become public, I suggest you get out there right away.”
Sam paused for a moment as his irritation changed to excitement.
“How did you find out about this?”
“I know a friend of a friend who knows the person who made the discovery. It’s my secret source,” Edgar smirked. “Just kidding, my friend Amir made the discovery. He said he would be glad to meet with you.”
“How much time do I have until he goes public?”
“I don’t think there is much time. It’s quite hard to keep something like this a secret for long. Because he is a friend of mine, he’s willing to do me this favor. He also wants to be compensated for keeping this quiet.”
“I don’t think I can make it out of here tonight. I will make some calls and be off first thing in the morning. Thanks Edgar, I really appreciate this.”
Edgar replied, “If this is big; you owe me for a change.”
They both laughed as the call ended.
Wonder and excitement fueled Sam’s emotions once again. Could this be the big discovery that has eluded him? This kind of moment is what he lived for. Sam, although not a religious man, had a deep fascination for the Holy Scriptures of the Bible and the history behind its writings. He believed that there were more writings by the Apostles waiting to be discovered.
The night had just begun. There was much to do in order for him to make it out to Cappadocia, by mid afternoon, the next day. Sam made a few phone calls and arranged a private aircraft to fly him out to the site. He also set up a small team of archeologists to meet him there and help with the investigation. Sam accomplished all this while sipping his tea and enjoying a fine meal of lamb kabobs, salad, and a very sweet baklava pastry for desert.
Sam paid for his meal and left a sizable tip. He usually tipped at a minimum but today his mood was most generous. After lighting another cigarette, he began walking back to his hotel. The steep Kalkan streets made for good exercise, especially after a good meal. A local Turkish family owned and operated the hotel where he stayed. The walls of his room had peeling white paint that revealed faded blue paint underneath and reeked of smoke and sweat. The hotel was not a five-star by any means, but it was the sort of place Sam liked to stay when he traveled away from the States. This type of place gave him a feel of adventure, a sort of oneness with the locals as opposed to a typical tourist. Positioned in the corner of the room was an old dingy mattress on a rusted metal frame. Sam packed his things together for the next day’s journey and went to bed.
The lulling sound of the engine made it hard to stay awake as he flew high above the Turkish desert region. Sam was off to Cappadocia, a place that had a rich background in Christian history, much like the rest of Turkey. Cappadocia, located near the northern part of the country, housed many underground cities carved out of the mountains. Starting from natural caves they were constructed into underground cities that provided shelter and places for hiding. Churches and groups from the ancient past made their dwelling places in these rocks.
Sam brought enough packing to stay for a few days along with some dried fruit and nuts for nourishment. He knew he had plenty of time before arriving and fell asleep.
Cappadocia had a gorgeous yet strange looking landscape. From above, it looked as if it were the surface of a mysterious planet draped in an array of colors. Coned shaped hills and mountains, created by the ash of volcanoes, culminated the vast geographical region. The fallen ash and the erosion from the wind, heat, snow, and other forms of the earth’s natural processes resulted in the creation of these unique rock formations. The colors of these magnificent rock creations comprised of grays, whites, yellows, pinks, and ambers. This was definitely a rare place of unusual beauty. Tourists, mostly from Europe, invaded certain portions of Cappadocia, leaving the rest generally unknown and still open to new discoveries.
Sam awoke with anticipation as the plane made its decent. He could see a small group of people gathered at the end of the landing strip awaiting his arrival. The landing strip was a small dirt runway on the outskirts of a town called Urgup. Urgup was a central stopping point for tourists and travelers who wanted to visit the Devrent and Catalkaya Valleys. From there, they would visit the awesome natural rock formations. Sam and his group made preparations to travel south to a town called Mustafapasa, a ten to fifteen mile journey. Outside, Mustafapasa was relatively untouched, especially the place were the ancient pots were discovered.
Once landed, Sam assembled his team and headed off to Mustafapasa. The weather was strikingly different from the coast. The air felt dry and the temperature noticeably warmer. The group traveled in two off road vehicles with Amir taking the lead. Amir was a Turkish Muslim, tall and dark-skinned. He dressed in a western style pair of blue jeans and a t-shirt. The only thing different was the turban he wore on his head. Amir had a likeable personality and always seemed to be smiling. It was almost time for noontime prayers and Sam wondered if the group would pull over to pray. They never did. Amir practiced his religion loosely and chose to keep moving instead.
Mustafapasa was just a few short miles away when Amir’s vehicle turned sharply taking an obscure road off the main highway. Sam’s vehicle followed closely. The trail, not easily noticed from the highway, proved extremely rugged and bumpy. Clouds of dust blurred Sam’s vision. He could barely see the road in front of him. All he could do was tighten his grip and hope the driver would get him there safely. The two vehicles kept off road for over an hour as they made their way to the discovery site.
“How much further?” Sam shouted to the driver.
“I don’t know,” he replied. “I am just along for the ride.”
This gave Sam no immediate comfort and his anxiety could hardly be contained. He wanted to see the pots and the underground city. The lead vehicle began to slow to a stop. Amir and his crew jumped out and began to unload their supplies. Sam and his driver jumped out and began to gather their things as well.
“It’s a four-hour journey east,” Amir informed Sam. “There is no way we can drive any closer. We have to go on foot.”
“I hope this is worth the trouble.” Sam muttered, not pleased with the news of a four-hour hike.
The hike was strenuous and quiet. The scratch sound of boots over rocks and brush started to drive Sam crazy. He broke the silence.
“How did you find these caves?” He asked Amir.
“My cousin and I were camping when he stumbled onto the caves we are heading for.”
“Camping?”
“Yes, I like to get out and explore just like you,” Amir defended. “Don’t worry Mr. Sam…I don’t think you will be disappointed in what you will see.”
The group kept on hiking through the desert. The cone-shaped mountains became more abundant. The cones were much taller than Sam expected and the terrain remained rugged. Amir led the group through the mountains and up a slightly steep hill. Once the group reached the peak of the hill there appeared an entrance to what seemed like a cave made for a small animal.
“There it is.” Amir smiled as he pointed to the small opening. Sam crouched down and observed the opening while tilting his head sideways. The opening of the cave was so obscure there was no wonder how it remained a secret throughout the years. The opening was big enough to allow only one person to enter while crawling on his hands and knees. Sam opened his pack and gathered the tools he would need for the exploration. He brought out a flashlight and a small kit with items for dusting, chiseling, and magnifying.
“How far into the cave are these pots?” Sam asked Amir.
“I don’t remember exactly, but it is not too far. Be extra careful in there it’s not like we have a hospital nearby.” Amir joked.
Sam did not find the joke funny, giving him a serious look. He stood up, moved extremely close to Amir, and whispered in his ear.
“I think it would be best if you took me in and showed me what you found first. I don’t want to risk anything getting contaminated or destroyed by accident.” Sam was not that impressed with the team he assembled. Amir looked surprised but then agreed. “You may be right. I will tell the others that we will go first and when it is determined safe we will come back for them.”
Amir went to the others in the group and explained to them the situation. All seemed to agree with no objections. Sam and Amir entered the cave one at a time, disappearing into the darkness. Their flashlights illuminated the narrow entryway revealing cobwebs that hung and stuck to their faces. After a short distance of crawling the ceiling opened up, before long, both men were standing upright and walking down a narrow passageway that descended downward for about ten yards. The hall-like passage then made a sharp turn to the right and led the explorers further downward for another fifty yards. Sam and Amir reached the end of the passage and gazed into a large room that opened up before them. A huge room with many artifacts scattered about welcomed their existence. Pots, bowls, furniture, tapestries, bones, and many other items presented themselves in no apparent order. The place was a mess. Sam and Amir stood in awe. In all Sam’s discoveries this was like nothing he had ever seen. What was even more amazing to Sam was how the room was illuminated. There appeared to be no opening and they were at least fifty yards underground. The lighting seemed scientifically impossible, but there had to be some logical explanation. Sam quickly forgot about the supernatural lighting and focused his attention on the artifacts. The posts, made of clay, had gorgeous designs and inscriptions decorating the body. The designs were enhanced with some kind of blue and orange paint or ink. Sam, a Hebrew and Greek scholar, recognized the Greek writings on the outside of the pots. Sam crouched down and started to examine the language. After reading a few lines, he began to tremble. Amir, equally in awe, noticed the look on Sam’s face.
“What is it Sam,” Amir could barely get the question out. “Are you alright?”
“Holy, Holy, Holy…is what is written on these pots.” Sam replied.
They both looked at each other. A moment of awkward silence ensued. The question “Should we be here?” crossed both of their minds. This only fazed them for a moment.
Sam had only looked at one of the four pots that stood vertically against the eastern wall. The pots were about three feet in height, narrow at the top, wide in the middle, and narrow again at the bottom. The inscription wrapped around the pots from top to bottom creating an infinite expression of Holy, Holy, Holy.
“This is truly amazing.” Sam uttered almost speechlessly. Sam studied the pots closely and examined their durability. He wanted to be extra sure that if he tried to move them they would not damage.
“Sam?” Amir said a little embarrassed.
“Not now.” Sam did not want to be disturbed while he was analyzing.
“As I think about it, this is not the cave my cousin and I found the other day. Nothing in here looks familiar.” Amir had just figured that out. Sam looked up in astonishment.
“You mean to tell me that you led me to a cave that you did not discover?” Sam was almost ready to burst out in laughter.
“I know that sounds strange but I must have gotten lost on the way up here. This is most definitely not the one I went into the other day. I guess we have just discovered this cave together.” Amir shrugged his shoulders with an embarrassing smile. They both burst into laughter. The display of joy was a mixture of silliness and a release from all the excitement. After the good laugh they shook hands and congratulated each other on their awesome discovery.
“I guess the other cave will have to wait.” Sam joked while slapping Amir on the back.
Sam instructed Amir on how he wanted the pots to be moved. The pots were lined together and they needed to be moved for a more thorough observation. They shifted the pot in half circle movements, rocking the pot until it positioned where Sam wanted it. This was the moment Sam was waiting for. He began to remove the lid carefully. The lid did not budge. It had become petrified over the years. This would not stop Sam. He pulled out a sharp tool from his kit and gently wedged it between the crevice of the lid and the pot. Sam tapped the tool carefully, repeating this action as he rotated himself around the pot. With a steady push the lid separated. Sam, full of anticipation, removed the lid. He set the lid aside and looked at Amir. “Shall we have a look?”
“After you,” Amir smiled. Sam reached inside the pot and he could feel that the pot was completely packed with scrolls. They were in great condition and looked as if they were placed into the pot with the greatest of care. Sam began to pull the scrolls out and place them one by one next to each other. After placing them side-by-side he unrolled the first scroll. Sam started to read the ancient writing and he recognized the words from the Old Testament of the Christian Bible. With excitement he opened the other scrolls.
“Half the scrolls in this pot are from the book of Isaiah,” Sam informed Amir.
Amir could not read Greek or Hebrew. After watching Sam for a while, he became bored and began exploring other artifacts. Sam was familiar with Biblical writings and these scrolls seemed to be as accurate as the scripture he knew. Placing a date on these writings would prove to be difficult, but when he opened the next pot, the scrolls inside were the writings of the Apostle Paul. This made it easy for Sam to assume that the early church might have written these scrolls. It was common for scribes to copy the letters of the Apostle and transpose them unto scrolls for safekeeping. Paul had written many letters to the early church, many of which were located in modern day Turkey. The scrolls contained in the second pot had the Apostles’ letters to the Romans, Ephesians, and Timothy his famous understudy. The third pot had the Apostles’ letters to the Corinthians and Galatians mixed with various writings from the book of Psalms. The location of this underground church brought questions to Sam’s mind. When did this church exist? When were these scrolls scribed? What type of church was this? These questions, he wished he had answers for but hoped he would discover, as he continued to explore.
The fourth pot had yet to be opened. The team assembled outside grew tired of waiting. Amir could hear one of the team members yelling into the cave.
“Are you all right down there?”
“We are fine. We will be up in a few minutes!” Amir yelled back. Amir hoped that would settle his team for a few moments while they decided how to approach their new discovery.
“Sam, the others are getting curious. What would you have me do?”
Sam thought for a moment. “Let’s open the last pot, and then we will go and brief them on what we have seen.” Amir agreed and began to help Sam position the last pot into a space where they could remove the contents and keep them organized. The last pot was not as heavy as the others. In fact, it was noticeably lighter.
“I hope there is something in this one.” Sam joked mildly. They positioned the pot to remove the lid. The lid was much tighter than the others. Sam applied brute force, as he did with the others, and the lid exploded into the air. As the lid came off, a sound of rushing air hissed through the open space releasing a smoky vapor that moved throughout the cave and then the entire earth. Sam and Amir fell to the ground, covering their eyes from the rush of wind. A spell of blindness was cast upon the hearts of men. Although unaware, the greedy, powerful, and those that lusted for evil became easily influenced by the spell. Those that were righteous and innocent, yet did not believe in Christ, were slowly consumed and would eventually succumb to the spells power. Those that already trusted in Jesus became tempted by the spell but had the capacity to resist the veil of darkness. The sound subsided and the smoke cleared. Sam uncovered his head and looked up at Amir. Amir still coved his head in fear.
“I think it’s gone.” Sam assured himself as he got up.
“What was that?” Amir questioned Sam.
“Hell if I know,’ Sam replied. ‘ That was the weirdest thing I have ever seen. You don’t suppose this place is haunted, do you?”
Amir looked at Sam and smiled, “I do not believe in ghosts. Let’s hurry up and find out what is in that pot and get out of here.” Sam, still not enjoying Amir’s sense of humor, gave him one of his looks and continued his investigation.
Sam pulled out two scrolls. He unrolled the first scroll, and after studying it for a few moments a puzzled look appeared on his face.
“What is it?” Amir asked.
“I’m not sure,’ Sam said slowly. ‘I don’t recognize this writing.” Amir crouched next to Sam and looked over his shoulder as he read the writing carefully. The writing read in Greek but the words were not familiar. Excitement and fear filled Sam’s heart. Could this be the lost letter he always thought existed? He continued to read on. After he finished the first scroll, he unrolled the second. The second scroll continued after the first and kept the same thought process. Sam scrutinized the writing, trying to understand what he was reading. He was not a Christian but he did know what Christians believed, and this is what put him into shock. He stared blankly, trying to digest what he had just read.
“What’s the matter?” Amir said while interrupting Sam’s stare.
“You are not going to believe this. What we have just discovered might turn Christian theology upside down.”
“What did you read?” Amir said anxiously.
“The scroll is written in Greek and it’s hard to tell if this is just a translation or the original, but it has a feel of authenticity to it. The salutation of this letter comes from someone who claims to have walked with the Christ. The content of his writings contradicts the message of the other letters in Scripture. The other letters have one message in mind and that is the belief in Christ as the Son of God. Belief in Jesus alone grants acceptance into Heaven. This author says something totally amazing, totally different.’ Sam paused for a moment and placed his index finger on the part he intended to read. ‘Here it is…I assume this is Jesus talking…
Believe in me for I have come to take away the sins of the world. Believe in me and you shall have eternal life. But know this, there are many ways to the Father, but my road is much less traveled. Greater is your reward for believing in my name. Believe in me, but also believe in yourselves and the good work you will do in the name of God your Father, the One who will save you. Spread this good news I am telling you to the uttermost corners of the earth.
‘This is either the greatest heresy known to man or the hidden truth that will unite this world under one religious philosophy. I mean, this person is saying that he walked with Christ and that Jesus, himself, told him that there are other ways to Heaven.” Sam could hardly contain himself. Sam continued to read to Amir. The subject of salvation and the many ways to achieve it consumed their minds. These scrolls contradicted the traditional views of Christianity that the other scrolls supported.
“What should we do about this?” Amir asked.
“As controversial as they may be, it is a discovery that needs to be brought out in the open for debate. Let’s keep quiet about this to the others and get a crew out here to remove these scrolls. I will call my colleague in Los Angeles and ask him to set up a meeting with the World Church Council (WCC).” Sam paused with great enthusiasm, “This is big news Amir. We have come across something special. I am excited to know that this might lead to the end of all religious disagreements. Just think about it. One God we all worship but free to worship anyway you want. We can all live in harmony.” Sam took a deep breath and became all business at that point. “I will hold my opinion until the Council has a chance to debate this and release their statement.”
It was not like Sam to get caught up in emotions before the scientific data was confirmed. This proved an amazing find and he was about to become a household name. Sam and Amir placed the scrolls back into the pots and secured the lids in place. After briefing the team they instructed them that the pots were not to be touched. Other than that, the other artifacts could be handled all they wanted.
Sam spent the next couple of hours arranging pick-up for the scrolls and setting up an emergency meeting with the WCC. The team spent the rest of the day exploring while Sam and Amir set up camp for the night.
Sam rested quietly on top of his sleeping bag, gazing at the millions of stars above. With excitement still inside him, he had a chance to calm down a bit, after some time of relaxation, and deep reflection upon his earlier activities. Even though the discovery was huge and the potential for great wealth and fame could come as a result, there was part of him that was extremely leery about the new writings. He felt a little scared of what the writings might turn into. Sam, however, was a professional. He was going to stick to his ethics and bring this find to the proper authorities for further investigation.
The campfire was still aglow, and the others were sound asleep. Sam would not go to sleep easily. Eventually, he drifted off into a dream.
“Enter through the narrow gate. For wide is the gate and broad is the road that leads to destruction, and many enter through it. But small is the gate and narrow the road that leads to life, and only a few find it “Matthew 7: 13-14 (NIV)
Chapter 2
A new day began and the bustle of the city could be felt for miles around. Freeways, jammed with automobiles, could hardly contain the stress, making travel a long and tedious process. The morning rays fought through the thick cloud of smog that plagued the city and its surroundings. The city’s skyline comprised of tall buildings so compacted they looked as if someone had squeezed them together. Even though the buildings were close in proximity, the area that made Los Angeles was quite large and spread-out. Los Angeles in many respects had become the center of business within the United States.
The terrorism that hit New York years ago caused the dynamics of the U.S. infrastructure in business to change. Many companies and organizations decided not to congregate in one area, spreading out to other cities. A massive restructuring of business ensued. The United States Congress displaced many of their departments to various cities throughout the country. From New York, the leaders of this country chose to move the United Nations and the newly assembled WCC, also known as the Council of Church Unification, to Los Angeles.
Political correctness ruled the day. As the world grew into a more politically correct society, there became a need to create a governing body that would aid in solving the differences between warring religious parties. The Council of Church Unification became that body. The Council or WCC embodied representatives from every known religious denomination and belief system attempting to embrace a complete worldview. The world’s top clerics, ministers, and spiritual leaders represented every type of faith from every nation. The WCC had more representatives than the United Nations and the European Union. In many ways it had exceeded the power of both leagues combined. This governing body’s main job was to maintain a sense of balance in the world by addressing issues related to persecution, violence, racism, and other problems created by the differences in belief systems and religions. The WCC met regularly to discuss violations, issue punishments and sanctions, and debate religious matters. The Council constantly tried to find common ground between religious belief systems finding solutions to their divisions, ultimately creating world church unification.
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