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Forget the Apocalypse

“Hello?” I asked. 

“Dr. Parker Creaston?” The voice on the other end of the phone questioned. 

“Yes?” I questioned back. 

“This is the world renowned Bible scholar, is it not?” The voice asked again. 

“Yes? Who is this?” I asked. I never forget a voice. I know this voice. 

“I need your advice on something.” The voice constituted. 

“Sure. But you aren’t with the press, are you?” I asked and began tapping on my desk. Was he from a magazine? Maybe he was an intern from the Weekly World News. On the other hand, could he be from the National Inquirer?
“No.”

“Well, who are you with?” I asked again. Who is this guy? I can’t figure it out! “Religious cult?”

“So to speak,” He answered. 

That’s it! But what cult is he from? “Whose cult?” I asked. 

“That is irrelevant,” The voice answered. “Now, are you going to answer my questions or not.”

“But it isn’t irrelevant. I have to know precisely to whom I am talking. You know how the scholar business is and all,” I replied in my high and mighty voice. 

“I can’t tell you exactly who I am. All you need to know is that I am a powerful, wise man who needs your guidance.” He answered. 

“Powerful and wise, eh?” I laughed. “If you’re so powerful and wise, why do you need my help?” I chuckled some more. “Listen. If you want my help I have to know who you are.”

“Answer my questions first. Then I will reveal my identity.” He answered. 

“All right. All right. If that’s the way it has to be. But I don’t know your name. How can I address you?” I asked. What should I call him? Tim? Jim? 

“Mussolini. You can call me Mussolini,” he blurted. 

“Mussolini?” Why would I want to call him that? “How about Mu? I’ll call you Mu.”

“Fine. Fine…” 

“What can I do for you, Mu?” I laughed. 

“I was reading over your book, The Apocalypse: Why Worry, and I believe that we are in the Apocalypse right now,” Mu said in a stern voice. 

“And why would you say that, Mu?” I asked. 

“Well in your book you say that the sign of the apocalypse is calmness.” Mu hesitated. “Well, I believe that we have never seen times like this. We are officially globally calm.”

I rolled my eyes. Amateurs. What do you expect? “Listen, Mu. Obviously you don’t watch television. Haven’t you seen all of the fighting that has been going on in the Middle East?” I asked. 

“Yes, I have. But you have to realize that those countries don’t count…”

“They what!?” I laughed. 

“They don’t count, Dr Creaston. Those people down in the Middle East are always fighting. Because they are always fighting I call them children. Therefore they are not included with the rest of the world.” 

“Sir, You’re cracked up,” I laughed. 

“Am I wrong? Huh? Am I wrong?” Mu insisted. 

“No, Mu. You’re not wrong. You’re just an asshole about it.” I replied. 

“Watch your mouth. Be a professional about this, please.” 

“Sure, Mu,” I agreed. 

“So my official question: Dr. Creaston, are we on the verge of the apocalypse?” I was starting to think Mu was mentally insane. 

“Yes, Mr. Mu. I guess we are on the verge of the apocalypse, aren’t we?” I asked. 

“Yes. I thought so too. I just wanted to make sure we were in agreement.” 

What was he driving at?

“Mu? Why does it matter if you or I think that we are on the verge of the apocalypse?” 

“Well. I believe that the world is going to end tomorrow. I don’t just believe it. I predict it.” 

He sounded very sure of himself. 

“What do you mean, Mu?” I asked. 

“I have commanded one of my fellow cultees to drop several hydrogen bombs over the earth, killing everyone.”

“What!?” I yelled. “Are you insane? Or just plain stupid!?”

“I just wanted you to know. I was wondering, are you worried about the apocalypse now?” He began to chuckle as I had before. “Listen, Dr. Creaston, I realize that you have a lot of wrath built up inside. You need to ask forgiveness. Seeing as we cannot see each other’s faces, we’ll call this confession.”

“Confession!?” I asked. “Who can confess at a time like this!?” 

“Listen, Dr., confess and get it over with so that I can see you in heaven. You know, I really like you, Dr.” Mu whispered. 

“Why would I confess to you!?” I screamed over the phone at him. 

“Because, silly, I’m The Pope. Wise and powerful I am. I have a legion of bishop fighter planes ready to drop the bombs. Please confess and we will see each other soon.” 

“You freak! I will not confess to you! You are the worst sinner of all!” I slammed the phone down in disgust. 

I feel kind of dizzy.

I have to get home to my wife!

I have to call my son…

I have to call…

I have to…

