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Matthew 24:42 

Watch therefore: for ye know not what hour your Lord doth 

come. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

1 

My name is Jason Stevens. I’m a computer genius, hacker extraordinaire, but I’m also an idiot. 

Not an idiot as commonly defined by most people, but an idiot in the fact that I took for granted what my 

future would hold for me, not to mention my eternity. I was 23 years old and had worked for the FBI since 

graduating from high school. I was young and was living the dream. I thought I had all the time in the 

world. I was so wrong! 

I was raised on a large Texas estate by my parents, Jacob and Kayla Stevens, with my younger 

twin brothers, Jon and James, and my little sister, Kelly. My dad was a mechanical engineer and CEO of 

an oil company. My mom was a rocket scientist, literally, for NASA. That is, until the President dismantled 

the program. Instead of searching for other employment, she decided to devote her time working on my 

parents’ new project. They were preppers. 

I lived in a separate house on the estate, as did my mom’s parents. There were three houses in 

all. We were close but we still needed our own space, like any other family. We had our traditions though. 

One of them took place around the dinner table. Like many modern families, dinnertime was the only time 

the entire family was in the same place. The commitment was a bit burdensome, but lovingly, mom 

demanded it. She was right, of course. 

It’s sad what a person takes for granted and then realizes, too late, what should have been a 

priority. Time … or more specifically time with those we love. Once time is gone, it’s gone forever. There 

are no do-overs. So when mom would hound me to put down my laptop and come to the dinner table, 

had I known then what I know now, I would have come-a-run’in. Unfortunately, whatever I was doing 

online, that could actually have waited, was my priority. 

Today was no exception. For as long as I could remember, my entire family would wait for me to 

join them at the large table in the formal dining room. Unfortunately, I never truly appreciated that room or 

the company it held. This amazing cherry wood paneled room was redecorated by my mom each season. 

Our live edge dining room table sat 12 people comfortably and was made by my grandpa from Acacia 



 
 

trees he cut down on the property. Today was Sunday, and for some reason, our early afternoon dinner 

seemed more meaningful in the formal dining room on Sundays. My mom always said there was no 

reason to have a formal dining room if we weren’t going to use it. Mom wanted us to possess good 

etiquette when we were growing up. That’s how our formal dinners started. 

My mom bought me my first long-sleeved, button-down shirt with a matching tie when I was 12 

years old. Since she was away so often for work, she would take each of us kids out of school one day 

each year so we could all spend the full day alone with her. On my particular day that year, she wanted to 

buy me something that she said all nice young gentlemen should have. It made me feel all grown up. She 

knew what she was doing. Ever since that day, our attire for Sunday dinner was formal.  

Staying true to my not-so-punctual practice, I logged off my laptop and joined the family a few 

minutes late … or so I thought.    

I moved quickly toward my chair, hoping to join in the feast without being noticed, but an unknown 

force stopped me dead in my tracks before I could reach it. The room looked quite normal at first. The 

table was adorned with bluebonnets from Grandma’s garden and each place setting had her personal 

touch. Her macramé napkin rings held mom's beautiful cloth napkins. A white table runner she crocheted 

using the wool from my brother’s prized sheep ran the length of the table. The silver was polished and 

placed appropriately at each place setting, just like you would find in any high-class restaurant. A partially 

sliced five-pound beef roast was steaming on a serving tray with a white porcelain gravy dish sitting next 

to it. A bowl of garlic mashed potatoes heaping over the brim was placed nearby. One of Grandma’s 

famous tossed salads sat near her place setting at the head of the table opposite my father. The aroma 

was enticing, but my hunger was fading into fear. 

The food that should be warm was warm. The milk was cold and the water glasses had whole ice 

cubes still floating while condensation slowly developed into droplets on the outside. Strangely, the 

carving knife was on the floor next to my dad’s chair. I could see the beading of the beef juice glistening 

on its blade. Next, one by one, other unusual details began to stand out like stars on a clear night, but 

then the elephant in the room, or should I say not in the room, suddenly appeared to me. My family was 

missing from this scene! An indescribable nervous sensation developed deep within my soul. I started to 

perspire and my legs grew heavy, but subconsciously, I pulled my chair away from the table and sat down 



 
 

next to my dad’s. As fear overwhelmed me, I cautiously glanced to my right, expecting to see Kelly beside 

me. 

Enough was enough.  

“The joke’s over,” I shouted, chuckling nervously. “Mom!” I felt like I was five years old again. 

No response. Silence filled the air and was broken only by the crackling of the fresh ice cubes in 

our water glasses. I looked toward my father’s chair and the dots started to connect. My dad’s Koa wood 

watch from Hawaii that mom bought him for their last anniversary was lying on the table next to the plate 

of roast beef he was carving. Was this really my dad’s watch? Was I losing my mind? I rubbed my eyes to 

refocus and stood from my seat to examine the watch more closely. I nearly fell over in shock when I saw 

my father’s suit rumpled on his chair with one sleeve dangling over the right armrest. His socks and shoes 

were on the floor beneath the chair, but strangely, the socks were gloved in his shoes like his feet had 

been extracted from them while they were still in his shoes. I hesitated but could not resist touching my 

dad’s clothing. When I lifted his suit coat, a solid red necktie, his long-sleeved, blue button-down shirt, 

and pair of white underwear fell to the floor. Something was wrong. 

I let the suit coat fall from my fingertips and looked around the table. Kelly’s yellow sundress was 

lying on her chair. I didn’t see it at first because Kelly was very thin and always sat at the table with her 

chair pushed forward so her stomach was touching the edge of the table. Her sapphire necklace and 

matching earrings lay in confusion on her neatly folded napkin. I pulled Kelly’s chair away from the table. 

As I suspected, her bright pink flip-flops were revealed. As I looked around the table, I saw clothing and 

jewelry scattered amongst the remaining place settings. Even my mom’s wedding ring was lying on the 

table next to her water glass. I was bewildered. What do I do? Is this Dad messing with me, trying to 

teach me a lesson, trying to get me to see the big picture? 

I would always tell him at these moments, “Dad, I’m young. I just want to enjoy my life. I’ll get 

serious about my faith later.”   

“There’s no time like the present, son,” he would reply, “because there may not be a future.” 

My dad would then go on to lecture me. “We don’t know what the future holds, and you know the 

Bible says Jesus will return in the blink of an eye on a day and time no one knows. We have to be ready, 

son.” 



 
 

“Yeah, yeah, Dad, I know,” was always my response. 

My dad would ask, “If you get left behind, will you be ready for what you will have to do?"  

It would never happen in my lifetime is what I typically thought. Okay, this is seriously not 

happening! Is it? 

I ran through the house, room by room, looking for my family, hoping this was just some messed-

up game of hide and seek. No one was in the kitchen. Grandma could not have gotten very far with her 

bad hip and arthritis. The family room and formal living room were empty, as were the bedrooms. I 

searched everywhere - nothing! I even checked Kelly’s old hiding place between her dresser and desk. 

They were all gone, vanished without a trace. Well, their bodies were gone. They left behind quite a trace 

of belongings.  

So now, there I sat on the first step of my front porch holding my knees to my chest. My heart was 

racing so fast and tears welled in my eyes but did not fall. I rocked back and forth thinking about what I 

should do. I’m a grown man, but I had no ideas. As I fought back the tears, I thought about my dad. He 

reminded me often to be ready. Ready? Ready for what, exactly? I released my knees and uncurled my 

torso. Should I call the Sheriff? What would I tell them, please send a deputy? I have several piles of 

clothing surrounding my dinner table. I had better do something, sitting here like a scared rabbit was 

getting me nowhere. 

I decided to start looking for answers in my parents’ bedroom. This seemed logical to me. My dad 

constantly reminded me that the future was in doubt. His room may possess the answers I needed.  

When I entered their bedroom, I immediately discovered Dad’s Bible on the nightstand. I was a 

little surprised to see the worn out condition of the book. Many of the pages were ripped and sticky notes 

were protruding everywhere. Since Dad always said the Bible possessed the answer to any question, I 

figured this was a good place to start. I opened the Bible to a page my dad had marked with the largest 

sticky note. I think of the Bible as a sacred book. Maybe it is, but my dad had notes and highlighted 

passages everywhere. I started to read a passage highlighted in yellow. 

 

Matthew 24:40-44 

“40: Then two shall be in the field; the one shall be taken, and the other left.  



 
 

41: Two women shall be grinding at the mill; the one shall be taken, and the other left. 

42: Watch therefore: for ye know not what hour your Lord doth come. 

43: But know this, that if the good man of the house had known in what watch the thief would come, he 

would have watched, and would not have suffered his house to be broken up. 

44: Therefore be ye also ready: for in such an hour as ye think not the Son of man cometh." 

 

My knees grew weak and my eyes squinted but could not hold back the tears this time. I fell onto 

my parents’ bed and sobbed uncontrollably. Why was I crying? Was I missing my family? Was I afraid for 

them? Or was I afraid for me? Did I make an eternal mistake that my dad could see coming?  

“My God, how could I have been so naïve?” I shouted. God is the key! Was I too late? I felt 

exhausted, my body drained of all energy. I needed my parents now more than ever. I cuddled with a 

pillow from each side of the bed and the next thing I knew the sun was setting. 

The much needed sleep revived me. I was still somewhat bewildered and confused by my 

family’s disappearance but my energy level was up. I used my new-found energy to begin my search for 

answers.  

“What would my dad do?” I whispered. “Think, Jason. Think.” 

My dad was meticulous and very calculating in the way he lived his life. He was not careless. Dad 

had everything planned out in advance, but he kept his secrets close to the vest so people could not take 

advantage of his generosity. Dad told me often what he thought I needed to know for the future, so I knew 

I had the answers. I just needed to think.  

The safe! The idea hit me like a bolt of lightning. I scurried to my dad’s office and located his 

combination wall safe behind the family portrait on the wall opposite his desk. I began entering six digit 

combinations. I tried every meaningful date I could think of … birthdays, anniversaries, holidays, but I 

struck out each time.  

Think! Think! Think! I yelled to myself silently. Out of nowhere the word love popped into my 

head. Was that supposed to mean something? Love? And just like the warm rays of the sun revealing 

itself from a storm cloud, the revelation came to me. Love is the answer. If I heard my parents say they 

loved each other once, I heard it a million times. They were always telling each other, and us, for that 



 
 

matter, how much they loved us. My dad said he fell in love with my mom the very first time they met, a 

true love at first sight meeting, I guess. He would tell us that first meeting story so often I could practically 

recite it word for word. Now what was that date again? I searched my memory and replayed Dad’s story 

in my head until he revealed the date they first met. That’s it, June 21! I quickly entered the digits. Presto! 

The safe opened. 

I was slightly disappointed. I didn’t expect to find a king’s treasure, but I also didn’t think the safe 

would be empty. Well, empty except for one business-sized envelope. I found this to be strange. With all 

of my parents’ worldly possessions, this paper envelope was the only thing that mattered? 

I removed the envelope from the safe, not bothering to open it or read what was imprinted on its 

cover. I then closed its door, scrambled the numbers, and ran back to my parents’ bedroom. I felt comfort 

there. It just felt natural. As I sat on my mom’s side of the bed with my feet swinging above the floor, I 

stared at the little paper vessel which potentially held the answers I needed. 

To our dearest son, Jason, was written on the front. 

What … why … me? confusion filled my brain. My parents left a single envelope in their safe 

addressed only to me. What did they know? Or better yet, what did I need to know? I couldn’t believe this 

was real. Was I still sleeping and was this all a dream? I pinched myself, several times. I was awake. Was 

this insanity? Was I going mad? I looked at the envelope again. It was definitely real and addressed only 

to me. I took a deep breath and composed myself enough to open it. 

Get ready, said a faint voice somewhere deep in my subconscious. I slowly and deliberately 

opened the envelope similar to how my mom used to open her Christmas gifts, delicately so as not to 

damage the beautiful wrapping paper. She said the paper reminded her of artwork and felt each design 

was special in its own way. I now understood what she meant. This envelope was special to me. Its 

contents came from my parents, two people who loved and cared about me. I felt the need to preserve it. 

I drew a deep breath and removed a one page letter. My hands trembled as I unfolded the parchment. 

Dearest Jason, 

It is with great jubilation that we are today in heaven with the Lord and all of our loved ones that 

came before us. Don’t be sad for us, son, we did not experience any pain. In fact, we are now 

free from all pain. It happened in the blink of an eye. I am sad today as I write this to you with the 



 
 

realization that you may not be here with us. Do not despair, my son. You told me many times 

that you would be ready for what you needed to do if this time came. Are you ready, today? The 

time to repent is now. If you repent and ask Jesus to forgive your sins and come into your heart, 

you will be able to reunite with us someday. God is merciful and even though you did not do 

these things before, you can still become God’s follower and faithful servant. Are you ready to be 

a servant of God? He can help you if you choose to act on His behalf. Once you have prepared 

your heart and have asked Him into your heart, the next step will begin. We have been preparing 

for this moment, not just for you but for those left behind that didn’t make the decision in time to 

follow Christ. There will be others that will join you. It will not be easy, but you can do this. We 

have faith in you, in your brilliant mind as you proceed from this day. There will be seven years of 

tribulation now. Many horrible things will happen in those years. There are many that will come to 

Christ. You can help God’s followers. We have prepared a place that will help you. God will lead 

you where to go. The clock is ticking now, son. Are you ready? 

Love, 

Dad and Mom 

I could no longer feel my fingertips. I was holding the letter so tight all the blood drained from 

them. I felt numb and dizzy at the same time. I must have read that letter 10 times. Each time, new 

thoughts and fears occurred to me. 

 Get ready. Isn’t that what Pastor Dan said at the end of each service? I tried to remember. Was I 

just a stubborn fool, allowing my mind to wander during church service instead of paying attention? Why 

did I wait? I decided I would not wait any longer. I knew where to begin and immediately knelt beside my 

parents’ bed, folded my hands, and gave myself to the Lord. 

Dear Jesus, 

I’m sorry it has taken me so long to pray to you again. I know you are the one true God. Please 

forgive me for my sins and come into my heart. Prepare me for what is ahead. I need your help. I 

am ready, Lord. Thank you. Amen. 



 
 

 Immediately, I felt a release like I had never experienced. I was at peace for the first time since 

my family disappeared. My fear subsided and I fell asleep again. My journey would begin soon enough. 

As I drifted into sleep, I envisioned Jesus carrying me down our long driveway. 
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           I awoke several hours later, refreshed but confused. Why was I in my parents’ bed? A wave of 

panic swept over me causing me to shudder so violently that the blanket covering my body was sent 

fluttering to the floor. Reality then set in, bringing with it an eerie silence. For several more minutes, I just 

sat on the bed hugging my folded legs so tightly that I could feel my callused knees scrape my chin. I 

reflected on my life, my childhood, and the good memories of growing up on the family farm. 

Kelly and I used to run around outside, playing in the farmyard for hours in the summer. She was 

only two years younger than me and we were very close. We had several large grain silos that had a thin 

ledge about two feet off the ground that ran around each one. We would make a game out of seeing who 

could make it around each silo without falling off. If one of us fell, we had to run back to the first silo and 

start all over again. Then it was off to having great adventures in the hay barn, pretending we were super 

heroes as we flew off one side of the haymow on a big rope swing and landed on the other side in a big 

pile of hay. I smiled at the thought of us trudging into the house covered in hay and dirt after a hot sun-

filled afternoon. 

The twins, Jon and James, were five years younger than me. They were identical, except for the 

scar James had on the middle finger of his right hand which he got caught in a chain link. Grandpa had to 

cut the link after Mom and Grandma spent an hour trying to slide it off with soap and butter. They were 

inseparable as most twins are, I'm sure. I used to push them on the swings when they were really little. 

We had many great moments playing games outside and in the swimming pool. 

I remembered times I spent with Grandma in her prized garden. It was quite large and had every 

vegetable imaginable; including ones most people probably never knew existed. There was Kai-Lan, 

which is a type of Chinese broccoli, Nopales, which come from a cactus plant, and my favorite, 

Fiddleheads, which are a type of fern plant. Grandma was a great cook, baker, and all around chef. But 

most importantly, she never let us forget how special we were to her. She had a special knack for getting 



 
 

us to eat all kinds of weird food. She always made it fun and is the reason I'm not afraid to try new things. 

I know how to discern different tastes and have a great love of a variety of cultural foods. 

Grandpa was a riot. We loved being with him. The four of us grandkids would take turns getting 

piggyback rides. Sometimes he would just pick Kelly and I up in his big strong arms while the twins would 

each grab a leg and put their feet on his boots. Grandpa would trudge along like that while we giggled. It 

was a comical sight. Then there were the times he'd take us to the barn and we'd go up to the loft 

overlooking the steer pens. Grandpa would give a sermon to the steer that assembled before him. He told 

them stories about Jesus and the disciples. It wasn’t until I was older that I realized Grandpa was really 

preaching to us and not the steer. It turned out the steer were just hungry and knew the location of the 

food source.  

Dad worked a lot when I was young, but when he was home he made the most of the time we 

spent together. He'd take us fishing at the stream on our property and showed us how to properly attach a 

worm on a hook. If we caught a fish, Dad would instruct us how to remove it. Kelly never liked doing that 

part so I would usually do it for her when he wasn't looking. Dad wanted us to be independent and able to 

do things for ourselves. He taught us basic survival skills. When we were teenagers, we learned how to 

shoot a rifle and how to use a longbow. Dad would lecture us for hours about safety. We learned 

everything there was to know about assembling and disassembling a firearm and how to properly clean 

and store it.  

Dad did a lot of the farm work when he was home, too. Jon and James would tag along with him 

and Grandpa all the time when they were doing chores. They enjoyed it so much that today they help 

Grandpa run the farm. Well, they used to, anyway. 

Mom worked at NASA during my teenage years. There were times when she would be gone for a 

week at a time. She was a very kind and loving person. Some people would say she was the kindest 

person they ever met. She was always concerned about everyone but herself. Her love for us kids was 

evident … in her smile, her words, and just the way she looked at us. We could feel it. 

Mom is the reason I started working for the FBI. It was through a connection at NASA that I was 

chosen to assist in a terror watch group program using my computer skills. Ironically I got into some 

trouble trying to hack into a high level NASA computer. I was only trying to get into a satellite imaging 



 
 

system to find pictures of the Hawaiian Islands to show to a girl at school I was trying to impress. It turned 

out that several images of an army base were included in the images I found … not good. Mom arranged 

for me to talk to one of her friends at NASA who then made contact with the local FBI office. I was picked 

up from the house one afternoon in a black Cadillac Escalade. The agents escorted me to an office 

building downtown where I was questioned for hours about what I was trying to do. I guess they finally 

realized I was just a major computer nerd and decided that I could be useful in helping them track terror 

cells. So, it sounded like a good thing. I could do what I enjoyed and get paid for it. Plus, I was doing 

something good for the country. So that was that.  

I sat and contemplated my job for a minute, knowing at some point I was going to have to report 

in, but I just wasn't ready. The Special Agent in Charge had been attempting to reach me on my cell, 

which I actually turned off sometime in the last 12 hours. He had no idea I was still here, I reasoned with 

myself, knowing full well the scale of what had taken place. 

For the first time, I realized I was lying on top of my mother’s elegant bedspread. Oh, how upset 

she would be at such a sight. I actually laughed out loud at the thought of her trying to yell at me. It only 

ever came out in a loving attempt. She would say, Oh Jason, please don't lie on my bedspread, I try to 

keep it just so. Mom's beautiful face would display the kindest smile and she would open her arms and 

give me a big hug. I would give anything to get one of those hugs right now. The scent of Mom’s perfume 

still permeated the room. I breathed in the aroma and tears again rushed down my cheeks, some falling 

onto her dainty throw pillows. I just stayed there like that for a while longer. 

I couldn't remember the last time I ate and knew I would need nourishment before I continued 

with whatever it was I needed to do. I grabbed the letter and Dad's Bible and headed back downstairs. I 

ate in the kitchen. A peanut butter and jelly sandwich and some grapes were all I could manage, but it 

was sufficient. 

I didn't know what else to do, so I decided to put away the food that was still on the dining room 

table. First, I took all the clothes and shoes and put them away carefully, as if they were actually going to 

be used again by my family. The jewelry I gathered together, including whatever other jewelry I could find 

from my parents’ and Kelly's rooms. I placed them into Dad's office safe … all but Dad's watch, that is. I 

replaced my own with his. I guess I just needed to feel like a part of him was with me. I disposed of what 



 
 

was to be our dinner yesterday. The fruit I was able to salvage. Once the kitchen was cleaned up and 

everything was in its proper place, I went into the family room and looked out the floor to ceiling windows 

at the expanse of our farm. 

Our property ran just under five miles from north to south and about three miles from east to west. 

Obviously, our neighbors were a great distance away. I was very much alone out here. 

I reread the letter Dad left me. It said they were preparing a place for me to do what needed to be 

done. How was I going to figure that one out? A place? There had to be something here at the house. 

Certainly it would be on the property somewhere. I checked the basements of all three houses and 

couldn't find a hint of anything new being built. Nothing appeared disturbed. I checked the various barns, 

silos and out buildings on the property. Maybe it was further away from the house, someplace where Dad 

and Mom were hiding all their prepper gear and food. Come to think of it, I had no idea where any of that 

stuff went. I knew there should have been many jars of canned meats, vegetables, and fruits that 

Grandma and Mom worked so hard to prepare because I used to help carry them downstairs for storage. 

There was no sign of them. There was a lot of survival gear, too, nothing like that was in any of the 

houses, either. Well, with all that factored in, I had a lot of ground to cover, so I decided to saddle up and 

head out to see if I could find anything I hadn’t seen before on the property. 

I chose to ride Kelly's horse, Peanut, because she was the fastest and she ran to me the minute I 

approached the fence line. Once I was in the saddle, I directed her towards the north part of the property. 

I rode past the stream where we used to fish and by the old fort Dad and Grandpa made for us. I then 

checked the pastures to the east and west. The south part of the property where the cattle often were 

was just the same as always. I didn't find evidence of new buildings anywhere. The search took me a 

couple of hours, and I was exhausted again from all the stress from the day. 

After I gulped down a bottle of water, I lay down on the floor of the family room where the sun was 

brightly shining. I had Dad's Bible in my left hand and his letter in my right. I just lay there rethinking the 

events of the day, thinking about Dad's letter and what it all meant. I just couldn't believe that after all the 

years of going to church, knowing the truth, why I was so stubborn! Eventually, I dozed off again. 

When I awakened, I realized I just had the most vivid of dreams. It was from one of my earliest 

memories when my grandpa, dad, and I were in the barn. There was a stall specifically used for the 



 
 

horses giving birth. It was bigger than the others and gave them plenty of space to maneuver when the 

birth was difficult, which was the case on that day. Our quarter horse, Windy, was having trouble. It was, 

ironically, a very windy day. The skies were dark, and my dad was hoping to have the foal delivered 

before the severe thunderstorm hit. Poor Windy was in severe distress as both Dad and Grandpa were 

trying to pull that foal out of her. They had a rope wrapped around the foal's two front legs which were all 

gooey and slippery. Every few seconds the rope would slip through their fingers, forcing them to get 

another good grip and try again. Eventually, whether it was the foal that finally cooperated or God 

deciding that the game of tug-of-war was over, the little foal was born. She was covered in gook, and her 

mama licked her clean. She made little cries but, all in all, Dad said she was as healthy as a horse. 

Grandpa laughed. I was just sitting there cross-legged, pondering the whole scene with the other animals, 

including Lightning, the foal's father, who kept catching a glimpse from the stall next door. I asked Dad if 

this was what the manger was like where Jesus was born? My dad wiped his hands on his work pants 

and grinned.  

“Well, I guess it is kind of like that, Jason, except there was no electricity. I’m sure it was a bit 

dirtier than it is here and there were likely more animals around. They probably didn't have as many stalls 

as we do here, so some of the animals may have been kept together.”  

“Cool,” I said, hopped to my feet and ran back to the house for dinner. 

I smiled, thinking about the memory when suddenly it struck me.  

“That's it!” I shouted. “The manger!” I ran to the barn as fast as I could get my legs to go. 

 


