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Prov 16: 18 Pride goes before destruction, and a haughty spirit before a fall.

Lev 26:19 | will break down your stubborn pride and make the sky above you like iron and the
ground beneath you like bronze.

Prov 27:17 As iron sharpens iron, so one man sharpens another.

Isa 40:31 But those who hope in the LORD will renew their strength. They will soar on wings like
eagles; they will run and not grow weary, they will walk and not be faint.

Jer 9:23 This is what the LORD says: "Let not the wise man boast of his wisdom or the strong
man boast of his strength or the rich man boast of his riches,

Jer 17:5 This is what the LORD says: "Cursed is the one who trusts in man, who depends on flesh
for his strength and whose heart turns away from the LORD.
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Excerpt, ENCYLOPEDIA AMERICANA, Online Millennium Edition

SAVAGE, Clark, Junior. Born 1901, died?. In the early 1930's and 1940's, Clark Jr. ("Doc")
Savage was thought to be an adventurer and crime fighter. However, because of the EDWARD R.
MURROW expose into the so-called "Crime College" (see video, 'See It Now: TARNISHED
BRONZE") and subsequent investigations (Senator ESTES KEFAUER in 1951, Senator
RICHARD M. NIXON in 1952), the picture of the "Man of Bronze" became a major event in the
battle for CIVIL RIGHTS in America. Savage was never brought to trial, but his holdings were
liquidated by court order for compensation to the Crime College's victims. Rumors abound -
especially in the tabloids - that Savage is still alive and in exile, but no proof of this has yet been
found.

* k *

CAST OF CHARACTERS [Skip to Story]

THE ORIGINAL TEAM

- Clark ""Doc" Savage, Jr. (aka Clark Robeson Dent)

In 1948, following the events chronicled in Up From Earth's Center, he returned to the caverns
of Maine — alone, unarmed, and in secret — in a determined attempt to recapture the mysterious
villain Wail. Instead, he was caught off-guard, rendered unconscious, and placed into suspended
animation by an enemy (for more details, read Epilogue, Bronze Refined As Silver). Awakened
fifty years later and finding himself in Oregon, he wandered into a downtown rescue mission,
heard the message of salvation preached by Perry Liston and received Jesus Christ as his Lord



and Savior.

Taken in by Liston's church, he faced the harsh reality of the world believing Doc Savage as a
criminal. Adopting the identity of 'Clark Robeson Dent', he and Liston traveled the United States
to reconcile with the surviving members of his team.

He now fights the source of evil as a traveling evangelist, sharing the Gospel of Jesus Christ to
the lost.

- Lieutenant Colonel Andrew Blodgett **"Monk™* Mayfair

Monk tried desperately to keep fighting crime during and after the Senate hearings. However,
after several major events changed his life — his marriage to his 'favorite secretary' Lea Aster, the
birth of his daughter Caroline, and the apparent suicide of his old friend and sparring partner Ham
— he turned his back on his old life of crimefighting and adventuring, and withdrew to a lakefront
house near Tulsa, Oklahoma, where he remained in isolation until located by Clark and Perry.
Shortly after, Clark was able to lead him to know God's peace.

Several years prior to that, convinced that Doc would one day return, Monk had purchased the
land on which the Crime College stood. Later, he, Renny, and Johnny devised a plan that would
eventually become the Clark Savage Institute.

He and Lea have five children - Carrie, Clark, Hamilton, Mark, and Deborah - and eleven
grandchildren.

- Brigadier General Theodore Marley ""Ham' Brooks

It was originally believed that Ham had committed suicide as a result of the enormous stress of
the Senate hearings, his disbarment from legal practice, and a growing alcohol abuse problem.
However, in Bronze New World, Clark and Perry discovered that Ham was actually murdered
while attempting to trap the person responsible for leaking the Crime College information to
Edward R. Murrow, and the scene was altered to make it appear as if Ham had committed
suicide. Clark and Perry were also able to travel back in time and minister the gospel to Ham,
thus securing his spiritual future.

- lvan (John) ""Renny"* Renwick

In 1989, everyone believed that Renny had been killed in the collapse of the Interstate 880
freeway during the Loma Prieta earthquake. He had, however, barely escaped. But his own desire
for the adventure of the past caused him to perpetuate the lie and therefore become a fugitive. He
ended up in Romania, where he found a reason to settle down and get married. Later, Renny (now
Ivan) and wife Amanda returned to the United States, and are now living on their farm in Oberlin,
Kansas.

Since Clark's return, both he and Amanda have become Christians, and Renny has played a major
part in the design and construction of the Clark Savage Institute.

- William Harper ""Johnny' Littlejohn

Breaking from the team during the Senate hearings, he continued his love of archaeology and
participated in several digs around the world, accepting a professorship in a small California



university, and becoming the head of the Archaeology Department at Drake College in Vermont.
He has since moved to the Clark Savage Institute where he is Dean of the Archaeology
Department.

- Thomas ""Long Tom" Roberts

In the 1960's, while on a fact-finding trip to post-war Vietnam, Long Tom accidentally triggered a
booby trap that destroyed his legs and hospitalized him. While recuperating, he was drawn to a
little girl whose family had been killed. Taking compassion, he adopted her and raised her as his
own daughter. They settled in Lincoln City, Oregon, and spent many years in anonymity before
being reunited with Daoc.

Shortly after, however, he suffered a heart attack that eventually cost him his life. On his
deathbed, he was able to clear his conscience of the truth behind the loss of his legs, the death of
Amy's birth-family, and, with Clark's help, was finally able to know peace with God before the
end.

- Patricia "'Pat" Savage

Clark's cousin and only living blood relative. In light of events chronicled in Bronze Refined as
Silver and More Precious Than Gold, she turned her life from one of selfish goals to selfless
goals. She has turned her island home into a refuge and home for children who have been
abandoned or orphaned.

THE NEW TEAM

- Perry Liston

A former street preacher from Portland, Oregon, he found his life tied into Clark's. Now, as his
friend and companion, he shares the task of evangelism with Second Chances Ministry.

- Dorothy (**'Dot") Liston

Granddaughter of Monk Mayfair and Ham Brooks, wife of Perry Liston. Prompted to accompany
Clark and Perry in the reconciliation of Clark’s past, she eventually married Perry and is the third
partner of Second Chances Ministry. Became a Christian through Perry in Bronze Refined As
Silver.

- Bonnie Savage

Former mercenary and member of Jill Woodward's APEX group, wife of Clark Savage, Jr. She

first encountered Clark and Perry in More Precious Than Gold. Became a Christian through
Clark in Bronze Avengers. Married Clark in Bronze New World.

- Clark "Gumball™ Mayfair
Firstborn son of Monk and Lea Mayfair. Freelance pilot. First worked with Clark and Perry in
Bronze Refined As Silver. Has worked with them on several occasions, mostly as a pilot. Became

a Christian through Monk in The Abduction of Amy Roberts.

- Amy Mayfair



Adopted daughter of Long Tom Roberts, wife of Clark "Gumball" Mayfair. She was at her
father's bedside when he accepted Jesus Christ as Lord and Savior, and made the same decision
soon after. They married and now live in her family's home in Lincoln City, Oregon, where she
carries on her father's electronics research.

* % *

Prologue

15 June, 2005
Somewhere over the United States

The full moon cast a baleful glow through the clear night sky over the sprawling
metropolis. Still, even its brilliant radiance failed to dispel the pocket of shadow that crouched in
the lee of the HVAC enclosure atop the building which served as the headquarters of one of the
world’s foremost technological firms. Neither could the light dispel the malevolence which
inhabited that pocket of darkness.

It did, however, manage to cast a glint off of the sweating, hairless head of the
corporation’s chief executive officer, as he sat at the controls of a massive device housed beneath
a domed structure that — during daylight hours — appeared to the city’s airborne traffic as nothing
more sinister than an astronomical observatory perched on the building’s rooftop. As had been
the case every night for the last few weeks, the clamshells of the observatory’s roof were fully
retracted and the snout of its apparent telescope protruded from the opening.

The executive touched a series of buttons and switches, and the flat-screen before him
flickered to life. Now, all that was left was the waiting — waiting for his prey to come into range.
He moved a slider switch on the panel to his right, and the image on the screen changed as the
scanner’s focus widened by an order of magnitude and was overlaid with a United States map
instead of the city-grid. Suddenly the blip was there, at the left-hand edge of the screen.

“Of course!”” the executive thought, smiling with glee. “He’s been out of town! That
would explain his absence, the last four nights.”

His quarry was moving at incredible speed, but that didn’t surprise the executive in the
least. He’d witnessed that speed countless times, in the past decade. Indeed, he’d anticipated it
when conceiving the device he now activated with a touch of a button. He’d tracked the blip
every night for nearly five weeks. With the exception of the last four annoyingly frustrating days,
when it had been strangely absent from the night sky, it always seemed to follow the same pattern
of movement. It would move across the city in random patterns for awhile, sometimes
disappearing briefly as his quarry dropped below the lower edge of his radar scanners, surfacing
eventually to continue its travels. At the end, it would streak across the city to a particular point,
whereupon it would again drop below his radar and simply vanish. Tonight, the focal point of his
device was aimed just a few yards shy of that particular point in space-time.

“That’s odd,” he thought to himself as he observed the blip’s progress across the detector
screen. ““He’s moving a lot slower, tonight, and with no randomness at all. | wonder why. Well,
no matter; it only makes it that much easier for my device to do its work!”

He touched another button and, beneath his hands and around him, the massive device



hummed to life, gathering power from the small nuclear reactor he’d illegally constructed in the
fourteenth sub-level below the building’s ground floor. In the massive equipment racks which
lined the periphery of the ‘observatory’, capacitors and accumulators sang as they approached full
charge.

He glanced at the tracking screen. His quarry was just crossing the sky over Pittsburgh,
moving at Mach four — an incredible fifty-one-point-two-six miles per minute. At that rate, he
would be over the city in less than seven minutes! He consulted a read-out display at the lower
right-hand corner of the display. The weapon’s systems were nominal, charging at the expected
rate. Both secondary and primary fields would be ready.

“And, of course, he’ll slow down to well below Mach one, before coming in over the
city,” the executive chuckled. ““He won’t risk alarming the citizens, or damaging any windows,
with a sonic boom.”

He watched the tracking countdown readout, at the lower left corner of the screen, his
eyes flicking back and forth as he constantly compared it with the right-hand readout, the one that
displayed the time remaining before his device could be used. The seconds ticked by with an
agonizing slowness, on both clocks.

“Secondary systems at full charge,” the computer-voice issued, at last, from the small
speakers mounted in the headrest of his chair. “Initiate primary sequence.”

He touched another button, the smile of anticipation on his face taking on a predatory
nature. Power flowed from the charged capacitors and accumulators into the massive coils in the
heart of his contrivance, creating a tiny wormhole whose terminus orbited a star some thirty-plus
light-years distant from Earth. Power flowed from the targeted red-giant star, back along the
wormhole’s path, feeding the core of his device.

He shifted the slider-switch back to its original position, and the scanner was once again
overlaid with a map of the great city.

The executive lifted the safety cover over the final button, appropriately adorned with a
death’s-head image more appropriate to an ancient pirate flag. With a gleeful, malevolent laugh,
he reached out a thumb and stabbed down on the button as if he were crushing the life out of a
troublesome insect. In his warped brain, he felt it an appropriate comparison.

In response, the final stage of the device activated. Incalculable amounts of power fed
back through the wormhole from the distant star, and were channeled into the primary field-core
of the device. Miles distant, above the city and just yards short of his enemy’s predicted point of
disappearance, the weapon’s primary field took on nebulous form. The executive cackled with
glee as the object on the screen approached the focal point of his device. He flipped one last
switch, the control-console lock-out, and let loose a laugh.

“You’ve interfered with my plans for the last time, blue-boy!” he exclaimed. “No more!”
The targeting computer controlled all of the device’s functions, now. His victory in the
decade-long battle was online and virtually secured. Nothing could stop it. Nothing could deny

him his final triumph over his meddling adversary.

He stepped out of the structure to watch the fireworks, just as a thick veil of clouds — in



reality a side-effect of the forces gathering in the heavens over the vast metropolis — scudded
across the sky and veiled the moon. The malevolence left its pocket of shadow, slithering across
the rooftop to stroke its puppet with silent, preening fingers. The executive’s heart swelled with
pride in his accomplishment, in his final ending of the long struggle with his nemesis. He held his
breath, waiting as he saw the streak of red and blue that was his enemy approach the point of no
return, where the nearly-invisible black maelstrom waited.

* k%

He didn’t need to look, to know that his wife was asleep in the cradle of his arms. His
sensitive ears picked up the rhythm of her sleep-breathing pattern, even above the rush of the air
through which he moved.

*““She must really be tired,” he smiled to himself as he cleaved the air toward their home.
“Usually, she wants to stay awake and see everything.”

Los Angeles had been hot, muggy, and blanketed with smog, as usual. The City of
Angels wasn’t even in the list of his top fifty places in the world to visit, but his latest novel was
at the top of the best-seller list, and the usual circuit of talk-show appearances was pretty much
unavoidable. So, for the fourth time, he’d made the flight westward — commercial air, this time,
since his wife was accompanying him on assignment for work — and sat through the usual run of
interviews.

“Larry King was such an abominable bore,” he thought, as he made his final course
correction over Pittsburgh. “You’d think that someone on his writing staff could at least come up
with a different list of questions to ask me. He asked the exact same questions the last time | was
on his show!”

Letterman had been an even more abominable boor, making his usual banal wisecracks
and — this time — including a couple comments about his guest’s lovely wife that were either off-
color or simply in poor taste.

“I got the last laugh, though,” the man chuckled to himself. “The audience thought it
was either the glare | gave him, or else the heat from one of the overhead klieg lights, that made
him grow red in his face and eventually loosen his collar and mop the sweat off of his forehead!”’

Both of those so-called ‘personalities’ had been buffoons. If they’d had the slightest
inkling of who they really had, sitting there on the set with them — the real being concealed by the
stylish suit and tie and the eyeglasses — they’d have become tongue-tied school children!
Sometimes he wondered why he bothered, at all...

““Leno was nice enough, though,” he recalled. “He’s the only one who’s actually read my
novels before he’s had me on the show, and he always has an interesting list of questions for me.
That one about whether it was more difficult to work for an editor, or a producer, was a good one.
I’ve done both, and it’s basically a coin-toss. At least doing The Tonight Show last let me end
the trip on a pleasant note.”

Even the cancellation of their homeward airline flight due to mechanical problems with
the aircraft, just before the flight attendants could prepare their passengers for take-off, hadn’t
really fazed the couple.



“After all, it isn’t as though we really need to depend on commercial flights to get home,”
his wife had suggested in a quiet whisper as they’d walked back out of the boarding tube, flashing
him a knowing wink.

That much was all too true. Even seeing to their luggage was no major problem. He’d
simply waltzed their two carry-on suitcases over to the airport’s Fed-Ex station and arranged for
them to be shipped overnight and delivered to the apartment the next day. Then, they’d stepped
into a corridor he’d observed to be deserted, making their exit through a door normally used by
baggage handlers. Once in the shadow of the building, screened from chance observation, he
doffed his street clothes to reveal the costume that bore the world’s most-recognized symbol. He
wrapped his wife snugly in his cape and, extending the force-field naturally exuded by his body
to cover the two of them, he’d lifted for home under his own power. He was executing his first
course-change, over Las Vegas, by the time their Delta flight would have been clearing the end of
the runway, had it remained on schedule.

Still, he wasn’t traveling at top speed. Whenever he took his wife flying with him, he
tended to keep it to a more “sedate’ pace, out of concern for her. She trusted him implicitly, in just
about every single thing he ever did, and she loved to ‘sight-see’ when he took her into the air,
but there was just something in her earth-bound human psyche that regarded flying without a
plane as a bit unnerving.

He understood it, somewhat; he’d been afraid of heights, himself, when he was a teenager
back in Kansas. He still remembered, with a bit of a chuckle, those times — as his powers had
begun to really emerge — waking up in the middle of the night to find himself floating in the air a
few feet above his bed. After the third or fourth such occurrence, he’d told his adopted parents
about it, wondering what was wrong with him.

His mother had taken him aside, dug out one of her old college psychology texts, and
pointed to a section that dealt with dreams, including dreams about flying unaided. She told him
not to worry; dreams of flying and fear of heights were often somehow related in the human
psyche.

He’d reminded her that he wasn’t human; at least, not an Earth-born human. He’d
reminded her of the object, buried beneath an old tarp and a pile of broken baskets and apple-
crates in the storm cellar under the barn — the strange conveyance that had brought him to them —
and which now sat in silent witness of his extra-terrestrial origins. He’d reminded her of all the
things he could already do. He could drive a four-by-four fence post into the ground with one
blow of his fist and not show a bruise. He could “bench-press” the John Deere tractor without
breaking a sweat. He could shove his hand and arm into the chipper and come away unscathed.
He could see through solid objects, and hear sounds that came from miles away. He could out-
race the express train that passed by their north-forty acreage. Could he really be “human”, and
yet do all those things? He’d doubted it.

His mother had simply smiled, placing a soft hand on his chest.

“Being ‘human’ has more to do with who you are, than what you are, dear,” she’d told
him. “These things you can do? They’re a part of your genetics, the genetics of the humans who
sent you to us. The young man I’ve watched you grow into, over the years since you came to us
as a baby? He’s fully as human as anyone else on this planet. You’ve got fears and doubts and
guestions. We all do. It’s a part of being human. The comfort is that there is Someone, out there,
who knows all the answers, and who will help you find them when He thinks you’re ready.”



He knew what he was experiencing, though, and he was sure that — at least in this one
instance — his usually-wise parents were wrong. He even remembered the time he’d tied a rope
around his ankle before falling asleep, the other end tied to the bedpost lest he float out his open
window on a hot Kansas summer night. Eventually, as he learned to control that ability to make
his own body defy gravity, he’d outgrown those fears.

He trusted that, in time, so would his wife.

* k *

The head of the world’s largest technology corporation, standing at the railing of his
rooftop aerie and watching his unsuspecting nemesis approach the critical point in his trajectory,
was right in what he’d assumed. In a way, at least.

It was true, that no thing could stop what he’d planned from happening. However, there
were forces at work, on this suddenly-moonless night; forces of which he was blissfully unaware.
The fact that he knew nothing of them was due solely to his adamant refusal to subscribe to a
belief in them. After all, his mother had believed, and what had it gotten her? Still, his abject
refusal to believe in them didn’t make them any less real. The plan that guided these forces in
concert, to transform the events he had planned for this very night, had been laid down in full
long before either the industrialist or the object of his hatred had been born.

It was by this plan that (unbeknownst to him) his enemy’s novel had reached the top of
the charts when it had. It was by this plan that the publicity tour had been scheduled, and that soft
words were spoken in the ear of the normally ruthless editor of a great metropolitan newspaper.
The whispered words suggested that his star reporter would be best suited handle the task of
covering her husband’s talk show appearances, despite any appearance of favoritism, for a special
feature to be run in the paper’s entertainment section. It was according to this plan that, at just the
right moment in time, a connection was loosened in a piece of critical circuitry in the guidance
control panel of the Delta Air Lines Boeing 757 scheduled for use on that trans-continental red-
eye flight. And it was according to this plan that, only an hour earlier, the airline had received an
emergency phone call from the senior flight captain scheduled to make the trip. His pregnant wife
was going into premature labor, and he was taking her to the hospital. The plan’s author knew full
well that the replacement pilot, a junior officer with far less experience, would elect to scrub the
flight rather than risk his passengers by running on one of the two older back-up systems. And the
plan’s author knew that the young wife would trust her husband’s unique “gifts” to transport her
safely home.

Thus it was, according to a plan fashioned and executed in realms unseen by normal eyes,
that his enemy was thus not moving with his customary blinding speed.

Had he not been encumbered by his wife, he would have been moving so fast that even
his abnormally keen eyesight wouldn’t have seen the nexus forming in front of him before it was
too late to avoid it. His normal speed would have taken him straight down the throat of the vortex
and out its terminal end, which had been focused thousands of years backward in time, and on a
barely livable, uninhabited planet orbiting a red giant star — the very same stellar body whose
massive energies were fueling the vortex. As it was, the energy surrounding the heart of the nexus
was not yet fully tuned, and emitted stray bursts on wavelengths that his eyes could detect. When
he sensed its presence in his path, there wasn’t time to fully avoid it, but there was time enough
for him to deflect his path at an angle and hopefully thus incur only a fringe of the forces arrayed



against him.

Still, even that fringe was terrible in its fury. Stretched as it was, to cover two bodies
instead of one, his force-field was compelled to draw massively on his deep energy resources, and
that frightened him as little else could. The last time his body had been so taxed, it had almost
killed him. Still, the field held, and they fell onward through the fringes of the nexus. He fought
off the ragged edges of blackness as they assailed his consciousness. If he surrendered, the field
would collapse back against his own skin only, and the woman he loved more than life itself
would be lost to him forever!

The deflection was enough. Instead of propelling him through the churning heart of the
maelstrom, the fringe energies grabbed at him, shifted him, whipped him around the periphery of
the nexus like a wad of paper caught in the outer layer of a tornado, and he saw his one last
chance. Drawing upon reserves of strength he’d tapped only once before in his life, he surged
with the fringe current, like the slingshot maneuver NASA had used for the rescue of Apollo 13,
and was shot out of the side of the tunnel that was the vortex, across lines of both time and space,
into...

* k *

On the rooftop in the distance, the executive howled with glee, a howl echoed in the
unseen by the malevolence crouched at his side. Had the man been inside his observatory,
watching the readouts flash by on the computer screens, he would have seen that something was
amiss. He would have seen that the other end of his wormhole was too close to the star he’d
chosen as a power-source. He would have realized that the gravity-gradient of the remote-end of
the wormhole was causing the star’s corona to expand, briefly, before its own internal
gravitational forces snapped it hideously back, beginning the process which would cause it to
explode and tear its planetary system asunder. He would have seen that the energy pouring
through the spatial link was too great, and that it was actually destabilizing this end of the
pathway. His trap was not perfectly functioning as he had intended, destroying his adversary
forever. He might have been able to boost the power, or shift the center of the vortex in order to
compensate for his enemy’s course-deflection. But, of course, his ego demanded that he bear
witness to his final triumph with his own mortal eyes, and not those of a machine. Thus, his
chance for total victory — in this round of their long conflict, at least — escaped his notice.

On a distant world orbiting a red-giant star, and thirty-plus years backward in time, a
thousand million intelligent beings met their end as their world crumbled into dust in the grip of
their sun’s twisting, clawing gravitational vortex.

But the executive’s enemy had survived!

* % *

Longitude 21° 43’ North
Latitude 71° 35" West
15 June, 2005

The sun came up that morning, as it always had over the tiny dot of land surrounded by
deep blue waters. Slowly, it mounted the age-old climb into the heavens, just as it had always
done. Yet, not quite, for today something was different on the ocean floor below it.



The wreck had lain on the bottom for nearly five hundred years. The salt water, and the
bacteria, had taken their toll long years past. Still, there were odd bits of wood here and there, still
decomposing, though at a far slower rate due to the sand that had covered the bones of the craft
over the centuries.

Of late, however, the storm surges from several hurricanes had crashed against the small
island in a short span of weeks, wreaking immense changes in the currents immediately offshore.
Recent seismic activity, nearby, had also served to vibrate the silt and sand on the bottom,
loosening it and making it easier for the tides to wash outward, away from the shore. Objects that
had lain buried for hundreds of years under twenty feet or more of sand and silt were now left
covered only by the barest coating of sand. As the surges of current faded with the passing of the
most recent storm, suspended silt once again fell gradually to the ocean floor, though farther out
to sea, the coastal water becoming increasingly more transparent as the days passed.

As the ebbing tide washed another precious millimeter of sand outward to the deeps, one
of the ship’s deck guns — once buried standing with its maw pointed almost at the surface — no
longer had a sufficient bracing to remain upright. Another of the seismic tremors that had become
more frequent of late rolled across the ocean floor, further destabilizing the rusting artillery piece.
Slowly, it began to topple, picking up momentum as gravity drew it downward, until it fell with a
thud across a large clay block that lay amid the rotting remains of what had once been a wooden
chest, then rolled away until its momentum was spent. The impact caused a slight crack to appear
in the surface of the clay block, and the artifact encased within it detected the faintest signature of
electromagnetic radiation — sunlight filtering down from the surface, some thirty five feet above.
This, it had not felt in a long, long time, and the sensation was very welcome.

The artifact hummed, a low sub-sonic note that gently throbbed. Once, twice, three times,
it pulsed in the growing light, the vibration pushing tiny ripples in the sand around it and above it.
As a result, more of the silt that covered the block was gently moved to the sides. A final pulse —
draining the remaining reserves the artifact had hoarded all this long, lonely time — and the crack
in its surface widened, letting more of the welcome sunlight inside. For now, it was enough. The
artifact basked.

* % *

One - “What dreams may come...”

Clark Savage Institute
Arronaxe, New York
30 July, 2005

You never know what God has in mind, until you get there.

The fact that I’ve chosen to begin virtually every one of my narratives with those few
words doesn’t make the notion any less true.

Over the last few years, I’ve come to understand the truthfulness of never putting God in
a box. Never limit the things that God can do, or the vastness of His imagination; it’s limitless,
because He is infinite. The second you put - or try to put — God in a box, you’re apt to find
yourself being confronted by some situation which will prove just how ‘confining’ that box really
is.



In my case, it began several years ago, when a stranger walked into the street-mission
where | was preaching, a stranger who was looking for food, clothing that fit his frame, and a box
of rocks on his back that desperately needed dislodging. In my wildest dreams, | would never
have imagined that my boyhood *hero’, Doc Savage, had really existed, much less that I’d ever be
given a chance to meet him. | had, though, and my life hadn’t been the same, ever since.

I think, though, that what really crystallized the truthfulness of not putting God in a box,
at least for me, was a strange series of events that began with a simple debate in a Portland park,
on a sunny Saturday afternoon.

I’d just spent an enjoyable hour or so with some old friends, Mark and Karen, talking
with them while they handed out pamphlets during their regular Saturday mission efforts. | was
walking back across the grassy expanse to the gravel lot where 1’d left my car, when | ran into
this young man. He was wearing one of those tee-shirts with a stylized ‘Roswell gray’ alien on
the front and the caption, “We Are Not Alone”.

I chuckled when | saw it, and saw an opening to try and witness to him about Who was
really out there, ‘observing our Earth’. | engaged him in a conversation, and we sat down on a
convenient bench and chatted for about half an hour.

As he went to make his prior appointment, | was mentally kicking myself. I’d allowed
some of my own thoughts and notions to interfere with a pure and simple salvation message. |
hate it when that happens. | prayed that | hadn't screwed it up too badly, that at least a seed of
what God had intended had gotten through.

I like science fiction as much as the next person. I've enjoyed Star Trek, and Star Wars,
Babylon 5, and even the “Stargate’ series, and have been able to find religious analogies in all of
them. despite the downplaying of God and the promotion of secular humanism.

God still gets the last word, though.

Gene Roddenberry, the creator of Star Trek, once gave a speech in which he railed
against both religion in general and Christianity in particular. He referred to Christianity as being
'the single greatest impediment to our ever achieving anything even remotely like the United
Federation of Planets', or something close to that. Only a week later, he had w