
 

 

 

 

 

 

W R A T H  O F 

G O D 

 

P r o p h e c y  o f  W r a t h  S e r i e s 
 
 

B O O K  I I I 
 
 
 
 

Judy Kay Scott 
 

 
 

 
 

Ichthus Publications · Apollo, Pennsylvania



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
  

 
Wrath of God (Prophecy of Wrath Series) 

Copyright © 2020 by Judy Kay Scott 
 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, 
or transmitted, in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or 

otherwise, without prior permission of the publisher or the Copyright Licensing Agency. 

Our goal is to provide high-quality, thought-provoking books that foster encouragement and 
spiritual growth. For more information regarding Ichthus Publications, other IP books, or bulk 

purchases, visit us online or write to support@ichthuspublications.com. 

Publisher’s note: This novel is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are ei-
ther products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. All characters are fictional, and any 

similarity to living people or dead is purely coincidental. 

Unless otherwise indicated, all Scripture quotations are taken from the King James Version. 

Scripture marked NKJV is taken from the New King James Version®. Copyright © 1982 by 
Thomas Nelson. Used by permission. All rights reserved. 

Printed in the United States of America 

ISBN: 978-1-946971-94-4 
 

 

www.ichthuspublications.com



 

 

 
 
 

Dedication 

 
 
This novel is dedicated to my three wonderful children and their families. 
I have the most loving and caring family that a mother could ask for. 

Christina Todor, my precious granddaughter, is the photographer 
who takes my pictures for the back covers of my novels. 

My darling daughter Sheryl Perysian is my book editor. 
My loving son Mark and his wife Leanne Perysian have helped me in 

my research by taking me on a trip to the Keweenaw Peninsula in Upper 
Michigan, where I was able to select the perfect location for my story in 
the picturesque Mountain of Gratiot. 

Unfortunately, on December 30, 2019, my beloved son Timothy 
Perysian was called home to be with the Lord. He is missed so very much 
by all his family and friends. He is in our hearts and souls until we can see 
him once again in our eternal home in Heaven.  

 



 

 



 

 

“Behold I tell you a mystery; we shall not all sleep, but we shall all be changed—
in a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, at the last trumpet. For the trumpet 
will sound, and the dead will be raised incorruptible, and we shall be changed.” 

—1 CORINTHIANS 15:51–52, NKJV 
 

“Now Brethren, concerning the coming of our Lord Jesus Christ and our gath-
ering together to Him, we ask you, not to be soon shaken in mind or troubled, 
either by spirit or by word or by letter, as if from us, as though the day of 
Christ had come. Let no one deceive you by any means; for that day will not 
come unless the falling away comes first, and the man of sin is revealed, the 
son of perdition, who opposes and exalts himself above all that is called God or 
that is worshiped, so that he sits as God in the temple of God.” 

—2 THESSALONIANS 2:1–4, NKJV 
 
“Immediately after the tribulation of those days the sun will be darkened, and 
the moon will not give its light; the stars will fall from heaven, and the powers 
of the heavens will be shaken.” 

—MATTHEW 24:29, NKJV 
 

“And I saw thrones, and they sat on them. Then I saw the souls of those who 
had been beheaded for their witness to Jesus and for word of God, who had not 
worshiped the beast or his image, and had not received his mark on their fore-
heads or on their hands. And they lived and reigned with Christ for a thousand 
years. But the rest of the dead did not live again until the thousand years were 
finished. This is the first resurrection. Blessed and holy is he who has part in 
the first resurrection. Over such the second death has no power, but they shall 
be priests of God and of Christ and shall reign with Him a thousand years.” 

—REVELATION 20:4–6, NKJV 
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Prologue 
 
 
I T  H A D  O N L Y  B E E N eight months since Pastor Thomas Perkins re-
ceived the biggest shock of his life. He witnessed a televised bulletin of 
the signing of a Seven-year Peace Treaty between the Prime Minister 
Benjamin Weitzman of Israel, the European Council Hamarat, and the 
President of the United States, Omidi. This was the same Seven-year 
Contract that Thomas knew would send them hurling into the Biblical 
Seven-year Tribulation. Thomas was confused and shocked! He had al-
ways believed that this wouldn’t happen until the Rapture had taken 
place, but there was no denying it—the peace contract had been signed. 

Thomas’ son, Scott, was the only one in the family who might have an 
answer to all this mayhem. While in College, he had two professors, each 
holding a different view of the Biblical timing of the Rapture. One taught 
the Pre-wrath theory, while the other taught Post-tribulation. In both 
views, the Rapture would occur after the Seven-year Peace Treaty. 
Though Thomas knew of these views, he had a hard time grasping either 
of them. For years, he believed and preached the popular Pre-tribulation 
version. He and his son had several debates over the subject until Thomas 
couldn’t deny any longer that they were living in the Biblical Seven-year-
Tribulation. 
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Months before the Seven-year Peace Treaty had been signed, Thomas 
and his son went on a camping trip. During their sight-seeing they stum-
bled upon a ghost town high in the Gratiot Mountains of the Keweenaw 
Peninsula. While other ghost towns of the same era were in ruins, this old 
village was miraculously hidden from the world for over a hundred years. 
Still intact, each building was still full of furniture and personal belong-
ings. Enthralled in its charm and mystique, Thomas shared their findings 
with his estranged, wealthy father-in-law, James Patterson. James shared 
the story with one of his dearest friends, Joe Wydeck.  Both these influen-
tial men were intrigued and wanted to see this mysterious ghost town for 
themselves. In Joe’s six-passenger plane, he flew Thomas, Scott, and 
James to the Keweenaw Peninsula to check it out. Weeks later James and 
Joe were so captivated about the lost town that they returned and bought 
the whole valley for back taxes. At the time they thought of it as a vacation 
getaway. However, as events began to unfold, they soon learned that it 
would serve as a much more critical purpose; now they might need it as a 
refuge from the Antichrist! 

After some needed renovations, the four men along with their families 
and a few close friends moved to the Gratiot Mountain. Their first four 
months were full of hardships. One man fell while putting up a wind-tur-
bine. Thomas’ father-in-law had a heart attack. One of the young ladies 
fell and got a concussion while touring an old mine on their property. 
Then there was an encounter with a snarling, scary black bear. 

The only contact they had to the outside world was a radio and a few 
new friends from a nearby town. They learned that World War III had 
taken a devastating blow on the world, as a third of its population was an-
nihilated. The world was then divided into a ten-nation confederacy, each 
with its own king. The nation confederacies surrendered their alliance to 
the newly formed One World United Government. However, Patriots and 
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Christians of the old United States were not willing to give up their free-
doms. Militia groups joined forces and became the United States Militia. 

The wealthy partner’s available money was dwindling fast. It was im-
perative that they go back to their New York bank and retrieve the rest of 
their money to survive. The trip was dangerous and most of their money 
that they were able to retrieve was useless. With Upper Michigan’s harsh, 
brutal winters ahead, they didn’t even have enough money to buy warm 
clothes for the bitterly cold temperatures which lay ahead of them, but 
the group had faith that God would provide. After all, God had led them 
to this beautiful valley. He had blessed them with a hearty vegetable har-
vest that first year. God heard their prayers and answered with a special 
miracle! They were able to barter Joe’s plane for the Yooper Pioneer Ranch 
Resort ’s chattel assets, which helped them to survive their new pioneer 
lifestyle. He blessed them with everything they needed from warm winter 
clothing, to horse and buggy transportation. 

Relationships were even more difficult in this rugged, new environ-
ment. Even though Thomas had reunited with his wife, Lorraine, their 
daughter’s recent marriage had its problems. Their son, Scott had a roller-
coaster romance with his fiancée, Sheryl Higgons. To complicate the sit-
uation even more another young lady, Rachael Nelson, had her heart set 
on Scott. Rachael tried her best to win Scott’s love. In addition to this love 
triangle, another man came into the picture, making their relationship 
even more complicated. Albert Cline fell in love with Sheryl and wanted 
her to be his bride. 

There was also a romance between the town’s young widowers. 
Through all this, Old Town managed to have two weddings. However, 
tragedy would hit as a gunshot echoed out through the farmlands, bring-
ing down one of the new brides. 
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1 
 
Old Town Settlement, April 3rd, One and a Half Years into the Tribulation 
 
 
The horse drawn wagon raced across the dirt road as Daniel drove his 
mother and sister, the valley’s medical team, to Scott’s farm. With emo-
tions running high, they pulled the wagon up to the farmhouse. When 
they arrived, Scott was sitting on the floor of his porch. His long legs 
stretched out, as he held his wife’s blood-soaked head in his lap. 

It had been only two months since Scott Perkins married the love of 
his life, and now she was lying lifeless in his arms. Their journey to matri-
mony had not been an easy road for the couple, it took many twists and 
turns along the way. 

When Scott first met and started dating Sheryl, he didn’t share the fact 
with her that he had graduated from a Christian College. He also didn’t 
share the fact that his parents were separated and that his dad had given 
up a position as a Pastor of a huge church. Scott had wanted to follow in 
the footprints of the dad he had always been so proud of, but now he was 
totally disillusioned. Instead of going into the ministry, he took a job as a 
bar manager.  

While working at a Lakeside Bar in West Michigan, Scott met the 
beautiful, strawberry blonde, Sheryl Higgons. Since managing the bar at 
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one of South Haven’s finest restaurants, Scott dated several ladies. How-
ever, it was love at first sight when he saw Sheryl walk up to the bar that 
day. As she handed him her resume their deep blue eyes met. After a few 
minutes into the interview Scott hired her on the spot. 

There were several women chasing after the tall handsome bar man-
ager, with his mother’s stunning looks and radiant blue eyes. His charm-
ing personality and muscular build came from his father. Even though 
Scott and Sheryl soon became an item, he continued to date other women 
on the side.  

It wasn’t until the Keweenaw camping trip with his father that his da-
ting collage of many women came to a halt. Both father and son had some 
heavy soul searching to deal with as they sat around the campfires in 
Michigan’s Upper Peninsula. It was at one of those soul-searching camp-
fire talks that Scott realized that he wanted to spend his lifetime with the 
kind spirited, beautiful Sheryl Higgons. He was determined that she was 
his one and only.  

As soon as Scott got back home to South Haven, he planned a fabu-
lous dinner date with Sheryl at the restaurant where the two were em-
ployed. He got down on one knee and asked, “Sheryl Higgins, I love you 
so much. Will you marry me?”  

Without hesitation, smiling broadly she said, “Yes, yes! Of course, I’ll 
marry you, Scotty.” He opened a ring box and then placed a beautiful di-
amond ring on her finger.  

Neither Sheryl nor Scott knew much about the others past only that 
they were madly in love. Sheryl knew that Scott had a degree from college 
but didn’t know what the degree was in, and Scott wasn’t aware that 
Sheryl had never been in a church before. Sheryl had been raised by a 
mother who had a lot of issues. She literally had to raise her younger sib-
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lings. Sheryl hadn’t even given God a second thought. All the young cou-
ple knew at that time was that they loved each other and never wanted to 
be apart, so they moved in together. They didn’t feel a rush to get married, 
besides they needed to save money for the wedding that Sheryl had al-
ways dreamt about. 

They lived together happily until the life changing news broke out 
about Israel signing a peace treaty with Palestine. Like his dad, Scott knew 
what that meant, which was nothing less than the start of the Tribulation. 
Scott’s mind raced on, Was there a Rapture? Did I miss it because I turned 
my back on the Lord? Or were my professors, right? Will we have to live 
through most of the Seven-Year-Tribulation? I’ve got to get hold of my dad.  

Angrily Scott threw his phone down after trying to call his dad. 
“Scott! Calm down. Why did that news bulletin get you so riled up?” 
“Don’t you understand, Sheryl? That peace treaty was a big deal. I 

know you don’t want to hear about end-time prophecy, but it is happen-
ing right now. I got to get ahold of my parents. I need to know if the Rap-
ture actually took place or not! Both their phone lines are tied up.”  

Regardless of Sheryl’s doubts she packed her overnight bag and they 
headed out to Ohio to see Scott’s mother. When they arrived at Lor-
raine’s apartment, Scott was surprised to see that his dad was there also. 
He wondered, Where’s the new girlfriend that dad told me about?  

To Scott’s amazement he learns that because of this magnificent Bib-
lical event, his dad wanted and needed to be reconciled with his wife. 
Even his sister Linda was there because she had left her husband a few 
days prior. Later that night Harold came knocking on Lorraine’s door. He 
and Linda were happily united once again. The family was so happy to all 
be together during this major crisis. Now they must search for answers. 

Like most Christians they were confused and in disbelief that there 
hadn’t been a Biblical Rapture. This view was taught to the majority of 
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Christians throughout the world. The next day Scott’s grandparents, 
Marge and James Patterson and their friends Darlene and Joe Wydeck 
flew from New York into Columbus, Ohio to meet with his family.   

At the meeting Scott was the only one that thought he might have 
some answer to this life shattering event.  

He told them, “While I was attending college, I took two classes on 
Eschatology, which specifically dealt with the timing of the Biblical Rap-
ture. Each class was taught by a different professor, each with his own 
point of view. One believed in the Pre-wrath Rapture, while the other 
taught the Post-tribulation Theory.” 

Of course, his dad, Thomas, a long-time Pastor, was aware of these 
different views. His grandparents and the Wydecks, as well, knew of these 
theories; however before now, none of them took either view serious. Af-
ter all, they had been big believers in the Pre-tribulation interpretation. 
They strongly believed that the church would be raptured before the 
Seven-year Peace Treaty and the Tribulation. 

Scott went into detail about the Eschatology studies that he had 
learned from his professors.    After he was finished his dad looked around 
the room at all the anxious faces and said, “I am still seriously doubtful 
about either of those theories.” 

James gestured with his hand to Thomas as he said, “A, wait a minute, 
Son, Joe and I have some very interesting news for everyone here.” 

Joe entwined his fingers, put them behind his neck and leaned back as 
he said, “Oh yeah, do we ever!  We haven’t even told our wives about it 
yet.” 

James words came bubbling out with excitement, “Do you remember 
that little ghost town that you boys discovered?” 

“Yes.” Thomas and Scott both chimed in. 
“Well, now it is ours!” 
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Scott jumped to the edge of the sofa with enthusiasm. “You’re kidding, 
right?” Scott eagerly blurred out. 

“No, Scott, I’m not. Joe and I bought 1500 acres of that mountain. We 
bought that whole valley including the ghost town and the two farms! It 
wasn’t easy, but we did it! Joe and I bought it for a retrieve from city life, 
but if what you are suggesting is true, maybe this will be our end time 
sanctuary. Maybe, it was no accident finding that lost ghost town. Maybe 
God himself led you boys there.” 
 

*   *   * 
 
Soon after the Ohio meeting the small group made another trip to the 
Gratiot Mountain. This time they brought their wives and Scott’s fiancé, 
Sheryl. They took the same rugged trail that they had carved out last time 
they were there. It wasn’t the smoothest ride, but they managed to get to 
the first farm with no problem. 

The ladies were in awe as the men had been at this mystical eighteen-
hundred’s ghost town. It had been untouched since the last settlers had 
left back in the late eighteen hundred’s, but somehow the buildings were 
all standing! With their roofs intact, they were still full of furniture and 
personal belongings left behind by the settlers. 

The women walked into the farmhouse first, inspecting every piece of 
furniture and personal belongings that had been left behind, so many 
years ago. Next, they went into the barn and outbuildings. Marge, Scott’s 
grandmother was the most excited out of the four women. Memories of 
her childhood flowed as she said, “This is so nostalgic for me! I was raised 
on a farm near a small town called Coopersville, located in Western Mich-
igan. This old farm reminds me so much of the place where I was raised.” 

“It is quaint, like a Norman Rockwell painting.” Darlene said. 
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Scott stood behind Sheryl and wrapped his arms around her as he 
stood and looked out at the fields and admired the whole farm. Then he 
asked, “Don’t you just love the peace and tranquility of this place?”  

“Okay, Scott, it’s nice, but to live here—no way! Don’t you think it 
would get a little boring?” 

“How could it get boring when you’re with the one you love? Where’s 
your romance? I can see us living here. Maybe one or two little kids run-
ning around.” 

“Scotty! Please, we haven’t decided on anything yet, remember? We 
haven’t even set a wedding date! And, then according to you, we only 
have six to seven years at the most. That is if the mean old Antichrist 
doesn’t get us first.” she joked. 

Scott had tried to explain to Sheryl what the current events meant to 
end-time prophecy. She really didn’t want to believe any of it, because the 
whole thought about end times and the Antichrist gave her chills and 
nightmares. Scott tried to tell her about the Gospel of Jesus Christ, but 
she was too frightened, and rejected everything that Scott was trying to 
tell her. 

Scott was determined to rededicate his life to God. He kept hearing in 
his head the words from 2 Corinthians 6:14: Be ye not unequally yoked to-
gether with unbelievers: for what fellowship hath righteousness with unright-
eousness and what communion hath light with darkness? As much as he 
loved Sheryl, he loved God even more. He wanted to serve God, no mat-
ter what the cost. 

When Scott returned home, he ended his relationship with Sheryl. 
Though very much in love with her, he felt God was not condoling their 
union. 

After months of being apart from Scott, Sheryl was heartbroken. 
Nothing mattered to her anymore, not even living in a boring desolated 
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old farm. The only thing that mattered to her was being with the man she 
loved. 

When the group was making their final move, Sheryl pleaded to go 
with them. Scott allowed her to go on the basis that they wouldn’t be lov-
ers anymore unless she did give her heart to the Lord. He still loved her 
and wanted to believe that she would open her heart to God. 

Meanwhile, Scott’s childhood friend Rachael was one of the nineteen 
people living in the old abandon ghost town. Their church had supported 
Rachael’s family while her parents were in the mission field. When in the 
states they stayed with his family, so they became close friends. Rachael 
had always had a crush on Scott. Now at eighteen she had her heart set on 
him. On top of that, a young man from their tiny group fell in love with 
Sheryl and proposed to her. 

After living in the mountain valley for almost a year, Sheryl finally gave 
her heart to the Lord. Sheryl never gave up hope that one day her and 
Scott would be together again. Before she was saved, she was determined 
to never lie to him about that issue. Just as soon as Scott knew that Sheryl 
had given her heart to the Lord there was no stopping their love. They 
were married the following week. Shortly after that they were expecting a 
baby. Along with most of the settlement they were thrilled! Even with the 
knowledge that they were living in the last days, Sheryl and Scott were so 
happy about being parents. 

After only two months of a blissful happy marriage it all came to a sud-
den halt! While sweeping off her front porch, a shot rang out from the 
barn and a bullet hit Sheryl directly in the head causing her to collapse 
immediately onto the floor of the front porch. She was shot by a delirious 
militia soldier who in his feverish condition thought she was the enemy. 

When the medical team rode up in their horse and wagon, Sheryl was 
lying in her husband’s arms barely holding on to life.
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The Medical Team Rushes Aid to the Critically Wounded Newlywed 
 
 
“Christina!” Scott screamed out. As tears flowed down his already-
stained cheeks, he cried out hysterically, “They shot my wife! Those rot-
ten soldiers shot my beautiful, defenseless wife!” 

Rachael ran to the porch and wrapped her arms around Scott, as his 
dad, Thomas ran up with the stretcher. He had heard about his daughter-
in-law’s shooting and went along with the medical team to help. They 
gently slid Sheryl onto the stretcher, as stunned Scott never moved. 
Rachael embraced him again. He turned his head into his long-time 
friend’s bosom as he let go with all his emotions and tears. He cried out, 
“Rachael, she can’t die, I love her too much! I can’t live without her! I have 
never loved anyone like I love her. She is carrying a baby that I love al-
ready. Oh dear, God, she can’t die now, not after all we have been 
through.” 

Scott’s words cut deep into Rachael’s soul. It had been too soon, she 
still loved him. She would have married Scott in a heartbeat if he hadn’t 
married Sheryl. She tried to push an evil thought out of her head. What if 
she dies? Will Scott be able to get over her? Would he finally be free to love me? 
She came to her senses and realized that Scott only needed her as moral 
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support, so she was determined to set her feelings aside. She held him un-
til Sheryl was safely loaded onto the wagon. Then he got into the wagon 
next to his wounded wife. He gently stroked her blood-soaked head and 
hair all the way into town. The old wagon was cramped full as it swayed 
and jumped on the rutted-up dirt road, but it was imperative that they get 
Sheryl to the clinic as soon as possible. 

Back at the farm, Harold, Scott’s brother-in-law, and Sheryl’s brother, 
Daniel, were holding the three militia soldiers’ prisoners in the barn. Har-
old kept his rifle pointed at the three soldiers as he ordered them to har-
ness up a horse and buggy. When they were finished Daniel got up in the 
buggy and took the reins. Harold yelled at their prisoners, “Get your filthy 
behinds up in here.” 

Roy and Gerald each took one of Max’s arms and lifted their buddy up 
into the buggy. He kept going in and out of coherence. The red headed, 
twenty-year-old was confused as memories of his careless shooting attack 
flowed in and out of his mind. His fever was still spiking, as he passed out 
on his buddy, Gerald’s shoulder.  

When they got Sheryl to the large Victorian home, which had been 
turned into a crude clinic, Christina and Rachael quickly jumped out so 
they could prepare the room for Sheryl. Rachael was setting up the room 
as Scott and Daniel carefully brought Sheryl’s lifeless body into the pri-
vate room of the clinic. They gently rolled her onto the bed. 

“Okay guys,” Christina spoke up. “I need you to go in the kitchen and 
get a cup of coffee. There’s some on the stove for you to warm up. Rachael 
and I need space to take care of Sheryl.” 

Scott didn’t want to leave her, but his dad said, “Come on, Son, let’s 
get out of their way so they can work on her.” Scott listened to Thomas 
as the three men slowly walked out of the room.   
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Lorraine had been at the clinic waiting for their return. She already had 
the coffee hot and ready for the men. As they walked in the kitchen, she 
gave her son a hug and asked, “How is she doing, Son?”   

Still in shock, Scott repeated over and over, “I don’t know, Mom. I just 
don’t know! Her pulse is very low. I just don’t know what to do for her!” 

She hugged him again and said, “Honey, there is nothing you can do 
for her right now, except to ask God to heal her.” 

“Yes, Mom, I know, but it’s so hard!” 
“Son, the whole community has been praying for her.” 
“I’ve been reaching out to God for help every minute, but she still is in 

there struggling to stay alive. And what about our baby? Will our little 
baby be able to survive all this?” 

“Scott, keep praying,” His mother told him as she wiped a tear from 
her eye. “God hears you Son. We have to keep faith in him, just like when 
we escaped to this lost ghost town. God guided us here and God will 
guide us through this crisis.” 

“Yes, Son,” Thomas told his son, “We know that according to the Bible 
‘that all things work together for good to them that love God.’ Sometimes it 
doesn’t seem that way, but as Christians we have to trust God for every-
thing. God can turn tragedy into something good.” 

Later that evening Scott’s grandparents walked into the clinic’s 
kitchen and they each gave Scott a hug. James told him, “Son, don’t worry 
about the farm chores or anything else. You need to stay close to your 
wife right now. Joe told me that he and his boys would stay out at your 
farm and take care of the chores as long as you need them.” 

“Yes, Scott,” Marge said. “Your granddad is right. I just asked Michelle 
to put fresh sheets on the bed next to Sheryl, so you can stay right by her 
throughout the nights until she is better.” 
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With tears flowing from Scott’s eyes, he gave her another hug and said, 
“Thanks, Grandma.” 

Scott thought for a moment and then loudly said, “What about those 
malicious killing soldiers?” 

“Sam and Albert have volunteered to keep them captive while they 
work on a place to lock them up until we can decide how to handle this 
whole thing,” his grandpa answered him. “I never thought that we would 
have to worry about the justice system way up here.” 

“I know, Granddad, and I never thought it would have anything to do 
with my beautiful, sweet Sheryl.” 

“Sam and Albert are carpenters, what do they know about dealing with 
murderers?” 

“None of us do, Son, but they volunteered to do it. They decided that 
the little cabin across the street would be a good place to incarcerate 
them. It only has one floor. We haven’t got around to doing any work on 
that cabin yet, but the fireplace will keep them from freezing.” 

“How are they going to keep an eye on the prisoners while securing 
the cabin?” 

“Well, Sam is holding a gun on the one inside, but he has been uncon-
scious since they carried him in.  Albert is holding a gun on the other two 
while he is having them working on securing the cabin. They are outside 
now boarding up the bedroom window,” his grandpa answered. “Albert 
cares a great deal about Sheryl, there’s no way that he would let her 
shooter escape. Good thing he is a Christian, or I believe he would have 
shot them himself.” 

It seemed to Scott like it had been hours when he looked up and saw 
Rachael walking into the kitchen. 

Scott jumped up and frantically asked, “Is she alright, Rachael? Is my 
wife awake?”  
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Rachael gave him a sad, sympathetic smile and said, “I’m sorry, Scotty, 
but she hasn’t woken up yet. My mom asked me to go over to the 
boardinghouse and help Michelle fix something for Albert, Sam and the 
criminals to eat. 

Scott, Pastor Thomas and Lorraine you are welcomed to come over 
to the boardinghouse and get something to eat if you are hungry.” 

“I can’t eat anything now!” Scott snapped at her.  
Softly Rachael said, “Okay, Scotty, but if you get hungry later, I’m sure 

Michelle will warm you up something.” 
Lorraine spoke out, “That is very nice of you, Rachael. Thank you.” 
“Yeah thanks, Rachael, but there’s no way I could think about eating 

anything right now,” Scott muttered. 
Since Christina and Sam got married, Rachael and Michelle moved 

from the clinic to the boardinghouse. A couple months ago when Sheryl 
married Scott, Sheryl gave up her job running the boardinghouse, and 
Michelle took over. Christina’s other daughter, Rachael continued work-
ing with her in the clinic. 

After leaving Scott and his family at the clinic, Rachael walked across 
the street to the boardinghouse. She called out, “Where you at, sis?” 

Michelle yelled back, “I’m in the kitchen.” 
“So, looks like you have been busy cooking.” 
“Yes, Albert and Sam should be getting hungry. I suppose those thugs 

will be hungry also.” 
“I really don’t like sharing our food with them, but mom said regard-

less of what they have done it’s our responsibility as a medical team to try 
to save lives. Guess it’s the humane thing to do, although it wasn’t hu-
mane when they shot down Scott’s wife.” 

“Mom’s right, Rachael. Not only is it the humane thing to do, it’s also 
the Christian thing to do. I know how you feel. I try to put hate out of my 
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mind also, but I’m sick to my stomach every time I think about Sheryl 
barely hanging on to life. The thought of her dying makes me ill.” 

“Michelle, Scotty is so distraught, I wish there was something I could 
do to help him!” 

“Other than the medical care and prayer, there’s nothing any of us can 
do.” 

“Yeah, his mom and dad have been praying with him all evening. I’m 
really worried about him, Michelle, he is going through such horrible ag-
ony. If she dies, I don’t know what he will do. Not only will he be losing 
her, but he will be losing his unborn child as well. He has been on cloud 
nine ever since Sheryl told him about the baby.” 

“Well, I’m sure he will be devastated if something does happen to her, 
but he can rest assure that he will see her again, now that she is a Christian. 
Thank God, she finally gave her heart to God. Only a few more years and 
they will be together for all eternity.” 

Rachael didn’t want to hear anymore, the wound of her love for Scott 
was still too fresh. “Michelle let’s quit talking and get some grub ready to 
go to the new jail house. Mom wants me to check the guy who shot Sheryl. 
Harold told mom that he was out cold on the trip from the farm. He said 
that he was burning up.” 

Minutes later Rachael walked out of the boardinghouse carrying the 
basket of food that her sister had prepared. The porch was still icy, and 
the bitter cold air of early spring in Upper Michigan smarted as it hit her 
on the face. She walked past the attached store and then stepped down 
onto the snowy ground. She heard loud banging. As she passed the first 
cabin, she noticed that Albert was holding a rifle on two of the prisoners 
out back of one of the cabins. Walking over to Albert she gave him a sweet 
smile and asked, “What are you doing out here in the cold?” 



W R A T H  O F  G O D  

14 
 

With a scowl on his face he answered, “Trying to get this cabin 
boarded up. Obviously, we weren’t expecting that we would need a jail! 
That is, not until Satan’s army came upon us, trying to kill the most beau-
tiful, kind woman in the world!” 

Rachael felt a bit intimidated and jealous over Albert’s words. Appar-
ently, he hasn’t got over his love for Sheryl yet, either, she thought. “Whoa, 
there partner, you are talking about Scott’s newly wedded wife.” 

“Come on, Rachael, just because Scott won her love, that doesn’t 
mean that I don’t still love her. She chose Scott, but I still care deeply 
about her. I sure don’t want to see anything happen to her. If I wasn’t a 
Christian, I would take this gun and shoot all three of them! Maybe I will 
if these cut throats don’t start hammering those boards up faster. We have 
to get this cabin secure soon. I’m freezing out here.” 

Over hearing Albert’s words, Roy and Gerald made the hammer and 
nails sing as they pounded them in as fast as they were able. 

“You, poor man,” She said in a playful manner. “Maybe if you take a 
break to eat you will feel all better.” 

“Yeah, I guess I should. Pastor Thomas told me that those killers were 
hungry. One of them told him that they hadn’t eaten for a couple days.” 
Sarcastically he said, “I’m ready to go in. I’m so cold standing out here just 
holding a gun on these war mongers and I’m starving too!”  

Albert put the gun barrel in Roy’s back as he said, “Come on you guys, 
we’re going inside to have something to eat. A couple of our sweet inno-
cent ladies like the one you shot today, have made you some food.”  

When Sam saw Gerald and Roy walking into their temporary jail, he 
nervously jumped up and pointed his gun at the two captives.  

Seeing Albert right behind them, holding a rifle in Roy’s back, he 
slowly lowered his gun. “Sorry, Albert, guess I’m a bit jumpy. I haven’t 
had to deal with murderers before.” 
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“Yeah, buddy, I know what you mean. This is a whole new ball game 
for us. Rachael brought us supper, so thought we’d get warmed up and 
have something to eat.” 

Sam smiled at his new step-daughter and said, “Good idea, Rachael. I 
didn’t realize it, but I am very hungry.” He laughed and said, “Being a law 
man has given me an appetite.” 

Sam motioned to the round wood table that sat next to the fireplace. 
“You guys go sit at that table over there. I don’t think your partner in 
crime will be joining you; He’s been out ever since they took him into the 
bedroom.” 

Rachael took out four of the plates of food along with a drink and set 
them around the table. “I’ll take some food into the bedroom for the other 
guy. I need to examine him anyway.” 

Albert jumped up from the table and said, “Wait, he might be danger-
ous.” 

“No, go ahead and sit down and eat. The way it sounds he isn’t in any 
condition to hurt anyone.” 

For the first time Gerald spoke up, “That’s great, he needs help! Are 
you a doctor, Miss?” The soldiers had only uttered a very few words since 
they had been apprehended.  

With a dead stare she said, “I’m part of the town’s medical team. My 
mother is a doctor.” 

Franticly Roy cried out, “Max was shot a few days back, and his fever 
has been escalating. I don’t think he’ll make it unless the bullet comes out! 
Can you remove the bullet as soon as possible, before he dies?” 

“No! Like I said, I’m not a doctor, my mother is the doctor, and right 
now she is probably prepping to remove the bullet that your monster 
buddy put into one of our women!” 
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“No disrespect lady,” Gerald said softly, “but Max is a very nice guy. 
He was out of his mind with fever. His eyes blurred and he thought that 
your friend had a rifle.” 

In a harsh voice Sam said, “Shut up, and leave the lady alone, so she 
can tend to your friend.” 

Rachael went into the bedroom and it was just as Sam had said, Max 
was completely out. She nudged him a little. He flickered his eyes a bit. 
“Max, Max, you need to wake up. My name is Rachael, I’m with our 
town’s medical team. I want to see if I can help you.” 

Max groaned a little as he answered, “Yes, okay.” 
“I hear you’ve been shot, is that right?”  
He groaned out another, yes. 
“Okay, Max, I’m going to take your temperature.” The thermometer 

registered one hundred and four. “Okay, Max, can you tell me where you 
were shot?” 

He then passed out again. Rachael removed his jacket and saw his 
bloody shirt. She cut the shirt off him. Under the shirt she found a blood-
soaked bandage that Roy had used to try to stop the bleeding. With the 
bandage off she could see the bullet wound. It was red and infected. Even 
with her small amount of experience, she could tell that the bullet had to 
come out immediately, or the young man would die. She took off her coat 
and covered him with it. She then slowly walked out of the bedroom. She 
looked out at the four men and could see the questions in their eyes.  

Rachael hurried past the men as she yelled out, “I don’t have time to 
stop and answer your questions right now. I’ve got to get across the street 
and talk to my mother.” 

Back at the clinic Rachael went straight to Sheryl’s room, where her 
mother was preparing to remove her bullet. She cried out, “Wait, mom!” 
You need to take out the bullet of the soldier across the street first, or he 
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will die! He can’t wait any longer! He has a red line running from the 
wound up toward his heart!”  

Scott and his family heard Rachael rush in and followed her into 
Sheryl’s room. Scott yelled at her, “Rachael, are you crazy! Sheryl must 
come first! She is the innocent one here! Do you really not care if she dies 
or not?” 

Rachael cried out, “Of course I do, Scotty, but that man has had the 
bullet in him for over three days and he could die at any moment! Sheryl’s 
wound is fresh, it can wait a little longer than his!” 

Sarcastically, Scott yelled back, “Well, it’s not up to you! You are not 
the doctor! Tell her, Christina, tell her that Sheryl needs that bullet out 
now! You can’t take a chance on my wife’s life!” 

Christina gently put both hands on Scott’s shoulders. Looking him 
squarely in the eyes she said, “Scott, you need to claim down. We would 
never put Sheryl’s welfare ahead of the man that shot her. Everyone, 
please, step out of the room, Sheryl isn’t conscious, but all this commo-
tion is not good for her. We’ll talk in the kitchen.” 

When Christina along with his parents were able to calm Scott down, 
Christina told him, “Scott, I took an oath to never let anyone die. If my 
daughter is correct, we may only have minutes to save this man’s life. I 
have treated Sheryl’s wound with medication and there doesn’t appear to 
be any infection starting yet. We can have that bullet out of his arm within 
a half hour. As soon as we have him stable, we will go right to work on 
Sheryl’s bullet. Scott, you have my word, I’m not going to do anything to 
jeopardize Sheryl’s recovery.” 

Christina looked around the room and said, “Just keep praying for her 
recovery, and oh yes, say a prayer for the young man across the street.” 
She then looked over at Pastor Thomas and ordered, “Take the stretcher 
and go across the street and help Sam bring the wounded man back to the 
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clinic. You can put him in one of the beds in the ward. I’ll get ready and 
start on him as soon as you can get him over here. Please, handle him 
carefully, he is a very sick man.” 




