








It was hard to squeeze all John saw into words. And fit
it onto a page. And cram it into a book. All the words on
all the pages of all the books in all the world would never
be enough.

“I am the Beginning,” Jesus said, “and the Ending!”

One day, John knew, Heaven would come down and
mend God's broken world and make it our true, perfect
home once again.

And he knew, in some mysreriOuS way that would be
hard to explain, that every thing was going to be more
wonderful for once having been so sad.

And he knew then that the ending of The Story was
going to be so great, it would make all the sadness and
tears and everything seem like just a shadow that is
chased away by the morning sun.

“I'm on my way,” said Jesus. “I'll be there soon!”

John came to the end of his book. But he didn’t write
“The End.” Because, of course, that's how stories finish.
(And this one’s not over yet.)

So instead, he wrote: “Come quickly, Jesus!”

Which, perhaps, is really just another way of saying . ..




