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Chapter 1

The night | called at the Manhattan General to pick up this |ady

doctor | was dating, sonmething quite extraordinary happened.

For Mriamand nme, it was the first in a chain of events that were to change our lives - nine
especially - in a way that neither of us could possibly have inmagi ned. For what we stunbl ed across
that night was not the beginning of the story. If | amto believe what | have |earned so far, the
begi nni ng was before and beyond Tinme as we know it. Qur life-streans along with those of the
handf ul of other people who becane involved - have established a brief interface with a cosnic
event whose magni tude dwarfs the imagination

If this is starting to sound heavy, hold on. I'mnot kidding. This is going to change all our
lives before it's over. O end them It's that big - and that sinple. Even so, | don't guarantee
to explain everything. You'll have to figure sone of this out for yourselves. That's the' way it
works. But it's one hell of a story. |I've got notes, photographs,

tape-recordings. Al the evidence is locked in a safety deposit box registered in nmy nanme at the
Forty-seventh and Madi son Branch of the Chase Manhattan Bank. |'ve put down everything | saw and

everything that was said just the way it happened. It can all be
checked against this account | amwiting now It's all true. Every
word of it. So help ne God.

Before we go any further, 1'd better tell you who | am M nane is Leo Resnick. I'mthirty-five
years old and, at the tine this thing started, | was a partner in the Manhattan | aw firm of

Gut zman, Schonfeld and Resnick. The firm specialises in corporate |egal work but occasionally
handl es divorce suits for its nore favoured clients. | was supposed to be naking good as a clains
attorney. How true that
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is, is not for me to say, but they put nmy name on the door last Christmas so | guess | nust have
been doing sonething right. Let's just say that it brought in enough to eat out in restaurants
where they don't put the prices on the nenus, run a three-litre Porsche Carrera, pay the bills on
a nice apartment up on 75th Street and a weekend pl ace overl ooki ng the Hudson. Except that to see
the river, you have to stand on the roof.

Actual Iy, the house at Sleepy Hollow was left to ne by my uncle. Still, it added to ny net worth
and gave ne problens |ike replacing shingles, cutting grass, buying heating oil and al arm syst ens.
And so on. But there were a few bonuses too. Ifyou had tinme to | ook, you got to see the |eaves
change col our, clouds noving across a Panavi sion piece of sky, hear the wind in the trees, and
split kindling for the log fire in the living-room

The whol e Back-to-Nature bit.

To be honest, | didn't get up there all that often. | don't know about you, but | always got a
little twitchy sitting around just listening to the grass grow. | needed the buzz fromthe
streets, the big-city hype to get ny nerve-ends tingling. Some of that tangy, rush-hour traffic
air in ny lungs. It sharpens a guy up. Makes him feel human

In town, nost of ny tine was spent working. Either at the office or ny apartnent. Boning up on

case law, laying the groundwork for suits. Looking for angles. I'"'mnot married. |1'd been going
steady with this lady doctor for a couple of years. | guess you could say we were close but
neither of us had let it get too serious. In other words, |'mopen to offers. Mriam- that's the

| ady doctor - knew they came ny way now and then. She wasn't too wild about it but we al ways
managed to avoi d any heavy scenes.

So much for romance.

|"ve got a sister, Bella, who's narried to a dentist up in Boston. She used to play cello with the
Phi | harmoni ¢ but now she's into kids and cl anbakes. My parents live in Florida. They were al ways
witing to tell me | should visit themnore often and that | should holiday in |)isney Wrld. |
didn't like to tell themthat | preferred Fritz the Cat to M ckey Muse and that | hadn't been to
synagogue since Bella's wedding. End of life story. There's nmore, of course, but we don't need to
get into that here.

Let's get back to where | got involved in this thing. The Manhattan ~ieneral. | had arranged to
pick up Mriam between nine-fifteen and nine-thirty. the plan was to have dinner and catch a late
nmovi e by

that German guy Fassbinder. | find hima little heavy but Mriamis conpletely hooked on the art
nmovi e scene. It had been raining hard and |'d had sone trouble in getting a cab. As a result, |
didn't arrive at the Manhattan General until nine-fiftyish. She wasn't waiting at the desk. The
duty nurse, who knew who | was, phoned around and |located Mriamin the norgue. | tried to figure
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out what she was doing there. Normally, she works in Energency and | know she hates | osing out.
Mriamtold the nurse that she'd be right up

I ducked out to ook for a cab, but there was nothing in sight. As | wal ked back into the
building, Mriamstepped out of the elevator. |I always |iked seeing her in her white coat with a
st et hoscope round her neck. | guess it was because it nade ne feel |like a responsible citizen and
because | knew that nmy parents. would approve if they'd known about her. Wich they didn't. O
that when she got that white coat and the rest of her things off, she was a really great piece of
ass.

We gave each other a hello-type kiss, then she took ny arm and wal ked ne away fromthe desk. 'W
may be stuck here for alittle while. Did you nake a reservation?

"No," | said. 'l wasn't planning on going anywhere fancy. Have you got sone kind ofcrisis - or are
we just going to sneak off and get stiff on |lab al cohol ?

"Neither,' replied Mriam 'Listen, an anbul ance on an NYPD call brought in a nan about half an

hour ago. It turned out that he was a DOA who shoul d have gone to the city norgue but - ' she
shrugged.' - nmaybe they thought we could give himthe kiss of life. Anyway, there was sonething
about himthat really threwnme. | want you to take a look and tell ne what you think.' She hit the
el evator button

| grimaced. 'You nean - in the norgue?

"Yes.' She smiled. 'Hey, that's sonmething |'ve never asked you. Have you seen dead bodi es before?
"lI've seei~ a couple of car crashes,' | said. 'But they were mainly bl ood and feet sticking out
fromthe blankets.'

The el evator came. Mriamushered ne in. '"I)on't worry. He's still in one piece.'

| eyed her warily. 'You prom se? No nessy exit wounds?'

"No. Nothing like that.' She took hold ofmy hand and | ead me out oft he elevator when it reached
the basenment. "lhis way, |)r Resnick. I'll get you a white coat.'

Smart nmove. Putting me in a white coat neant that | couldn't pass

Il

out without |ooking foolish. | conposed nyself as we entered the norgue and wal ked over to where
the body lay hal f-covered by a sheet on an autopsy table. Wat they call the slab
Mriamintroduced nme to the doctor who was carrying out the postnortem exam nation on the body. A
guy called Wallis. A grey-haired chai n-snoker who | ooked as though he'd seen it all. There was

al so a young intern with Harpo Marx hair hovering in the background. H s nane was Lazzarotti. He
gave me the story so far. Two cops in a squad car had spotted the body in an alleyway over on the
East Side. It had been stripped naked. There were no clues as to the possible identity of the
victim Nobody in the inmmediate vicinity had seen or heard anything. The usual story. The cops had
radi oed for an anbul ance, the crew of which clainmed to discern lingering signs of life in the
body. As a result, they had burned red lights all the way across town to the Manhattan General and
had taken off again before the reception staff in Enmergency discovered that they ha4 been | anded
with a corpse

| took a deep breath and | ooked at the body. Like Mriam had said, he hadn't been bl own away but
he was still a nmess. The nman was about thirty to thirty-five years old, nediumbuild, |ean hard
body. In general, his features were of the type the police | abel Hi spanic. He had a swarthy

conpl exion and his skin was deeply tanned. He had a beard and straggly, shoulder-Ilength hair. Like
a hi ppie who'd done tinme on a kibbutz. There was a gaping, two-inch w de stab-wound in his |eft
side just under his rib cage but the nost unsettling thing was the bruises and | acerations. The
guy had had the shit beaten out of him then taken one hell ofa whipping. The skin on his back had
been cut through to the bone and there were deep raw stripes on the backs of his thighs as well.

It also |ooked as if his attackers had beaten himover the head with a nail ed piece of wood.
Mriampointed to his feet. 'See that?

| nodded. 'Yeah, what are they - bullet wounds?

"No,' replied Wllis. 'Somebody drove a netal spike through them Through his wists too.' He

pi cked up an arm and showed ne.

I swal | owed hard. 'Jeezuss! Wat kind of people would do sonething like this?

"Animals,' said Wallis. 'New York's full of them' He squinted at me through the snoke of his
cigarette. 'You think this is bad? You want to stay on ny tail for a week.

"Vell, whoever it was really gave it to him didn't they? said

Lazzarotti. 'l wonder what the hell he did to deserve it?

Wal lis shrugged as he took the butt fromhis nmouth and Iit another cigarette with it. 'Probably a
pusher who stepped on one of the big boys' toes. O naybe he was carrying a consi gnnment and
decided to cut hinmself in. If you cross up the Mafia, they don't fool around.'

"That's right,' said Lazzarotti. 'Remenber that guy those two hoods hung on a neat-hook and worked
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over with a blow torch and cattl e-prod?
'"There are no needl e-marks on his arns,' said Mriam

"So he's an acid-head,' replied Wllis. 'O maybe he screws Boy Scouts. Wio cares? Al | want to
dois fill inthis report and get the hell out of here. My wife is waiting in a restaurant uptown
for an anniversary dinner. Not that | give a dam, but I'man hour late and |I've cancelled twi ce
al ready.'
"Wuld you like ne to finish up for you?' asked Mriam 'I've done some P-Mwork with your friend
Ericsson.'’

Wallis hesitated, then scribbled his nane at the bottom of what | presunme was the autopsy report
and death certificate. 'Make sure you get a set of prints to send downtown to check agai nst felons
and m ssing persons.'

"You got it,' said Mriam 'Do you have any ideas about the cause of death?

Wallis pulled on his cigarette and sniffed. 'Fromwhat | can see, |'d say respiratory failure. The
beati ng hel ped, but fromthe rope marks under his arns it |ooks as if this guy has been strung up
somewhere. A few hours of that is all it takes. My guess is that the stab wound was inflicted
after death occurred, but you may have to open himup to check that out. It's up to you.
Personally, | don't think any of us need bust our ass over this one but don't let ne stop you
bei ng zeal ous.'

"Isn't that what practising medicine is all about? said Lazzarotti. "It is indeed,' replied

Wallis. He closed up his bag and headed for the door.

Mriamcalled out to him 'How rmany years?

Wal lis paused with his hand on the push plate. 'Years what?'

' How nany years have you been nmarried?

"Twenty-seven,' replied Wallis. The doors cl osed behind him

Mriamturned to nme. 'You see? Sone people do make it.'

"Don't rush me,' | said.

Lazzarotti, the intern, canme out wi th another nauseous nugget. 'You know, |'ve been thinking.
Maybe it was a bunch of religious
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mani acs that did this, Remenber that news item about that guy England who had hinself nailed to a
cross on Hanpstead Hea Ri ght through the pal n~ of his hands. The police arrived just bef his
friends got to work on his feet. Happened about fifteen years

"You nust have been a really creepy kid,'! said. 'Wat did you to keep under the bed - a Jack the
Ri pper scrapbook?

Lazzarotri |ooked hurt. '"No. | just read about it. Thought it nil be relevant. After all, you
never know.'

"That's right,' said Mriam She eyed ne then turned back to Lazzarotti. 'Paul, get me an ECG and
EEG unit down here as fast as you can.

"But - 'he began.

"Just do it, okay?' said Mriazp. "Call nme if there's any problem!?. Now, for those of you who,
Ii ke ne, avoid watching open-h
e surgery on TV, | should perhaps explain that ECG stands for el ectr cardiogram and EEG for
el ectro-encephal ogram The first nonit heartbeats; the second, brain activity.
Mriamsaw nmy punl éd frawfi. 'You don't understand?
"l'can understand you wanting to get rid oflLazzarotti,'! said.' why send himfor an ECGnit? A
pi zza with saUsages and pe
woul d have been nore useflul.' -

"We'll get to the pizza later,' she replied. 'Right now want to rut couple of tests.
"I still don't get it;'! replied. 'Wat can they prove that you don

. knowat r eady?

"Thai this man isn't dead.

As you can imagine, that was a real jawtopper. 'You ve got to kidding,' ! said.

"No. Sonething happened just as Wallis went out of the door," Mriamnotioned to the guy's |eft
hand whi ch hung over the edge the slab. There was a quarter-sized top of blood on the tiled f
beneath. Another drop fell beside it. Then another. The stab wo had begun to bl eed too.

turned to Mriam 'You're the doctor, but ! have to ask -can a mistake |ike this happen? ! mean
nmy God - just think. i@ WallS hadn't been in a hurry to get away fromhere, this poor best could
have been sliced open froth his neck to his navel.' -. Mriamgave nme one of those pitying | ooks
doctors reserve for lay.~ nmen. 'Leo, ! was one of the people who checked himover in Ener'J gency.
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He was dead. Believe me. Don't ask ne to explain things. Alit

I

can tell you is he's alive now.' She plugged the bole in his side and bandaged his wists and
feet. Wien she'd finished, she |ooked at me with this odd kind of expression. 'This is going to

sound a little crazy but since you haven't remarked upon it, | have to ask - doesn't lie remnd
you of sonebody?
The question made ne snmile. 'Is that why you sent Lazzarotti to

fetch that equipnent? -

"This is serious, Leo,' said Mriam 'Answer the question.'

I cast nmy eyes dutifully over the bandaged body. 'Well, | know who

you nmean, but it's only because of what's happened to him'

'Take a | ook at his teeth. ' Mriamopened up the man's nouth

and showed nme. 'No fillings, or signs of any other dental work. He's

al so never worn shoes.'

I shrugged. 'So he's a barefoot freak who doesn't eat candy. That's not so unusual. Especially if
he cane from sonmewhere |like Spnalia, or the mddle of Saudi Arabia. And in any case, the party you
have in mnd had his big nonent two thousand years ago.'

"l know. But just suppose. ' Mriamlet it hang there. | could see
that she thought that what she had been about to say was as outrageous as! did.
"I"' mway ahead of you. It's a great idea but - 'l shook ny head.

"Forget it. Things like that just don't happen.’

The phone rang in the norgue at~endant'~ office. He | eant backwards and stuck his head around
t hedoor without noving his butt off

the chair. 'Lazzarotti

Mriamwent across to take the call

| turned back towards the body on the slab and found hi m1| ooki ng

at me. A chill shock-wave rippled up ny spine and | was still quivering when | reached the
attendant's office.

Mriam | owered the phone. '"What's thc matter?

| gestured wor&essly towards the body. But when we | ooked

round, the cover sheet was lying flat on the top of the slab. The body

had gone. My back had been turned for ten, naybe fifteen seconds.

Mriameyed me, took a deep breath and spoke into the phone.

"Paul, uhh - hold those units. I'll see you back up in Emergency.’
Mriamand | went back to the slab, lifted up the cover sheet and
| ooked at each other. 'This is crazy,' | said. 'H s eyes were open

What happened?
She shrugged. 'You tell ne.

"Well, at least the blood's still here.' |I went down on one knee and
reached Qut a finger.
"Don't touch it,' said Mriam 'I want to put that on a slide.' She folded the cover sheet over

the foot of the table. There were snears on the slab where the | acerations on his back had started
to bl eed. She shook her head. | knew how she felt.

"There has to be a rational explanation,'" | insisted. 'Just don't ask me what it is. But even if
one buys the idea of the whole event, it doesn't add up. | nean, ifthe body di sappeared, why
didn't the blood go with it?

Mriamgave ne a | ook that spelled bad news. 'That wasn't the only thing he left behind.' She took

her hand out of her coat pocket and offered it to ne, palmupwards. '|I found these stuck in his
scal p when | | ooked hi mover upstairs.

She was hol ding three dark inch-1ong spikes. | thought at first that they were nails. Then |

| ooked again and saw that they were thorns.

Terrific. On top of which, we had a signed death certificate and no body to go with ~t. | handed

the problemright back to her. 'Wat do we do now, Doctor?

Mriam decided that the best thing to do was play it straight down the |ine. The norgue attendant,
who was totally absorbed in the twin activities of reading a paperback and picking his nose, had
noti ced nothing and | ooked unlikely to nmove fror~i his chair until pay day. She reasoned, with a
kind of Polish logic, that as rio one was likely to cone |ooking for the body we mght as well
pretend that it was still there. Wiile I held nmy breath, Mriamcalmy filled out a card for the
front of the freezer drawer that would hold our invisible corpse, then we put a conbinati on of our
finger-prints on the sheet that had to go down-town. Since the NYPD was not going to cone up with
a match |Ibr the dabs, we figured that the freezer drawer woul d stay closed until the tinme cane to
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ship the body to the city norgue. Arid when sonebody opened it and found it enpty, that woul d be
their probl em

Mriamtransferred the blood fromthe floor on to glass slides then cleaned up t lie slab. W went
back upstairs into Energency where she did a quick snow job on Lazzarotti then we hung up our
white coats and slipped out of the hospital

Needl ess to say, we gave the Fasshindcr novie a nmiss. W went hack to Mriam s apartnment on 57th
and First, brewed up sone strong coi li ~e, hol stered ourselves with an even stronrzer drink and

| ool <cd at each other a lot. Cccasionally, one ofus would pace up and down and start a sentence
that fliundered somewhere between the

initial intake of breath and the first three words. W were |ike a couple of characters froma
play by Harold Pinter. In the second act, we withdrew into silence. |I think we both thought that
if we did not talk about the problemit would go away. A well-known tactic which, as you've
probably di scovered, doesn't work. Deep down, of course, we were both trying to figure out sone
ki nd of explanation that our dazed m nds could accept. After all, we were normal people, |eading
normal lives, with a firmbelief in the normal schene of things. W both knew that thin air

di sappearances just did not happen. And yet - there it was.

In the third act, when the words cane, it was in the formof snmall talk that touched upon our
lives but carefully side-stepped what had happened at the hospital. It was as if the event was a
conceal ed Claynore nmine which, if triggered by one carel ess word, might explode and bl ow our I|ives
to pieces. So we kept our distance until finally we could no | onger resist playing the verba

equi val ent of chicken. Junping in with both feet but protecting ourselves by jokes

- the New Yorker's defence against calamty. At least, | did. And we m ght have managed to | augh
off the event if we'd been dealing with the inexplicable disappearance of an unknown Hi spanic too
poor to buy hinselfa pair of shoes. But all the black humour and scepticism| was able to nuster
could not shake Mriam s deep inner conviction that she had bandaged the wists.and feet of you-
know Who. And that really had ne worried. Because on top of being a very down-to-earth doctor
this was a girl who had no time for religion. She came froma good solid fam |y background, so
naturally, like any nice Jewish girl, she had had a grounding in the faith. But, |ike nme, she had
left all that behind a long tine ago. And again, |like ne, she was a very together person. She
needed a religious experience like a hole in the head. But if she was right about who had done
that Houdini act in the hospital norgue, there was only one possible explanation

Sonmehow, at the instant of the purported Resurrection, the body of the man known as Jesus had been
transported forward through time and had materialised | ~r at |east seventy-five mnutes in
Manhattan on Easter Saturday of the eighty-first year of the twentieth century.

"I nstead of where?' | asked, when we reached this conclusion

"Werever he went to when he disappeared fromthe norgue,' said Mriam

What kind of' an answer is that?" | huffed,
' The ki nd you get when you ask that kind of question
17

Now | am sure that some of you who have been f~llowing this may already have spotted what seens to
be a deliberate nistake and maybe have even checked to see what it says in the Book. And the
question yQu're asking is - if he rose on the third day, what was he doing in Manhattan on
Saturday night? The answer is that the tine in Jerusalemis seven hours ahead of New York. It was
al ready Sunday over there.

I mention this now, but it didn't occur to me on that flrst fateful night. As |I've said, we were
both trying to find a way to dism ss the whol e thing because, even if one set aside the nut-and-
bolt practicalities of the tine-travel hypothesis, it raised other issues which strained the
limts of credibility.

To begin with, it neant accepting that the event described in the New Testanment Gospels and which

formed the cornerstone of the Christian faith actually took place. Until quite recently, I'd never
taken that part of the story seriously but, after the publication of the latest scientific
i nvestigations of the Turin Shroud, | was prepared to accept the possibility that sonmething quite

extraordi nary might have occurred. And if, as runoured, the alleged i mage of Christ had been
sealed into the linen by some process involving cosnic radiation then, clearly, we were into a
whol e new bal | gane.

For it meant accepting not only the reality of tinme-travel, hut also the sinmultaneity of tine.

Whi ch neant, as | understood it, that Einstein had got it wong. For if our tentative ~planation
was anywhere near the truth then our own births, lives and deaths had occurred in the sanme instant
as that in which the body of Christ had been transported fromthe first century AD to our own. And
as he lay in the alleyway over on the East Side and later on that slab in the norgue, four Roman
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guards were lying blinded outside a rock tonb in a Jewi sh cenetery near Jerusalemand, if the
scientists were right about the Shroud, nmaybe even dying fromradiations burns. While we sat in
Mriams apartnent on 57th and First, his |[ife and ours and all the events in between co-existed
simul taneously along with every other event fromthe beginning to the end of the world - and the
uni verse itself.

As you can inagine, the inplications of such a concept were too stunning to even begin to

contenpl ate. What we needed was reassurarice. '|I'he conforting thought that our world was still as
it had al ways been. That everything was as we perceived it to be. And so we tried to convince
ourselves that what we had wi tnessed had not really

happened. After all, visions of Christ, conplete with stigmata, and of the Virgin Mary had
appeared on numerous occasions to nore than one witness. In sone cases over periods of severa
hours. Days even. But to avail ourselves of this escape route nmeant explaining away the fact that
the cops in the squad car, the crew of the anbul ance, the admi ssion personnel on duty in Emergency
at the Manhattan General, Wallis, Lazzarotti, the norgue attendant and the two of us had all been
exposed to different segnments of a unique hallucinatory experience.

Maybe Saint Teresa or Saint Augustine might not have had any trouble taking sonething like this on
board, but ecstatic visions were definitely not part of our scene in spite of the highs we'd had
whi | st sharing the odd joint.

To be honest, we would have given anything to have been able to shrug thewhol e thing ofl but no
matter how our mnds twisted and turned, the circunstantial evidence of our time-traveller

remai ned. And while it could be destroyed, it could nck be denied. The thorns that Mriam had

pi cked out of the victims scalp and the bl ood she had transferred on to three glass slides and
had passed on

m croscopi ¢ exam nation. And the photographs. Yes. They were a surprise to me too. One of the cops
had taken four colour |'olaroids of the body before it had been noved fromthe alleyway on the
East Side. W didn't know about the pictures on that first night but later, when they canme into ny
possession, | renenber saying to Mriam- iHave you any idea what these could be worth?

You will find themwith the other docunents in ny safety deposit box at the Chase Manhattan

Sunday norning, 19th April. The sun rose on schedule. The world around us, and presumably the
uni verse, appeared to be still in one piece. Mnday, the same thing. W went back to work and
tried to forget what had happened. What the hell, life had to goon - right? W went out to dinner

a couple of tinmes. We nmde | ove. W even went to see the Fasshbinder novie. But it was no good.
Nei t her of us could shake off the image of that whipped and beaten body on the slab and its sudden
i nexplicabl e di sappearance. And although | said nothing to Mriam | was haunted by those eyes and
the | ook they had given ne.

Through a coll eague, Mriamhad got in touch with an obliging | ady botani st who was able to
identif~y the thorns as coming trama

prickly shrub called Palerius. It was one of several simlar types to be found in Israel and the
M ddl e East generally. As evidence, it wasn't particularly conclusive hut it didn't help our

mental canpaign tOturn the Saturday night nystery into a non-event.

| asked Mriamif she was going to try and have the thorns carbon-dated.

"No need,' she replied. 'Alison found traces of sap on the base of the thorns. She reckons that
the branch they were growi ng on had been cut fromthe bush within the |ast couple of weeks.'

Whi ch, when you think about it, seened to nake sense.

It was with the blood sanple that things got a little sticky and the story we concocted eventually
fell apart, hut it was the best we could come up with at the time. Mriam had asked a friend of
hers called Jeti Fower to analyse it. lie was the head of sone research team or other that was
wor ki ng on blood fats. Wen he called Mriam back he had sounded distinctly twitchy so she fixed
for the three of us to neet at ny pl ace.

As he canme in through the door, he said, 'Were did you get this sanple fron?' W hadn't even
shaken hands.

"Before | answer 1 want to know one thing,' | said, stalling fhr time. '"Is it human and, uhh -
what woul d you like to drink?'
' The answer to your first question is a qualified "Yes". And I'll have sonme of that Jack Daniels.

On the rocks.

Mriamwent into the kitchen to get the -~e.

| put ny back between Fowl er and the bottle and poured out three thick fingers of Sippin Wi sky.
"That really surprises nme. | thought it mght be chicken blood. O naybe pig."'

"No, it's human,' said Fower. "Only nore so. That's why | want to know who you got this from
Mriamreturned fromthe kitchen. | took the ice and sent her in to bat. '\Vhat exactly do you
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mean, Jell?

"Just what |'ve said,' replied Fower. 'The blood is human hut it Jiffers from any other sanple
I'"ve seen in two inportant respects. First, it appears to have been subjected to a heavy~ dose of
radi a:ion -'Not unreasonable.' | handed over the gl ass of bourhon in the hope hat it mght sap his
zeal for the truth. 'My client had been receiving :oha It therapy for cancer of the stonmach.'
Miriani eyed ne and did her best to |l ook as if she knew all about it. And the second thing?

‘1'he red cell structure is abnormal,' said Fower. He didn't seemto have noticed that the ice
cubes didn't touch the bottom of his glass.

"I'n what way?' | asked.

"Do you know anyt hi ng about bl ood?’

| shrugged. 'l know it retails at ten dollars a pint.'

Fowl er gave up on ne. 'It's too conplicated to explain in detail. Wat | really need is a bigger

sanmple to run nore tests but if the abnormality |I found was reproduced throughout the body, it
woul d arrest the ageing process.'

"I wish | knew the secret,' said Mriam

"I"'mnot kidding,' said Fower. 'This is dynamte. \Wose blood is

I put on my bl andest expression. 'It, uhh - belongs to a gentleman who paid several visits to a
centre for psychic healing in the Philippines. As Mriam had probably explained, I'"'ma |awer. M
client's famly had reason to believe that the treatnent was fraudul ent and we were preparing a

| aw suit agai nst the peopl e invol ved.

"Cot it,' nodded Fowl er. 'Sone of those guys are pretty snooth operators.

"Exactly,' | said. "It took nonths of planning and skull duggery to obtain a sanple of the bl ood
that allegedly cane fromthe stomach of my client af~er one of the 'operations'. The last thing I
expected was that it woul d be human.

"Goup 0,' said Fow er.

1 grinmaced disappointedly at Mriam 'M client's bl ood type.

"Where is he?' asked Fow er. 'Can we run sone nore tests?

"I wish it were possible," | said. 'lie died last Friday. |'macting for the famly.'
It was Fow er's turn to | ook disappointed. '|I see. Has he, uhh -been buried yet?
"No, cremated,' | replied. 'But if the blood cells were transfornmed in the way you suggest, it

woul d seemto inply that sonme of these people actually do have paranornmal powers. If the word got
around it mght weaken our case. Apart fromwhich, it could be enbarrassing for you.'
"I low do you nean?' said how er.

"Vell - ' | shot a sideways glance at Mriam 'You want to come out in public for faith healing?
Even ifit worked? Isn't your research programfunded by one ul the big nulti-national drug
conmpani es?' | sat hack and let the poison do its work.

Fow er's eyeballs bounced off the rins of his glasses as he figured out the inplications. 'You' re
right,' he nused.

| shrugged. 'No point in rocking the gravy boat.

"No,' said Fow er. 'And anyway, why should |I help line the pockets of those dinks. Screw'em'
"Good thinking,' | said. Then added hel pfully, 'Jeff, why don't we play it like this? You keep the
sanmpl es. Junk themor work on themall you want, but let's agree to keep this whole thing under
wraps. It's going to make life a Iot sinpler. Ckay?

Fowl er | ooked at each of us then nodded. 'Ckay. But don't be surprised if you hear from ne again.

I"mgoing to stick with this until | come up with a satisfactory explanation.'
| threw up ny hands and quoted the Bard. 'There are nore things in heaven and earth, left Let ne
give you a refill.' | gave ny fellow conspirator a |oaded | ook

Mriamsmled sweetly. 'Leo, why don't you call Carol and see if she can nmake up a four for

di nner ?'

Carol was ny friendly nei ghbourhood nynphonmaniac. If she got on Fowl er's case he woul d soon forget
about abnornal bl ood sanples. In fiuct, by the time she was through, he wouldn't even renenber the
di fference between red and white corpuscles.

Luck was certainly on our side on.that particular night. O so | thought. Now, of course, | know
better. But don't let's junmp the gun. Not only was Carol free, she was bow ed over by Fow er's

bl end of acadenmic diffidence and Od Wrld courtesy that he probably picked up from watching
Upstairs, Downstairs on Channel Thirteen. Frankly, | found Fow er to be sonething of an asshole
but with the aid of some spurious goodwi |l we nanaged to pass an agreeabl e eveni ng over sone
Szechuan specialities then sent themboth of T in a taxi to finish what they had started under the
t abl ecl ot h.

Mriamand | went back to nmy place with sinmliar intentions but I nade the m stake of first
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seeking praise for the way |I'd handl ed Fow er's questi ons about the bl ood.

"Yes, it was scrv good, she said flatly.

"Very good? It was a goddamn stroke of genius,' | crowed. '"All we have to do nowis to keep him
sedated with heavy doses ui stunned

nii rat ion.

"‘ics,' said Mriam 'l 'itfortunately, Fower isn't our only problem

| stopped nibbling her ear. 'flow do von nicahl ?

"Wll," she began. '|I neant to tell you earlier but then Jeff arrived

22

and - etcetera. The thing is, | was having coffee this norning with sone of the hospita

adm ni strators and just by chance sonebody nentioned the anbul ance.’

I felt my lustful passions wilt. 'Wat anbulance?” As if | didn't know.

' The anmbul ance that answered the NYPD call and brought the body to the Manhattan General . I|nstead
of taking it to the city norgue.'

My eyes were riveted on hers. 'Go on .

"I't was stolen fromthe Gouverneur Hospital.' she said. 'The two paranedi cs who drove away with
the body did all the right things but nobody knows who they are. It certainly wasn't any of the
regul ar crews. | asked Lazzarotti about them Al he can renmenber is that they were both tall slim
guys. Like basketball players.'

" How about the police? | asked.

"You nean the squad car that escorted themto the hospital ? They don't know nore than we do.' Then
added with a shrug. 'Listen, an anbul ance is an anbul ance. Wen one answers a ten fifty-four, who
asks questions?

| reached for a cigarette and stiffened m- nerves with a quick drag. 'Has it been found yet?

"Yes, the sane night. They left it parked outside the Manhattan CGeneral.' She borrowed ny
cigarette for a couple of puffs then put it back between nmy lips. 'I'mgoing to make sone coffee.

I followed her nmechanically into the kitchen. My mind was in overdrive. Figuring all the angles.
"I)o you realise what this neans?

She nodded as she put sone beans into the grinder. 'l think so. But go ahead and tell me anyway.'
For once | had to force the words out. 'It means that - that sonmeone nmust have known he was -
comi ng."'

Exactly,' said Mriam 'The question is - who?

Who i ndeed? | had been besieged with questions all week and now nore were crowding ifltO ny
overworked brain. How could they have known? What was their role in all this? Were had they cone
fron? Were they people like us, or had they cone from beyond tinme and space as he had? Wy, of all
the hospitals in New 'iurk, had they chosen t he Manhiattati ( ieneral? And did whoever 't hey'
were, know about us? | can at least tell you one thing for sure. Wen sonething like this is
dropped iii your lap at one a.ni. iii the norning, all carnal tliutights fly out the w ndow.

23

Chapter 2

The following Saturday, | drove up to Sleepy Hollow. On top of the netaphysical turnoil created by
the mystery man at the hospital, it had been a pretty heavy week at the office and on the back
seat of the Porsche | had a easeful of papers that 1'd prom sed nwself 1'd read through by Mnday
nmorni ng. Mriamwas working but hoped to nake it up-state on Sunday after lunching with her

parents in Scarsdale. Normally, I'd have stayed in ny apartnment. | think the real reason | |eft
town was because | wanted a nonment of relative peace and quiet to reflect on what had hap¢~ned. At
least | like to think that was the reason. That | had a choice, and not because it had all been

wor ked out for nme.

Around five in the afternoon | was sitting at ny work table in the living-room reading through an
i nch-thick deposition on a patent infringenent case | was preparing. .1 glanced idly our of the

wi ndow towards the trees that mark the western edge of ny nodest spread. Between the house and the

trees is this big open stretch of grass. Mriamlikes to call it the lawm, but to nme it's only

|l awn when it |ooks like astro-turf. This is grass. At |east some out is. My neighbour took great
pl easure in telling me that nost of the green bits were clover. Anyway . . . there | was, gazing
through the wi ndow, thinking that (a) | would have to get the nower fixed, and (b) that it was
time for another cup of coffee. I nention this because | am absolutely certain about what | did
or, to be nore precise, did not see.

As there were only thirty p~~es ol the deposition lefi, | decided to finish it of! first. | read

through a coupl e nore pages then | ooked out ofthe wi ndow again. And there was this guy in a pale
brown robe and white head-dress wal ki ng across the grass towards the house. Now it
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24
had taken no nore than a mnute to read those two pages. There was no way he could have got to
where he was unl ess he had stepped out of thin air. | sat there, glued to ny chair, and watched

himcone closer. Then | saw the bandages and knew | was in trouble. It was our friend fromthe
Manhat t an Gener al

Was | frightened? Yes, a little, | think what | really felt at that particular nmonent was a sense
of wonder. Amazenent. | just could not believe that this was really happening to ne.
| used a slip of paper to mark my place in the deposition and went out Qn to the porch. | saw him

pause to | ook at ny car before he cane

on up the steps through the rock garden to the house. It was the sane guy all right but he | ooked
a lot better than he had at the hospital. The swollen bruises on his face had di sappeared and his
nose had been reset. He stopped a couple of yards away fromne. H s eves were tawny brown; his

gaze, that had haunted ne, very direct. | stood there and eyed him back, trying to manifest a
subtle air of assurance. listen, it's not every day that you find the Son of God, or whatever you
want to call him standing on your doorstep. Because, believe ne, that's who it was. M riam had
been right. It wasn't the victimof sone gangland killing that the police had found in that

all eyway. It was the body of the Risen Christ. And he'd cone back. The Man was here. In front of
ne.

| mpossible? O course it was. That's what | tried to tell nwself. It nade no sense. Yet it had
happened. Even so, ny nmind still refused to accept the evidence of ny own eyes. And that was
because an inescapabl e choice was being forced upon ne. Something | hate. Ill resisted up to the
very last nonent it was because of the fear that to accept his presence would totally change ny
life, just when | had reached the

poi nt when | was happy with the way things were. | could live with the world's inperfections.
Doi ng so enabled ne to confortably ignore nmy own.

He gl anced back at the Porsche with an admiring nod. 'N ce.’

"I'hat really threwnme. It was so totally unexpected.

"\our name is | .eo Resnick, right? | gul ped wordl essly and nodded.

"W net at the hospital,' he said. 'I)o you know who | an®’

I finaLly matiaged to loosen nmy larynx. 'Yes, | t htink so. What c~iii | do for you?' What a quest
ion. 13 iii at t liet i me, | had no idea where it was going to | ead ne.

"I lie Al~lii just stood there, wighitig nc up with those deep-set

2'i

eyes. There was sonet hing unnerving about the way he would | ook at you. It renm nded nme of a
falcon. The way they fix on you as they sit on their handler's gauntlet. After what seened a | ong
whil e he answered nme. 'I'mnot sure yet.'

| felt the bottomdrop out ofnmy stomach. It was the 'yet' that did it. It nmeant that | was

i nvol ved. That he not only knew ny name but also had nmy nunber. And | renenber cursing ny |uck and
thinking if only it hadn't been raining | ast Saturday | would have found a cab. | woul d have got
to the hospital on time. Mriamand | would have | eft before the anbul ance that brought himin had
arrived. And maybe - who knows - maybe | could have stayed out of all this. If you had been in ny
pl ace you woul d probably have felt the sane way.

But why ne? Even now, it's a question | still ask nyself. Wy pick on nme? But on the other hand,
when you think about it, why not? After all, the first time around, The Man just haul ed a bunch of
fishernen off the end oithe pier at Capernaum |'m anybody - just like the next man. And, as |
said, we're all in this together, whether we like it or not.

The Man took in the view fromthe porch then turned back to ne. 'This nay sound a little strange
but where am|?'

That threw ne too. | nmean, you ~n't expect Jesus to be interested in Porsche Carreras but when he
steps out of nowhere onto your Lawn, it's not unreasonable to assunme that he knows where he is.
"You're in a place cal Led Sleepy Hollow in up-state New York,' | ;aid. "lI'he east bank of the
hudson river is just over there.'

" Ahh, thanks - . .' He glanced briefly towards the trees.

"New York is part of the continental United States,' | added heLpfully. 'North America?

I Ic looked at nme blankly. .1 low fir is that from Jerusal enf

| thought it over and, as | worked out the answer, | was also thinking - Get a grip on vour-~elf,

Re.snick. Don't crack up. This convc'rcall O?i is not actually taking p/ace. You 'ye just been
overwor ki ng

"Jerusal en?' | heard nyself say. '|l would guess that the place you're |ooking for is about five
thousand nmiles and two thousand years away. loday is Sat urday, April t went v'f ft h, nineteen
ei ghty one.
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I Tul rowtted.
"ihat's using the ( iregorian calendar,' | explained. 'Year One was about seven years after your
presutmmed date of birt hi. | don't know what year this is according to the Jew sh cal endar hut |

could find out

if you're interested. Anyway, for what it's worth, welconme to the twentieth century.

The Man took the news with an inpassive nod. '|I think I'min trouble.'

That was where | nade ny second big m stake. What | should have said was - 'That's tough, | ook
I'"mbusy' or 'l only see people by appointnment. Call ny secretary'. O told himto take it down
the street. | didn't. But even now, | still can't quite accept the idea that that option was not
open to ne. | was filled with a sense of foreboding hut suddenly | wasn't frightened any nore.
felt this great longing to know well up inside ne. To find out what had really happened way back
when this thing had started and what he was doing here. There had to be an angle, and there was
only one thing to say. 'You want to conme in and talk about it?

The first thing | did after I got himsettled was to excuse nyself and call Mriamfromthe phone
in the kitchen. 'He's back

"Who' s back?' she said.

"Who do you think for crissakes? Unh, | nean - '|I |lowered nmy voice and nade a nental note to
reprogranmme ny vocabul ary. After all, The Man was in the next room 'The DOA we | ost on Saturday
ni ght.'

There was a stunned silence at the other end of the line. 'Leo, are you putting ne on?

"I wish |l was, Mriam' | said. 'l really and truly wish I was.' | nmeant it too, despite the

curiosity that now consunmed ne. For either of us to have anything to do with this guy could only
lead to trouble. In our circle of friends and business associates there were two surefire ways of
committing social suicide. Going broke and getting religion. And the |ast was the worst.

"But, Leo,' said Mriam "l'his is absolutely fantastic.'

"Yes,' | said cautiously. 'l guess it is.'

"I-low did it happen?

"Well, he didn't cone by Checker Cab,' | said. '"I-lowdo | know? He just appeared. What can | tel
you?'

' kay, okay. What kind of shape is lie in?

"I he's line," | replied. "l Ic looks great. lie's sitting on the sofa in the Iiving-room
"\ X" hai doing?

"I )rtnking. lie was thirsty. | gave hima driitk.

| -her voice tui ned sharp. What of? Water, collee, Coke?

27

Doctors . . , lie was her patient already. 'No,"' | replied. 'A glass of red wine.' -

"Wne . . ?

'That's what he asked for,' | said. Irritated by her tone of voice. 'Look, how soon can you get
her e?'

"Ch, wow. . . that's a problem | just can't wal k out of here. I.ook, unm- 'She sounded confused.
~['Il come as soon as | can.'

"Ckay. How soon is that?' | said, pleased to have regai ned the upper hand.

"Maybe not till tonmorrow norning. It's tough to find soneone to cover for you on a Saturday. |'l|
come out there as soon as | come of F duty. My parents were expecting me over but -'Never mnd
about them' | said. '"They'll still be there next week.

Are you sure you can't make it any sooner? Tell 'em your grandnother's been taken sick. O that

she's dying or sonething.
"Leo,' she said. 'This is not like cutting classes in Junior Hi gh School. Saturday night's the

busi est we have in Enmergency. They conme in by the bus-load. | don't have an excuse to pull out and
if I told themthe truth, they'd call up the men in the white suits.'
"You don't have to tell ne," | replied. 'Wiy do you think I want you up here? | need soneone to

tell me I'mnor having a nervous breakdown.'
There was a slight pause at the other end of the line. 'Do you wi sh you were?

"I don't know,' | said. 'At the nonment, I'mtoo confused to tell you what | feel. | need nore tine
to think about it.'

"Ckay, listen,' she said briskly. "I'lIl get there as soon as | can. .tslean~ while don't let him
Qut -of your sight.'

"Ch, gee, thanks, l)oc,' | said. 'Just how am | supposed to do that? You saw what happened at the
hospital. If he decides to take off again, there's no way | can stop him'

"I know that,' she replied. 'Just keep himtal king. Ask himwhere he's been all week.

| thanked her t'or the suggestion and rang off. | svent back into the living-roomhalf expecting
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to find it enpty. Half hoping woul d be nearer the truth. Hut he was still there. standing by the
wi ndow taking in the view, glass in hand. | he turned towards me and eyed ne silently.

"lii, hos~ are you doing? | said. Youi know just to get things

L~oi ng.

"Fine." He raised his enpty glass. 'Is it okay if |, er

"Sure. Help yourself.'

"Il ow about you?' he asked.

"Yeah, great.' | couldn't help smling. 'This may sound stupid hut | can't get over the way you
tal k. Just like an Anerican. The accent is not home-grown but you speak better than nost of the
ki bbut zi m we

get in town.' -

1'hat made himsnmile too. 'How did you expect nme to speak? |.ike
sonmeone out of the Saint James's version of the Bible?
"I don't know,'-! replied. 'In Aramaic, | guess.

"If I did, you wouldn't understand a word | said.' He filled both glasses to the rimand handed
one over. 'Talking to people is easy. It's getting through to themthat's the problem The

i ntroduction of |anguage was a retrograde step. Designed by sone friends of mne to keep people
apart. To prevent them from understandi ng one another.'

I made a nmental note to ask himwho his friends were. W sat down with the coll'ee table between
us. He put his feet up onit. Mriam s bandages were still in place. Over them he was wearing a
pair of |eather sandals with studded soles. They |ooked as if they had pounded down a few stony
roads in their time

He saw nme | ooking at them 'Ronman Arny sandals,' he said. 'The best there is. A centurion gave
themto nme after | cured his servant. The pair | had before this took nme to Britain and back
before they finally gave out.'

Amazing,' | said. 'l didn't know you went to Britain,'
He nodded. 'Onh, yes, | went all over. | was on the road f'or twelve
years.'

"It's not in the Book,'

"No.' he said. 'It got edited out.'

"In fact, if! renenber correctly,' | continued,' after the account of your birth there's nothing
until that bit in Jerusal emwhen you are twelve, then we don't pick up on you until you're around
thirty.'

"Thirty-four,' he said.

| realised | was going to have to get hold ofa copy ofthe New '|I'estanerit and hone up on the text
so as | could ask the right kind of quest ions, \~'e sipped wine in silence for a while t hen

eventual ly, svith studied casual ness, | put nmy feet up on the table too. And | renieniher t hiri
king t hat | would have give ii anything fbr Rabbi | .ucksteu!n, who bar-nitzvahed nme, to have
been able to walk in so as

29

I could introduce him Then | saw The Man | ooking at ne and wondered if he could read ninds.

"That phone call was to Mriam' | explained. 'She was the doctor who bandaged your hands and feet
and. ..’

He nodded. ' Ahhh...'

"You ook a lot better than when
your side?

He smled. 'Ch, you nean where they stuck the spear? Miuch better.'

"You nust let Mriamtake a | ook at you. She'll be up here tonmorrow.' | grinned. 'In the neantineg,
I'' m supposed to keep you talking.'

He | ooked at ne over the top of his glass. 'That's okay with ne but | don't want to interrupt

ast saw you,' | said. 'How are the, er... How s the wound in

anything. | noticed you have a heap of papers on the table over there.'

"It's not inportant,' | said, not meaning it. After all, | thought, I didn't have to be in the
office until Mnday niorning and with any |uck, he night be gone by then. 'Just make yourself at
hone,' | continued. 'I've got a big garden. There's a bike in the garage, a stack of hooks and

colour TV. You nmight find that interesting if you want a quick up-date on what's going on.'

And if he got bored, there was always the chance that he nmight mend the rail around the v~andah
or put up a few shel ves.

"Thanks,' he said. 'The problemis, |I'mnot sure just how long |I've got.'

I received the news with nixed feelings. 'How do you nean?

"I mean |I'mnot sure what's happening,' he said. 'As | understood it,! was supposed to he in
Jerusalem' He rubbed his forehead. 'Wat year did you say this was?'
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" Ni net een hundred and eighty-one. I!'" | renmenber correctly, certain religious historians put the
date of the, er, of your death around the mddle of March, twenty-nine Al).

He nodded. 'The fifteenth year of the reign of Tiberius.' He dropped his head on to the back of
the sofa and closed his eyes. 'Wat a ness.' After a while, he raised his head and | ooked at ne.
"You nust he wondering what |'mtalking about."'

| spread my palns. 'Look, I'mjust an ordinary guy. 1 can't even begin to understand what this is
about, or what it has to do wit Ii flue, arid | realise that you may not have tine to tell me but
we have to start somewhere. Let's go hack a week. What's the last t hing you

renmenber happening in Jerusal enf’ -

He sat up a little. 'l was lying inside this rock tonb wapped in a long strip of linen." | Ic
gestured with his hands. 'One half was underneath ne, the other half was fol ded down over ny
head.'

Whi ch was good news for fans of the Turin Shroud.

"l don't quite understand,' | said. 'How could you know about that? You were supposed to be dead.
lie shook his head. '"No. It was only Joshua's body that had ceased to function.'

"Joshua's body?'

"Yes,' he replied. 'Joshua was the given nane of ny host-psyche. W both shared the sane vehicle.
The thing you call a body. To us, it's a nobile life-support system It was really his.! just
lived there. It wasn't an ideal arrangenment but there was no alternative.

Ch, boy, | thought. Wait till Mriamhears about this. 'Maybe we could cone hack to that later,"' |
said. 'Ckay, you were in the tonb. Then what?

He shrugged. 'Tue next thing | renmenber is opening ny eyes and finding nyself Iying on the table
in the hospital norgue and you standi ng over ne.'

"Wait a mnute,' | said, 'Wat about the alleyway?

He frowned. 'All eyway?

"The crew of a police patrol car found you |lying naked in an alleyway on the east side

of Manhatt an. They cal |l ed an anbul ance, whi ch brought you to the Manhattan General where severa
people, includirig Mriam exam hed you before your body was sent down to the norgue. Are you
telling me you don't renenber any of that?

"No," he said. 'Just waking up and seeing you.'

"Ch, cone on,' | cajoled. 'You can do better than that. Try and think back. The ambul ance that

pi cked you up was stolen from outside anot her hospital about fifteen nminutes before the police
found you. 'I'he two men who picked up your body nust have known you were comi ng. Who were they?
Wy did they bring you to the Manhattan General ?

He | ooked at nme with the baflied frown of a nman who did nor know what | was tal king about. 'I'd
like to help you, Leo, but | can't. As |I've tried to tell you, I"'mnot in control of this
situation.'

"( Ykay,"' | said. But ifyou do find out who was involved, 1'd like you to tell ne. It I'mgoing to
he part of t his, |I have a right to know wha(s goiiig on.'

31

" Absol utely,' he replied.

I had a sneaking suspicion that he wasn't levelling with ne but what coul d! do? Sonme words came
into my mnd - Wiat is hidden is hidden. Hadn't he said that? Wether he had or not, he held al
the cards. The whol e situation was so bizarre, the only course open to nme was to play it by ear
whi | st keeping an eye on the nearest exit~ | resunmed the interrogation. 'Were did you go when you
| eft the hospital ?

He smiled. 'Back inside the rock tonmb. This time, ny two crewnen were waiting for me. My sudden
di sappearance had caused a certain anount of confusion. | explained where |I'd been - or rather
where I'd found nyself - then we made contact with the |longship. W sent-Joshua's body through
first, then the three of us were beaned aboard.’

| tried to keep a straight face. 'You nean like in. . .?" He nodded. 'Yes. Like in Star Trek.'

I had to laugh. 'How do you know about that?

"Fromyou. The inages were in your mnd.'

"I't must be hard to keep a secret when you're around,' | said.

He shook his head. 'Not really. |'ve just got good antennae. | can sense that you're bursting with
guestions you want to ask nme and 1'd like to answer thembut - ' He shrugged ruefully. '"It's not
that sinple.

"You nean you can't describe the indescribable,' | said. Thinking

- Here we go. Thel assic cop -out.
He smiled. "No. It's not a cop-out, Leo. As long as you are |ocked into the physical world you
will never be able to conprehend m ne. You conmunicate with other human bei ngs through the spoken
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word, and it's possible to reach themon another |evel through nusic. But can you go beyond that?
Can you i magi ne bei ngs who use a form of | anguage which begi ns where mnusic | eaves off? The answer
is "No. You can't."” Your brain contains censor blocks which prevent you fromreaching this | eve

of understanding. Man is capable of soaring flights of imagination but he can tiever fly high
enough. That's why we have to cone down to earth. But you nust renenber hat the Star Trek-Star
Wars terminology is no nore than a verbal shorthand to help you understand what |'mtal ki ng about.
Because he only way we can communicate is by using words arid cGOicepts ,'ou are fiinuihiar wth.
"lI.ike you did before.'

He smiled. 'Yes. But this tine, I'll try and spare you the parables.' Reading this, you may think
that I was handling the situation with an incredible amount of cool. Not so. My insides were
quivering like Jehlo. But the truth was that, after the initial shock had worn off, The Man was a
very easy person to be with. But don't misunderstand ne. He was no pushover. And | was well aware
that being around himcould be bad for your health. The point I'mtrying to make is this. You read
about someone like him or sone other youthful overachiever |ike Al exander the Great and one gets
a feeling of awe. But in the case of The Man, that feeling of awe is the result of two thousand
years of relentless brai nwashing by the people running the road show Meeting himface-to-face was
sonet hi ng el se. Because, to all external appearances, he was just |ike any other ordinary hunan
being. It was true he had the kind of eyes that could burn a hole right through you, but apart
fromthat he was no nore remrarkabl e than any of the hundreds of people you pass every day in the
street on your way to work. If the sky over Sleepy Hollow had split open in a blaze of Iight and
had been deafened by heavenly organ music, or a Stan Kenton version of The Last Trump, | might
have felt differently but here he was, sitting on the sofa in ny living-roomwth his feet up on
the coffee table. Splitting a bQtle of wine with nt.

Respect ? Sure, that was sonething | felt even though he had gone out of his way to nmake ne feel at
ease. Caution? Yes, certainly. Especially now that | knew he could read ny mnd. And al so because
I had no way of knowi ng what mi ght happen fromone mnute to the next. A sense of wonder? Yes,
that too, for the first fifteen minutes or so. You haVe to renenber that |1'd spent nost of the
week bei ng amazed at what had happened the previous Saturday at the hospital. These days, things
change so rapidly, people learn to adjust. And let's face it, ane is a difficult thing to sustain
Especially for a New Yorker

‘"Let ne try and get something straight,' | ventured. 'Does the fact that you went back to first-
century Jerusal em when you di sappeared fromthe hospital norgue mean that tine is . . . ?

" Si mul t aneous? Yes . - -

lust Iike that.

"I'he news was stunning. My mind couldn't react to all the inplicatrons. | just accepted the fact
nmeekly. 'So, does that nmean that birth, life and death are sinultaneous events?

“I'"hat's right,' he said. In the sante way that the beginning, mddle and end of'a hook exi st
between the | rout and hack covers - but you

only live your life story one page at atine.' He eyed me with a snmle. 'Does that bother you?

~I"mtrying not to think about it," | said. 'Tell nme about the starship.’
"You nean the | ongshi p? The vessel that cane to rescue ne?’
"Yes.'

‘Ckay,' he said. 'But first, you have to renenber what | told you about word images. Because no
matter how | phrase it, this story is going to end up sounding |like a cross between a novie
scenario witten by CGeorge Lucas and Tolkien's Si/mars/lion.'

"Don't worry," | said. "I'll try and read between the lines.’

He paused and rubbed his forehead. 'I'mtrying to figure out howto give you this w thout the
trimmings.. . 'He sat up, put his glass on the table and his feet on the floor and used his hands
to underscore what he was saying.' Three of us were sent here to nmake contact with a group of -
let's call them "colonists" - beings like us that cane to Earth a long, long tine ago. There was
no response to our signals on the way in, or after we'd gone into orbit so | cane down with one of
my crewnen to find out what had happened. The | andi ng nodul e - and renenber these are your words
I'musing -devel oped a mal function on touchdown. As a result, the two of us were nmarooned.jhe
second crewran, who was piloting what you would call the command nodul e, went to get help. And
that took about thirty earth-years to get here.'

The words cane out as casually as if he was telling me how the car he was driving had stalled on
the exit ranp of the Brooklyn Bridge on the way in to the office in Manhattan

| tried to accept it in the sane way. Even so, ny eyes were |ike saucers. '| see. So what does
that make you - some kind of spacenman?

‘"Not really,' he replied. -

"What are you then?' | said gingerly. 'An angel?
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He snmiled. "Don't let it worry you. | ct's just say that |I'mfromout there sonewhere.

"You nean from anot her gal axy?' | insisted.

He shook his head, 'No. From another universe.'

I nipped the soft skin olny left hand with the thunb and f'orefinger of the right, digging in the
nails until it really hurt. To convince nysehl~ once nore, that | really was sitting there having
this conversation. '['hamit was not just a dream At t he back of ny mnd there

lurked the idea that sonme prankster mght have popped acid into nmy jar of instant coffee. But on
the other hand, | had had a reasonably sane conversation on the tel ephone with Mriam and there
were none of the sensory or colour distortions associated with a normal rip. | focussed ny
attention back on to what The Man was sayi ng.

'. - - and so the crucial question was - what did we do until the rescue ship got here? The only
way we coul d survive was by incubating inside a host body, |ike yours. Only there was no guarantee
that we could escape fromit unharmed.' He shook his head, remenbermmg~ 'The problens.. . | can't
tell you.' He unclenched his fists and tapped his chest. 'You can't know what it's |like to be
trapped inside one of these things.'

"How could 1?" | said. 'I've never known any other kind of existence. At |least, not one | can
remenber. Was it bad?

"Horrendous,' he replied. "A thirty-year nightmare. And it stillisn't over.' He nade a fist. 'They
promi sed me. Go through with the Crucifixion, the Resurrection and that's it. Next stop hone.
Instead of which, | end up in the twentieth fucking century.' He saw the look on nmy face. 'I'm
sorry. | guess I'mnot supposed to talk like that. Your brain just went into spasm’

I swallowed hard. 'Listen. As far as |'m concerned, you can say whatever you like. | just think

you ought to know that there are a few words in ny nenory bank that are not neant to be used in
polite conpany. They don't upset nme but there are a Iot of people around who have very firm
opi ni ons about you. And they wouldn't be at all happy to hear you talk like that - even though the
Book says that you came on a little strong now and then.' | snmiled at him 'Mybe some of the
flavour got lost in translation.'

"W lost alot nore than the flavour,' he said. He relaxed a little. 'But you're right. There were
times when | got a little up-tight. | didn't realise how hard it would be to get through to
people. But that hit in the Tenuple was special. | was trying to get nyself'arrested. The vesse
that had come to rescue me was in solar orbit between Earth and Mars. Just one of a whole fleet of
shi ps strung out between here and the Tine Gate. E~verybody was waiting. | had to get themto kil
me. '

My brain tried vainly to grapple with these new disclosures. Every linme he spoke, the cosnic

canvas h~ was painting got bigger and bigger. | battened on to his last words. "s~hy was it you
had to die?
"Because ii was the oidy way | could escape fromthis hung.' lie

tapped his chest again. 'Joshua's body.'

"But why did sonmeone el se have to kill you?' | asked. 'Wy didn't you just junp off acliff? O
cut your wists?

He shrugged. 'Good question. Al | can say is that was the way it had to be done. There were
reasons. Let's leave it at that.' He poured out sonme nore w ne. -

I wanted to ask himwhat those reasons were but | decided to wait until he volunteered the
information. After all, it was just a bare seven days since he'd been crucified and although his
body had been miracul ously heal ed, the event was clearly very much on his mind. | tried a slightly
different tack. 'Tell nme, if the main reason for the Crucifixion was to enable you to get out of
your body, or rather, Joshua's body, why are you back in it now?

"Ahhh, it's not the same,' he said. 'It's been - how shall we say - reconditioned? Unlike yours,
it is no longer subject to the physical |laws that govern Tine and Space hut, apart fromthat,
under normal circunstances it's virtually inpossible to spot the difference. That was the whole
point of the Resurrection. It was to prove that | had power over death. That | was able to cone
back as a fully functional, three-dinmensional human being. But nobody warned nme that tine-trave
was part of it. That's why I'mnot sure what |'m doing here. Wien | found nyself on that slab in
the norgue instead of on board the |Iongship, | was sonewhat dismayed -'Di smayed?' | interjected.
He smiled. 'I'"mthinking of ny image. When |'d recovered fromthe surprise, ny first thought was
that there had been a technical hitch. Riding a beamis not the nost fool proof nethod of
transportation. But now that |I'm back here again, I'mnot so sure. 'i'hc odds against hitting the
sanme tine-slot as a result of' a malfunction are astronomical. | have a feeling that this nay be
anot her part of the mission they haven't told nme about yet.' He shrugged. 'It wouldn't be the
first surprise they'd sprung on ne.'
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' How do you nean?' | said.

' The breakdown of the | anding nodule was rigged. | was dunped here. They broke the news to ne
about a year ago when the rescue fleet entered the galaxy.' He gave me a wy smle. 'Looking hack
| suppose it was the only way to get me to go through with it.

I swal | owed what was left in nmy glass. My firce nust have shown that ny brain was going into
over | oad.

36

"l guess it must be difficult for you to take all of this on board,' he

sai d.

"It is," | admtted. 'We've barely started and al ready we've opened up several Kking-sized cans of
beans. | just hope we're going to have enough tinme to go over sone of these areas in nore detail.
" Maybe we will, nmaybe we won't,' he said. 'At the nmonent, | have no way of telling. Cross-tine

communi cation is possible but unless the |Iongship knows exactly where Lam we can't nake contact.
In any case, it's just acting as a relay station. The control point for this phase of the mnission

is on the other side of the Tinme Gate.' He paused. 'I think | just |lost you again.'

"Totally,' | replied. "I"'mway in over ny head. But don't worry.

Just keep going. I'lIl try and sort it out later. The exercise will be good~ for ny brain. You
mentioned this Tine Gate before. Wiat exactly is

-it?

"It's the novable interface between your world and mine,' he said. 'Between tenporal and non-
tenporal space. The secret door through which we enter and | eave the cosnps. Wi ch opens only for
the brief nonent of our passing then vanishes with its closing. Invisibly sealing the fabric of

t he physical universe which will never again be opened at that point in space for the rest of
time. It is thus that the Enpire is protected fromthe forces that seek to destroy it.

As | listened to him | was praying that he would hang around until Mriamgot there. | wanted
sonmeone else listening in. Let's face it, this was pretty wild stuff. | knew that no one, in their
right mnd, was going to believe nmy unsupported testinony. On the other hand, after listening to
us, they mght throw us both in the nut house. | perceived a partial answer to ny predi canent.
"Uhh - would it be okay with you if we got sonme of this down on tape?

'Yes, sure, go ahead,' he said.

I went to fetch the small IBMdictation nmachine that | carry around in ny Sansonite, checked that
it was working, and laid it on the table between us. Then | took a deep breath and started in
again. 1'd lost all count of time, and was hopelessly tangled in the various threads of the story.
It was just too big to handle. In the end, | opted for the sinuplest question | could think of.
"Listen," | said. 'Tluere's sonething Mriamwanted to know. What have you been doing all week?
Frying to convince ny friends iii Jerusalemthat i 'in a real live person,' he replied, '"and riot
soni ¢ kind of ghost."'

37

H s eyes fastened on mine. 'But in spite of what you've said, you believe ne.'

I wriggled unconfortably under his gaze. 'Look, uh, | already told you. Religion's never been a
big thing with ne. Especially ny own.

"Religion is not what it's about, Leo,' he said. "I'hat's sonething you people dreanmed up. Wat
I"mconcerned with i s awareness.'

| grinmaced. 'You nmay have trouble in putting that across. | hate to tell you this but, in the |ast
twenty years, "awareness" has becone one of the world's great clichés. It's been exploited by all
the wong kinds of people.

"I know,' he said. 'The other side has been busy.

'The other side?" | ventured cautiously.

‘"Yes,' he said. 'Didn't you know there was a war going on?' | hesitated, unwilling to respond to
his question, but | couldn't think of a way our. 'You mean all those stories about a ceasel ess
conflict between the Forces of Light and the Forces of Darkness are true?

"Yes,' he said.

My brain began to back-pedal. 'Sounds interesting,' | said flatly. '"But |I'mnot clear on where
fit into any of this. | nean, this is big | eague stuff. Wat can | do?
"That's sonmething we still have to work out,' he said.

My face nust have been a picture.

"l .eo,' he said. 'This is one fight where you can't stand on the sidelines. Al ofus are involved
whether we like it or not. So you mght as well get used to the idea.’

Ckay, | thought. But don't expect ne to volunteer | or hazardous duty. I'mstrictly a rear-echel on
nman.

I f he picked up nmy cowardly thoughts, he did not reveal it. The one thing |I did not need was news
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of an i mm nent Arnageddon. | decided to steer the conversation back to sonething nore innocuous. "I
i magi ne your people nmust be wondering where you are.'

"Yes,' he mused. 'I wish there was sunue way | could nake contact.'

I nmust tell you, | fo nod it oddt hut lie cots Id nt. | nmean, fromt he way he'd been built up by

the Roman Church, you'd have expected himto have a direct line. But | didn't press the point.
"Where were you when yoti nmade t Ins last time-junmp?

"In avillage a fewniles fronri [crusalem' lie said. 'A place called Bethaiuy. | v~"as ralkiitg
To ny brother Janmes and sonic of t lie ~lwelve --

"The disciples? | asked.

"Yes,' he nodded. 'My nother was there too. | wal ked out of the house expecting to be beaned up to
the longship and - 'He snapped his fingers. ' - there | was, outside this place.'

I nodded synpathetically but tried to hold back on the concern. 'The Book does nention your sudden
di sappearances in that period after the Resurrection, but the witers are a little hazy about your
movenments. Which i s understandable. They weren't there when it happened.’

"Have you read the New Testanment?' he asked.

"Not fromcover to cover,' | admtted. 'But | know the general outline. And | can tell you one
thing for sure. Nobod~entioned you had a sense of hunour.'

lie snmled. 'There were times when that was the only thing that kept ne going.'

"Vell, the laughs aren't in the Book,' | said. '"But it's still sold a |lot of copies. From what
you' ve already told ne it's clear they didn't get anything |ike the whole story. But let's face
it, they're only human. Now that you're here, why don't we use what tinme you' ve got to set the
record straight? Let's get as much down as we can, then you deci de what you want to do with it.'

' Ckay,' he nodded. ' Good idea...'

It had to be. 1'd been watching the bottle of wine. I'd had two glasses. he'd had six. And it was
still ful

11

Chapter 3

I lefi The Man in charge of the magic bottle and went and nade nyself a cup of cofFee. At the back
of my mind was a hazy menory of himdoing something like this befbre, but | couldn't renenber
whether it was with a cask of wine, a pitcher of water or a jar of oil. |I phoned Mriamfromthe
kitchen and asked her to bring ne a copy of the O & NT. She told ne she'd nmanaged to tal k her way
of Tmlie Saturday night detail and would drive up in a borrowed car. She thought she woul d
probably reach Sl eepy Holl ow around el even and asked nme what | was doi ng about food.

I told her that |'d brought enough for the two of us and that | had the inipression that our guest
wasn't moo concerned about his calorie intake. It was, of course, the wong thing to say.

"He drinks, doesn't he?" she said severely. 'What makes you think he doesn't eat?

"Ckay,' | said. '"If you want to play the Jewi sh nother, bring U- a bag of bagels."’

"I'here was a withering silence at the other end of the line.

"Hub,"' | said. 'You still there?

"I'll see you later,' she said. And hung up on nue.

| carried nmy coffee hack into the living-roomand resumed ny recorded conversation wit ii The Man.
"You nentioned coming from another universe. | knowthat's otie of our word-concepts but, accord
tugtot lie diet ionary, '"universe'' tuieans 'l he totality oft hirugs which exist'' ''anot her
universe'' is acmiit radiction in terns. So what cx~'cT ly are we t a | king about?

"A universe which lies beyond t he boundat tes of exter nal reality - which you usc as a yardstick
to prove the ''existetuce'' of

12

everything within it.' He paused as he saw ne frown. 'Think of it this way - you're famliar with
the one you can see -'You nean the one which falls within the spectrumof visible light?

"Yes,' he said. 'The optical universe. And your radi o-astrononmers are busy nmappi ng ot hers conposed
of X-ray and other high-energy sources that give you, for instance, a very different picture of
the sun. It's no longer just a yellow disc broken by the occasional solar flare. You accept this

i nvi sible aspect of the sun because scientific instruments have confirmed its existence. So it
shoul d be easy for you to accept the idea of a parallel universe which "exists" al ongside your own
but which you cannot see because it is on a different wavel ength. Now, just as a host of short,
medi um and | ong wave radi o programres can pass through this room sinmultaneomv, my world is

superi nmposed upon the space-tinme continuum you perceive as the physical universe. It inter-
penetrates yours conpletely, and it is able to do this because, like the radio programmes, it does
not take up any space. Even so, it is as "real" as your own yet your mnd does not admit of its
exi stence. Why? Because your brain - which is like a radio set capable of receiving broadcasts
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fromall over the world - has beconme pernanently tuned to one channel. The |ocal station you know
as external reality. The finite world. And the received data is fed into your brain through the

five physical senses. Rut nmany nore worlds lie beyond this one and - 'He | ooked at me with just
the hint of a smle. ' - sonething tells me that you arc aware of this possibility.

"Wll, I"'mnot a conplete dummy,' | replied. 'I've read a couple of books by Curbs Castaneda and
dipped into a third. | believe we have a sixth sense and like to think that we actually do possess
that | egendary third eye. | canu accept the idea of alternative realities just as | can accept the

i dea that we once knew nore than we do now. My crohlemis that | find it inpossible to envisage
what formthose alter~iative realities might take, or how | could exist within themor - and which
is nore to the point - what relevance they have to the one |'tuu part of.

~l he ts%an sniled againi.' Take it fromnme, |.eo, you donu't belong cxclusively to this world.

O herwise, | wouldn't be here.'

| headed for shallower water. '1 .et's go hack to when you first irrived here. Before you entered
Joshua's body. 1)id you conic in a ~tarshil~, longslii p, or whatever, like the ome | hat |
presune is still ioveriiig sonmewhere above first-cent ury Jerusal enf’

"No, sonething snaller.'

| waited expectantly but he did not elaborate. 'Ckay,' | said. 'l won't ask to see the blueprints,

but can you tell ne who builds these things?

' Nobody.' He sniled as he saw ny frown. 'They're brought into being by The Power of The Presence
Just think of them as thought - projections.’

"You nean |like the castles and | andscapes that were conjured up by the power rings worn by the
characters in Mchael Morcock's trilogy, Dancers at the End of Tinme?

He shrugged. 'Yes, sonmething like that. I'mnot trying to evade your questions. There are no words
to describe the workings of our world or howit came to be. Just accept that it is so.
| nodded. 'Ckay, | understand. But it's still very frustrating. Never nmind. Let's nove on. You

said that there were three of you on board."'

"Yes. Two Envoys and nyself.'

"And | assune that you were m ssion commander.’

"Yes. In Earth-terns the Envoys were subordinate to nme but they were both tine-w se. | had never
been t hrough the Tine Gate before.'’

"How did it feel? | asked.

lie chewed over his answer. 'It was quite an experience . . . It's only fair to tell you that a

| ot of our people beconme 'star-struck' on their first trip through the Gate. And some of them
never recover.

Who were they? | wondered. And what happened to then? Did they becone wandering spirits on the run
fromGod's arny? O did they go over to the eneny? | pressed on with ny original |ine of
questioning. 'Ckay, so there are three of you inside this spacecraft, or whatever. Wat do you

| ook Iike?

I could see that was another one of the hard ones. He rubbed his chin and gave m- a | ong | ook
"What are you asking ne to describe

- ny tenporal, or non-tenporal aspect?

"Both,' | replied.

He shook his head. 'l can't. It's like trying to describe a rose to a man who's been blind from
birth. Wrds are useless to describe its colour anid form The only way he can receive an

i npression of the rose is through his other senses. By touching its petals and inhaling its
fragrance. You can only understand what we are like in the same way. Not by touch or snell, but by
reaching a higher |evel of awareness. O if you don't like that word, let's say by enhanci ng your
degree of' perception.’

"That's cheating,' | said. 'Are you trying to tell me that if |'d been there when you stepped out
of the [anding nodule | wouldn't have seen you? The shepherds who were watching their flocks saw
sonmething. O so the story goes. Are you really sure you can't tell nme what it was?

He shook his head again. 'You're the one that's trying to cheat, Leo. You want the answers but
you're not prepared to nake the effort to understand. Renenber the story about the man who threw

seed on to stony ground? The trick is to ask the right questions. Wen you do, you'll find that
you al ready know ti* answers.'

"You nean - "Knock and the door 5e opened"?

He smiled. 'l couldn't have put it b~er nyself.'

"Ch, cone on," | insisted. 'Just give ne a little hint. If I did have this higher |evel of

awar eness, what woul d the three of you have | ooked |ike? In your spacesuits, or whatever.'
He sighed. 'You're a hard nan, Leo.' He drank sone wine and toyed with his glass for a nonent.
"The only way to describe us would be as - |um nous beings. Qur exact shape woul d depend on the
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condition of the observer. The received inmage is influenced by cultural and racial inprinting, as
wel|l as the degree of perception. In other words, you might see us as Persian angels - anatonical
absurdities with seventy-two pairs- of wings covered with eight thousand eyes - or sonething |ike
the board of General Mdtors but with haboes and white suits.'

"Ckay, | get the nessage,' | said. 'Wat kind of shape are you in on the other side of the Tine
Gate?'
The Man gave ne a really odd look. As if |'d asked hi m sonmet hi ng near the knuckle. 'I ani that |

am' he replied.

Sonme answer.

| sat back and finished off ny coffee. ' These two Enmivoys that you nmentioned as havi ng al ready
been through the 'lI'ine Gate. Had they visited us before?

"Several times,' he said. 'They're enshrined in Earth nmythol ogy under many nanes. The Persians
knew t hem as Beshtar and Sorush. Your people know thenu as M chael and Gabriel. M -'l)on't tel
me, ' | interjected. 'Mchael stayed in the command nodul e while you and Gabriel went for the
landing. It's in the Book,' | explained. '(iabrieh's the one that broke the good news to your
flint her.'

‘I don't know whether she saw it like that at the tine," he said. '1

45

remenber at one point, |life became rather conplicated.’

I waved himdown. "One thing at a tine. Let's get back to the spacecraft.

"Leo,' he said. 'Let ne give you sone advice. Don't get hung up on the hardware. The bongshi ps,
the star-sail boats, the transit shells that we're obliged to wear are not really what we're
about. It's just a means of getting here. There was a time, in the First and Second Age, when we
could move freely between our world and yours. W had no need to shelter behind the Tinme Gate. But
in the Third Age, the Age of Darkness, all that changed. The physical universe is now a very
danger ous place.' He paused, searching for the words. 'Perhaps it will give you some idea of what
I mean if! tell you that deep space is not the airless void you inmagine it to be. To us, the
cosnos is |like a vast ocean, the gal axies island-continents separated by the deeps - inter-

gal actic space. The plane of rotation of each galaxy -inter-stellar space - are regarded as seas,
enconpassi ng the star-islands. Such as your sun with its necklace of nine planets. The space
cont ai ned by each star-island and its circling archipelago is called 'the Shallows'. And so on

M chael and Gabri el know nuch nore about this than | do. The point is, before the Age of Darkness,
the Deeps, the Seas and the Shall ows were crystal clear but now, to an unprotected Celestial, it's
i ke swinming through Iranian crude. And the atnosphere on this planet which, despite all the
pollution, you find quite breathable is absolutely unbearable to us. To be trapped in it wthout
the protection o(our transit shells or a host body is |like drowning in a nmixture of boiling tar
and sul phuric acid. Except, of course, we do not breathe, and cannot die. But it would be like
chokifi.g to death - for ever.'

| nodded to showthat |1'd got the picture. 'Nasty. So is that what you call yourselves -

Cel estial s?

"No," he replied. "But that's the nearest we can get using your | anguage.

"Ckay,' | said. 'So, this place you cone from- on the other side of the Tine Gate?
"Think of that as the Celestial Enpire,' he said. 'But don't be misled by the stereotyped inages
conjured up by Star Wars. 'I'he Enpire is boundl ess and tineless. It encoruupasses all of creation

and all of eternity. It interpenetrates the smallest particle of the physical universe hut is
itself tnipretznahle. It is lucre, in this rounuu, within your grasp. Yet it is as far beyond the
reach of your mind as Earth is from

the nost distant galaxy still to be discovered by your astrononers. Many of your nost brilliant
phi | osophers have dism ssed it as an illusion but it is, in fact, the ultinmate reality.
"It also sounds like the ultimate paradox,' | said. 'Let ne check that I've got this straight.

There are two universes

He shook his head. 'No. The Cel estial Enpire contains nine universes. Seven of themlie beyond the
Time Gate through which | cane. Collectively, they are known as The Wrld Above. The other two
space-time universes are known as The World Bel ow. The Cosnos, the physical univ~se w-hieh . you

i nhabit, and the Netherworld -

I cut in to gain sonme breathin~ sp~.' The Netherworld. . . ?

The Man nodded. 'Yes. A ni~or-inage of the Cosnos, but fashioned fromanti-matter. W also refer
toit as the First Universe. It can only be entered through what your Earth astrononers call the
Bl ack Hol es.

The concept of a mrror-universe conposed of anti-matter was not unfamliar. The idea had been
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ki cked around by physicists for several decades. It was only the name that was new. Even so,

could not accept the fact of its existence with the sane ease with which The Man had di spensed the
i nformati on. Those of us who gave any thought to the matter were still trying to grapple with the
| ogi stical problens involved in the creation of our own apparently limtless universe. Yet here
was, confronted with eight nore of the goddam things. It was too nuch to handl e.

The Man eyed ne and snmiled. 'You book worried.'

"Not really,' | replied. 'l think what my system needs is another shot ofcaffein.' | went into the
kitchen, turned on the percolator then Sl)Cke to himthrough the open doorway. 'Let me recap that
last bit to help ne picture it in my mnd. 'ihe space occupied by this planet, the solar system
the stars and the gal axi es beyond is only the second of nine separate universes . . . ?'

"I"hat's right,' he said. 'But don't waste tine trying to construct a tour-dinensional niodel out
in your mind. This is sonuuething that the concept ual processes of the human brain is not
equi pped to handle.'

~\ou mean, because the sevent universes beyond the 'I'inme Gate are nuon-d irpcnsional and non-
tenporal,' | repl red. "Irving to work out in ny logic-hound mnd how, if there were no

di mensi ons, you could tell where one umiverse ended and the next began. 'lhe answer is, of
course, we can't - but Celestials can. It was, as he had warnued, a

~1 7

conceptual problemthat could not be resolved by the conscious part of ny brain whose sole
function was to deal with external reality. Rut this was sonething | did not fully understand
until much later. At that nmonment, my brain hurt and it showed.

He eyed ne synpathetically. '"if you need to give this thing form just think of it as a synbolic,
multi-level pyranid with the First Universe at the bottomand the Ninth at the top.'

| nodded gratefully and returned to the percolator as the boiling water started to bubbl e through
the ground coffee. 'Wich one do you come fron?' | asked, as | returned to ny seat facing him
"The Ninth,' he said, with disarm ng sinplicity.

I"msure there was a lot nore he could have told ne about the set-up in the Wrld Above but you'l
just have to accept, as | had to, that know edge of the Enpire's internal organisation is not
necessary in order for you to be able to understand the rest of' this story.

"Let me ask you something else," | said. 'I"'mconing round to the idea that it's inpossible for me
to visualise the Wrld Above, but how do you see ours? |Is your perception of external reality very
different fromthe i mages ny brain receives when | open ny eyes in the norning?

He nodded soberly. 'Very different . - -'

"And you're going to tell nme that it's too conplicated to explain,' | said.

He shrugged. '"All | can say is that | have "double-vision." My ternporal aspect is equipped with
different |evels of sense-perception that allows mny neta-psyche, the Celestial "ne", to receive a
vi sual inmpression olthe universe that would make no sense to you whatever. At the sane tine, by
dropping into a lower gear, | amalso able to see the world that you think you "see".' He paused,
then added snmilingly. 'The only difference is that my perception of external reality may not be
quite as rosy, or indeed as clouded, as yours.'

"That's what nakes |ife bearable,’ | replied, feeling the need to score one for mankind in
general . 'Okay, let's get hack to the nmission. The three of you came | ooking for these - colonists.
What ki nd ofan operation were they running here?

"I hey were seeding the prime. Iniplanmtitig the genetic matrices fromwhich all I~fCt hroughout
the cosnmps springs.'

'So does t hat nean you nmade us, like it says int he Book of Genesis? | asked.

"Not exactly. Qur people were involved in the devel opnent of an
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~arlier model which, for the sake of this discussion we can | abel 'Proto-Man". The next bit made
himsmle.. 'You' re what the U S Arny night describe as an unofficial field noliification.'
"Don't knock it," | said stoutly. "I"'mall I'v~"got. How many people did you have worki nj here?,’
"Twel ve. " '

I looked at hini in uttej~ as.tonishn~nt. :"l'welve.. .?'

"You nust renenber tl~at'We'r~ not tal ki ng about human beings,' he said. 'These were. Cetestiab
powers. Aeons fromthe Seventh Universe.'

"In other words, heavy cosmic dudes,' | said.

He snmiled. 'It's a reasonably apt description. They m ght not be too happy with it but then, Aeons
do tend to take thensel ves rather seriously. It's inportant to renenber that the world was a very
different place during the Second Age.

"sVhen was that?' | said.

"Ch, along, long tinme ago.'
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" How | ong?"

"Way back. Thousands of millions of years,' he said, waving the question away. 'The Aeons were

al ready at work here before the dawn of geological tine. Mre pointless infornmation. Your mnd
cannot draw any neani ng from such a vast span of tine.'

"It's still nice to know these things,' | riposted. 'l didn't realise we went back that far.'

"You don't,' he said. 'But you can forget all that stuff Darwin is supposed to have proved. You
did not evolve fromwal king apes. Your ancestors began |ife on another plane of existence. Another
wavel engt h whi ch, during the Age of Darkness, was absorbed into the waveband of external reality.
They were |i ke dreaminmages which slowy acquired a solid, tangible shape fromwhich, finally,
they could riot escape. In the Second Age, before this happened, the | andscape was nmuch nore

nebul ous. There weren't the pressures there are now. This crushing force of gravity draggi ng
everything down. If it were possible for you to see it through your twentiethcentury eves, or
eveni through those of the people I've just left, you would think you were on anot her pl anet.
Jupiter perhaps. In any case, it would he unrecogni sable as the present Earth, And if you were to
catch sight of Proto-Man as he was forged in the fire-clouds of the world s dawni ng, you woul d not
recognise himcit her.'

In that case, | Wn't ask you for a description,' | said. 'l ~ get
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back to the colonists. You said that you cane here to nmake contact. How | ong had you been out of
touch?'

"W | ost contact with this galaxy during the Second War of Secession.' He paused. 'This is getting
rat her involved."'

"Just give me the broad outline,' | said. '"If there's tinme, I'll bone up on the fine print later.
"Ckay,' he said. 'But renenmber what | told you about George Lucas scenarios. | have to use your

| anguage but you nust try to nake your nind reach beyond the words.'

"I"'mtrying,' | said. 'But don't expect mracles. |I'mnew at this gane. Unh, by the way,' | added

hurriedly, 'no offence intended."’
"That's all right' he said. 'Listen, Leo, before we go any further. You don't have to treat ne

like the Dean of Yale, or the head of your | .aw School. You're |ooking at one of the founder-
menbers of the school of plain-speaking. So just say whatever's on your nmind. If |'d wanted the
red carpet treatnent, |'d have asked for the address of the nearest college of Jesuits.

"You got it," | replied. "On with the pre-history |lesson.'

lie took a deep breath. 'Very sinply, the Enpire to which | belong was split by a rebellion which
had its roots in the creation of the Wrld Below The forces supporting the Enpire called

t hensel ves Loyalists, and the rebels were called the Secessionists. In Earth mythol ogy, they are
al so known as the Bl ack Legi ons, Forces of Darkness, the Satanic Hordes, the list is endl ess~
"Don't tell me,'" | said. 'ihey are the bad guys.

He shrugged. 'That depends on your point of view |[|hey've evolved a very persuasive argunent which
casts us as the villains of the piece and themas the protectors of the universe which, according
to this novel thesis, we are out to destroy. A neat twist.' He sniled. 'Anyway, to cut a |long
story short, we won the First War of Secession. '|I'he rebels were banished to the Netherworld.'

" The universe of ant i-matter

"Yes,' he said. 'It was a prison. That was the sol e purpose behind its creation. W couldn't go in
there, and they couldn't get out. O so we thought. There was a period of relative cal mduring

whi ch we began the work of reconstruction, then the rebels broke out of the Netherworld through
the I)ark ( ates and swept t hruugh the universe like a forest fire. Ihe Second War of Secessi on
has been raging for about two htitido.."'d mllion years.'

1 lows it going? | said.

He grimaced. 'W're not doing too well at the n3onent. But don't worry. It will all work out.'

I wondered if he knew that, at that nom-it, | was not worried in the slightest degree who the
eventual wi nner mght be. | was busy telling nyself there was no need to pick sides.

Hi s voice broke nt9 ny thoughts. 'One of our. problens is that the power grid - th~ network of
channels linking the Enpire with the galaxy prines which '"ser'tie as both ~ailing and signal |anes
- was totally shattered in thg. first assa& lr. W' ve been trying to reconnect the system ever
since so that the Power of The Presence can once again flow through the cosnbs. Until that day, it
has to come in discrete packages - through people like ne.' He snmiled. "Al this may not seem

i mportant to you but to the Celestials in the Wrld Bel ow, The Power of Presence is the |ife-blood
of the universe. It's like the human body. Stop the circulation to any of the |linbs and they begin
to waste away.'

"I's that what happened to the twelve Aeons you had working here?' | asked.

"In a way, yes,' he said. 'Except of course in our case the condition can never be fatal. Just a
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i ngering agony."'

It had never occurred to ne that imrortality mght have its drawbacks too. 'Tell nme about the
Aeons who were stationed here.’

"I will. But first, I'mgoing to have to throw a couple nore nanes at you. Don't worry if you
can't renmenber all this. It's alot to take in first tinme around.' He paused to give ny brain tine
to catch up. 'The word Aeon describes their degree of power in The Wbrld Above. Al Celestials
trapped in the Wrld Bel ow by the Second Wrof Secessi on are know generically as the Amfol k. And
the ancient nane for Earth was Eardh-Ain. The | ast signal we received fromEarth confirnmed that
the rebel s had taken the gal axy and were poised for a final attack on the prinme. This planet. The
colony had turned down a |ast chance to surrender and were preparing to nake a | ast stand. And
that was it. End of nessage.'

"And so, to continue the nedical anal ogy, the colony begins to waste away until, a few zillion
years later, you drop CQut of the clouds |like the Flying Doctor,"' | said, testing the limts of his
good hunour.

He shrugged. 'That's one way of putting it.'

" And when M chael and Gabriel had been here before, under difTérenmt pen-nanes, they were acting
as paranedi cs. Checking the patient's pul se.'
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"Yes,' he said. 'But if! can use another, nore aggressive anal ogy, they were |ike OSS agents sent
in to organi se the Resistance. Earth wasn't totally cut off fromour influence. W managed to make
t he Dccasi ona~ power input; slip a few of our people in under the wire. But it was mainly an

under cover presence. W had human beings fronting for us. Noah - who was nore than a floating zoo-
keeper, Modses, Elijah, Zoroaster, Gautanma Buddha. Al naking an i nput. Keeping up the pressure.'’
"Now that you've nentioned Moses,' | said. 'Were the Jews really

t he chosen peopl e?' -

"You were once,' he replied. 'You know the place called Atlantis~

| nodded.

"Well, the nyths about that particular |ong-1ost continent have their genesis in the history of
our Earth colony and its destruction by he rebels. Fortunately, a small nucl eus of survivors
managed to ~scape the final holocaust. The progenitors of what you now call the hunan race. And
anong them were the distant ancestors of the twelve tribes of Israel.’

"So, in fact, what you're saying is that our forefathers, in whatever guise, came over on the

Cel estial Mayfl ower.'

‘In a sense, yes. But by the tine | got there, the situation had :hanged quite radically.' He
smled. '"To put it in nodern terns -you no |onger had an excl usive.'

"Nevertheless,' | insisted, 'you still turned up at Bethl ehem'
He shrugged. 'l had to start sonmewhere.'
"Oh, cone on,' | said. 'W were expecting you.'

He smiled and relented. "All right. It validated the prophecies and, .n terms of world history, it
was where the action happened to be. The point where G eek, Roman, Jew sh, Egyptiam and Persian
:ulture overlapped. It was the right tinme and the right place for the nessage to create the

maxi mum i ni pact .

'So doesn't that make us the chosen people? | mght have enounced all forns of religious faith
but | still nourished the notion hat | and ny Zionist brothers night have an edge on the rest of
iumanity.

"What | nmeant was that you were mo |onger the chosen people in the ~trict Biblical sense.
hadni't cone just to save the Jews,' he said.

"But to redeem Mankind,' | concluded confidently.

"It depends on how you define Mankind,' he replied, lie clasped us hands together and | eaned
forward, el bows on his knees. "Il he
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truth is, Leo, wh'tn | firs; got here you people were the |east of my concerns. Jews, Gentiles -
in nmy book, you were all expendable. My mission was to rescue our people. The twelve Amfol k who
were inside you.'

"Inside us?" | said. I.d~n"t know why, but the news cane as quite a shock. ~Are you, trying to,
tell ne that the human race has been occupied by your peopWr.

"Yes~' he. said. "i'4~.~i~ where they' ve been hiding ever since Earth and the rest of this gal axy
fell into eneny hands. Renenber what | said about M chael and Gabriel resenbling agents of the
OSS? The situation here is anal ogous to your own recent past. The Second \ X orld War. The universe
is |like occupied Europe. ~I'he Amfol k are the underground resi stance novenent that we are hel ping
to stay alive until the day of liberation. And it's the rebels, your new overlords, who are the
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Nazi s, stanping their Sturmund Drang phil osophy on the cosnmps.' He sat back. 'You don't |ook too
happy. "

I shrugged. 'I may get used to it but right now, I'"mnot too sure | |ike the idea of being taken
over.'

He | eaned forward again and | ooked at ne intently. 'Leo, you haven't been taken over. The Amfol k
are the human race. Your body is no nore than a nobile Iife-support system A vehicle in which
they could shelter until the Enpire was able to rescue them \Xlithout them you'd be just another
race of termites. It is the Amfol k who provi de your guidance system the controlling intelligence
of their earthly hosts. Note the plural. Fromthe very begi nning, they used groups of hosts. A few
hundred at first, then several hundred, then several thousand. Just as the novenents ofa shoal of
fish appear to be directed by a group nmind, so the host-bodies possessed by each of the Amfol k
formed a cohesive unit. They provided himwith a refuge fromthe attacks of the Secessioni st
forces the "evil spirits" of antiquity - and in return he used his powers and know edge of the
world to ensure their continuing survival.'

I nodded to show that | had understood, even though | was still not too sure how |l felt about ny
new y-di scovered role as a minuscule, msplaced cog froni a di snenbered Cel estial machine that |ay
awai ting the arrival of that Big Mechanic in the Sky. "Am| right in thinking that this is where
all those stories about guiding spirits, folk-gods and t Iie soul of' a nation cone fron?

- "Yes,' he said. 'If you can bear with ne, |I'll explain how it happened. ( Mditions
weren't too bad when the Amfolk first went Into
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hi ding but, as the rebels strengthened their hold on the world, the Amfol k were no |l onger able to
exerci se the sane degree of control over their host bodies. As tine passes - and we're tal king
here of~ millions of years - the situation got progressively worse. CGalaxy' after galaxy fell into
the hands of the rebels. Finally, they wested control of the Wrld Below fromthe Enpire and
began to change the nature of the physical universe.'

"Was this the change of wavel ength you nmentioned?" | asked. 'Yes. Man was forced to change npo.
And in adapting to the new environnent, he became totally enneshed in the physical world. Enslaved
by the pain '"and pleasure of a purely naterial existence. And, as 'Brax ground Man into the earth
beneat h his heel, the bel eagured Amfol k began to give up all hope of rescue.'

"And it was no good themtrying to break out,' | added. 'Because there was no way they could have
got hone.'

"Right. . . 'He paused and poured hinself another glass of wi ne.

"Just one thing," | said. '"Wwo is 'Brax?

He sank half the glass before answering. 'The self-styled Lord of Chaos.'

"l understand you're related."’

He nodded wearily.

"Every family has one,'" | said. 'In ours, it's ny cousin Samuel.' | waited for a noment but he
refused to be drawn.

"Let's get back to the war.’

"Ckay,' | said. 'But how about a tine-check?

" Hhmm " He closed his eyes while he worked it out. 'At this point, we're talking about events
that took place ninety nillion years ago. In geological tine it is the last quarter of the
Cretaceous Period -1 cut in. 'You nean when di nosaurs were roanin g around? 'Yes, and when the
Al ps, the Rocky Muntains and the Wiite Ciffs of L)over were in the process of being built. The
next two segnments of geol ogical time brought nore upheaval s: separation of the continents through
|ateral shifts in the Earth's outer mantle; world-w de population tilovenments due to clinatic

changes. (iradually, the cohesion of the original host-groups was destroyed. 'I'bicy split up
interm ngl ed and gradually forgot their collective idetitity. Each i\in-folk I ragnent, hiding
deep within Its human host, no |onger openly renmenbered ii was lan of a greater whole. Celestia

reality becanme a distant dream buried dccl) wit bin mhe sub-

conscious.' He paused and took a sip of wine. 'And that brings us back to your question about folk-
gods. It was the hidden nenory of

this relationship that gave rise to the first prinitive forns of religion and sacrifice. Fromthe
sub- consci ous awareness of the Amfolk that |lived within them canme the idea of a powerful god-
father figure. They recognised this as a psychic force which their enenies al so possessed. By
killing their enemies in battle, or by sacrificing captives, they believed they rel eased trapped
psychi c power that would nmake their own god stronger. And because that |ife-power was believed to
reside in the heart and the head, these cane to be the favoured sacrificial offerings. And since
their gods also had to eat, aninals and other foods were provided in cerenobnies that becane
increasingly elaborate. And as proof of their allegiance and know edge that they owed their
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exi stence to him Earth-Man made the ultimate sacrifice - specially selected nmenbers of their own
tribe.’

"What happened to the Amfol k fragment when its host died?

asked.

it was released into a shadow worl d of nightmari sh oppression

fromwhich it could only escape by entering another new born

human bei ng.

"But wait a minute," | said. 'As | understand it, the spirits of dead people who speak through
these nediuns all say that they're happy and having a good tinme. There's a |lady who clains that
Beet hoven and a clutch of classical conposers are all hard at work witing nusic and that Bertrand
Russel|l is busy revising his ideas about God.'

The Man shook his head. 'Don't you believe it. Like the kami that the Shintoists revere, there are
a lot of disenbodied spirit forces present in the Wrld Bel ow but they are not floating around

di sgui sed as historic figures from Eant h's past.

I was struck by a sudden insight. 'You nmean because - because of the sinmultaneity of tine,

Beet hoven, Handel and all of these other guys are still alive. So these nediuns who claimto be in
contact with them nust sonehow be | ocking on to their creative subconscious. |Is that it?

lie nodded. 'You're on the right track.'

"Ckay,' | said. "I'Il pick it up later. |I .ei's stay with the i\in-folk
"I'hey were in the process of forgetting who t hey were ,

Yes.' lie dowiied sonic wine and took up the story again.

"Slowy, the bond bet ween each Amfolk | ragnient amd its host body
55

deepened; becane stronger through their shared experience. It niarked the beginning of an

i ndi vi dual ~ense of identity. The birth of Man's ego. The rebels did everything they could to
encourage it in an insidious attenpt to blot out all nenory of the Enpire. But despite their

ef Thrts, a di mawareness of belonging to a greater whole remained. A lingering nenory of
immortality; of another existence beyond the confines of Earth. This is why, throughout the ages,
generation after generation of Men have turned their eyes to the skies, often wi thout know ng why,
and have yearned to be rescued. That's what |ies behind Man's death wi sh. The desire to shuffle
off these nortal coils. For despite all the efforts to destroy it, the f'lame of Truth endures.
The i nner know edge of Man's true origins and destiny.' He paused and | ooked ne right in the eye.
"The realisation that you and | are one, Leo.'

That was when | felt | needed a drink

I got up and poured nyself a stiff shot of bourbon and got sonme ice fromthe kitchen. | renmenber
standi ng hol di ng the open door of the ice-box, watching the cubes swirl around in ny glass. To
give me tine to collect nmy thoughts. He had been right to warn nme about George Lucas and Tél ki en.

He coul d have thrown in Doris Lessing as well. The Man had just outlined the best scenario |'d
heard sinmce Star Wars. It had an engaging plausibility but there was no wayl could prove whet her
any of it was true. | just had to accept whatever he chose to tell ne. | was conscious oft his tug-

of -war going on inside ne. An eager, alnost child-like credulity fighting a see-saw battle with
this hard-faced, dism ssive cynicism Wy had his words had such a disturbing effect on ne? And
what was it? Regret for |lost innocence? A nostalgic nmenory of a sinpler tine, for ideals |ong

di scarded? Watever it was | did ny dammedest to bury it under a nountain of indifference. Once
again, | asked nyself the sixty-four dollar question: Wy nme? Wy was he here? Wiy was he telling
me all this? Had | gone quietly crazy? Was | going to wake up in a flowerfilled roomto discover
that everything | had seen and heard in the | ast eight days had been taking place inside my head?

O was | dead? had I, like ihe central character in that story by Mchael Frayn whose title |I was
unable to recall, been the victimof'trat'fic accident on the way to pick up Mriamat the
Manhattan (lencral? Was this (jod's way of breaking the news to me? O was it 'I'he Man who was
crazy? Or niaybe not even The Man at all but sonue netaphysical | reak | rum

anot her star-systemwho, for opaquely alien reasons, had decided to take advantage of ny guilt-

| aden Jewi sh consci ousness by presenting hinself as the Messiah?

| amtelling you this to show you how ny mnd twisted and turned in an effort to get nyself ol

the hook. It was all too nuch, and had conme at totally the¢wong tine. Listen - a two hundred
mllion year war. The Black Legions. Atlantis. The news that we were the aliens. It's okay

t os~ecul at e about such things in the privacy of one's own home but, even if it was true, there was
not hi ng we could do about it. The Twentieth-Century-Flier mght be rocking dangerously on the
rails hum anyone who tried to stop the train would nerely incur the wath of his fell ow
passengers. He and | m ght indeed be one but where did that get us? Life had to go on. Wasn't |
due in court at eleven-thirty on Monday norning? Didn't | still have four depositions to read
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t hrough? Was Resnick the Resolute going to ditch everything he believed in - fane, fortune and
fornicatiofi - because sonme bearded gol den-eyed wi ne-bi bber had taken the wong turning on the way
back to his starshi p? Goddamit, it was only by accident he was here, anyway. He said that

hi msel f.

| closed the door of the ice-box, carried ny drink back into the living-roomand sat down with a
resigned sigh. The better half of ne knew the answers tonost of those questions, and the bl anks

were filled in later. | wasn't crazy and neither was he. He was The Man and he spoke The '1'ruth.
This wasn't a drugged fantasy or death-bed vision, this was really happening. But part of nme had
been dead, and had been brought to life by his presence. | sat there under his gaze and hoped

fervently that the road he nmight propose to |l ead ne down would not be as stony as the route he'd
chosen first tine around.

When |'d proofed nyself against adversity with the aid of the bourbon, | took up the thread of our
conversation. 'Just let ne check to make sure that 1've got this right. Are you saving that what |
think of as ne, is actually part of one of you?

~Yes,' he said. 'It's your soul, spirit, psyche, or whatever you may wish to call it. The ani nus.
The intangi bl e essence which provides the |ife force. The power that enables you to express your
humani ty, as opposed to your biological f'unctions. The part of you which continues to exist after
clinical death turns your body into pot-roast.'

'So does that mean that part ofus goes on?' | said. 'That reincarnation is possible?

57

"It's nore than possible,' he replied. '"It's a necessity.'

"To provide continuing protection for the Amfol k that are trapped here...

He nodded. ' Yes.'

"So, in fact,' | concluded. 'W are the aliens. The extra-terrestrials.'

'Yes. Except, as |'ve explained, the individual psyche is now conposed of el enents drawn from
several of the Amfolk. It's one of these things that is conplicated to explain but it has
sonmething to do with planetary configuration at the tinme of birth, plus a host of other factors.
That goes for Mriam and everybody el se too.'

"Are any of the bad guys mixed up in there too?'

He shook his head. 'No. They work in a different way. They get to your brain through your body.
It's the easiest way to keep control. The way we nani fest ourselves is through the intellect,

i magi nati on, instinct and the positive enotions. By that, | nean | ove, conpassion; not desire and
the urge to screw.' -

I nmulled over this new disclosure. 'Wat you' ve said could explain a lot of things. My star sign
is Genmini. Now | have a plausible explanation for nmy latent schizophrenia. Wuld | be correct in
thinking that these twelve Celestial sleepers are tied in with the signs of the Zodiac and the
whol e astrol ogy hit?

"They're tied in with everything, Leo. There isn't time to go into all of it now Just believe ne
when | tell you that it all hangs together. If | seenmed callous when | said that you were
expendabl e, you nmust understand that | was tal king about ny feelings on the approach phase of thus
m ssion. Fromthe Enpire's standpoint - the overview, if you like - your bodies were, and are,
just vehicles. Mbile hones. The only thing we are interested inis the drivers. It was only ~n ny
own journey through the world that | began to realise the depth and strength of the bond that had
been forged between the Amfol k and their host-bodies, and the pressures that 'Brax had brought to
bear on both of them It was pretty discouraging to discover that npost of them had accepted their

fate. They'd had enough. They didn't want to be liberated. As liir as they were com cerned,
soneone el se could fight the war. For themit was over.' He smiled. 'In the sane way that you w sh
it was over. You resent roe disturbing your cosy routine.'

"That's not fair,' | protested. '|I never said that.'

"True,' he said. 'But do you deny it?

| shrugged petulantly. 'If you're reading ny mind, you nust also

know I"mtrying hard to cone to terns with what you're telling ne. At the nonment, |I'mnot quite
sure howit relates to the big wide world out there.'

The Man sniled again. 'Do you want to know sonething, Leo? Cl ever people, like you, are always the

| ast to understand. The Truth is incredibly sinple; but it's not easy to find The Way. You mnust
first get rid of all the ga'rbage that has collected inside your head. You have to create a clear
path that |eads to understanding. It takes time and a great deal of effort. The bad guys are
constantly | aying down snoke screens. Creating diversions. Feeding you false information. They
will do anything to stop The Truth getting out. It takes a brave man to stand up agai nst them
They have i mmense power, and nmany ways to break you. They can sap your will, corrupt you, ridicule
you and, if all else fails, they can destroy you.
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It sounded as if | might do better to put nmy nmoney on the other team 'Can't you do anything to
stop then?' | asked.

"W've got the power,' he replied. It's right here in the air, the earth, the sea, rocks, trees
and every other living thing. Qur big problemis persuading people |like you to use it.

5()

Chapter 4

Mriamarrived about half an hour behind schedule in a borrowed Pontiac station wagOn. She got out
from behi nd the wheel |ooking nervous and excited. 'Is he still here?

"Yes, relax,' | said. 'l have a feeling he's planning to nake a night of it.' By this time I'd
become adjusted to the idea of spending the weekend with Jesus. The trouble would come when he
decided to apply for a Gcen Card. | put my arm around her shoulder. 'Come on in and say "hell o".
"Hol d on,' she said. 'I've got some stuff in the car.' She opened up the tail-gate. The rear of

the Pontiac was packed to the roofwith food.

"I'"his nust be the first time anybody's robbed a supernarket and taken the store instead of the
money,"' | said.

A\lini am gat hered up two bul gi ng check-out bags. 'Save the jokes. Just help ne get it inside.'
Actual ly, |1'mexaggerating a little. There wasn't all that nuch. Just enough to feed a foot bal
team for a week.

She caught ne rolling my eyes. 'Listen, you told ne you d asked himto stay on here. Mst of it
can go in the freezer.'

W ferried the food through the back door into the kitchen. ~I'he last itemwas a case of red
wine. 'Now that really is sonething we don't need,' | said, as we dunped it on the counter. | told
her about the magic bottle in the |iving-room

"l .eo,' she said primy, "that isn't very funn.

"Mriam' | replied. it's true. | swear it. Honest to God.' | reached for one of the hot tles
she'd brought. ~\%liit is it, |~rench?

"No. Californian.'

| pulled out the bottle and checked the label. '"Ifyou're the soul ol

sensitivity should you really be serving himthis brand?

She began to put things away busily. 'It wa~ marked down. Listen, you can tell him abou.t. Chavez

and the grape-pickers later.'
We packed the ice-box and the freezer and cranmmed the rest into the cupboards then she freshened

up her face with cold water fromthe sink tap and r~n a conb nervously through her hair. | watched
with anusenment as she tucked her blouse neatly into her skirt and adjusted the sleeves of her

j acket .

"Would you like ne to go upstairs and put on a tie? | asked.

"Don't be such a smart ass,' she hissed. 'CGo and see if he's still there.

| edged towards the door, glanced over ny shoulder into the living-roomthen signalled his
presence with a grave nod. She noi stened her lips, swall owed hard, picked up her black bag and

all owed me to usher her into the living room

The Man | ooked over his shoulder as we cane in then rose to face us with a snile. "Hello, Mriam
he sai d.

I didn't bother to introduce him They shook hands. Mriamdidn't et go. She |ooked as if she'd
fallen under a spell. And despite ny confused, self-centered response to the situation, | knew how
she felt. To cone face-to-face with The Man with the full know edge of who you were | ooking at was
a uni que, and overwhel nmi ng experience, despite the lurking prenonition that we night [ater pay
dearly for the privilege

When Mriamfinally found her voice, the tone was blandly professional but |I knew from experience
that she was hiding her enotions behind her matter-of fact medical persona. |)eep down, she was a
wi de- eyed New Jersey kid whose own heart was pounding too |oud for her to be able to hear anything
t hrough her stethoscope. 'That's a good resetting job sonebody did on your nose. No sutures, or
post-op bruising.'

Li sten, you have to start somewhere. |f that makes you smile, put yourself in her place. After
you'd got up off your knees what would you use for openers?

"l heal fast,' he said.

"Good,' said Mriam swallowing hard. 'Is it, uhh - okay ifl check Volt out?

'Yes, sure, whatever you want.' Just |ike that.

Mriamt brew ne a nervous glance. | gave what | hoped was a discreet, reassuring nod. It didn't
hel p to know that he was probably

monitoring all this inner turnoil and quietly |aughing up his wi de, pale brown, woollen sleeve.
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M riam extended a hand and ushered The Man towards the stairs. |I followed themup to the master
bedr oom and peeked round the door. 'Is it okay if | watch?

"Sure,' he said. 'Cone in.

M riam peel ed the bandages of F his wists. There was no trace of the wounds we had seen on the
previ ous Saturday. No scar tissue. Nothing. |I've got to hand it to her. Her eyebrows went up a
good i nch but apart fromthat, she took it in her stride. 'Ch-kay. . . 'she said, in a detached
sing-song voice. 'Let's have a | ook at the feet.

I held nmy breath as the bandages canme off. It was the same story. Nothing to show that an inch-
square netal ~pike had been driven through both feet and then had torn the surrounding flesh as it
had taken the wei ght of his exhausted bbdy.

' Move your toes around,' said Mriam

As he wiggled his piggies, she flexed each foot in turn, gently probing the bone structure with
her fingers. 'Mmm that's amazing,' she said. She glanced up at me. ' The bones that were smashed
are all conpletely sound and back in place.'

"Yes, well, | guess they would be,' | said |anely.

Mriamgot up of T her knees. 'Uh - would you mnd taking off your robe? I1'd like to have a | ook at
your back.'

He stood up, slipped his arns out of the wi de sleeves and pulled the robe over his head.

LTnder neat h, he was naked apart froma loincloth made out of a strip of white linen. The brown
skin covering his | ean torso was unbroken. The hideous bruising and | acerations had di sappeared,
along with the ugly stab-wound just under the ribs on the left side.

‘Incredible,” said Mriam She shook her head in disbelief~ and turned himgently around so that
he was facing her. 'You nust tell me howit's done. It would certainly nove things along at the
Manhatt an General .

The Man snmiled. 'It's easy when you have the Power.' He sat down on the edge of the bed and laid
hi s hands on his knees, palns upwards. 'Il.ook

Ifl had not seen it with ny owmn eyes, | would never have believed it. his appearances and

di sappearances had been m nd-boggling hits of magi c but what followed was absolutely fantastic. A
sharp dent appeared in the skin of' both wists. |ine dent got deeper then

suddenly, the skin was punctured. ~1 ~here was only one way to describe it: two invisible spikes
were being driven through his wists. The wounds began to bleed. | felt sick but | couldn't take

ny eyes away.
Mriamfell down on her knees and grabbed his wists, covering the wounds with her hands. 'Stop it
- please!’

"It's okay,' he said quietly. "It doesn't hurt. It's all in the mnd. Take your hands away and
you'll see what | nean.'

Mriamslowy let go of his wists. She had bl ood on the palns of her hands but the wounds had
vani shed. The skin was quite unnmarked. | stood there with a nmouth like a goldfish, nmy mnd

reeling. Frommy passing acquai ntance with the Book | knew that if he had only done half the
things he'd been credited with it was clear that, even on a bad day, he could out-performthe
conbined talents of the AMA. But if, in his resurrected form he could travel through time and
pul | strokes like this, he was unstoppable. There wasn't a man alive who could touch him ['Il]|
never forget that small but telling denonstration of his power, or the look on Mrianms face as
she knelt in front of him brushing her fingers over the spot where the invisible spikes had
punched t hrough flesh and bone only seconds before.

He took her hands in his. '"Is it okay ill get dressed?
\liriam nodded and got to her feet. She popped the di scarded bandages into her black bag and gave
me an odd | ook. Alnpbst as if everything that had happened had been ny fault. | suppose that after

years of medical school and six years on the job it must be tough when you run up against your
first cast-iron mracle.

Mriam headed for the door. '|I need a drink. See you downstairs.'

The Man pulled his robe back on. 'l didn't mean to upset her.

| shrugged and did ny best to sound nuatter-of-lact. 'All doctors are the sane. They don't |ike
being out-smarted by their patients. l.et's face it, that was pretty spectacular.' It was nore
than that but | didn't go overboard. After all, there mght be nore to come. If so, | would need
every superlative | could lay hands on. | showed himhis roomand the toilet just in case he night

wish to use either; then we went downs t airs.

Mriamwas sitting by the fire with her hands cupped round a gl ass thuat held enough vodka to put
a Cossack and his horse under the table. |)rink usually nmakes her happy. This tinme, she | ooked a
little subdued. But in view of what we'd just wit nessed it was understandable. We turned down the
lights and sat around the flanes and tal ked - nminly about ourselves. The Man was curious to know
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where we were from what we did and why, and how we had cone to be together. Et cetera. Wth his

ability to read m nds he nust have known what we were going to say. | can only think that he
wanted to conpare what came out of our nmouths with what was going through our heads.. So Mriam
and | laid edited versions of our life stories on him Maybe he reached into our nenories and

gathered up the bits we left out. If he did, he was kind enough not to ask any awkward questi ons.
Eventual |y, we noved on from True Confessions to Anerica in general and the global situation. W
told himthat it was a ness and that, sooner or later, things would have to change radically. The
troubl e was no one was sure that things would change for the better. The major political systens
of both East and West were now recognised to be norally and econonically bankrupt. And it was no
good | ooking to religion for salvation. O the two major faiths, the Christian church had been
spiritually bankrupt for centuries, and oil-rich Islamwas suffering fromfundanentali st

schi zophreni a; Judai smyou coul dn't give away.

" Ask al nost anybody,' said Mriam 'and they will tell you that the world is going mad. But 0(obody
believes in anything strongly enough to actually start doing sonething about it. Resolve has been
replaced with resignation.

I knew what she was tal king about but | tended to take a nore optimstic view After all, people
have been saying that the world was going down the tube ever since God told Noah to build the Ark
Despite what Henry Ford said about history it did, at |least, prove one thing: man was the great
survivor. Wien | pointed this out it nade The Man snile

"Wth alittle help fromhis friends,' he said.

And that nade her smile too. | gave her a 'whose-side-are-you-on' |ook then we broke it up and
went upstairs. It was about one-thirty. Mriamsat on the edge of the bed and |istened attentively
as | described his arrival, re-capped our opening dial ogue and pl ayed back the recorded
highlights. She listened with rapt attention for a good hour then switched off with a series of
yawns |i ke open manhol e covers.

"Sorry,' she said. 'l had a tough day at the hospital.’

"l)on't apologise,” | said. 'I'd like to sleep on it too." | clinbed into bed. 'At |east you know
now | wasn't Kkidding about the w ne.

'Ckay, so you were right about that,' she said. 'It's just that sone-

times your jokes are in rather bad taste.'

That made nme sit up. 'Look,' | said, '"there's sonething we ought to get straightened out. This is
a very | aid-back guy we've got here. Ckay, he's special. Sone kind of spaceman, perhaps. | can

even buy the idea that he may really be the Son of God. But he also spent a good bit of his tinme
whooping it up with debt-collectors, hookers and guys who'd junped schul e -She put her hand over

my nout h.

| pulled it away. "WII you let me finish? The point is, |I've never talked to a god before. 'Fhe
only way | can handle this situation is to treat our friend down the hall Iike a normal hunan
being. And | advise you to do the sane, otherw se they are going to ship us to the banana
factory.'

"Ckay.' She kissed ne tenderly. Somehow, only our lips touched. | decided to push my luck. Let's
face it. One way or another, it had been a pretty heavy evening. 'I'mgoing to ask hi mabout that
water into wine bit. If he could do a nunber on a couple of hundred thousand gallons fromthe
Hudson Ri ver we could be in business. On the other hand,' | said, '"if he could turn it into oi
Mriamstood up. "I'll see you in the norning.'

"Where are you going? | said.

"You' ve got three bedroons, haven't you?

I couldn't believe it. '"Cone on,' | said. "This is ridiculous.' | grabbed her hand and ki ssed it

subni ssively. 'Ckay. No nore jokes. May | drop dead if | ever |augh again.

She gave me a hard-eyed | ook and rel ented. But when she finally came out of the bathroom she was
wearing a ni ghtgown. Sonething she'd never worn when we'd been in bed together. | sat up on the
pilloww th my arns folded as ~he got into bed and pulled the covers up to her chin

"There - . - satisfied?

"Not quite,' | said. 'I"'mwaiting for you to get undressed. | was sort of hoping that you m ght
feel like parking your nobile honme next to nuine.

She treated ne to a smle that was ten per cent pity and ninety per cent nmalice. 'Put it on the
sl ate, Resnick.'

She wasn't Kkidding either

When | woke on Sunday norning, Mriamwas already up.

shower ed, shaved, put on a bat hrobe, and took a peek in t he guest

bedroom The bed hadn't been slept in. | alnobst broke my neck in ny haste to get down the stairs.
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Mriamwas in the kitchen, dressed in a plaid shirt, jeans and sneakers, with an apron on top. Her
hai r was pinned back under a headscarf, and she had the freshly scrubbed | ook of a sixteen-year-

ol d.

"Where's The Man?' | said.

She gave nme anot her absurdly chaste kiss. 'Relax. He's out on the porch. Wiy don't you get dressed
and take himfor a wal k before we have breakfast?

I hel ped nmyself to sonme coffee fromthe pot on the stove and went out front. It was a nice warm
spring day. Maybe it was ny inagination but there may even have been a church bell tolling
somewhere. The Man was sitting cross-legged on a mat with his back against the cedar shingles
which I'd had put on the walls to save ne the chore of painting the old clap-boards. | renenber
wondering if the one-piece robe he had on was a replica or if soneone had done a deal with the guy
who'd won it at the foot of the cross.

"Hi," | said. '"Is it okay if I join you?

"Sure.’

| sat down in ny uncle's wooden chair which, |like nost of the other furniture, had come with the
house. Mriam nust have brought it fromthe garage for himbut | guess chairs were not sonething
he was used to. | blew on ny coffee. 'You had ne worried. Wen | saw the bed, | thought you'd |eft
us.'

He shook his head and smiled. 'l read through the Bible that Mriam brought, then came down and

wat ched sonme TV.'

"What, all night?

"Yes,' he said. 'This body doesn't function in the way yours does. It has no need for sleep.' He
| ooked down at this flower he had in his lap and twiddled it around in his fingers. |I'mnot sure
what kind. Red. A geranium| think. Do they come out in April?

"How far did you get with the Book?' | asked~

"Ch, | read all of it." He saw nmy |l ook of' surprise. '"It's not difficult. You see, whereas you can
only absorb witten information Iine by Iine through your eyes, | amable to absorb the totality
of a book just by holding it im ny hands.'

I eyed himand got up. 'This, I've got to see.'" 1 went into the house and returned with the first
hook t hat had caught ny eye. A paperback copy of Webster's New World Thcnonarv o/the /1~nerican

1. anguage. | passed ii over to himand sat down. | he glanced at | he front and hack

cover then gripped it firmy in both hands.

"Are you ready?' | said.

"Just a minute. . . '"He closed his eyes, inhaled deeply then |l et his breath out slowy, as if

preparing to neditate. It took about thirty seconds and he didn't frown once. He opened his eyes.
"Arazi ng | anguage. Very 'Braxian. Ckay, shoot.'

"Divine truth,' | said. 'Wat pages do those words appear on?

He held the book flat between the palnms of his hands and rested his chin against it. 'Pages 172
and 612.' He offered ne the book. 'Do you want the colum and |ine nunber as well?'

"No, that's good enough.' | took the book and checked his answers. He was absolutely right, of
course. | |eaned back and laid the book on the rail of the verandah. 'Fantastic,' | said. 'l
suppose you realise that if you could teach people how to do that, you could nake a fortune. But
then, that's not what you cane for.'

"No,' he said. He picked up the red flower and gazed at it.

And sonet hi ng odd happened. It nay have been just a chain reaction of ideas but | had feeling
sonmeone else's finger was on the button. That The Man was beani ng t hought-waves into ny brain. The
point was | found nyself, alnost involuntarily, reflecting on how, despite the fundanental role it
had played itt the devel opment of nodern society, noney lay |ike a deadwei ght upon the world,
distorting our true sense of values, suffocating our good intentions. If we had too little of it,
we were utterly crushed by the burden of poverty. If we had too nuch of it, we went in fear of our
lives. Living behind high wires fences and el ectronic al arnms. Dogged by security guards. Driving
with a gun in the dash. Walth could make the weak a power in the | and; poverty could nake sl aves
of the strong and deprive them of their nanhood. Even so, good fortune was a fickle mstress. A
mount ai n of cash had buried nmany a nan and worman alive.

The fate of nations too, hung on the nind-nunbi ng mani pul ati ons of the noney-markets. Arabian

Ni ghts fortunes in recycled petrodollars, deutschmarks, and cuckoo-cl ock currency were tel exed
across the globe to bankroll dictators or give the kiss of life to denocracies with a bad case

of the staggers. For a price, of course. Countries wit hnout sal eable resources or strategic bases
to ofl~r as collateral could find their credit lines cut short. Wile the breadhi nes got |onger

It was sobering to) thuink ofthe huge fiuxi and grain reserves of North Anerica and t |ue
comodity nmountains of |I'.uropc sitting
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there in silos and deep-freeze dungeons while, all over the world, people were going hungry. Yet
the food that could alleviate the plight of the undernourished was not shipped, as a matter of
course, fromthe fat nations to the thin. It stayed put, or was pul ped, burned or left to rot to
keep up commodity prices and because it cost too nuch to nove it. It was unfortunate that people
had to die but at |east the books bal anced. The politicians, financiers and econom sts never
seermed to consider the possibility that we night owe a collective debt to the whol e hurman race.
But who was | to pass judgenent? In the past year | had put on a good inch around ny wai st and

| eft enough food on restaurant plates to feed a famly in Kanpuchea or the Karanmpjo for weeks.
Looki ng back, | realise that it was the first session in a short course of nental hygi ene; the
obj ect of which was to clear highways and byways of the mnd and, in the process, prick ny socia
consci ence. Making nme nore sharply aware of the Gadar ene-sw ni shness of the Me-Generation

"What did you nmake of the New 1'estament?' | said.

"A very clever mixture of fact and fiction. Sone of the distortiotus are very subtle, others are
bl atant bits of pronotional material inserted to support the Apostolic Succession and things |ike
the story of Judas are a travesty of tlue truth. It wasn't like that at all.’

"I can't wait to get the inside track on all this," | said. 'But first, | want to read through it
carefully so as | know what |I'mtal king about. However, there is one question that occurs to ne.
Way didn't this 'Brax character, who you said was trying to stop The Truth ti'omgetting out, just
destroy all the records? That way, no one would | uave known that you had ever been born in

Bet hl ehem '

"What you have to understand,' he said, 'is that in the final analysis, 'Brax cannot destroy The
Truth. He can only bury it under |ayers of inpenetrabl e gobbl edygook, and bar the way to it by
tenpting people off the True Path into the norass of the material world where they sink under the
wei ght of tlueir desires and possessions. |)on't nmake tlue nistake of equating 'Brax with brute
force. lie is devious arid diaholically clever. He gets a trenendous kick out of know ng thuat
each one of you holds the key to) The Truth. 'I'he key that could free you |'romyour 'Braxian
cell but which you are too blind to see. And that, even ilyou could see it, the niajori ty olyou
woul d not bother to try tO unlock t he door because he has convinced you that there is nothing
beyond the prisonu walls and that anyone who believes there is should

be regarded with derision. That is why The Word still lives within the corrupted text of the New
Testanent. It doesn't worry 'Brax because he knows that nost people don't really believe in the
bei ng you call CGod, and those that do have been fed a pack of lies and half-truths. So what has he
got to lose? The Man broke off and gazed into the centre of the red flower. As if to restore an
i nner harnony that had been di sturbed by tal king about 'Brax. He |ooked up at me with a snile
"Incidentally, | see what you nean about the |aughs.'

"There's al so no nention of the starship - or |ongship, as you cal

"No, | didn't tell themabout it," he said. 'Wat would have been the point? The A d Testanent
scri bes had enough problens with Ezekiel's trip in the fiery chariot. They related nmy arrival to
the Star of Bethlehembut | didn't go into what that really was. You can't cxplain space-tinmuue

travel - especially our brand - in a |l anguage that can just barely cope with the wheel. These
concepts have to be introduced at the right tine. If at all.’
' Does that mean you're agai nst progress?' | asked.

He smiled. 'Think of that city you live and work in. Has progress nade that a better place? You' ve
becone prisoners of the technol ogy you' ve created.

"Ch, wait a minute," |I protested. 'Don't knock it. What about the ievel opnents in science,
medi ci ne, transport and comuni cations? Don't tell ne they haven't made the world a better place
to live in.

"Leo,' he said, 'let ne tell you sonething.' He lifted up the flower igain and inspected it,
rotating the stalk between finger and thunb. There was a tine, before that war we spoke about,
when Man knew nore about the cosnpbs than your astrononers have discovered hrough their tel escopes.
When he was fitmliar with the innernost nysteries of matter which your physicists are stil
constructing theories to explain. Wen he understood the nature of this flower better than the
nmost brilliant botanist. Wen the Power within proectcd himfromthuose who wi shed himharm When
si ckness had not vet entered the world and when it did, could he cured by the touch of t hand.
When Man coul d transport luinseif to the four corners of the ~vorld. O could touch the stones of
power and see whatever |ue ~vished and send his inner voice soaring |like a sea-bird across oceans

md nountains to bring word of his com ng or sunmon far ones to his hearth.' lie smled at ne, 'You
want no |uear nuusic? here, take hold ol' iuiy |uand.
I reached out. Hs fingers tightened round mne. Incredible. It's a word |'ve used before. I'm

afraid it crops up quite a fewtimes in this story. But like he said, there are no words to

file:/l/F|/rah/Patrick%20Tilley/Mission-Patrick_Tilley.txt (29 of 188) [7/1/03 2:21:59 AM]



file://IF|/rah/Patrick%20Tilley/Mission-Patrick_Tilley.txt

describe these things. This nusic seened to flow Through nme. | didn't so nuch hear it as sense it.
It was what the ad-nen call a 'total experience' . An exquisite, vibrant nmelody that | can't
describe. It wasn't a synphony type. thing, or sonething put together on a npbog synthesiser. All!
know is that | didn't want it to end. My heart felt as if it was going to burst with - well, there
is only one way to describe it - pure joy.

And then he let go of ny hand. And the nusic stopped. Just like that. And there were these tears
rolling dot ny face. So | pretended | had something in ny eye, like! do in the novies. You know,

I'i ke when Dustin Hoffman dies on the bus at the end of M-l ni ghz Cowboy, or when Banbi's nother gets
shot .

"Not bad,' | said. Stopping to blow nmy nose. 'So nuch for progress.' | kept ny eyes on ny
handkerchief as | rolled it up into a ball. 'Do your people think they're going to be able to get
on top of this time-warp problemyou have?' Coming after the previous passage, that nay sound an
odd question, but! wanted to get back to a relatively sinple subject before | broke down and cried
for real

"I"'mnot sure,' he replied. 'They sent a signal back up the lihe. W'Ill just have to wait and see
what happens.

My heartbeat began to sl ow down to sonething like its normal rate. 'Those guys up there who are
manni ng the longships in the rescue fleet. Are they all Celestials |like you, Mchael and Gabriel ?
"Yes,' he said.

"Does that mean we're unique? O are there other places where Celestials have occupied intelligent
life-forns?

He paused before replying. 'There are - other Mannish worlds,' he admtted.

"In this gal axy?' | asked.

He shock his head. 'No. You're the only people wehave inthis one. Earth was the prine. The seed-
bed fromwhich life was to be carried to the stars. But the programre was interrupted by the
Second War of Secession.

It was a chilling thought to realise that we were alone. Al those billions of stars in the MIky
Way spiralling round the i ncandescent core with their attendant planets and noons. Each with a "To
Let" sign in the window 'Tell me about the Mannish,' | said. 'Are they |like us?

The question seenmed to anmuse him 'There's a fanily resenblance.' He turned his attention back to
the red fl ower.

"Is that all?" | queried. 'Were are they? \Wat are they called? Do they have arnms and | egs and
everything else in the right places? Wat do they do for a living?

He raised his eyes to mne. 'You re not ready for the rest. The tine when Man is to neet his
brothers is still to cone.'

"You nean in another Age?' | said, determined to get an answer to sonething.
"Yes.'
"Ckay,'! said. 'How many ages are there? If the past and the future exi st now you nust, at |east,

be able to tell e that.

"There are seven Ages,' he said evenly.

This is not exactly how it came out but |I've witten it down in the formof a list to nake it
easi er to understand:

TheAges Past

| st Age - The Age of Light
2nd Age - The Age of Creation
3rd Age - The Age of Darkness

The Present Age

4t h Age - The Age of Life
The Ages to conme -
5th Age - The Age of Love
6th Age - The Age of W sdom
7th Age - The Age of dory

Once again he declined to go into details but! did nanage to elicit one additional item of
information. We are, apparently, nearing the end of the Fourth Age, and! gathered that the Fifth
Age is when the good tines are supposed to roll. 'Soon' was the word he used but what that neans
is anybody's guess. On the tine scale the Enpire is using that could be next Monday, or a nmillion
years from now.
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I changed course yet again and tried to question himabout the |ongships. 'Cone on,' | said. 'l
saw Star Wars five times. Hunour ne.'

He put the red flower to his nose and eyed ne indulgently. 'What can | tell you? That it is tw ce
as big as Manhattan Island and can

carry half as many people? O that It is-comrmanded by a Pro-Consul of the Enpire? You mustn't |et
your fascination with the hardware mislead you. As | told you before, that's not really whatit's
all about. The only thing you need to understandfially, with the totality- ofyour being, is who
and what you are and your relationship tone. Once you acquire that know edge, all your questions
will be answered.'

"Ckay,' | said. '"I'll try and bear that in mnt'

Mriam came out on to the porch. She gave a sharp sigh as she saw ne sitting there in ny robe. 'l
t hought you were going round the garden.'

| 1 ooked at The Man then up at her. 'We decided to talk instead."'

"'Breakfast is ready. Are you going to eat like that or are you planning to get dressed?

"Gve ne a couple of mnutes and I'll nake you proud of nme. | gave her a sunny smle but she
didn't see it. She was | ooking past nmeat TheMan. And she didn't | ook sixteen any nore. | turned
and saw why.

The mat was enpty. But he'd left us the red flower. Mriampicked it up before | could get out of
the chair. | suddenly felt cheated, but inside there was al so this al nost inconsol abl e sense of
loss. | could see that Mriamfelt it too. Perhaps cnn nore than I did. Wiat we both needed to do

nore than anything else at that nonment was to put our arns around each other
But we didn't.

| just bared ny teeth and said, 'You and your flicking breakfast.. Wich shows, | guess, just how
much | still had to |earn.
Needl ess to say, that slip of the tongue neant that the rest of the weekend was shQ to hell. The

silence that hung over the breakfast table would have earned us a free ticket to a Trappi st
nmonastery. It was Mriamwho finally broke the ice but it didn't help to raise the tenperature.

"You | ook as ifyou've got a lot to get through here. | think |I'd better drive over to Scarsdale.
After all, they were expecting ne.'

Scarsdal e was where her parents lived. 'Sure. Good idea.' it was the wong thing to say but part
of me enjoys being nmean-spirited now and then, | shrugged. 'Listen - if that's what you want to
do.'

O course it was. She alre!dy had her coat on. Maybe! coul d have persuaded her to take it off but
it was too much hassle. Besides, it was tiue. | really did need to nmake up for the tine I'd | ost

on the Saturday having ny mnd bent by footnotes fromthe Two Hundred MI1lion

Year War~1f that sounds flip, it is because | was doing ny damedest to play it down. What we had
become involved in was absolutely incredi ble. Wat we had seen and heard was fantastic.
Unforgettable. But the look 1'd seen in Mriams eyes when he'd produced the stigmata had scared
the hell out of ne. I mght be |Iong on questions and short on answers but | was sure of one thing:
as twtof the smallest cogs in the Celestial nmachine; we ran the risk of being ground to pieces.
The only way to stay sane, whole and healthy was by keeping a firmgrip on reality. And that's
what | planned to do on behalf of both of us. Even if it meanr playing the bad guy.

| opened the front door but didn't offer to carry her overni ght bag. W wal ked down to where she
had parked the Pontiac. W both chewed on our teeth until we got there. She tossed the bag into
the back and got in.

| | eaned agai nst the inside of the door as she went to close it. The wi ndow was up and it was

obvi ous that she wasn't going to roll it down. 'Listen,'! said. '"I'msorry! went over the top when
The Man di sappeared. | don't know why any of this is happening, or what it is were getting into.
Maybe we ought to take sone tine to work out where we go fromhere.'

' Take all the tinme you want.' She switched on the ignition

"What do you want nme to do with all the food? | said.

She threw ne a bleak glance. "Ship it to the Vietnanese Boat People.'

If | could have stood the pain, |1'd have left nmy armin the door as she slamed it shut. Just to
ruin her weekened. But as "na devout coward, | lifted it prudently out of the way. | stepped back

and watched her do a tight-Iipped three-point turn, then waved her out of nmy life. It wasn't the
first tinme she hadn't waved back and | knew it would not be the last. And what made us so
different? People had been arguing over The Man for centuries. | went back inside and inmersed
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nyself in the heady world of patent infringenments.
Now | don't know how cl osely you' ve been followi ng this but some oryou may have detected a certain
schizoid quality in nmy reactions to The Man and what he'd been laying on us. If you' d have been

there when it was happening,! think you m ght have been a little confused too. | no | onger doubted
the validity of the experience. | was just doing ny level best, as |I've already said, not to go
overboard. | had suspended both belief and disbelief. | was trying to cling to the m ddle ground,

somewher e between awe and derision but the deep-

seated cynicismw th which | regarded nost of the things of this world and certainly all of the
next, kept bringing me back to earth. | wanted to hear nore; to discover all he knew. But | didn't
want to be drafted into this Man's arny and, despite the voice inside ny head which kept egging ne
on, | was not about to vol unteer

And there was anot her problem This ganme of chronol ogical hide-and-seek we'd got mxed up in
threatened to cut us off fromthe people around us. After aft, The Man could come back again. For
days instead of hours. How |l ong could we conceal this historical tine-bonb that had been dropped
in our taps just because sone cosm ¢ body-snatcher didn't know his quarks fromhis nesons?

Suppose soneone started back-tracking fromthat enpty drawer in the norgue towards us? Or if
friend Fowl er got visions of winning a Nobel Prize by going public with his analysis of that bl ood
sanmple? And | could envisage the Monday norning small talk at the office. H, Leo. Have

agoot hveeken& Mmm | was up at Sleepy Hollow and a couple of friends dropped in. Ch, yeah. Anybody
special ? No. Just Mriamand a guy called Jesus.

$z wasaterrilying thought but as | sat there in front of those deposidots, | couldn't think of one
person Mriamand | could tell who wouldn' (think we had flipped our I|ids.

| diluted my anxiety with a generous shot of bourbon, waded through thereat of my paperwork then
drove back into town to avoid i he inevitable Monday norning pile-up. It was around eleven as | |et
mysel uinto my apartnent. | checked with the answering service but there was no nessage from
Mriam | toyed with the idea of ringing

. her in case she'd tried to reach ne at Sleepy Hollow, then thought

. better of it. If and when she wanted to get in touch, she would know where to find ne. |
went to bed with the Good Book and checked over a few key passages before | turned the Iight out.
At |l east | knew where he'd gone. The Man had a date with the rest of the boys in Bethany. To break
some bread and show Thonmas his stigmata. And according to the Book, Thomas, who'd been out of town
all week, was even nore inpressed than we were.
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. Chapter 5
On the Monday norning, | spent an extra half-hour in bed and thought about the exercises |I should
have been doi ng and about phoning Mriam By the tinme the cab called for me - ny regul ar eight am
pi ck-up - | hadn't done either. But to even things up, | walLked the last five blocks with a dine

ready in nmy fingers but, as it happened, all the pay-phones | passed were in use.

| rode up in the elevator with Joe Gutznman, the senior partner and founder of the law firm Joe
was a small, dapper silver-haired man whose tan identified himas a dedicated sun-1anp worshi pper
His mind was as precise as the Cartier watch on his wist and he cost as nuch by the hour. He

al ways | ooked as if he were about to smile but rarely did. Joe had two great sorrows in his life.
The first was his son David, who had swapped a | aw career for an Israeli Ar Force Skyhawk jet and
had gone down over the Sinai desert during the Yom Ki ppur Var with a SAM7 nissile up his

tail pipe. The second was his daughter Joanna who, at the age of twenty-eight was still unnarried,
in spite of the fact that she could pass for Brooke Shields on a dark Street. In her case, | was
the joint cause of Joe's sorrow. He had tried everything he could think of to get us tog-~ther
short of throwing his daughter naked into ny bath. Career-w se, the advantages were obvi ous.

Joanna was also a nice intelligent girl. It just didn't gel. The chenm stry wasn't right. But |
val ued Joe's fatherly interest in ny career and his oblique, but affectionate, regard. In ny
arrogance, | liked to think that it was due to ny innate talent. That | had earned ny place in the

sun without falling all over his daughter. But another part of me knows that sonetines, when he
comes into ny office to talk, it's noi me he sees but the shadow of his |ost son
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Joe favoured me with a quizzicatglance. They' re sonething he uses a lot in cross-exani nation and
he likes to keep in practice. 'Have a good weekend?' -

This could have been nmy big nonment. There were el even people in the elevator, eyes averted, al

m nding their own business. | could have jolted themall with the news. Enbarrassed the hell out
of them Enptied the elevator at the next floor. But | didn't. 'Not bad,' | said. 'I've been
gearing up on the Del aware case. We're in court today. Going for that injunction against C evel and
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d ass.'
"Ch, yes,' nodded Joe. 'Are we going to win that one?
"OF course,'! said smoothly. '"I'"mhandling it exactly as you suggested.' Rule One for rising young

|l awyers: if you don't marry the boss's daughter, learn how to kiss ass.
I took my shareof mamil from Nancy at the swi tchboard and dropped it on Linda's desk as | went

through to ny own office. Linda is ny secretary. The cover was still on her typewiter. Linda is
not a cl ock-watcher. VWhich neans she al ways startslate. But she stays late too. Sb things even
out. On top of which she can spell. Wiat nmore can you expect these days?

- | didn't see himas | canme in through the door. In fact 'mwilling to swear that the office was
enpty but, as | put ny Sansonite on ny desk, turned and sat down, there he was. Sitting on the

bl ack | eather Chesterfield, wearing the sane brown robe and white Arab-type head-dress. The sudden
shock jerked me out of ny seat. | gripped the edge of the desk to steady nyself and cl osed ny eyes
for a couple of seconds. When | opened them he was still there.

| crossed the roomand shut the door that led in fromLinda's office. 'Did anyone see you comne
in?

"No,' he said. '"l-just got here. I'msorry. | didn't nean to startle you.

"That's okay,' | said. "Nice timng." My gut was still quivering. Let's face it. Sl eepy Holl ow was
one thing, but visitations at the office were definitely unwelconme. | was quite prepared to enrol
for a course of enlightennent but! had no wish to play Russian Roulette with ny career. 'Is this

anot her quick trip, or should' make plans?'! asked, trying to sound friendly, briskly polite and
distant all at the sane tine.

The Man shrugged. 'I can't tell you yet. W were in contact with the Time Gate the Sunday before
| ast -'The day of the Resurrection?
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5. a.

"Ye.,' he nodded. 'After | got back to Jerusalem and was transferred to the longship, | sent a
message expl ai ni ng what had happened and requesting rectification of the tine-fault or failing
that, a revised set of mission orders. But so far, nothing has come down the line.' He shrugged.
"Until we get the word, | guess we nust all do the best we can.

It was at this point, | renmenbered those fanmous words of Tonto -Wat do you nean 'We white nan?.
But what | said was, 'Maybe you' ve been dunped again. You did nention that m ght be the answer.’
"I know.' He | ooked doubtful. 'l can't believe this has been programmed. Al our Earth m ssions up
to now have been l|inear inputs.'

"What are they?' | could have kicked nyself for asking such a dunb question. The last thing
wanted to do was to get involved in another |ong conversation. | had a mllion things to do. Joe
or Dick Schonfeld, the other partner, or Corinne his assistant might walk in at any mnute and
then where would | be?

The Man must have known all this was buzzing around nmy brain yet it didn't stop him But then

not hing ever did. 'An input,' he began, 'is the periodic interaction between the Enpire and the
Wrld Below - in this case, Earth - either directly, or by proxy. And a |linear input is one which
accords with your own perception of time as a one-dinmensional straight-line series of events.'
"You nean |ike one of your people coming to live here for a given period of time - |like your own
life in Galilee and Judea for exanple?

"Yes,' he said. '"Tine, for you, has three conmponents. The fUture, which you are able to visualise
as a variable projection of the present - the fleeting, innmeasurably brief second conponent

- and tinme past. Which is a sense-nenory nade up of personal experience and received i mages from
ot her sources. Even though past events can now be recorded and reviewed on film only the el usive
monent of time present exists as a concrete realisation, which instantly slips through your grasp
But if your perception of time could be altered to enbrace the concept and indeed the existence of

simultaneity, then you would realise that all past events are still taking place within a series
of overlapping tinme-franes.'

"You nmean in the way that the separate images on a strip of novie filmstill exist on the ree
after they have passed through the
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projector? | said.

"Not quite, but it's close enough. For you, the present would be one of the single frames that is
projected fleetingly on the screen. What you have to inmagine is a set-up where the whokfibn is
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bei ng projeOQed

simultaneously.' He snmiled. 'That's the hard part. Plus the fact that, as |'ve denonstrated, it is
possi bl e, under certain conditions, to tra

- - versetine in different directions. Wat one nmght call "lateral tracking"

'Must be an anmzi ng experience,' | said.

"It is," he replied. "Just don't ask nme howit's done.'

"Don't worry, | won't.' Stuff [ike this is hard going at eight forty-five on a Mnday norning. And

anyway ii as he had said, he didn't know why he had been nmailed to Manhattan, he was unlikely to
know how. But he had this annoyi ng knack of opening up avenues that | could not help waTnting to
explore. And tine-travel was a subject | found hard to resist. 'Tell me sonething. | know that

Time is regarded as being relative to the observer but how can it be nmulti-

di mensi onal ?

He smiled. 'Just accept that it can. Don't think of Time as a straight line running frompast to
future. Think of it as a continuous strip

within which, at a given point across its width, the multiplicity of simultaneous events that nake
up the present exist side by side. Like the strands of yarn that interweave to make up a wi dth of
fabric. Just asyourtinme-line isinterwovenwithMriam s - andw thothers-too. The width of the strip
is infinite, but try to imagine it standing on edge. Not in a straight line, but folded into
sections that zig-zag fromside to side throughout eternity with, let's say, a century between
each fold."'

"Ckay, |'ve got that,' | said. 'Wat happens when you conme to the end of the strip?
"There is no end,' he replied. "It zig-zags round in a circle.
"Wait a mnute,' | said. 'If the endsofthe strip join up, it neans that the far future is al so our

past. That doesn't nake sense.'

He treated ne to another patient smile. 'You're forgetting the rules of sinmultaneity. Don't think
of Time as being made up of the past,

-; present and future. Tinme is.'

"For you maybe,' | riposted. 'How does tine-travel fit into this nodel ?

"Very sinply,' he said. 'If you visualise these century-long folds as |lying close together you can
see that, under certain conditions, one
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coul d pass through the weave ofthe fabric fromone "fold" to another. It would be possible to make
a straight line connection between any point in what you regard as a past century and one in the

fhture. For you, whose life runs along the plane of the fabric, Tine is still |inear. But we
Cel estials are not bound to the tenporal dinension, and therefore can travel through it.'
‘"I think | get the idea,' | said. 'Tell ne, would this explain the fleeting visions of you that

peopl e have had down the centuries? Could they have seen you as you passed through their tinme-
strip, or track, or whatever, on your way between here and Jerusal en?’

He shrugged. 'l suppose it's possible.

The significance of his non-conmmittal reply did not escape nme. | pressed the point further. 'Wuld
it explain the visions of your nother?' -

He seened genuinely surprised. 'You' ve seen her?

"No,' | said. 'But | understand she's nade a number of personal appearances. Several world tours,
in fact.'

I had the feeling | was on to sonmething but before we could take it any further, Linda knocked on
the door and wal ked in with the opened nail. She was surprised to see that | had someone in ny

office but she didn't nmake a big thing of it.

"Anyt hing inportant?' | asked.

"Just the top three. | can handle the rest.' She glanced back at The Man. 'Is this anything
shoul d have down in ny book?

"No," | said. 'This gentleman's a friend of mne. He lust flewinto town and stopped by to say
"Hello"." | introduced her to The Man. 'This is Linda Kovaks, ny assistant.

"Hi,"' said Linda

| didn't attenpt to explain who he was. | just sat there and watched t hem exchange snil es.

- Linda turned to ne. 'Do you want ne to hold your calls? -'For the nonent,' | said

She paused hal fway out the door. "Wuld you Iike ne to bring you some coffee?
| referred the question to The Man.
"Not for me,' he said.

"In that case, | won't bother,' | said.
Linda left us. | checked ny watch and deci ded that the nysteries of Tinme and Space woul d have to
wait. 'Look, | don't want to seemrude, becarme |'d | ove nothing better than to sit here and talk
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sone
nmore, but | have tobe snc rtszl~-d*j~-tyjnjJ have quite a few things to get through before then
4~ you really sure you have no

i dea how long you're going to be at iP - -

"No,' he said. Just sitting theie, -- - -- - - -

"Then | guess we'll just have to play ii by ear.~ | let out a long-suffering sigh in the hope of
maki ng himfeel bad. It was a problem |

couldn't just leave himsitting around the office, but what were the alternatives? Put himon the
train for Sleepy Holl ow? Supposing he lost his way? | thought of asking Linda to drive himup but
t hat woul d

mean | oani ng her the Porsche. Wiich was out of the question. Besides, putting the two of them
together in isolation could be

- dangerous. If | got on to a linb-service, it would be the sane thing.

He nmight do a conversion job on the chauffeur. Too risky. But why?

Whay should | be worried about what he m ght say or do to anybody -else? I'lIl tell you -'- although
the answer does nme little credit. | didn't

m nd himscrewing up ny private life with his unschedul ed appear- -

- . ances, and | was quite happy for himto hand nme the Secrets of the Universe - whatever they
were worth. | just did not want to be assodated with himin public. It was as sinple as that. And
the nore people he got involved with increased the risk that this thing m ght come out into the
open. And God knows what might happen then. He would attract every nut in Christendom | had no
desire to end up as a marked nan, or part of a three-ring circus.

Mriamwas the answer. But she would be tied up at the hospital and besides, we weren't speaking.

On top of which, | didn't fancy her being alone with The Man until I'd had a chance to straighten
her

out. It was then it canme to nme. An hotel. Brilliant. | could book himinto the Mayfl ower on
Central Park West and tell himto stay in his roomuntil | was through for the day. But what about
| uggage? Sinple. The airline was still looking for it.it happens all the tine.

Passport? Everything stolen. | was the | awer handling his case. The rest was easy. But what if he

suddenly h*ghdailed it back to Jcrusal enPThat was a chance |I'd have to take. Providing he didn't
do it in a packed elevator there shouldn't- be any problem Very few people notice what's going on
around them these days. | would

arrange for the hotel to charge the tab to ne. The sooner they haul ed hi m back over the tine-
tracks, the len it would cost.

~~~.~ ~~hini away for free in ny apartnment?

~Fit~-lAd ~ ~iet~ond, the janitor was too nosey; and

*d. ~ ~ a.j~q-type cleaning | ady who Cane in on

Mondays and Fri days.

He probably knew it already but !explained the idea |I'd had about checking himinto an hotel
Wiere | would visit himafter |'d got out of the courtroom And how, if he got bored, all he had
to do was cross over the road and take a walk in Central Park - where he woul d have no probl ens
provi ded he did not talk to anybody.

"I can take care of everything,' | said. 'There's just one little problem W need a nane.
Sonething to give Linda and the desk clerk at the hotel. You know, that she can put down in the
phone log if you decide to call.' | hesitated. 'This is a little delicate, but |I feel that "Jesus"
is kind of, well - provocative. And | really don't think our sw tchboard operator could handle "M
Christ","'

"Sure.l understand,' he said. | never used that nanme anyway. It was the G eeks who hung that on

me.' He thought fbr a nmonment. 'My earth-parents called ne Joshua. But! have been known by many
ot her names.

"Such as?'

‘"Ya'el'? He pronounced it Yah.ell, accenting the |ast syllable.

At least it was different.! had been thinking of sonething along the |ines ofJoshuaJosephsonbut
frankly, it was a little too, well - ethnic. Too on the nose. Lanb? Too weak. And then! had it.
Shepherd. Just right. Quiet, strong, dignified. | put it too him Ya' el Shepherd. "Only we'll
spell it Y-A-L-E SHEP-P-AARD ' | explained. 'To make it easier for people to pronounce. It's
not fancy, but the nessage is there for anyone who wants to look for it. Okay?

"Yes,' he nodded. 'I'Il buy that. After all, awareness is what this is all about. But tell ne,

Leo, why don't you want people to be aware of' ny true identity?
It was the question |I'd been dreading. | had been hoping he'd been inside ny head and picked up
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the answer to that one. Maybe he had and had decided that it wasn't good enough. | tried
desperately to come up with some reasons that nmade ne | ook | ess of a shmock. 'Let me put it this
way,'! began. 'According to the Book, your next schedul ed appearance is supposed to coincide with
the end of the world. You know the bit. "Darkness over the face of the sun, the nmoon turning to

bl ood, snoke, fire, the four horsenmen". Is this it? Is that what's about to happen?

"No,' he said. 'At |east, nobody's nentioned it.

| breathed a quiet sigh of relief. 'So that's one good reason for keeping a low profile. There's
no point in scaring the shit out of everybody if it's going to be a false alarm Besides which
it's going td bl ow your entrance later on, And it won't do the stock narket any

good either. That nay not be sonmething you particularly care about but the econony's in enough
trouble already. And there's another reason. You've said that you're not sure why you're here. If
that is so, ny advice is to remain incogaito as far as possible, until this problemis sorted out.
Whet her they're religious or not, the one notion people cling to is that, no matter how bad t hi ngs
get down here, God, at |least, is supposed to know what he's doing. If it is a mistake. |If sonebody
did throw the wong switch, it mght be better not to make any kind of input thatwill show up in
the history books.'

He smiled. 'Don't worry, Leo. | wont enbarrass you.'
That got ne on the raw. 'Did | say anything about that? It just so happens that, for once, I'm
nmore concerned with the effect this could have on other people.' It wasn't all bullshit. There was

a grain of truth in there somewhere. If he didn't handle it right, he could really cause a | ot of
troubl e.

Wul d reactionary governnents stand idly by while he espoused the cause of the poor and the
oppressed? Wwuld the nulti-national corporations put up the shutters if he denounced naterialisn®?
Wul d the Pope, the Chief Rabbi, the Gand Metropolitan -which | hope is the head of the G eek

O thodox Church and not an hotel - the Archbishop of Canterbury, the chief Ayatollahs of Islam
the H ndu and Buddhi st hierarchy - would they agree to accept himas their joint cheerl eader?
Woul d Ki ngs, Presidents and Praesidiuns defer to a supta-national authority in the shape of a
thirty-three year-old Jewi sh woodwor ker ?

Are you ki dding? Hell would have to freeze over first.

The Muslins would cut off oil supplies and declare ajihad. The Christians would never reach a
consensus. The Hindus would riot, and the Buddhists would set fire to thensel ves.

And the Jews? The Jews woul d never adnit they had nade a mistake. O would they? Supposing the
Christians turned himdown? | pictured this bizarre scenario in which ny people recogni sed him
bel atedly, as the Messiah. The | eader of Eretz-Israel. The final justification of their right to
the Prom sed Land that stretched from Tel Aviv to the Euphrates. | could see it all. The sons and
daughters of Zion nassed outside the Mayfl ower Hotel waving placards which read - ' Conme back
Jesus. Al is forgiven.' That really would set the Mddle East on lire, And it could happen
Wasn't there a prophecy
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that the War To End AIl Wars would begin in the Hlls of Hebron? I dism ssed that chilling thought
and tuned back on to The Man

"You | ook worried,' he said.

"Not really,'! replied. 'I've just been thinking you'll need a change of clothes. W can't sign
you into the Mayfl ower dressed |ike an Egyptian canel driver.' | opened ny Sansonite, pulled out
my cheque book and nmade one out in Linda's name for three hundred dollars. 'Now listen,' | said.
And don't argue. My secretary will take you out and get you fixed up with sonething to wear, then
bnok you into the hotel. I'Il call you this afternoon around four when the court hearing is over.
Then |I'11 come round and pick you up this evening. Sonetine after six. Okay?'

He nodded. ' Sure..

| buzzed Linda, and when she cane in, | explained abour M Sheppard' s |ost |uggage, wallet, et
cetera, and what | wanted her to do. 'The clothes don't have to be fancy,' | said. 'Just nake sure
he's got sonething to change into while the rest is with the hotel's valet service. And try to

|l eave himwith fifty dollars in his pocket.' As | said ~t, | wondered what on earth he m ght spend
it on.

Li nda | ooked ar the amount |'d made the cheque out for and raised an eyebrow

| sighed. Wnmen . . - 'Is your bank account good for a hundred?

"Just about .’

"Ckay. Use it if you have to. I'll square it with you later. Get Sally to take over your phone
whil e you're gone.'

"I'lIl get ny coat,' she said. She flashed a friendly snmle at The Man on the way out.

| waited until the door closed. 'Just do nme one favour.'
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"What's that?' he said.

"Don't drag Linda into this. | know that may sound kind of inpertinent but

He waved away ny unfini shed apol ogy. ' Supposi ng she asks nme questions?

"Tell her you're a witer,'! said. 'l know one or two. You flewin fromLos Angeles. You wite
scripts. Tell her you're working on a big biblical epic.'

"l don't know anything about Los Angeles,' he said.

"Don't worry,'! replied. 'W can fix that right now'! got up and selected a couple of paperbacks
fromnmy office bookshelf. He caught themas | dropped theminto his lap. 'The top one is a

gui debook to

83

the State of California, the bottomone is a street atlas of Geater Los Angel es and O ange
County, You should be able to take both of those on board before Linda cones back fromthe | adies
room The rest you can get fromher. She spent a year out there working for a producer at

Uni versal Studios. Al you have to do is re-hash the information she's got inside her head.'

He smiled. 'You |learn fast.'

"I"'mdoing ny best,' | said. 'Let's face it. The way things are, we can't afford to waste any
time.'

"True,' he said. Sitting there as if he had for ever. He held up the two books. 'Shall | put these
back on the shel f?

I just couldn't believe it. '"Wat, already?" | gaped. 'Do you nean to say that you can take two

books in at the sane tinme?
He shrugged. ' A whole shelf-full or a whole library if you like. It just takes a little nore

concentration, that's all.' He got up and repl aced t he books.

| watched him saucer-eyed. 'But you didn't even cl ose your eyes!'

"Yes, | know,' he said, tongue-in-cheek. 'I didn't want to waste any tine.'

It was reassuring to know that he still liked to score one now and then. And it was true that,
after Linda had brought in the mail, | had bounced back fromthe blue funk his presence had put me
in, and had becone a little pushy. In other words, | was acting normally.

Li nda knocked and put her freshly conbed head round the door. 'Ready when you are.'

"W'll be right out,' | said. |I got up and ushered himacross the room Wen we reached the door

I took hold of the handle and laid ny other hand daringly on his shoulder. | have to tell you
there was no tingle. No electric shock. Just a plain, ordinary shoulder. Well, not quite ordinary.
But you know what | nmean. 'One last thing. Ifyou decide to go into Central Park, there'll be quite

a few people around. So please, don't do anything fancy. Just stay on the main paths and keep

cl ear of the bushes.'

"Can | hire one of the rowboats?

‘Do whatever you want,' | said. 'Just don't go wal ki ng across the | ake."'

It is at this point | just want to stop and say that |I'maware that sone of you may have been
upset by some of the things you' ve read. And that any Evangelical Christians who've got this far
wi thout throwi ng the book on the tire may be downright angry. Qutraged
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even. But the plain fact is, whatever he, or I, or any of us said or did was bound to offend
sonebody.

Take for instance the small thing |ike what The Man should wear. Wat should | have told Linda to
do? Fit himout with a Brooks Brothers three-piece in banker's grey, or a bleached pair of jeans,
sneakers, and a T-shirt which read ' JESUS SAVES ? That may nmake sone of you laugh but really, it
was no joke. The way | saw it, sacrilege just didn't come into it. Fromwhat he'd already told ne,
it was clear that The M an was above religion. Religion, and all the self-righteous attitudes that
went with it, was something we had invented. And let's face it, where he had just cone from there
were plenty of people who didn't give a damm who he was. Especially those goons who had been on
the execution squad in the Fortress Antonia. This was not the soft-focus Catholic Repository inage
of the New Testanment figure. This was the real thing. The being, or whatever he or it was, who had
been the epicentre of a tenuous and inperfectly docunented event that had sent shockwaves around
the worl d. Upon which, over the centuries, generation after generation of ecclesiastical rip-off
artists had built a massive power-structure, financed by extortion, nurder and plunder fromthe
East; riddled with corruption and intrigue, and centrally-heated by burning heretics. A structure
that, when inpudent nonarchs separated the functions of Church and State, and began killing people
in the nane of the King instead of in the name of Christ, had becone increasingly holl ow,
meani ngl ess and irrelevant. If The Man had conme to cast it down, or open the windows and let in
sonme fresh air, there would be a |ot of prelates in urgent need of career counselling.

Chapter 6
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The first day of the hearing didn't ~o quite as snoothly as | expected and | spent the |unch
recess review ng gane-plans with Del aware's staff |lawers. Which neant | didn't get to call the
office or the hotel. When | returned just after four-thirty Linda was back behi nd her desk and
| ooki ng busy.

She tailed me into nmy office.

"How d it go?' | said.

"Fine. Your cheque covered everything. He's in Room315. It's a suite facing the Gulf and Western
building. I couldn't get himanything overl ooking the Park.'

"That's okay,' | said. '"He's not going to be in town for |ong.

Li nda gave ne an odd | ook. 'By the way, are you sure your friend wites for the novies?

| braced nmyself for trouble. 'Yes, why?

"Well - ' She hesitated. 'He's, uhh - such a nice guy. | mean he really is, you know?

'O course he is," | said. 'One of the best.’

I've nentiotted the fact that Linda had spent a year in LA It was a few years back, when her
nmot her had gone out to the West Coast to nurse a sick relative. She had got the job at Universa
through famly connections and rubbed shoulders with some of the glossier folk in Tinseltown.
Maybe even put a few dents in the odd casting couch. Wo knows? Watever it was, the Wst Coast
magi ¢ failed to cast its spell. Wich neant that | gained a good, but slightly soured, secretary
on the rebound.

And then | saw her eyes brimover with tears. My heart sank. 'Wat is it?

"Not hing.' She wi ped her eyei and honked into a Kl eenex.

~w~rhat did he say? Wat happened?

" Not hi ng. W& just went shopping.' She shrugged. 'Ch, by the way, there was thirty dollars change

He didn't want a lot of stuff.' She gave me a wobbly smile. '"It's funny, you know. |'ve never net
a guy like that before.'

You can say that again

"It was like - ' She searched for the right phrase. 'Like shopping with a child. It was al nost as
if he'd never been in a big departnmeot store.'

| nodded. 'I know what you nean. He's always struck ne as a guy who prefers the sinple life.'
‘Yes,' she said. 'Apparently, he's got this cabin up in the woods near Lake Tahoe. No tel ephone.
No TV, In fact, | don't think he even owns a typewiter.'

"He probably |ikes doing things the hard way.' | sat down in nmy five hundred buck soft hide sw ve
chair and Iit a cigarette

Linda fol ded the tissue over and wi ped her nose again. '|I know how he feels. W went round two or

three stores and, for the first tine in ny life, everything suddenly |ooked very tacky. You know?
There was just too much of everything. And | found nyself thinking -who needs all this junk?

"I often ask nyself the same question,' | said. | did ny best to bolster her belief in the
consuner society with a few well-chosen words then asked her to rustle me up a cup of coffee.

gl anced qui ckly through the paperwork that had found its way onto ny desk during ny absence and
put in a call to The Man in Room 315. "Hi, how s it goi ng?

"Just great,' he said. 'I've got a really nice roombut the clothes take a bit of getting used
to.'

"You hear the sane thing in the | obby of the UN every tinme there's a big debate on the Third
Wrld," | said. | explained why | hadn't got through to himearlier. "I'Il be round as soon as

finish up here. Gve nme about an hour.

"Ckay,' he said. 'Take care.'

It seened an odd thing for himto say but | put the phone down and thought no nore about it. |
mul l ed briefly over his inpact on Linda and fervently hoped that she had no inkling of who it was
who had noved her to tears. He certainly had a way with wonen. And it was at this point that |
tuned out and got on with the job in hand.
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By the time | reached the elevators in the |lobby, it was going on a quarter of six. Qur offices
are on the twenty-second floor. The building starts enptying at five with a big rush which then
slows to a steady trickle over the next hour |eaving a residue of mdnight-oilers. Wich usually
i ncludes nme. The doors closed on two of the elevators as | got there, |eaving the |obby enpty. |
hit the button on the nmiddle one and the indicator lit up to showthat it was on its way down.

As | stood there, about halfa dozen peopl e gathered behind ne. There was the usual 'ting' as the
el evator arrived. The doors opened. | started to step forward - and saw to ny horror that the car
wasn't there. | glinpsed the void beneath ne as | began to | ose ny bal ance then a gi ant, unseen
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hand slanmmred into ny chest and hurled ne backwards. In the same instant, the enpty el evator
flashed past like a guillotine blade and plumeted down the shaft. | heard someone screamtheu
crashed into the people behind ne, knocking several of themto the floor

"Jesus H Christ!' gasped a man. 'Are you okay?

| nodded as he hel ped ne up. Fortunately nobody had been hurt as |'d cannoned into thembut a
couple of ladies were pretty shaken up. As soon as | found ny voice, | offered ny apol ogi es which
were brushed aside. Everbody seened to think they were lucky not to have been first in line.

| should have taken the next car but | was too chicken. | unlocked the fire door and went down the
energency stairs instead. | was still quivering when | reached the ground floor and ny bones felt
as if they'd turned to jelly. | found the other escapees clustered round the building

superi ntendent. Everybody was totally nystified. The el evator was now worki ng nornally and, as the
superi nt endent explained for what he clained to be the tenth tinme, there was no way that the

el evator doors could have opened if the car wasn't there.

I knew a way. But there was no point in trying to tell him | went out on to the street and

fl agged a cab.

When | got to the Mayflower, | called The Man's room fromthe house phone and asked himto cone
down and neet nme. He stepped out of the elevator wearing olive green cords, a plaid shirt that
toned in nicely, and a black nylon w nd-breaker with blue and white shoul der-stripes. The Ronan
Army issue sandal s had been replaced by a pair of jogging shoes. He | ooked nore like a rising
young ci néane than the Good Shepherd. But why not? Once again, | had to rem nd nyself that the

bl ue-eyed firmjawed Angl o- Saxon Sunday Schoo

Jesus was a PR image produced by Christian propagandi sts of the Roman persuasion. If anything, it
was the figure portrayed in the Byzanti ne nosai cs that nost resenbled The Man who now approached
me. But even that was the wong way to look at him | realised | had to stop conparing himto any
of the stereotypes that

had been constructed fromthe avail able evidence and see himas he was. As a non-praetising Jew, |
had a head start, but it was anmazing to discover the anount of the subliminal conditioning I'd
acquired by living in a predoninately Christian world,

W shook hands. It was obvious that he already knew what had happened.

"I think you just saved ny life,' | said. 'l don't know how but -He shrugged it oft

"Wl I, thanks, anyway. Wo set ne up? | asked. "Was it 'Brax's npob?’

"Yes. They know I'm here.' He sensed ny alarmand patted ne on the shoulder. '"Don't worry. |'l]
figure sonething out.'

"What about M rian®?

"Mriamis going to be all right. Trust nme.' H's eyes held mine. They were full of strength and
sincerity but none of it rubbed off on ne.

"It's easy for you to say that,' | bleated. 'But what happens ifhe tries again? | nean, from what
you've told nme, this is the guy who never gives up.

"You're right,' he said. Then shrugged. 'That's one of the risks you have to take.'

"Oh, trenendous,' | said. "That's all | need.' As if this guy hadn't caused ne enough probl ens
already. | wasn't an expert on the early Christian Church but |'d picked up enough to know that
few, if any, of the Apostles had lived to collect their retirenment pay.

He nust have known what was going through ny mnd. 'Conme on,' he said. 'Snap out of ~t. | told you
what the score was on Saturday.'

"Yes, | know. But this is a whole different ball gane.'

He snmiled. 'l eo, no one ever said any ofthis was going to be easy.'

"True," | replied. "But no one said that it was going to be lethal either.' |I nmean, what the hell?

If '1"he Man had to | and on sonehody's doorstep, why coul dn't he have picked Billy G ahanm s? The
guy had done pretty well out of this stuff Sonmeone |ike himshould he taking the flak, not nme.

"I hen anot her thought slithered out of the
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treacherous recesses of ny mind. Suppose the whole thing was a put-up job? Engi neered by The Mn
to persuade ne to go along with sone unreveal ed plan?

| caught his eye and realised that he was reading nme |ike a book. | suddenly felt enbarrassed. He
deserved better.
He gave ne a |l ook that was pure gold. 'Stick with ne," he said. "And I'I|l do ny best to nake sure

you cone out of this in one piece.'
And he did. Though not quite in the way | expected.
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| grabbed his armand steered himtowards the street. 'Come on. | need a drink.'
We went to the @ulf and Western building just a few yards down the sidewal k and took the el evator
up to the forty-fourth floor. I rode up without the slightest qualm The way |I figured it, nothing

was going to happen to ne when The Man was standing right next to ne. Even so,| nade sure we
stepped out of the elevator together when we reached the top. It was then that | think he used a
little Celestial nmagic because when we wal ked into the bar we got a table right by the huge

pi cture wi ndow - sonething that neve" happened to nme before. You get a fabul ous view over the West
Side to the Hudson River, and the George Washi ngton bridge that |inks Manhattan with New Jersey.

| ordered bourbon on the rocks for both ofus. As the waiter turned away, The Man asked himto add
a | arge vodka and tonic.

"It's to save tine,' he explained. '|I asked Mriamto join us. But she can only duck out for
thir~' mnutes. |Is that okay with you?
"Sure,' | said nonchalantly. |I didn't even try to get into how he knew when | was going to pick

hi mup, or where | planned to take himfor a drink. O the fact that, ifMriamwas already on her
way, he nust have contacted her before | reached his hotel

It was stunning proof of his powers ofprecognition but, even so, it was snall beer conpared to his
guardi an angel bit on the twenty-second fl oor

Mriamarrived at the same time as the drinks but that, | am sure, was a coincidence. W both rose
to greet her. As |I took hold of her hand her fingers tightened hriefly round mne and transmtted
that special tingle which tells you you're still ahead in the only gane in town.

"H . . . 'She gave nme a quick kiss on the cheek then went to shake The Man's hand. But he took
hol d of her shoul ders and ki ssed heron the cheek too. She sat down about a second before her |egs
gave way.

And any thoughts | had of getting lucky in bed collapsed with her. The Man picked up his glass and
sniffed it. 'Grain al cohol ?'

"Yes,' | said. 'Can your bio-systemhandle that? | don't want you

burning a hole in the carper.’

He raised his glass to us with a snmle. 'To the years ahead.'

"Does that mean | can tear up ny life insurance?' The question

earned ne a kick on the ankle from Mriam

"Just | ove one another,' he replied. 'And let tonorrow take care of

itself.'

I like to think that little shaft was ainmed at Mriam She was always maki ng plans. But as we sat
there, | couldn't help thinking of another saying of his. At least, | hope it is. Wich was - To
find one's life, one has to lose it. "Trust nme' he had said. And | certainly intended to try, but
when you exani ned his assurances, they fell a long way short of a cast-iron guarantee of safe-
conduct through the mnefield he'd dropped us into. In his resurrected form The Man was probably
fireproof but Mriamand | were sitting ducks. But let's face it - what were we? Two insignificant
ground- vehi cl es each housing a tiny spark fromone of the |um nous beings he was so intent on
rescuing. W were no different to all the mllions of other people on this planet who were playing
unwitting host to the trapped Amfol k. The Aeons whose divine nature now found expression through
the human spirit. Perhaps it was for that reason, despite the never-endi ng catal ogue of man-nade
horrors, it could not be extinguished. But we could. Hadn't he told ne that we were expendabl e? At
that very noment, 'Brax and his heavies night be gathering overhead |ike a dark stormcloud.
Zeroing in onus fromthe four corners ofthe cosnos, Not that | thought for one nonent he pl anned
to doing something drastic like levelling New York. But he and his boys could still nmake life
difficult. After all, this was the nob that the Enpire had failed to keep the lid on. It was al
very well for The Man to talk about a tonorrow but, if he didn't hold all the aces, we nmight not
get to see the sunrise

Don't panic, | told nyself. Any minute now, the yo-yos in the long-ship who are trying to

straighten out the Resurrection may yank hi mback to Jersualemand that will be the last you'l
see of him But perversely, | didn't want that either. Wat | wanted was the privil eged pl easure
of his conpany wi thout the attendant dangers. 'I'he crunch line is, of course, as many have found

out before ne, there is no way you can cone to a confortable acconmpdation with Christ.

And then | thought, what the hell? W live in New York. W don't
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push our luck. W try and steer clear of trouble. But what guarantee do any of us have that we're
going to nake it through the day? What does it take? A guy on a bike swallows his whistle instead
of blowing it and wraps your spleen round his handl ebars. A junkie in search of oblivion tries to
cut your wallet out with a knife and takes your heart with it. A term nal cancer case skydives
through a fiftieth floor wi ndow to save hospital fees and uses you as a tranpoline. A .357 naghum
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ri cochet bl ows away your cheesecake and the face you were feeding it into as you sit at a fast-
food counter that fate has positioned opposite a bank heist shoot-out. It can happen. | can give
you nanes and addresses of the next.of-kin. You want to |live here, you play the percentages. It's
the price you pay for putting the bite on the Big Apple.

As you can see, it doesn't take nme long to bounce back. Mriamlistened wi de-eyed as | related ny
encounter with the missing elevator and the invisible fist. | kept it |low key to avoid al armi ng
her and to reinforce the image | liked to project of nyself as a nan who, besi des bei ng snoot h,
sharp and sexually magnetic, was al so endowed with a certain nonchal ant machi smo. Wi ch neant
onmtting the fact that | had, nmonentarily, been scared shitl ess.

It was touching to see how she accepted the situation w thout seeking any assurances for her own
future safety. What was slightly |l ess touching was the fact that she did not seek any on ny behal f
either. But then, naybe she knew something that | didn't. O maybe, wonen really are different to
men in their reaction to danger in that their first thought is for their children. If so, her
motherly instincts were not directed at me but at The Man.

"WIIl you be all right? she asked, as | finished ny story.

"Yes, don't worry,' he said. 'Brax can't harmne now. He can only nmake things nore difficult.'
"What do 'Brax's boys look like? | asked. It was one of those questions that nade himraise his
pal 6 and shrug his shoul ders. Wi ch | now knew neant that | was not going to get a clear answer.
"They cone in all shapes and sizes,' he said. 'They like to work through people if they can, but
they can nanifest their power and presel 1ce in various ways. They can flatten a city in the guise
of a hurricane or they put on their black magic outfit and scare the hell out of people with
primal images drawn fromthe Id -'You nean |i ke the goat-headed rider on the black horse with eyes
Ii ke red-hot coals, incubi, succub, vanpires, hob-goblins, and
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assorted nonsters fromthe Pit.'

He nodded. 'Yes. On the other hand, they can | ook Iike the people

next door. And often are. Thar's when it gets a little tricky. It nmakes thema | ot harder to
spot .’

"Are they around all the tine?" | asked.

"Sone of themare,' he said. 'A prison has to have its jailers 'Brax has several |egions of

el emental s guarding Earth. There are garrisons scattered throughout the cosnos hol ding the
Secessi oni st gal axi es, maraudi ng packs patrolling the Deeps, and scout ships everywhere. But their
mai n force, under the great Black Princes, is held in reserve to counter any nmajor intervention by
the Enpire.

"It sounds as if they've got you pretty well tied down.' | said.

The Man swal | owed sone bourbon and allowed hinself a quiet snmile. '"It's not as sinple a task as it
sounds. 'Brax's power is eternal in the sense that he cannot be destroyed but his degree of power
is finite. He can divide it into an infinitely variable hierarchy of |esser beings. Creatures of
his will that he can despatch to do his bidding. He can unmake the Bl ack Princes and the Lords of
Dar kness that were banished with himfromthe Enpire and re-fashion themat his whim He can
destroy life. He can corrupt it. But he cannot create it. Life is a gift of Enpire. The only way
"Brax can increase his strength is by winning the allegiance of the Celestial powers trapped in
the cosmos. And he will never do that because the Enpire keeps sendi ng nessengers in under the
wire to bring word to the Amfol k that they have not been abandoned. G ving them hope, the wll
and the means to resist through the Power of The Presence. And 'Brax has an even bi gger problem
Al t hough Tinme is simultaneous the cosmc clock governing the World Below is still ticking.
Everything in it is subject to the Law of Lapsed Tine. Wich, expressed very sinply, neans that
you cannot be in two places at once.

"Rut . . . 'l began.

He held up his hand. 'I know what you' re going to say. Under the rule of sinmultaneity, | am being
born, and crucified while we sit here talking. But not in the sane linear tine.lranes. He turned
to Mriam 'Are you still with me?

"I'"'mjust about hanging on by ny fingertips,' she confessed. 'But

keep going. Leo can explain it to ne later.'

The Man | ooked at ne. 'Think back to that idea of linear time as a

strip of filmin which each frame represents a fleeting instant of'lime |'resent that you think of
as "now'. Wen | rnoved through
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- fromthe rock tonmb to the Manhattan General | dropped out of that section of the film
then reappeared in the post-Crucifixion sequence sone two hours later. The sanme thing happened
over the weekend, and with nmy trip here today. |1'll be mssing froma certain number of tine-
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frames in 29 AD. But | could drop out of the linear time dinmension and re-enter it at the sane
monent somewhere el se. Say - San Franci sco.'

"Yet another paradox,' | nused.

"Yes,' said The Man. 'Hut only because you | ack the proper nodes of perception. Like ne, '"Brax is
not bound by Tinme and Space but, when he is operating in the physical universe - the cosnbs - he
is subject to the Law of Lapsed Tine |like everyone else. Wich neans that his forces, which as
I've said are finite, cannot be everywhere at once. And his war with the Enpire is being waged not
only along the linear time dinension but also outside it. Throughout all eternity.

Maybe now you wi Il understand what | said right at the very begi nning about being caught up in a

big event.
| eyed Mriam expectantly.
'Go ahead,' she said. 'l can't tell the MIky Way froma Hershey Bar.'

I swal | owed sone bourbon to help ne get ny bearings and focussed on The Man. 'So what you're
saying is, 'Brax has to keep switching his forces around; noving themthrough space and tine to
try and stop you nmeking an input.’

"Yes. And the bigger the input, the bigger the force needed to counter it. W enjoy a slight
tactical advantage in being able to choose the tine and place. But against that nust be set the
difficulties in getting through to the Wrld Bel ow wi thout being detected and the probl ens of
protecting the Tine CGate.

| was beginning to get the picture. "So ... the nanme of the gane is trying to stay one junp ahead.
In order to keep 'Brax off bal ance.

"Yes, It's a constant battle of wits. But every tinme we get the upper hand, 'Brax finds sonme way
to underm ne our position.' He thought about it, and shook his head glumy

"Ch, cone on now,' | joshed. 'Life isn't that bad.

"That's very true,' he replied. 'But who do you think deserves the credit for that - our side or
' Brax?'

"Thank you,' said Mriam As | sat there trying to think of a snappy answer. '| always enjoy
seeing a smart New York |lawer at a loss for words. It restores ny faith in God."'
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| managed to find my tongue. 'I'mglad sonethi ng-does.'

"You struck out, Resnick,' she said. Her eyes flared, willing nme into silence. She turned to The
Man. ' The Book says that after you'd been baptised, you met up with what they call the "devil",
spelt with a small "d". Was that 'Brax?

The Man nodded. 'He turned up eventually. H's people had shadowed us fromthe nonent of touchdown.
And he was also waiting in the wings, so to speak, when M chael and Gabriel |landed to set up what
is known as the Resurrection. The transfer of Joshua's body and ny neta-psyche to the |ongship.'

I glanced briefly over my shoulder to see if anyone behi nd was eavesdroppi ng on our conversation.
I needn't have worried. Nobody was paying the slightest attention. The quartet nearest The Man was
di scussing the plot of the |latest Wody Allen nmovie. And let's face it, the way we were talking,
we coul d have been di scussing another, by Ml Brooks.

'So that nmeans he nust have known about your di sappearance

too,' said Mriam

He certainly knew things hadn't gone as planned,' replied The Man. 'And that caused a certain

anount of confusion on both sides. My people should have waited a while. After all, the first time
around, | was back in Jerusalemin under two hours

"But they didn't,'! interjected, with a feeling that I knew what was

com ng.

~No,' he said. 'They pani cked and i medi ately | aunched a nmassive search operation. Every avail abl e
vessel was desparched through the tine-tracks in both directions. Back into the distant past, and
forward to the twentieth century and beyond.'

"And 'Brax sent his main force after them' | said.

The Man nodded. 'He must have. Wen | transferred fromthe tonb to the |ongship after coning back
fromthe Manhattan General, the massive forces 'Brax had gat hered had di sappeared fromthe post.
Crucifixion time-frames. When ny resurrected form had been fully restored, M chael and Gabri el
reveal ed that the search parties had already taken off and, for various reasons, could nor be re-
cal l ed without causing even nore confusion. On top ofwhich, our comunicarion-link with the Enpire
had been broken. There was nothing in our mission orders to cover this situation. Nevertheless,!
stilt had to return to Jerusalemto finish instructing the Twelve. So we nounted a major effort to
pin-point the fault in the transfer process
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that had caused nme to side-track by a couple of thousand years.' He threw up his hands, 'The
system checked out perfectly:! was the faulty conponent. The flaw in the system Wy, is a
mystery. It may be due to the trauma of the Crucifixion. But, sonehow, the tenporal aspect of ny

nmet a- psyche has becone unstable.' He sniled at us both. '"In practical ternms and plain English it
means that this form| have assuned - this body I'min - is no longer firmy anchored in |inear
time. As yours are. That's why | keep di sappearing.’

Mriamwas the first to break the ensuing silence. 'I don't know whether Leo has mentioned this
but I'ma very down-to-earth person. I'msure all this is terrifically relevant but the honest-tn-

God truth is I have about as nuch interest in cosmc events as Leo has in the workings of the

| ower intestine.'

'She doesn't nean that,' | interjected. 'She's a very intelligent girl.'

"Ofcourse lam' said Mriam 'You don't have to tell himthat. And you don't have to apol ogi se for
me either. The fact is, when you work in the boiler roomof a cosmic Titanic, it's hard to get
enotionally involved with what's happening up on the bridge.'

"It's anice image,' | said. 'But | think you picked the wong ship. At least | hope you did. If
we have to be aboard anything, I1'd rather it was sonething like the USS Nimtz with its flight
deck packed with warring angels.'

The Man eyed me indulgently then took Mriams hand. 'l know how you feel. | spent thirty-four
years in the boiler roomnyself. Wat is it you were going to ask ne?

"It may be sonething I mssed,' she said, 'but at this point in tine, whatever that neans, are
your people still |ooking for you?

"Yes,' he said. 'In the end, we decided it was better to |l et the search continue just in case

got into a jam somewhere along the Iine and needed hel p. There was always the chance that one

of our ships m ght pass through ny tinme~frane.'

"And 'Brax and his baddies are on their heels,' she concl uded.

"Yes. And in sonme cases, ahead of them

I began to put the pieces together inside nmy head. It was incredible. Wile the foursonme behind us
continued their review of W Allen' s unique brand of novie nagic, and a fat-fingered nan on ny
right reacted with nonosyllabic conpassion to a tale of woe froma redheaded dancer whose show had
just bonbed on Broadway, The Man had casually reveal ed that he was the subject of the biggest man-
hunt ever,

fromevening into night, and the wi ndows of the black paper cut-out city began to glitter like
boxed constell ations of cut-rate stars, opposing fleets of metaphysical spaceships fashioned by
powers in universes beyond our own were playing a cosm c gane of tag through the woven strands of
Tinme. Travelling through the unnunbered centuries towards the beginning and the end of the world
in search of The Man who sat beside us cradling a glass of Seagrans.

"Tell me,' said Mriam 'Does this mean that all those flying

saucers people claimto have seen are real ? Are they - 'Her hesitation was understandable. 'Are
they | ooking for you?

"Yes,' he said, and now there was no hint of a smle. They're not

really full of little green nen, or shaped like trash can lids but, as in the case of angels,
peopl e see what they want to see.'

~Now it begins to nake sense,' | said, warming to one of ny favourite subjects. "~ hy the
sightings are so brief, and the descriptions so varied. Wiy there aren't any good pictures, no
real attenpt to comunicate with us, or nmeet us face-to-face. W are of no interest. They're just
passi ng through.'

It all seenmed to fit neatly into the pattern of saucer sightings |I'd read about, and the theories
that UFGs cane from another dimension. Another plane of existence. O fromthe depths of human
consci ousness. Didn't they often appear quite suddenly, hover briefly over an area, a vehicle, or
pl ane, then accelerate to speeds of thousands of mles an hour, and vanish into thin air?

I f'Brax's ships had followed in the wake of the Star of Bethl ehem boys, or maybe noved ahead of
them it would explain the steady increase in reported 1JFO sightings in the last half of this
century while at the sane tinme disposing of nost of the aerial nysteries recorded by the scribes
of Sumer, King Tut, and fromthere on up. The Man had now nade three trips up the Iine, and two
back down. And had doubt!| ess appeared to people on the way. If either side had picked up his
trail, it was obvious that they would eventually narrow their search down to the right century,
then the right decade, then gradually zero in on the right year until they had his exact |ocation
spotted.

Ri ght here in Manhattan, within an armis length of L. Resnick

I finished the last of nmy bourbon. 'I've understood everything so

fir," | bcgai~. 'But sonething puzzles ne. | can grasp the concept of tenporal instability and
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your return to related tine-franes of first-

As the sky beyond the Hudson Ri ver began the slow nmix through
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century Jerusal em Because, in a sense that's where your tenporal roots are. But if you are not in
total control of your novenments, why is it you keep conmi ng back here?

My question made Mriamsnort in disgust. | don't know why. The answer concerned her just as much
as it did me. As we both discovered Later

‘"Leo,' he said, 'at the nonment, | can't tell you. But when | find out, you'll be the first to
know. '

For sone reason that sounded nore like a threat than a promse. And it led ne to consider the ever-
present threat of the Apocal ypse which was the scriptural corollary of the Second Comi ng and the
gl oony prediction |'ve nentioned before, that the final hol ocaust would begin in the hills of
Hebron. As it certainly would if The Mao ever went back there as an official guest of the I|sraeli
government. And it struck ne that maybe | was wong. Maybe 'Brax night arrange to have Manhattan
taken out after all. Wth détente a dead duck, the world in turnmoil and Pentagon re-witing its
nucl ear war strategy, it could happen. The bad news in Revel ations could begin with a pre-enptive
strike by '"Brax to take out The Man to whom | had unwittingly becone host. He had assured ne that
his com ng here was an acci dent. But suppose he wasn't levelling with me? Suppose this was it -
with a capital |-T? The good guys nmight win in the end but what good would it do us to he on the
si de ofthe angel s?

I took ny eyes off the bottom of ny glass and gave him a sideways gl ance. He broke off his
conversation with Mriamand | ooked at nme with disarm ng directness. He pointed at ny glass and
pull ed one of nmy five dollar bills out of his hip pocket.

"You look as if you could do with another drink. Let nme get you one.' He flagged the waiter as if
he'd been doing it all his life. "Mriam,.?'

"Not for me,' she said. 'I'mgoing to have to get back to the hospital.' She checked her watch.
"Maybe | can catch up with you later.

"Sure," | said. "I'll call you and |l et you know what's happening.'

She waved us back into our seats as she got to her feet. 'Take good care of him' she said.

I nodded obediently. She gave ne a snmile that spelt forgiveness but her eyes told nel was still on

probation. As she noved past The Man she briefly took hold of his raised hand. ' You nust conme to
the hospital sonme tine.'

"Yes,' he said.

W wat ched her wal k away across the room She turned and gave a

qui ck wave as she reached the Iline of people waiting for seats. Then she was gone.

"Nice girl ' He drained his glass as the waiter arrived.

"Very,' | said, quietly appalled at the prospect of what the New York press woul d nake of the
nmracles he might performin Energency. | put ny glass on the tray and | ooked up at the waiter
‘Make mine a triple . -,
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Chapter 7

We sipped our way |eisurely through the second round and | pointed out some of the nore
interesting itens that fornmed part of the cityscape bel ow us. The bar faces west, with a shorter

wi ndow on the north side, so to see the Enpire State, the Chrysler Building and the other high-
risers of Lower Manhattan you have to eat in the restaurant that occupies the other half of the
forty-fourth floor. Even so, The Man was still knocked out by the sheer volume of the city; the
densely packed piles of masonry we'd nanaged to cramon to an island that had been purchased for a
row of beads. As well he might be. First-century Inperial Rone night be a jaw dropper to your
average Visi-Goth but nothing short of the Celestial City itself could have prepared himfor' the
glittering spectacle of night-time New York

When we'd finished, we left the Gulf and Western building, cut through to Broadway and down to
Times Square. As usual, it was littered with folks in search of a good tine. Shoals of eager

nm nnows with darting eyes; their faces rainbowtinted by the razzl e-dazzle fromthe acres of neon
graffitti that hung in the night sky w thout visible nmeans of support. The fluorescent icons of the
good life. And in their wake, cane the night people with walled-up eyes. The hustlers, pinps and
pushers, noving coolly through the m nnows |ike razor-toothed pike. Waiting for a chance to score.
We plunged into the crowds that spilled oft' the sidewal k, pausing every now and then to | ook at
the displays in the jam packed entrances to the pleasure pal aces, the fast-food joints and record
stores, then we stood for a while on a street corner and watched the world go by.

It is, perhaps, a banal remark, but it really is fascinating to watch the behavi our of individuals
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in a crowd. Sonme nove purposefully, others aimessly. Letting the waves of people carry them back
and forth along the sidewal k; |ike uprooted seaweed caught in the ebb and flow of an incom ng
tide. Longiog for a chance encounter to | eaven the enptiness oftheir lives but not daring to reach
out to one another. Just wandering; hands in pockets, or folded out of sight under their arns.

Li ke nmultiple anputees; crippled by the fear of rejection. Their days and nights spent on the
fringe of life, waiting for sonmething to happen. Watching the takers. The minnows, jostling for a
share of whatever was up for grabs. Sex, thrills, laughter; or drugs to deaden the need for al

t hr ee.

Traffic flowed past. A runbling glass and netal river of reflections. Pushers noved upstream

agai nst the press of the crowd; nuttering the menu of the Paradi se Cafe: Coke, Hash, Speed, Snmack,
Poppers, Acid. . -

I watched one of themuntil he disappeared in a sea of featureless faces; drained of colour by the
canopi es of white neon that reached out over the sidewal k, |ike bleached grains of sand on a

di stant shore and | was conscious of a degree of detachnment that | had never felt before. As if he
was nmaking me watch the world through his eyes but with the know edge of my own past pursuits of

pl easure. And it bothered nme nore than a little to think that he m ght know exactly how | had
behaved on those occasi ons. Even though he had never offered a word of criticism the thought of
any form of censure suddenly nade me feel rebellious. After all, | had never pretended to be
perfect.

I conjured up what | hoped was an air of aggressive unrepentance. 'Do you want to nove on - or
have you seen enough?

"No,' he said. "Gve ne the full ten-dollar tour.

"COkay,' | replied 'But don't hold nme responsi bl e.

| steered him across Broadway and down towards 42nd Street and nade sure he kept close behind ne
as we eased our way through the log-jamon the corner. The street itself was teening wth people
of every race and colour. United by a single creed; the exploitation and gratification of hunman
desire. Maybe |'m neurotic but, when | wal k down either side of that block between Broadway and

Ei ght h Avenue, | always experience a certainffisson. Maybe it's because of the higher-than-average
nunber of bl acks and Puerto-Ri cans gathered in rap-squads along the curb - as if in readiness to
r epel

10]

boarders. Maybe it's because, by sone niracle, |1'd never yet been mugged but at the back of ny
mnd | knew that sooner or later it had

to happen. Preferably sooner; while one still has the sense not to resist and the strength to get

up. It isn't a problemnow, but the one thing | dreaded was the prospect of shiepping ny bones
around for seventy crinme-free years only to fall prey to a twelve-year old vandal and his kid
sister.

Perhaps ny fear was a lurking remant of my Jew shness. A race-nenory of pogrons past, or a touch
of the guilts about a society that enabled ne to live in style while others slept six to a roomin
cold water wal k-ups. O whatever. Al | knowis that sone of the people who eye you on that street
are really evil-1ooking bastards.

And there's another kind, that ook as if they've just crawl ed out from underneath a rock; the
kind it's hard to imagi ne walking the streets in broad daylight G aduates from Dracula' s Charm
School . When | see them | always ask nyself - what the fuck do they do? How do they earn a
living? | wouldn't even offer thema job in our mail roomfor fear they'd give our clients
gangrene through licking the flaps on the envel opes. Maybe they do nothing; just exist on food
stanps and wel fare. Maybe sone of them are even beyond that,

We stopped and | ooked into a bar drenched with blood-red |ight. Four topless go-go dancers stood
on a | edge above the bottles of booze and worked the fat off their hips with the help of sone
funky rock. Their faces frozen behind masks of make-up; their unseeing eyes focussed on infinity.
Bel ow t hem the bartenders dispensed drinks with a staggering indifference.

"It's a local custom' | said, as we regai ned the street.

The Man nooded. 'They had the sane kind of thing in Rone. Only the nusic wasn't so |oud.'

"What were you doing there?' | asked, He shrugged. 'Just passing through

We noved on and, before | could grab him he stepped inside a bookstore retailing hardcore

magazi nes and fun things for fetishists. | took a deep breath and plunged in after him M one big
worry was that he might go ape and start busting up the place; like when he overturned the tables
of the noney-lenders inside the Tenple. But as it turned out, he was on his best behaviour. He
just eyed everything with a kind of bewi | dered anmusenent. |'d seen enough of the product not to be
shocked but, even so, sone of the stulron display was pretty dreadful

And sonehow, very sad
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The defiant full-frontal had cone of age about the sane time as | had, but years of over-exposure
had dulled my initial delight at being afforded sharp focus cl ose-ups of the fenal e pudenda. How
many trees, | wondered, had been killed to provide the paper to print all this junk? How did
little girls who had skipped to school, stared wi de-eyed at their first snowfl ake, posed prettily
in pig-tails and their first party-dress, had known the joy of a kitten, the nagic of fairy tales
and Santa Claus - how did they end up fingering their private parts in front of a canera? Wat was
the process of dissolution? The answer had to be nore than just one hundred bucks an hour

I glanced al ong the racks of mamgazi nes. Row upon row of full-page pictures of what the trade
called '"split beavers'. The Tenples of Venus that had served as Mise to generations of ardent
poets; inspiring themto produce | anbent sonnets that had caused |ladies to blush and virgins to
swoon, along with nore robust rhym ng couplets such as those found in Eskino Nell. It was a
magni fi cent obsession; but there was little poetry to be found in the explicit anthol ogies on

of fer which, when isolated fromthe attendant anatony, bore a depressing resenblance to the
unstuffed gi zzards of Thanksgi vi ng turkeys.

| turned to The Man. 'Not a pretty sight.’

"I't never was,' he replied.

| took himby the arm 'Cone on. Let's get some fresh air."'

W went out into the street and wandered on. Werever we | ooked, it was nore of the same. Finally,
we ended up in front of a Broadway novie theatre where they wete screening Deep Throat. There was
a small crowd gathering in front of the box office in readi ness for the next performance.

The Man ran his eyes over the front-of-house display then eyed ne. 'Do we have tine to take in a
nmovi e before Mriamconmes of ' duty?

"W do," | said. '"But this isn't it. W can go to one of the places on Third Avenue.' | took hold
of his arm

He didn't nmove. 'What's wong with this one?

"Look,"' | said. 'Enough is enough. You saw that stuff in the bookstore. This is the filmof the
book. You don't need to watch this kind of thing. You already know we're sick. It will only upset
you.'

"Leo,' he said, 'I've been around for a long time. For a |lot |onger than you can possibly inagine.
Peopl e now aren't any different fromwhat they were two thousand years ago. Only the scenery is
new Resi des, what harmcan it do me? Your head's still in one piece, and

you' ve seen it three tines.'

| felt nyself go red with enbarrassenent, 'True. But that was years ago.'

Sonme of you who haven't seen the novie are probably famliar with its reputation, But for those
peopl e who preferred to pass by on the other side | should perhaps explain that with this
particular work, skinflicks cane of age. Its screening caused a nminor sensation and a polarisation
of opinion anobng commtted liberals in the same way that the Soviet invasion of Czechosl ovakia
following the 'Prague Spring' of'68 caused a split between Euro-Conmmuni sts and hardline
Stalinists. Deep Throat is not a novie that invites interpretation. It has all the subtlety of a
visit to a sl aughterhouse.

Despite ny whispered protests, The Man joined the Iine and blew the last of my |oan on two
tickets. After that, there was nothing to do but follow himinside; which | did with sone

ni sgi vi ng.

You may have guessed that, despite ny triple exposure to the unique talent of Ms Linda Lovel ace,
this was not ny all-time favourite novie and certainly not one | would have chosen as an
introduction to the art of the cinema. But there was no doubt that it told The Man where a goodly
number of our heads were at. As | nentioned earlier on, Mriamwas into Fassbi nder, Varda,
Wertmul | er, Kurosawa and Antonioni. The last time |'d seen this kind of picture was five or six
years ago. The mmgi c, you m ght say, had worn off.

We found a couple of seats on the aisle and, as we settled in,| wondered why he'd decided to put
me on the spot like this |I've got a certain amount of chutzpah but | didn't have the brass neck to
sit through this particular nmovie in the conpany of Jesus without feeling unconfortable. And he

knew that. | could only be because he wanted to teach ne sonething.
The house lights dimed and | found nyself praying for another black-out to hit the East Coast.
wai ted but, by the end of the main title, | realised that God and his son were gangi ng up on ne.

It goes without saying that the whole sorry experience was coloured by the presence of The Man
but, looking back, | believe it only heightened ny objectivity; the feeling of detachnent that had
i nvaded nme while standing with himon the street corner. My perception of the city, the people, of
life itself, had changed; sharpened; hecone less - worldly? Wiatever it was, | knew that there was
no goi ng back. | had not yet found The Way but The Man had gently coaxed ne o take an irrevocable
step forward. And as we watched Ms
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Li nda take an incom ng round whil st massagi ng her guns on the pillared flesh of a second facel ess
studi o buck, | could not help but reflect on the tawdriness of the spectacle and the spiritua
poverty of the perforners and producers. The explicitness of the farmyard action, the total |ack
of ennobling enotion and the baseness of the notivation behind its conception suddenly seened to
epitom se the mind-shrivelling nihilismthat underpinned the perm ssive society.

Li ke Conrad's hero, | had journeyed towards the heart of darkness only to recoil before it

engul fed nme. Perhaps out of an instinct ofselfpreservation. For it was not only the | eaden exhaust
fumes, industrial wastes, aerosols and oil-slicks that were polluting the wafer-thin life envel ope
that was wapped around our planet. It wasn't only our bodies that were at risk. Qur minds were in
danger of slow death by suffocation on the glutinous qui cksand of honbgeni sed porn that now
covered the Western world. Pricks, beavers and over-blown jugs had beconme the graven i mages of the
new religion, and sex-shops its shrines.

It was only new, of course, in the sense that it was the nodern, nedia-fuelled expression of

manki nd' s apparently tinmel ess preoccupation with sex. As a hobby; a favour; to relieve boredom
for financial gain; as a bonus for the boys following mlitary conquest; as a neans of achieving
soci al advancenent; as a revenge weapon depl oyed to conpensate for psychol ogi cal inadequacies; as
the box-office attraction in certain pre-Christian religions and the Californian brand of
psychot her apy.

But in the past, excesses had led to the violent eclipse of nation-states; perversions had been
hel d in check by hard-nosed prophets |like Mses and Elijah. And they had needed to be. One of the
host of injunctions that Moses had sl apped on the Israelites put the bl ocks on anyone who got his
ki cks with oxes, asses, sheep and goats. Sodom and Gonorrah got theirs for indulging in nore of
the sane only in spades. And in Greece, where they were kinder to aninmals, the Mnotaur got his
rocks off with Cretan maids and | ocal boy scouts until Theseus turned himinto ox-tail soup and
made the island safe for tourists.

But nowadays, it was different. Protest was not onlyunfashionable, tt was downright anti-soci al

To acol ytes of the new religion, sexual |icence and unbridled perversion were the central articles
of faith and the cure for all the ills that beset mankind; to overtly challenged this assunption
was regarded as a nmmjor heresy. Any nodern, woul d-be

Theseus woul d i mmedi ately fnd hinsel f denounced by sel f-appoi nted apol ogi sts for paedeophil es,
necrophil es, snuff-novie fan, clubs, pig-fanciers from Appal achia, and nother-fuckers everywhere

| had cone from a humane, whol esone family but, like my contenporaries, | had swung through the

Si xties, stalked the singles bars in search of talent, watched the girls on the gate-folds of

Pl ayboy sprout nipples and pubic hair, had subscribed to the success of Hustler and had treasured
their famous break-through issue with the 'Sniff-M' cover.

| had plunbed the depths of eroticismin print and in practice and if, in the end, | had found it
wanting, it was not for lack of trying. To be fair, nmy encounters had been linmted to those
avai l abl e to an i maginative heterosexual but apart fromthat minor character defect | was a man of
my tinme. A fully paid-up menber of this crooked age. But the process of disengagenent had, in all
honesty, begun before The Man had arrived to bug nelt was right that the web of hypocrisy
surroundi ng our sexual relationships had been bl own away but as society had shed its inhibitions,
it had beconme ensnared in a new web of deceit spun by the dream nerchants. The new freedomit
purported to represent was nerely a new form of bondage. The expandi ng narket created the need for
new and ever nore extrene forns of sexual imagery to stinulate the jaded appetites of its
customers. But to satisfy the desires of sone neant the exploitation of others. And they were not
all consenting adults working for a hundred bucks an hour; or for free, just for the hell of it.
Did the five-year-old kids cajoled into fellatio ever recover? Did the South Anerican sl um whores
killed in snuff novies ever collect? The excesses of the perm ssive society were no nore a
celebration of life than a prison riot was the celebration of the fellowship between inmates and
war der s.

The dream world of sexual fantasy was a cruel illusion and all attenpts to turn it into reality
nmerely increased the alienation between human bei ngs. Wiat we needed was not sexual freedom but
freedomfromsexuality. It was not a question of it being wong, or bad, or sinful, It was

unnecessary. A blind alley that |ed us away from self-realisation; not towards it. W had been
assi duously conditioned to think of the outward expressi on of our sexuality as a neasure of male
virility and female desirability. The power of our aninmal nagnetismand its assiduous application
assured us ofa favoured position

in the social pecking order. | realised now what The Man had neant when he had said that | anguage
had been designed to prevent us from understandi ng one another. For the m susc of |anguage played
a major part in the all-consuning quest for self-gratification. Speech had not been heaven-sent.
It was a gift from'Brax. It made it possible for us to lie to one another, and fuelled our
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infinite capacity for self-deception W all knew what was goi ng on yet we renained party to the
continuing conspiracy to deprive |language ofits true meaning. It had becone a debased currency and
the suprenme exanple of this relentless devaluation was the word 'love'. A word that described
everything that The Man stood for, and which had been taken over by 'Brax.

Love, in its truest sense and purest expression was a universal, self-denying enotion. Though it
m ght, on occasion, be the bedfell ow of desire, they were, in fact, discrete states of being.

Physi cal desire was an affirmation of self; its fulfilment nmeant the possession of another human
bei ng. From experience, | knew that could produce sone del ectable nmonents. But | al so knew that,
as a social activity, it manifested itself in many guises; froma |oving, stable, one-on-one
relationship all the way down to gang-rape, child nolestation and the Boston Strangler. And that
because of it, a lot of people had, quite literally, fucked up their lives. 'Making |ove', when
stripped of its canouflage, described two aspects of sexual intercourse: procreation and
fornication. Both well known to the prophets ofold The inpulse to procreate is, as the exponents
of socio-zoology tell us, triggered by the inplacable desire ofour genes to reproduce thensel ves.
Fornication, strictly defined, was sexual intercourse between the unnmarried but, by extension, had
conme to nean fucking, in any known pernuta -tion, for its own sake instead of for the sake of the
ki ds.

A way of nmking friends and influencing peopl e.

Don't let's knock it but, at the same tinme, don't let us delude ourselves by dignifying these two
butt ock- heavi ng nbdes of hunman behaviour with the word 'l ove'. Love can exist wthout sex, but sex
often needs to cloak itself with counterfeit love in order to nake itself acceptable. Which does
not mean to say that you cannot | ove soneone and al so desire them Just don't kid yourselfthat
they're the sane thing, There is, in fact, an acid test you can apply to your relationship with
the person you share your bed with. And you don't need litnus paper: Al you have to do is ask
yoursel f the follow ng question and answer it honestly; would you still want to be with them
sharing their joys and sorrows, would you consider spending the rest of your

life with them wi thout ever engaging in sexual intercourse? If the answer is 'Yes', then you may
really be on the point of discovering what |love is all about,

When the novie ended, we shoul dered our way out back on to the crowded streets. Word i nages from
The Man continued to flood into ny mind. It was as if he was feeding nme enlightenment

i ntravenously. | understood that |ove, raying outwards fromthe soul, could pierce the hard,
egocentric shell that held it captive. Its healing power could transformour |ives; change the
world and, in the final triunph of mind over matter, restore the bal ance between the opposing
forces of the universe. The | egendary Harnony of the Spheres w thout which everything, including
the Celestial Enpire, would go down the tube. Human consci ousness was not a by-product of physica
exi stence. It was not the result of bio-chenical processes but the thing that made those processes
possi ble. It came frombeyond Tine and Space. From a hi gher real mof being of which The Man was
part and to which he sought to bring us again by the power vested in him And which was in all of
us.

For each of us held the Key to the Kingdom Were all things had been shaped by the Light of The
Wird. The indestrctible, unifying force that flowed through the cosnbs and gave life to all within
it. It could not be destroyed because it emanated from The One, The Presence, Y*WH, Allah, the
God- Head, the Creator, The Suprene Being, the Shekinah, the Unknowable, the U timate Principle; or
What ever. Vhich, according to The Man, was now | ocked into a life and death struggle with
creatures spawned fromits own being. The rebellious |egions of 'Brax.

But while the power of |love could not be destroyed, it could be suppressed, perverted,

m sdirected. As when its energy was funnelled through our sexual organs and our senses as desire
for the things of this world, or transformed by the mal evol ent influence of 'Brax into hate.

It was not sonme grouchy noralismthat had caused the ancient Hebrews to |ist our common failings
among the seven deadly sins, but a nore ancient wi sdom Lust, hate, pride, greed, envy were
crippling deformations of the power of the spirit. They were the bars of the cage that inprisoned
the soul. The chains that nmade the Celestial rider the slave of the earth-bound host that carried
hi mt hrough the seductive dream caverns that 'Brax had woven about the world.

To keep us from The Light.

108
"Brax was playing for high stakes. He didn't want just what was on the table. He wanted the casino
and the rest ofthis galactic Las Vegas. This was the take-over bid to end themall; and he was

playing with | oaded dice and a stacked deck.

One of 'Brax's nmjor coups in this titanic struggle had been the forced creation of the ego from
whi ch had sprung the cult of the individual and an abhorrence of collectivism The achi evenent of
the individual was upheld as a triunph of the human will. The proof that Man was master of his own
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destiny and that rational science would unravel the nysteries of the universe. Belief in God was
held to be the vestigial remains of a nore primtive, irrational state of nind

The enphasis on the individual belied the truth. Handel may have conposed The Messi ah, but w t hout
a choir to bring it triunphantly to life it is nothing nore than nmarks on pieces of paper. Even
the nost brilliant concert pianist was nothing without the generations of craftsnen whose
collective skill had brought his instrument to its present peak of perfection. And there was a
darker side to the suprenmacy of the individual human will. The Reverend Ji m Jones coul d not have
sown terror and death anong his followers if they had not willingly subjugated thenselves to his
bal ef | i personality. And if, instead of pandering to his lunatic anbitions, that fateful coterie
of German generals and industrialists had told Hitler to take it down the street, the world m ght
have been spared World War Two.

The egocentric behavi our of the Me-Ceneration; the obsession with doing one's own thing; the

cal cul ated selfishness that was required to claw our way to the top of the heap, discarding the
peopl e that were ofno further use to us; all this was the reverse of The Man's teachi ngs. W had
turned our backs on the proto-comrunes that his disciples had created in the days i mediately
followi ng the infusion of his power at the Feast of the Pentecost. And they that believed were
together and had all things in comobn; and sold their possessions and goods and parted themto al
men as every nman had need. The only people who practiced that now were raggedy-assed Christian
Anar chi sts. And who took any notice of then?

The trouble with niceness, self-sacrifice and goodness was that it was a real turn-off. And

absol ute goodness even nore so. Like nost people, | was capable of mnor, unselfish acts but | was
al ways careful not to let it get out of hand. After all, this is a tough world we live in. And in
it, do-gooders usually end up by maki.ng everyone around them feel bad, or even inciting themto
vi ol ence. | guess you could

put it down to the perverseness of hum- nature. O 'Brax.

For behind any charitable feelings there lurks the insidious Conviction that people usually get
what they deserve; or should. Which hel ps us get over that attack of the guilts when we fail to
wite out a cheque for this week's good cause.

And what really gets us off the hook, gives us the excuse we need for not trying, is the discovery
that even the good guys have feet of clay. It confirms our worst suspicions and nakes us feel a
hel luva ot better to know that while Martin Luther King may have been to the top of the nountain
and | ooked over the other side, he was also balling chicks in integrated notel rooms; that good
ol d I ke, our open-faced soldier-President, had the hots for the peaches-and-cream English society-
girl-sol dier who chauffeured himaround warti me London. And when we fail to contribute to the
fight against |leprosy, we can do so in the confortable know edge that Nobel Doctor Al bert
Schweit zer was a tetchy, egocentric old fart who goose-stepped over his staff and patients. And if
only we could get sone dirt on Mdther Teresa of Calcutta, our joy at eating out in expensive
restaurants woul d be unconfi ned.

That was the problemwith The Man. Apart fromcussing a fig tree, he hadn't put a foot wong. It
was true he had put the hex on the Gadarene sw ne, but that was in a good cause. He'd al so bad-
nmout hed the scribes and Phari sees, but everyone seens to agree that they were just a bunch

of asshol es, Despite ny ingrained scepticism1 had been struck by his essential goodness. As Mriam
and Li nda had been. There was a kind of basic integrity about the guy despite the fact that, up to
now, he had reacted to everything with an intriguing passivity. But then if, as the Book said, he
was the Son of God, he didn't have to do anything. H's presence was enough; and fromit, there
radi ated a quiet strength. Not an aura of physical force, but of incorruptibility. Wich, in ow
day and age, was guaranteed to nake people foam at the nouth.

I was jerked out of my anmbulatory reverie by a sudden cl amour across the street. A crowd of people
stood back froma negro spreadeagled in a doorway. Bl ood punped out from under his body and snaked
its way towards the kerb. A cop, sunmoned by a di straught mini-skirted hooker hurried al ong the
outside of the line of parked cars with a drawn ni ght-stick. The sound of approaching sirens cut a
shrill swathe through the noise of the traffic.

" A

The Man took in the scene and started across the street.

| grabbed his armand held hi mback. 'Listen, stay out of it. There's nothing you can do.'

He tried to shake nme off. 'He's dying.

"Look,"' | said. 'They'll have called an anbul ance. Let that cop handle it. He'll know what to do.
He swung his armup and twisted free. | swore under ny breath and foll owed himacross the street.
We got separated by a couple of passing cars. By the tine | reached the other curb, he was
kneel i ng over the body. The crowd cl osed round himleaving a narrow channel for the blood to drain
into the gutter.
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Dear God, | renmenber thinking, don't let himstart raising the dead. The cop arrived. | stuck

cl ose behind himas he and the hooker made their way upstream

The Man had rolled up the black guy's jacket and put it under his head, and had ripped a coupl e of
strips off his shirt to nmake a pad to staunch the flow of blood fromthe stab-wound under the
ribs. He got the cop to help himbind it into place but | had uneasy feeling that the Red Cross
bandage bit was just to nmask his nagic.

"You a doctor?' asked the cop

"No, a rabbi,' said The Man. 'But | do a little first aid on the side.'" He laid one hand on the
victim s forehead and placed the other briefly over his punctured heart.

The black guy gave a little jerk, fluttered his eyelids then rolled his eyes fromside to side.
Then he raised his head, | ooked down at his bandaged rib-cage and surveyed the ruins of his shirt.
"Jeezuss, what d'you do that for, man? | paid sixty dollars for this fuckin'. thing!’

The hooker, a caranel-coloured fox with a dayglo wi g shaped |ike a giant nylon pan-scourer, went
down on her knees with a shrill cry of relief and cradled the ungrateful bastard s head. Two squad
cars beat the anbulance into third place

| haul ed The Man up and made sure nmy fingers were riveted to his sleeve. 'Cone on. Let's get out
of here.'

W left the hooker to explain who had done what to whom and slipped through the three-deep ring of
spectators as the paranedi cs hauled out their stretcher trolley. | glanced back and saw the bl ack
guy sit up unaided. | knew they wouldn't find a mark on him And that could lead to a | ot of
awkwar d questi ons.

"What's the hurry?' said The Man, as | hustled himacross to the east side of Broadway.

(N

"Just keep going,' | said. 'You and your goddamm nmiracles.' Al | wanted to do was grab a cab and
put as nuch space as possi bl e between us and the scene of the crime. But as al ways happens in
situations like this, there were none avail able

Soneone cal |l ed out behind us. 'Hey, Rabbi!’

I held tight to The Man's arm and kept going. A greasy-looking, broad-shoul dered guy in a |eather
bonber-jacket and tight jeans turned sharply and headed towards us fromthe other side of the
street. His right hand was tucked inside his jacket. Wich neant he either had fleas under his
arnpit, or a .38 Police Special

The pal m of sonebody's hand slanmed into ny right shoulder. 'Ckay, you two - hold it right there.
I was the same voice as before. | |ooked back and saw it belonged to a young bearded guy in a flat
tweed cap, with an Army surplus conbat jacket over a red and black striped football shirt. He
grabbed hold of The Man and spun hi m around, covering us both with his gun.

H's friend in the leather jacket arrived. A real greaseball. He flashed his NYPD badge. ' Drug
squad. We're going to have to turn you over, friends.'

Under cover narcs. It was insane. 'Conme on,' | said. 'Wuat is this? Sonme kind of gag?'

Flat Cap waved his .38. 'Don't get smart, shit-head. Lay your hands on the roof of that car-'

I | ooked at The Man. 'Just do as they say.'

We | eant against the roof of a white Volvo. Geaseball toed our feet apart and frisked us for
conceal ed weapons. Starting with ne.

"You're making a big mstake,' | said. 'I'"'ma |awer. A nmenber of the New York Bar Association
And this gentleman is one of nmy clients fromout of town.'

Greasebal | made sure | wasclean. 'Okay, turn around,' He snapped his fingers. 'ldentification'

I produced ny wallet and showed himny driver's |icence and busi ness card.

"@utzman, Schonfeld and Resnick - . .' Greaseball ran his thunb over the raised ink on the card

and passed it to Flat Cap. 'They | ook expensive.

Flat Cap glanced at it then slipped it into a top pocket. 'Check out the other guy.'

| watched G easeball frisk The Man and got mnmy tongue intogear in

112

readi ness to explain away the absence of any nmeans of identification. He turned The Man around and
checked the inside pockets of the padded w nd- breaker

"Bingo,' said Greaseball. He exposed the left inside pocket of The Man's jacket and carefully
pulled out a flat, transparent plastic bag full of white powder. He showed it to nme, hefted it in
his palm then tossed it to Flat Cap. 'I'd say that was a good six ounces.

Fl at Cap nodded, then grinned at ne. 'l suppose you're going to tell ne that your client's in the

bakery busines and that this is icing sugar.'

A real conedi an.

What the hell could | say? If the lab tests proved the contents to be six ounces of uncut coke or
heroin, we were in big trouble. It had to be a set-up. But how? Was it the black guy? Had he
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sonmehow palmed it off on The Man for friends to pick up later? And had the narcs seen the switch-
play? O had it been planted on himearlier? Perhaps in the store where he'd bought the jacket?

Was this a ploy by 'Brax to put The Man on the spot? It was the only answer that made sense - in
whi ch case, Flat Cap and G easeball m ght not be undercover cops at all but agents for a nuch nore
sinister organisation. | was seized with alarmas ny inagination began to run riot. If it were

true, what could I do? | was hel pl ess. How coul d! explain the situation to ny friends in the DA.'s
office, and to the judge and jury?

My legs wanted to run, but the fear of a paralysing bullet in nmy back kept nmy feet glued to the
side-wal k. In any case, now that they knew who | was, escape was inpossible. And so it was, that
fromout of ny cowardice, | was forced to find the courage to commtnyself to the defence of The
Man.

"My client's nane is Yale Sheppard,' | said. '"He's an Israeli national who arrived today from
Jerusalem His passport, wallet and identification were stolen at John. F. Kennedy. As his |ega
representative, I wish to know if you intend to arrest him- and on what charge?

Fl at Cap showed the dope to The Man. 'Do you deny ownership of this package and all know edge t hat
it was conceal ed on your person?

The Man shrugged.

"Cul Thim' said Flat Cap

Greaseball pulled The Man's arns behind his back and clicked the bracelets shut over his wists. |

still couldn't believe it was really happening. Once again, we were surrounded by a ring of blank-
faced
sensation seekers. | was chilled by a curious sense of deja-vu; the thought that | m ght be

witnessing a re-run of that scene in the Garden of Get hsenane.

Fl at Cap pocketed the dope, read The Man his rights, then turned to ne. 'W're holding your client
on suspicion until we get that package checked out. Start earning your fee, pal.’

He hol stered his .38, then both of them grabbed The Man by the arms and wal ked himinto the street
bet ween t he back of the Volvo and the car behind. As | followed them a banged up brown, '78 Dodge
Charger &ui sed up and stopped al ongside us. It all happened so quickly, | didn't get a proper |ook
at whoever was behind the wheel. Greaseball got into the back with The Man. Rat Cap went in front.
| grabbed hold of his |owered wi ndow. 'Hey, wait a minute. Let ne ride downtown with you.'

' Take a bus,' said Rat Cap.

I held onto the window. 'As this man's lawer, | have the right to know the nanes of the arresting
officers.'

"Your client has not been arrested,' said flat Cap. "'But I"'mRitger, he's Donati.' He jerked a

t hunb over his shoul der

"Wiere are you taking hin' | insisted,

'Seventh Precinct,' said Flat Cap. 'Now let go of this fucking car or |I'll bust you for
obstructi on.

| shouted to The Man through the wi ndow. 'Don't say anything until | get there!' The car pulled

away, breaking nmy grip on the window. | watched with a sinking heart as it di sappeared down the
street. The small crowd that had gathered began to di sperse; |ooking for some new event to satisfy
their idle curiosity. It was nearly a quarter of ten. Normally, in nonments of stress, ny brain

wor ks faster, beconies nore incisive. That's what nakes nme a smart |awyer. But not that night. |
stood on the curb by the Vol vo agai nst which we'd been searched and fretted indecisively; torn
between the desire to go imediately to the Seventh Precint, which was on the eastern tip of
Manhatt an, south of Houston, and the need to discuss the situation with sonebody. |Ini ght have found
the noral courage | ]Jacked hut this was definitet.y not the time to nake any rash noves. | wal ked
back to Broadway and took a cab to the Manhattan General

Li sten, even the best |awers need to consult, Wwo else could | talk to?

Chapter 8

\~Then | reached the hospital | found Mriamup to her arnpits in human suffering of one kind or
another. It was one of those nights. She was always telling me what a kick she got out of being a
doctor but when she ducked out to see nme after putting the last of fifteen stitches in sonebody's
scal p her face | ooked as crunpled as her white coat.

"Can we go sonewhere and tal k?

As she led ne through Energency, | glinpsed sonme of the current crop of victims of life in the big
city. Bleeding faces, broken |inmbs, burns, scalds; people who had been knifed or shot, in cold

bl ood and i n anger; zonked-out overdosed addicts with ulcerated arns; bew | dered parents with
taut, fraught faces, clutching kids who kicked and cried out offear, or pain, and others who just
lay there |like rag-dolls, blank-eyed and unresisting.

W went into a small utility room Mriamleant back against the door and held it shut. She | ooked
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as if she were trying to keep the whole world out- '"Wat is it? Wiat's happened?

Wrnen. Howis it they always know? | told her about the nmiracle on 42nd Street and the drug bust
but left out our trip to the novies,

She bummed a cigarette off ne. Her hands snelt of surgical spirit. 'Wat are you going to do?

| shrugged. 'l can't do anything until they charge him Once they do that, we can get himout on
bail .'

"But he's innocent,' she insisted.

"l.ook," | said. 'You know that, and | know that, but that doesn't explain away a six-ounce bag of

smack. O whatever.'

She eyed nme reproachfully. '1 just can't understand what possessed

115

you to take himthere in the first place.'

| gritted nmy teeth. 'He asked ne to take himthere.'

‘Leo,' she said. 'Conme on. How woul d he know about 42nd Street unless you told hin®'

| prefaced ny reply with one of those ' God-give-ne-strength' sighs. 'l didn't need to tell him
He's been inside ny head since day one. And yours too. So lay offme - and drop the Goody Two- Shoes
act before you contract a terninal case of noral rectitude.'

Her eyes bl azed. Hating me for having coaxed her into revealing sone of her dark secrets and now
throwi ng them back obliquely into her face. It's funny how we all strive to get the goods on one
another yet try to mmintain our own invulnerability. Take a tip from ne:

never give too much away. For, in the battle with the opposite sex, it is the whispered secrets
of t he bedroom confessional that provide the unkindest cuts of all

A coupl e of seconds later, her better half resurfaced. 'Supposing he disappears while he's out on
bail? If he doesn't come back, it could cost you thousands.'

"That's already occurred tone,'! said. 'There's a strong possibility that | may have to hock the
Porsche and the place up at Sleepy Hollow just to raise the noney.'

"You could I eave himin police custody.'

| al nost exploded. 'Are you kidding?!' You said yourself he was innocent. But that's not the point.
| don't dare leave himthere. If he disappears froma police cell. -

"So what if he does?' said Mriam 'That's their problem'

"It is - but suppose he reappears on ny doorstep? The | aw does not | ook kindly upon people who
knowi ngl y harbour suspected felons.'

"Ch, yeah - . - | hadn't thought of that,' she said.

"Well think about it," | replied. 'The last thing we need is an APB on Jesus of Nazareth and his
mug-shot circulated to every state in the nation.

Now, of course, she was full of w de-eyed synpathy. Not that it solved anything. 'Wat's going to
happen when he cones to trial ?

I waved the question aside. 'That could take months. Listen. | don't want to even think about
that. I've been beating ny brains out trying to figure out a way of stopping this before it gets
tothe DA 's office. If it was anyone else, | could at |east have hada quiet word with Larry.

Larry Bekker, a buddy of nmine froth | aw school was now Deputy District Attorney.

"Can't you have a word with himanyway?' said Mriam

"What am | going to say to hinP'! snorted. 'Larry, |I've gota little problem | was on 42nd Street
with this client of mne called Jesus? Forger it.'! gnawed at my thunmbnail. 'W're really over a
barrel with this one -

"Where have they taken hin?' asked Mriam

'Seventh Precinct - . -

She rai sed an eyebrow. '| thought 42nd Street canme under Manhattan Sout h.

"It does,' | replied. 'But the NYPD have dozens of different drug squads on the streets.'! paused
then let go with the double whamy. ' Al ways assuming that these guys are with the NYPD in the
first place.

She frowned, then her eyes popped as she got it. 'You nean - they may not be real people?

"Ch, they're real enough,' | said. "SXell, let me put it this way: if they aren't, you and
aren't going to be able to tell the difference. Wat! nean is, they may be working for 'Brax.'
Her eyelids stopped down to their normal aperture as she got used to the idea. "But - . - what do

you think he's trying to do?

| expl oded again. 'How the hell do I know what his game-plan is? He could play it two ways: he
coul d maybe force The Man to di sappear and nake sure that nobody knew he'd been here. In which
case, you and | might find ourselves as popular as the people who nade statenents to the Dall as
police after Kennedy's assassination. W could open the closet and find ourselves face to face
with an unknown assail ant who just happens to be an expert in karate - . -
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" Yukkk,' said Mriam 'l don't think | like that.

| shrugged. 'Listen. It could happen. The Man said that 'Brax will do anything to stop the truth
getting out. And, let's face it, there are a ot of very powerful people around who'd be quite
happy to help keep the lid on this. Think about it. | nean, we are involved, yet neither of us is
exactly shouting the news fromthe roof-tops."'

"No,' she said. 'But only because we're trying to protect our own skins.'

"Very true," | replied. 'And there are others who are equally anxious to protect much bigger
investments.' | quickly outlined sone of the problens I've nmentioned earlier in this account: the
wor | d-

r

wi de social and political repercussions that could follow recogriltioci of his presence; the panic
that m ght ensue because of the predictions that |linked his next public appearance with the

Apocal ypse; the inevitable head-on collision with the power-centres of the Christian faith, and
conpeting religions. Had not the Vatican recently threatened to run | eading theol ogians |ike
Schi | | ebeeckx and Kung out of town on a rail? How were they going to react to the news that the
Star of Bethl ehemwas a spacecraft spun fromthe dreans of Enpire, in synchronous orbit over the
manger housi ng the newborn child of the Royal House of David, and his princely Celestial |odger?
(Don't | ook back, smart people. You did not skip a page. | put that bit together fromwhat he'd
already told ne. We'll get to it in greater detail later on.)

" Anyway, '! concl uded, 'those are a few of the argunents for DeepSixing The Man's visit - and naybe
us along with it. The incident with the elevator could have been a warning shot, to get us to back
off On the other hand, by having The Man arrested, nmaybe 'Brax is trying to force himout in the
open. To identify himself publicly as Jesus Christ, so that 'Brax can expose himas a fake.'

"But wait a minute,' said Mriam 'He is Jesus Christ.'

"Sure,’" | said. 'But who's going to want to believe that? Especially if he repeats sone of the
things he's already cone out with. The ones -that aren't foanming at the nmouth will be rolling in

t he ai sl es.

She | ooked perplexed. "But if you and | believe he's Jesus Christ, other people will too. After

all, we are not even religious.'
"Exactly,' | said. 'And neither is he, in the accepted sense. Fromwhat he's told ne already, this
guy is taking on all creeds and all corners. First of all, The Man has to prove who he is. And

that could be nore difficult than you think. The college of Cardinals in Rone is not going to just
roll over with its legs in the air. The Mrnon Chapel Choir is not going to rush to sing serenades
under his wi ndow. And the Scientol ogists and the Moonies are not going to shut up shop and share
out the nmoney. If he goes public, everybody with a corner in the nmarket is going to be junping on
hi s bones.'

Mriamgrinmaced. 'Ye-ess, | guess you're right.'

"By the way,' | added. 'You've got it wong. | don't believe he's Jesus. | accept it. There's a
subtl e difference.'

She eyed nme, 'O course. | forgot. You're a | awer.'

I knew what she neant. In ternms of the endl ess word-gane, we were the verbal card-sharps; skilled
in the artful interpretation of

notive; the subtle shades of innocence and guilt, Doctors didn't fool around with | anguage in the
sanme way. If they said you had cancer of the liver, it neant exactly that.

I checked nmy watch, then glanced over ny shoul der and saw that the desk |I'd been sitting on was
equi pped with a phone. '"Can | use this to make an outside-call?

M riam nodded. ' The switchboard' Il get you the nunber.’

| called Larry Bekker. !''d thought ofone question | could ask him He gave ne a qui ck run-down
drug enforcenment scene and fromit was able to extract the relevant piece of information. Besides
the | ocal precinct oflicers who were detailed to nake 'street busts', there was a Narcotics

Di vi sion team covering the Manhattan South Division. They were part of the Organised Crine Contro
Bureau, and were based in the Seventh Precinct, Wich was where The Man had been taken. | thanked
him sent ny love to his wife, |learned that his daughter had had the braces renmoved from her
teeth, accepted an invitation to bring Mriamto dinner but managed to fudge around the actua

dat e.

'So, what now?' said Mriam

| grimaced. 'Better head down-town and see what the danmage is - . -

She | ooked anxi ous. ' Supposing -
"You nean supposing 'Brax is behind this and not just the fuzz?'! shrugged. 'W go on. Wat choice
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have we got? Qur sweetneats are already caught in the grinder.' -
"I wish | could do sonething,' she said.

"Stand by,' | replied. 'You nmay hear ne screamfor help.'
' Okay. Good luck.' She squeezed ny arm 'Call ne.'
"Sure. Take care.'! kissed the tip of her nose.

She opened the door for nme. 'VWy are you doing this, Resnick?

| ooked back at her. 'What do you nean?

"You know what | nean,' she said. 'Wat's your angle?

I shrugged. 'Good question. Maybe, for once in ny life, | don't have one. Maybe it's because
whatever I'mgetting into just has to be better than the Del aware Corporation versus O evel and
d ass.'

‘I'mglad to hear it,' she said. 'There's hope for you yet.'

I let tt pass. It never does any harmto |l et them score now and then

- On the way downtown, | rehearsed legalistic responses to various imagi nary scenarios then
suddenly got a flash ofinspiration. | got the cabbie to pull up at a payphone, called Mriam and
expl ai ned ny

provi si onal game-plan. At that nonment! had no way of knowing if! would be able to engineer the
opportunity to put it into effect, but she agreed to stand by in case | nmanaged to swing it.

The address Larry Bekker had given ne turned out to be an old brownstone station house. You've
seen buildings like ita thousand times in novies and on TV but it's a long tinme since the cops

| ooked |i ke Bing Crosby or Pat OBrien. | paid off the cab and went in through the door. The Desk
Sergeant was a florid, overweight barrel of Budweiser with | eg-of-mutton arns bursting out of
short blue shirt-sleeves and fat, stubby-fingered hands that | ooked as if they could tear your
throat out. | explained ny business. He told ne that Detectives Ritger and Donati worked out of an
office on the third floor

I went up the stairs, braced for the worst. \Wat happened was totally unexpected. As | reached the

second floor, | met Ritger and Donation their way down. Both of them were a good three inches
taller than I was. Flat Cap, under any other circunstances, could have been quite a nice guy. Hard-
nosed, but with a good intelligent face. | couldn't understand how he could work with such a

slimer. Greaseball had donned a pair of orange shades. He swaggered down the stairs towards ne
with his elbows out; hands tucked in the front pockets of his bonber-jacket, and what | ooked Iike
a coiled salam stuffed behind the zipper of his jeans. Someone nust have told himhe | ooked Iike
Paul M chael d aser: They should have pulled his badge for over-acting. Jus't to | ook at him got
my back up.

If! hadn't stepped in front of them they'd have wal ked right past nme. 'W net on 42nd Street,'!
said. 'East of Broadway. You're holding a client of nmine for illegal possession.'

Flat Cap eyed ne and ran his tongue round his teeth. 'Chh, yeah

- - . ' He glanced at G easeball

"His nane's Sheppard,' | said.

Greasebal |l jerked his head towards the floor above. 'See Lieutenant Russell.’

"What' s happeni ng? Has he been charged yet ?'

"No," said Flat Cap. He went to nove past ne.

"WAit a minute,' | said, 'I'mgoing to need a copy of your arrest report. Have you nmade that out?
The question seenmed to amuse Greaseball. 'Sl ow down, friend. Nobody's been arrested. Your client
was pulled in on suspicion and strip-searched. That's all,"’
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Flat Cap laid a hand on ny arm 'It neans that your client was clean. He was not in possession

of any unl awful substance. Do | make nyself clear?

| looked at themboth. '"Wait a mnute. Just what the hell's going

on?'

The smile left Geaseball's face. 'You' re blocking the stairs,

friend.'

| stepped aside. Flat Cap was still holding ny arm He gl anced

around, then eyed ne earnestly. 'Let ne ask you sonething. Do you want to ruin your client's trip
to New York?'

"No," | said.

"Neither do we,' said Flat Cap. 'Do yourself a favour. Don't make

waves. You've got enough problens.'

Il let it slip by nme at the tinme, but I'mstill wondering just what he nmeant by that remark
"Thanks for the advice,' | said. | turned away fromtheir nocking faces and went on up the stairs.
| tried to figure out what could have happened and kept coming up with the sane answer. They nust
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have pocketed the bag of dope on the way down. If it really did contain six ounces of uncut coke,
or heroin, the package had to be worth around fifty thousand dollars on the street. Not a bad
nightts work for Messrs Ritger and Donati. It was a cl assic squeeze play. | couldn't accuse them
of theft, or raise the cry of police corruption without putting The Man on the spot. So much for
Law and Order. But let's face it, it wouldn't be the first time that our boys in blue had cut
themsel ves in on the street action

A plainclothes cop directed ne to Lieutenant Russell's office and told ne in passing that he
wasn't part ofthe drug squad. He knocked on Russell's door and checked to see if it was okay for
me to go in. | heard a nurnmur of voices then the door opened and three guys in well.cut suits cane
out. They all gave ne the once-over as they wal ked past. | don't know what it was, maybe it was
their conserva. tive taste in ties, but they left ne with an odd i npression. They ]ooked nore |ike
bankers than cops. O politicians. | never found Qut which. But naybe sonmebody el se knows the
answer to that part ofthe puzzle.

It turned out that Ritger had given Russell ny business card and had warned hi mof ny inpending
arrival. The Lieutenant was not only pleased to see nt; he wanted to ask ne a few questions. The
Man sat with his hands clasped in his lap, facing Russell's desk

It still didn't dawn on rue. 'Wat d' you nean - "That's all"?
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Russel | was a stocky, grey-haired guy in his md-forties. Lined face;

bushy eyebrows; washed~out blue eyes The jacket of his three-piece

plaid suit was hung over the back of his swivel chair. There was a dark-haired guy in a suit

| eani ng against the wall to the right of Russell with folded arns. He had a thin slit of a nouth
with eyes to match, and his receding hairline had left himw th a high-domed forehead that made
himlook a bit like Mng the Merciless wthout the

noust ache. -

Russel | introduced himas Detective Frank Marcell o, then pointed a finger at the fourth guy in the
room Rabbi Weinbaum A small Levantine gnone; his face pale fromcountless hours of indoor study
of the Scrolls. In his high black hat,yeshiva curl, and with his holl ow checked face hal f-buried
in a beard that covered his tie, he |ooked as if he'd cone straight froman audition for a
Broadway re-run of Fiddler On The Roof

Wei nbaum eyed ne over the top of his steel-rinmed gl asses.

' Shal om '

I nodded in reply and turned back to Russell. 'Does this gentleman also work for the Police
Depart nent ?'

"No,' said Russell. "He's just helping us out.'

"I don't quite understand,' | said.

Russel | exchanged a glance with Marcello. 'Wen your client was arrested, you forgot to nention to
the of ficers that he was only able to converse in Hebrew. Al that we've had out of himso far are
quot ations fromthe Bible.

Rabbi Wei nbaum nodded i n sol erm agreenent.

"Cot it." | looked at The Man. His eyes told me the whole story. |

had to bite ny cheeks in order to keep a straight face. 'Is everything okay?' | said. Only it
didn't conme out that way. | heard nysel fasking himthe question in Hebrew

Now, if you're Jewi sh, you obviously pick up a few words here, the odd phrase there. But apart
fromthe usual religious incantations, | had never put a colloquial sentence together in ny life.

Yet here | was, not only speaking it, but also aware of possessing an intimte know edge of the

| anguage and the ability to speak it fluently. It was truly the Gft of Tongues. Pure nmgic

"Yes,' he replied. 'These gentlenen have been very kind. Thank you for coming.' H's Hebrew persona
was sonehow nore conpelling than his twentieth-century inage; his voice had nore depth and
resonénce. But maybe | was responding to it on a nore prinal |evel
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Sonet hing within ne awakening to the voice of' the God who had watched over our race since this
struggl e began.

| turned to Lieutenant Russell. 'l understand that nmy client, who was held for questioning in
connection with a suspected drug offence, is now not going to be charged. May | take it that he is
now free to go?

"Not exactly,' said Russell. He shuffled the sheets of paper in front of him Fromwhere | was
sitting, | couldn't see what they were. Probably the dope sheet they had nade out for The Man and
a report fromthe two hoods that had pulled himin. He then | ooked up and fixed me with the stare
that policenen usually reserve for wong-doers. 'There seens to be sone confusion about M
Sheppard's actual identity.'
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O course. It was such a stupid thing to do. I'd fed Ritger and Donati a variation of the sane
shit 1'd laid on Linda. When they'd stopped us, ny brain had stalled. It just hadn't occurred to
me that they m ght check up on that part of the story. Now we were both in trouble.

Russel | pulled out a piece of paper on which nmy lies had apparently been recorded. ' There nmay have
been sone confusion in your nind at the tine of the arrest,' he began. Another wi se guy. 'But you
are down here as saying that your client arrived today by air fromlsrael and had his identity
papers stolen from JFK.'

"That's correct,' | said. 'But -You don't need to be clairvoyant to guess what he enjoyed telling
me, No one by the name of Yal e Sheppard had arrived on any of the flights fromlIsrael. Nor was
there a Y. Sheppard |isted as a passenger on any other flights arriving at JFK from over seas
destinations. In fact, Inmmigration at JFK had no record of anyone with that conbi nation of nane
and initial arriving in the last two weeks.

I didn't even bother to look surprised. | had exhausted my capacity for comc invention. | just
sat there, trapped in nmy own web of lies while Russell continued to review various, not

unr easonabl e, hypot heses; such as the fact that ny client was not on record as having arrived by
air mght explain why the theft of his wallet, passport and personal papers had not been reported
to any of the airlines, or the airport police. Had he, perhaps, arrived by sonme other neans of
transport?

He had indeed, but | was not about to open that can of beans with Lieutenant Russell and the

sphi nx-1i ke Mrcello.
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Wei nbaum eased hinself tentatively to his feet. 'Excuse ne. Is it all right if I go now? M
Resni ck can translate any questions you want to put to his client.'

"Sit down,' said Russell. 'W nay want you to tell us what they are saying to each other.'

Wei nbaum subsi ded. But by now, | was badly rattled. | was in s/uuck if | renained silent, and

what ever | said would only put us deeper in the hole. Especially if it was the truth.

"Look," | said. 'l really don't understand why we are pursuing this |line ofquestioning. My client
was arrestedon suspicion of illegal possession. He was clean. | have been told there are no
charges pending. If so, there is no case to answer. | amtherefore asking you to release ny client

as of now, and | would like to point out that, unless you arraign himon sone other pretext,
neither of us are required to submt to further questioning. And one other thing. Not only were we
manhandl ed and hel d at gunpoint wi thout due cause, the two officers involved were also verbally
abusive. | want to make it quite clear that if we are subjected to any further harassnent, there
is going to be a formal conplaint on Larry Bekker's desk first thing tonorrow norning.

One hundred per cent pure bluster

Russel | was distinctly uninpressed. He waved ne patiently back into nmy seat, 'Cone on. Let's coo
it." He fingered the business card | had handed to Donati, and which was now stapled to the piece
of paper on which ny earlier nis-statements had been recorded.

"M Resnick,' he said. 'It says here that you're a |l awer. You nust therefore be aware that, when
acting in your professional capacity, you are an officer of the court, and that |aw enforcenent
officers tend to give credence to any stateneM you nake in connection with an investigation by the
police of a suspected felon or possible crimnal activity.' He treated ne to a Teddy-bear snile
"In other words, we expect you to tell the truth. Or at the very |least, an account of the rel evant
eVents which, while endeavouring to favour your client, has its basis in objective reality.’

That was all | needed. A cop who read phil osophy instead of watching ABC s Wde Wrld of Sports.
"Ckay,' | said. 'Were do we go from here?

Russel | shrugged. 'You tell ne. Inmmgration have asked us to hold your client overnight on
suspicion of illegal entry into the United States. And if | don't start getting some joy fromyou
I"mgoing to
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hol d you as an accessory. |If you choose to consider that as harassnent, | suggest you call M
Bekker.' He nodded towards the phone.

I wondered if he knew that was the last thing | intended to do. Nyehhh. Wat the hell, | thought.
At least it will save ne fromanother bad day in court. 'l don't think there's anything | can say
that will be of help,' | said.

‘"Let ne be the judge of that,' replied Russell. 'Let's try a few questions. It will save

everybody's tinme in the norning.'

VWhat could | do? Tell himl wanted to call my |awer? And then plead the Fifth Anendnent?
"Wiere and when did you first neet M Sheppard?’

I shot a quick glance at The Man and decided to stick as close as | could to the truth. 'At the
Manhat t an General Hospital. N ne days ago.'
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Russell received this with a nod. 'So he didn't arrive fromlsrael today - -

"Look," | said. "All I can tell you is that he turned up in ny office this nmorning. He told ne
that he'd been back to Jerusal em since our nmeeting at the hospital so I assuned that he'd cone
back the same way. By air. He indicated that he was in sone kind of trouble and needed the hel p of
a lawyer. | arranged to see himthis evening to talk things over. W nmet for a drink, then wal ked
down to Tines Square and that's where he got lifted by two nenbers ofthe drug squad that operates
out of this building. End of story.'

"Not quite,' said Russell. 'Wat were the circunstances of your first nmeeting with M Sheppard at
the hospital ?'

| suddenly felt lucky. Russell had given ne the chance to play ny long shot. | took a deep breath
and gave it ny best Federal Grand Jury delivery. 'l nmet himthrough a doctor | know who works in

Energency. Apparently, M Sheppard had been brought in unconscious as the result of sonme kind of
accident. This particular doctor knewthat | was a clains |awer and called ne in with a viewto
acting for M Sheppard who, at this juncture, I was not able to speak with. | explained that |
normal ly only handl ed corporate work but that I would endeavour to find hima suitable attorney.'
"And did you?' asked Russell,

"No,' | said. '1 was busy- In fact, | didn't give it another thought until he turned up in ny
office this morning. As it happened, | was due in court on a big case. Dr Maxwell had not called
to advise ne of

r

his visit but | assunmed that she had sent himalong to ne to follow up on ny offer to find himan
attorney. In the course of our conversation, it transpired that M Sheppard had arrived at ny
office with no noney, credit cards, or any neans of identification. On top of which, he had this

| anguage problem | didn't have time to go into it in detail. |I had a really tight schedule. So
got ny secretary to book himinto the Mayfl ower Hotel and, as |'ve explained, made a date to see
himlater in the day. Wich brings us back to here. All | know of M Sheppard is derived fromthe

i nfornati on he has supplied to ne.'

Russell greeted ny little speech with a series of sober nods. Marcell o picked his nose, then
studied his finger as he cleaned the nail out with his thunb.

| 1 ooked at The Man and hoped to God that he would step in if | fell flat on ny face. Then

snmi |l ed at Rabbi Wi nbaum and apol ogi sed to himin ny new found | anguage. 'I'msorry to take up so
much of your tine.'

"It's a privilege,' said Winbaum 'Believe ne.'

| translated our brief exchange in Hebrew for Russell's benefit and couldn't hel p noticing that
his earlier assurance was now besi eged by doubt.

"Tell me, M Resnick,' he said. '"Are you in the habit of bankrolling strangers who walk in off the
street and try to bumthe services of an attorney?

"Cf course not,' | replied. "It was only because | thought he had been sent al ong by this doctor
who happens to be a friend of nmine, that | felt obliged to help. And al so because he told me that
he was a rabbi .’

"That's true,' said Winbaum He | ooked at Russell and Marcello. 'This man is a great scholar.'

I snmiled at Russell. 'And as you are no doubt aware, we Jews have been known to hel p one anot her.
There was a nonent's sil ence.
"Ring Manhattan General,' | suggested. 'Ask for Doctor Mriam Maxwel|. She nmay be able to give you

sone nore information.'

Russel |l eyed the three of us, glanced at Marcello, then lifted the phone and dialled the
switchboard- 'CGet nt a Doctor Maxwell at the Manhattan General. And nove it along, wll you?
don't want to he here all night.'

Maybe it was the way he slamed the phone back on the hook hut | got the inpression that he would
have preferred to call in the SS.

"lI's Doctor Maxwell Jewi sh, too?'" he said.

| alnost gave himthe flail ethnic shrug then decided not to overdo it.|l raised ~ny eyebrows
instead. ' You know how it is. The clever ones become doctors, rabbis, or nusicians, and the others
scrape a living as |l awers or conedi ans.'

"You don't look as if you've had to scrape too hard,' said Russell. The phone rang just as | was
about to get lippy. The switchboard operator had Mriamon the other end of the line. Russel
expl ai ned who he was.

"Doctor Maxwell,' hecontinued. 'Do you have any record of a patient by the nane of Yale Sheppard?
| understand that he was under your care some nine days ago.'
I hid nmy hands under nmy arnms and crossed ny fingers as Mriamwent into her nunber. | had no idea
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what story she had concocted. | just hoped it would be a good one. Russell was no dunmy. But, on
the other hand, it's amazing how people will go along with what doctors have to say. And that's

what | was banki ng on.

Russell's eyes dwelt on each of us in turn as he 'uh-huh-ed'" several tinmes into the phone, then

said, 'Yes, sure. We're holding himhere right now' He |listened sone nore then conbtuded by

saying, 'Third Floor. I'Il ring the desk and tell themto expect you - - - Yeah. Thanks, Doc.'
He rang off, then Iifted the phone again and rang the desk. Wiile he waited for themto answer, he
| ooked at Marcello. 'The guy's a yoyo - . . 'The Desk Sergeant cane through on the line. 'Benny? -
- -Russell. Listen. There'll be a Doctor Maxwell - a dame, right? -fromthe Manhattan General

arriving in the next fifteen to twenty mnutes.' He listened and shook his head. 'No, Benny. W
didn't kill anybody. W picked up one of their patients. Just send her on up. Ckay?

Russel | put the phone down and | ooked at nme. He alnost sniled, then thought better of it. 'You may
have to forego your fee on this one. Your client beat an intern over the head with a bed-pan
stol e some cl othes and broke out of the hospital sonetime on Sunday night.

Beautiful. | contrived to | ook concerned. 'l see - - -

"What's nore,' said Russell. '"His name is not Sheppard. |'hat's sonething the doctor cane up with
to put on the bed chart. They don't know who the fuck he is. Al they know is he shouldn't be

| oose on the streets.'
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I frowned, and gave Wi nbaum and The Man a worried | ook. Real Actor's Studio stuff. 'Did they say
what was wrong with hinP

"Psychotic cathexis,' said Russell. 'Watever the hell that is.' At |east he was honest. He
gathered up the few sheets of paper that constituted The Man's dossier and held them above his
trash basket. 'May | take it that you don't intend to sue us for violation of civil rights or any
ot her kind of shit?

"Forget it," | said. 'lI've wasted enough tine.'

Russel | junked the paperwork. He pulled a couple ofcigarettes out of a Lucky Strike pack, gave one
to Marcell o, then tossed the pack across the desk towards ne. 'Hel p yourself'

"Thanks.' | offered it round. Wi nbaum and The Man shook their heads. | took one as | passed it
back, lit up and took a deep drag in an effort to stop nmy heart pounding. 'By the way,' | said.
"I"'msorry | unwittingly dragged Inmigration into this. WIl you call them and expl ai n what
happened?' | gave himan Honest Joe-l ook of concern, then smiled. 'I wouldn't want themto fee
deprived.'

"Don't worry,' said Russell. '"W'Ill|l take care of all that.’

It was the right reply but | got the feeling that, sooner or later, the bl ocodhounds woul d be back
on our trail. | leaned towards Russell and indicated The Man with a sidelong glance. 'I think

maybe | should tell himwhat's happening. But | won't mention the doctor,'
' Good idea,' said Russell
Once again | found mysel f speaking fluent Hebrew. Not that | needed to tell The Man what was goi ng

on. But we had to play it right down the Iine. | explained that the arrest had been a m st ake;
that Lieutenant Russell and Detective Marcello offered their apologies on behalf of the NYPD, and
that a friend of mne was conming to pick us up in a car. | had the feeling that The Man had nade a

covert ally of Winbaumbut | kept it straight just to be on the safe side.

The Man absorbed the news with the frowning attention of someone trying hard to keep a grip on
reality, then treated Russell to a jerky snmile and asked if he could have a drink. Ifall else
failed, it was clear that both of us had a future in sumer stock

Russel |l went to the door and bell owed an order for three Cokes and two coffees to someone call ed
Tony. But this time, Mriamarrived before the refreshnents. She had a raincoat over her white
snock, and was carrying a black bag. | suppressed an insane desire to | eap up and hug her | just
sat there and tried to sound like a man with a grievance. 'd ad you could nmake it - - -
Mriamtreated nme to a consulting-roomsnile then put her bag on Russell's desk and fl ashed her
hospital I.D, 'You Lieutenant Russell?

"Yes,' he said. 'You by yourself?

"Yes. Don't worry. He's not going to be a problem' She turned and treated The Man to a dazzling
smle. 'So, how are you, chanp?

"He doesn't understand English,' | said. 'You have to speak to himin Hebrew.'
Her faced soured. 'Not necessarily,' she replied. 'It depends on who he thinks he is.' She turned
back to Russell. 'How did he get here?

Russel | gave her a quick run-down on the arrest and ny Good Samaritan act.
Mriamturned to nme. 'Didn't it occur to you to ring the hospital ?
"You weren't there,' | said. 'And the Manhattan CGeneral only gives out information on patients to
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listed relatives or their own physician. Besides, when he turned up in nmy office, | naturally
assuned he'd been discharged. If the guy's bananas, it's your job to keep himtied down.'
Mriam waved nme aside. 'Yeah, okay, okay.' She turned back to Russell and | owered her voice. 'He

| ooks harm ess. | won't bother to give hima tranquillising shot. We'll just wal k himout of
here.'

"Sure, whatever,' said Russell, 'You got an anbul ance outsi de?

"No," said Mriam 'I didn't want to spook him W'I|Il take a cab.'

"Are you sure you don't want a squad car?' said Russell

M riam shook her head. 'A cab'll do fine.'

| stubbed out ny cigarette and addressed The Man in Hebrew. tone on. It's tine to go.

The Man and Rabbi Wi nbaum rose together. Wi nbaumtook hold of The Man's left hand and patted it -
as if to console him

The Man gripped him by the shoul ders and | ooked himstraight in the eyes. '"Walk in all H s ways.'
Only Wi nbautn and | knew what he was sayi ng.

"I will come and see you,' said Winbaum 'W must talk some nore.'’

"What are they saying? asked Russell

' Goodbye,' | said. Mriamand | noved towards the door with The Man between us.

"Unhh, just one thing, Doe,' said Russell. 'Wo brought this guy into the hospital ?

129

I froze with ny hand on the hal f-open door

"That's sonething we haven't yet managed to find out,' said Mriam 'l was called down to the

nmor gue and found himlying naked on an autopsy slab with blood all over his back, wists and
feet.'

Russell's nose winkled. '"It's original. What's this, uh - psychotic cathexis? Some kind of brain
damage?"'

"That's one way of putting it." Mriameyed ne briefly, then went on. 'Cathexis is a termused by
pyscho-anal ysts. It's the accunul ation of nmental energy on some particular idea, |line of thought

or action. And it's described as psychotic when this kind of fixation is allied to a pathol ogi cal
mental state.' She took a deep breath. 'You see, M Sheppard's problemis that he's convinced he's
the Risen Christ.'

Wei nbaum groaned and muttered somet hing under his breath in what | think was Yiddish

"Ch, jeezuss,' said Marcello, breaking his silence.

Russel | shook his head wearily and waved us towards the door. 'That's enough,' he said. 'Just get
hi m out of here.’

The thrce of us wal ked out of the station house w th Rabbi Wi nbaumon our tail, He stood and
wat ched us as we hailed a passing cab and ushered The Man into the back

"Can we drop you sonmewhere?' | said

Wi nbaum shook his head. 'To think such things could happen,' he sighed. 'To a man with such
know edge - . -

I reverted to ny native tongue. 'Don't worry. He may get better.' | shook his hand and cli nbed
aboard. As we pulled away down the street | |ooked back out of the wi ndow. Wi nbaum was stil

standi ng on the curb, tugging at his beard; and no doubt reflecting on the futility of I|earning.
The cab was a new nodel without the iron curtain between the rear seat and the driver so we kept
the conversation down to guided-tour small-talk on the way uptown. New York after dark becomnes
another city as whole sections switch roles. Some not stirring until the trash-man calls. Qhers
bl ossomi ng |i ke |um nous night flowers; bursting into multi-coloured |ife, W crossed 20th Street,
| eaving the shuttered comercial section with its scul ptured European facades, and its deserted
side-streets full of omi nous shadows and headed north towards the sky-high bl ocks of m d-Mnhattan
where the random pattern of |ighted windows glowed like jewels set in pillars of obsidian. By day

or by night, the visual inpact of New York was always stunning, but when darkness fell, there was
more to it than
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just the razzle-dazzle. The night swall owed up the extraneous det ai

all owing the eye to focus on the pure formof the city's structures. Its essence. You becane aware
of the nassive concentration of vitality, of worldly power: of the nother-lode that was there to
be mined in those multi-storied nountains of free enterprise. Wien you paused to consi der what New
York represented and what it had to offer, it wasn't hard to understand, what drew nmen to 'Brax's
dar k banner.

At the Mayflower, The Man picked up his key fromthe desk and led us to the elevator with all the
assurance of a blue-blazered |ounge-lizard. A silver-haired couple stepped in behind us so we rode
up to the third floor in silence. By sonme curious coincidence their roomwas on the sane floor. W
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politely let themleave the elevator first then found ourselves followi ng themall the way down
the corridor and round this dead end to the right. It was quite bizarre. Wth each step, the

at nrosphere becane increasingly electric. | could feel the waves of apprehension comng off their
backs. | wanted to say sonething to reassure thembut | had the feeling that if | addressed even
one word to themthey would have a heart attack. Ifl'd been them |'d have probably been scared
too. The one place you don't want to be hit is in a lifeless hotel corridor; where there's no
point in running because there's nowhere to hide; with all those closed doors that are going to
stay closed no matter how hard you holler; until it's all over. This couple's ordeal ended at the
door to Room 314. W |left them eyes averted, funbling nervously for the key, and wal ked past to
315.

"That is very sad,' said The Man, as he opened the door

| shrugged. 'It's the way things are.' | ushered Mriaminto the roomthen called out to the
couple. 'Good night.' They didn't reply. They were still looking for their key. O pretending to,
while they waited for us to go inside. The Man was right. It was a sad state of affairs when you
had to | ock and chain yourself inside a hotel roomand | ook through a peep-hole to nmake sure that
t he guy who announced hinsel f as Room Service wasn't carrying the carving knife instead of the
chi cken sandwi ch

Once inside the door however, | pushed those thoughts aside. |

grabbed M riam and hugged her happily. 'Doctor, you were 'absolutely fantastic.'

As we parted, The Man grinned broadly and put his arnms across our shoul ders. And we each put an
armaround himas if itwas the nbst natural thing in the world to do. For one brief nonment, we
fornmed a victorious trio. W were |ike the Three Musketeers. Al for

one, and one for all. It felt great.
"Don't let's get too excited,' said Mriam as we becane our separate selves again. 'W're not out
of the woods yet. If that guy Russell decides to check up at the hospital -1 waved her worries

aside. 'He won't. He's |ike everybody else. One whiff of religious mania, and they tune out.' |
broke into a laugh. "And the incredible thing is that, in the end, what got us off the hook was
the truth. O, at least, ninety-five percent of it.

| took a | ook around The Man's hotel'suite. After all, | was paying for it. It was a three-rooned
unit. The living-roomhad the usual sofa flanked by |ow tables and reading | anps, a coupl e of
arnchairs and the statutory colour TV. The covers and the matching curtains were a nice fl owered
print in blue, white and green. The bathroomwas small but had everything. The bedroom f urni shi ngs
were standard and col our-matched to the living-room The bed itself was big enough for Bob, Carol
Ted and Alice. For a man who didn't sleep, or need it for anything else, it was a terrible waste

of space.
When | cane back to the |Iounge, Mriamhad made herself at hone in one of the arnthairs. The Man
had ki cked off his shoes and was sitting cross-legged on the settee. | pulled the other arnthair

in closer, and told Mriamabout nmy run-in with Ritger and Donati on the stairs and of ny

suspi cions that they had pocketed the bag of dope to boost their take-honme pay. By maybe as nuch

as fifty grand a piece.

"But that's terrible,' said Mriam

" Absolutely,' | said. 'But, on the other hand, it saved me having to post bail. And gave you the

chance to be a hero.’

She gave nme her outraged citizen | ook. 'You nmean to say you're not going to do anything about it?

"Let New York's Finest rake care of it's own,' | said. 'W've got enough to worry about.'
She frowned. 'Such as?'
"Lots of things,' | said. 'Loose ends. Little things that don't add up. It may not turn out to be

i mportant, but it worries me because! can't

put my finger onit.' -

"Cone on,' she said. 'Surely you can give nme a for instance.'

I leaned over and offered her a cigarette and got the use of her lighter in return. '"I'Il give you
two,'! said. 'I've been going over what Larry Bekker told ne. The Narcotics D vision teanms working
out of the Seventh Precinct are only concerned with organised crinme. Any

arrests they make would normally be in pursuit of an on-goi ng undercover investigation. Random
"buy and busts' are handled by the Street Enforcenent Unit based in the Twenty-third Precinct. O
guys on the drug detail at Manhattan South.'

"You're getting too technical,' said Mriam 'Wuat is it you're trying to tell ne?

'The Man got arrested by the wong people.'

Mriam swi tched her eyes fromne to The Man then back again. 'Maybe they thought he was' someone

el se. It could explain why they didn't press charges.'
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'Yes, maybe. . - 'I looked at The Man expectantly. He gazed at ne steadily, but didn't say
anything. '"It's the dope that really bugs me. Wen Ritger and Donati drove away, they knew | was a
| a, wer. Even so, that six-ounce bag went mi ssing sonmewhere between 42nd Street and the Seventh
Preci nct House. Let's assune Ritger and Donati stole it. Even if they didn't, they're invol ved.
There's no doubt about that. But if The Man was just a face in the crowd, and they didn't know ne
froma hole in the wall, how did they know that, when | cane down to bail out nmy client and found
that he was nmiraculously 'clean', | was not going to raise the roof with cries of 'police
corruption'?

She tried to puzzle it out. 'Maybe they figured that you'd put your client's interests first.'
"But Mriam'! said, 'how did they know that? Wat nade them so sure? As Russell rem nded ne, |I'm
an officer of the court. Those guys had ripped off a good fifty grand's worth of uncut dope! A kid
fresh out of |aw school could have done a deal with the D.A's office over that. The Man coul d have
turned State's evidence and wal ked. W might even have been Federal agents. In which case, the
shit would have really hit the fan. No matter how you slice it, the sane question keeps com ng up
How did they know |I'd keep s/aiinf? What nade themthink they could get away with it?

Mriameyed ne. '|I think the real problemis that smart |awers think everyone else is as devious
as they are. Maybe this Ritger and Donati are a |ot dunber than you think. And has it occurred to
you that the bag might nit have been full of dope? Maybe, when they opened it, they found it
really was icing sugar.'

I frowned, then | ooked at The Man. 'Was it?

A smile crept into the corners of his nmouth, 'It was by the time we got downtown.'
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| laughed. And that made himlaugh too. It was good to know that he could turn the tables on
whoever had it in for us.

"It's not all that funny,' said Mriam 'W still have to face the fact that 'Brax - or sonebody -
went to the trouble of planting that stuff. W know why. The question is how - or when?

The Man shrugged. 'It could have been in the store where we bought the w nd-breaker. O in Tines
Square.' He looked at me. 'l was wearing it unzipped. It was pretty crowded down there.

"Yes,' | said. 'And you took it oft in the novie-theatre renmenber? You put it on the seat beside
you. '

He nodded. 'That's right. And a guy cane in hal f-way through and sat next to it.'

‘I want to ask you sonething,' | said. 'And if you can get inside our heads you nust know the
answer to this - were those cops real cops, or 'Brax's agents? | kept my eyes fixed on his.

Hi s eyes didn't waver. 'They weren't denons in disguise, if that's what you nean. They were
people, just like you. But it's not quite as sinple as that. Al ofyou, at one tinme or another
act as 'Brax's agents. He exercises a controlling influence over all your lives, yet nost people
remain blind to his presence. Because they are unaware of their inner self. Their true identity.
They don't know they are held prisoner, and would laugh if you suggested the idea to them
Everybody has been brai nwashed into believing that they are bound to the physical universe. That
beyond the external world of sense-perception there lies only the fathom ess void of non-being.
And his npbst recent achievenent has been to persuade the mpjority of the world that he, 'Brax,
does not exist. Thus enabling your materialist philosophers to prove, with the aid of'Braxian

| ogic, that the concept of a Suprene Creator is a groundless prinmal nyth.' He paused to let that
sink in, then added, 'By the way, | can't get into everybody's head. | told you up at Sl eepy

Hol low that it was easy to shut me out. If |'ve been inside yours, it's because your m nds opened
up to let me in.'

H s answer was instructive but it hadn't told me what | really wanted to know. 'Are you trying to
tell us that there isn't a way to head offtrouble? That you didn't know you were going to get

bust ed?'

"No. What |'msaying is that | can't stop it happening.' 'You stopped me going down the el evator
shaft,' | said. H's golden eyes fastened on me. 'Did | ?

I held nmy ground. 'Didn't you?

you think you' ve seen. | may have the edge in the long run, but there are limts to ny power in
the tenporal dinension.' He smled. 'I may be batting on the side of the angels but we have been
known to miss a curved ball.’

Tremendous.

"So in other words," | said, 'all we can do is stand there and take it on

the chin.'

He waved his pal ns upwards and outwards. 'It's what the Twel ve

had to do.'

"Yes, but you gave thema big boost,' | countered. 'You put their brains into orbit at the Feast
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of Fent ecost. When they got arrested and beaten, they didn't feel a thing. They even knew how to
wal k t hrough | ocked doors.

He shook his head. '|I can't give you a magi c wand, Leo. You' ve

already got what it takes. It's up to you to learn howto use it.'

He was right, of course, but that still left me with backlog of unanswered questions. | couldn't
get rid of the naggi ng suspicion that we were the victins of a well-intentioned snowjob. | |ooked
at ny watch. It was after nmidnight. | got to ny feet. 'I hope you don't mind, but I'mgoing to
have to leave it there. It's been quite a day.'

Yes, for ne too.' He uncrossed his | egs and got up fromthe sofa.

| olléred nmy hand to Mriam She rose and took it obediently but

her eyes told nme she would have preferred to goon tal king. The Man wal ked us to the door

"l take it you know about roomservice,' | said. 'I mean if you want

food, or anything, all you have to do is

He nodded. 'Yes,! know.'

| gripped his hand. 'Listen, I'mgoing to be in court all day again.

And the sanme thing goes for the rest of the week. I'd like to duck out hut it's a big case and,
well - you know how it is.

"Sure,' he said. <Don't worry. | may not be here anyway.'

Yeah, well, just in case you are . . . ' | pulled out ny wallet and handed over two fifty-dollar
bills. I was turning into a real Daddy Warbucks. 'I'Il call you between four-thirty and five, I|f

you' ve got any problems before then call Mriam- or Linda. But go easy with her. You had her in
tears today.

<I'Il bear that in mnd.' He bussed Mriamon the cheek. 'Take
care .

H s | ook softened. 'Don't be misled by what you've seen - or what
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"You too,' she said. This time, her knees didn't fold up under her. But then, she was a New Yorker
too. Gve us time to catch our breath and we can take anything and everything in our stride.

When we reached the street, it was such a nice night, we decided to walk up Central Park Wst to
my apartnment on 75th Street. Hand in hand like fifteen-year-olds on their first date. But privy to
the greatest secret in the world. | don't know what strange al cheny was at work but by the tinme we
reached ny front door, any lurking 'Braxian passion | harboured had quietly disappeared. M riam
made ne an ice-box raider's sandwi ch and we took it to bed with two nugs of hot milk. She clained
to have eaten but she still nmanaged to chisel ne out of the third deck which held nost of the
Pol i sh sal am .

Afterwards, we snuggl ed down anmpongst the crunbs and enbraced each ot her |ovingly. Sonehow, it
seermed enough. As if, in some as yet unspecified way, we were now di fferent. Speciat.

In the darkness, we gently untangled our |inbs and turned on our sides to sleep. | felt Mriams
body hug the zig-zag nade by ny own.

'Leo,' she said.

" Yes?'

"You didn't tell nme you went to the novies.'

"Oh - didn't 1?" These black-out inquisitions are a big favourite with Mriam

"No,' she said. 'Wat did you take himto see?

' The Sound of Misic.'

"Ahhh - . - did he like it?

I larded nmy voice with sleep. 'Loved it -

Chapter 9

Before | left ny apartnent on the Tuesday norning, | rang The Man at his hotel. | could hear mnuted

TV jingle nmusic in the background. 'Sounds as ilyou' ve been up all night. Did you see anything
good?' | asked, fervently hoping he hadn't tuned into Channel J's Ugly George.

"Yes,' he said. <One of the novies was Five Graves to Cairo. Wth

Eric von Stroheim It reminded me of a trip | made through North Africa.’

"Don't you believe it," | replied. ~It was all shot in California.

Li sten, do ne a favour. Miuss up the bed a little so it looks as if it's

been slept in. And do it every norning for as long as you're there.'

"Ckay,' he said. 'But it only nakes extra work.'

"It's included in the price of the room' | said firnmy. 'There's no rebate for not using the bed.
Ch, by the way - 'I added, ' - there was sonething | forgot to ask you |l ast night. W were those
three guys that came out of Russell's office as | arrived?
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" Nobody inportant,' he replied.
It wasn't good enough but there wasn't tine for a | engthy cross.

exanmi nation. Mriam put her head around the bathroomdoor. 'Gve himny love.' | passed it on
'Have a nice day,' he said.
There was no reason to think why | should but, as it turned out, | nanaged to pick up Monday's

dropped passes and get our team back in the ganme. So nmuch so that Mel Donal dson, the senior nan on
Del awar e' s back-up team - who was a real worry.wart - actually told me he thought |I'd done a good
job. Not that | needed this tare accol ade. Wen court recessed for the day, | knew that we were
ahead
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on poi nts because ny clients were happy and rel axed enough to ask nmy advice about getting laid. |
advised themto hit the bell-captain of their hotel with a fewbills. He was sure to have a tine
into the ladies that gave room servi ce. Somebody asked ne if | knewif they took credit cards.

I turned aside fromtheir |aughter, packed up ny papers, and left themto it. The house rules for
entertaining out-of-town clients allow us to point themin the right direction but spares us the
task of procuring.

| got back to the office at four-thirty. Linda followed ne into ny room | |eafed through the

t el ephone nmessages she'd put on nmy blotter then sat down and eased the knot in nmy tie. '"No calls
from M Sheppard?

"No,' she replied. "But | stopped by the hotel during ny |unch break.’

| kept ny head down and ny voice casual. 'GCh, yeah

"Yes,' she said. '|I picked his robe up fromthe cleaners."

Her words didn't filter through properly. 'You did what?

"l picked up his robe,' she repeated. 'He changed into the clothes we bought while we were at the

store. Then after 1'd checked himinto the hotel, | took the robe to a dry cleaners on ny way back
to the office It's just around the block from here.'

I nodded. 'I see. Did he, er - say anything?

She frowned. 'Like what?

"I don't know,' | said. 'l nean, what did you do? Leave the package at the desk or cake it up to
his roonf'

‘"I rang his roomfromthe | obby and he told ne to cone on up.' Linda raised her hands. 'Wat's the
matter? Did | do sonething wong?
| leafed through the papers in front of ne. 'What nakes you say that?

She shrugged. 'l don't know. Suddenly it's a big production. You sent nme shopping with him
yesterday. | was just follow ng through

"Sure. Listen, everything's fine." |I pulled out nmy wallet. 'Thanks for taking care of it. How much
do | owe you?

"Not hi ng. Forget it.' She waved away ny ten dollar bill. '"He, er - already paid ne.'

I had the feeling she was lying. 'That still |eaves the cab fare.’

She shook her head. '| wal ked."

Now i f you include the cross-town blocks, there's a total of fifteen

between the hotel and our office on 49th and Madi son. So a two-way trip is quite a hike. And
Linda, as | know fromthe petty cash slips, is not a girl who |ikes wal king. Mst of the tine she
totters around on four-inch heels.

I smelt trouble. '"Linda -'"Is it okay if | sit down?' she said.

I notioned to her to pull up a seat and broke open a new pack of cigarettes.

"I was followed,' she said.

| snapped ny lighter shut and placed it carefully on ny desk. <Tell nme about it.'

Li nda took a deep breath. 'It was after | picked up the robe -1 flagged her down. '\Wose nane did
you put on the ticket? 'His.'

"Ckay. Sorry. Go on.'

<Well, anyway - ' she continued. 'This place | go to is run by a Cuban famly. They're always

bawl i ng each other out in Spanish. So | go in and hand over the ticket to this young guy but when
he checks the nunber, the robe is not hanging on the rack with the rest of the stuff that's ready
for collection. Wich is odd, because |'d brought it in the day before, and they clean things in a
couple of hours - right?

"Right . . . ' | said.

'So he goes out back to check, and there's a |l ot of yakking going on, and this wonman sticks her
head round the door and takes a good |look at ne then finally, the old man who owns the place cones
out with the robe folded in tissue paper, and puts it in a bag for ne.'
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| nodded. 'Did he say anything?

"Yes,' said Linda. 'He asked ne if it was mine. So |l said no, it belongs to a friend. So then he
asked me if | knew where ny friend had got it from And | said | didn't know but that | thought it
was probably fromthe Mddl e East because he'd just cone back fromthere. It seened |ike he was

asking ne a |lot of questions but - well, I'"'ma pretty regular custoner and he's al ways been a
friendly guy. So | went along with it.
| kept ny voice casual. 'The address on the ticket. Was it for the office or -'The hotel,' she

replied. 'Anyway, finally, when |I get outside, the woman fromthe cleaners is standing |looking in
the wi ndow of the next store. She was about fifty, grey hair, black headscarf and coat. You know
the way they dress, and with a shopping bag. | was kind of
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surprised to see her because | thought she was still working outback, then | thought '<Wat the
hell? It's probably her lunch hour too." So | started back towards Madi son Avenue.'

<And she followed you,' | said.

Li nda nodded. 'Yes. | wasn't sure at first. | nmean, when you wal k al ong Madi son at |unchtine, you
can be in the sanme cro~d of people for two or three blocks, So | kept going. | cut across the
bottom of Central Park to the hotel, |ooked back when | reached the entrance - and there she was.

About fifty yards behind ne on the other side of the street.’

'So what did you do?

She shrugged. 'l checked with the desk to see if he was in, rang his room then went on up with
the package. W tal ked for about tenor fifteen mnutes. Miinly about the difference between New
York, Los Angeles and the rest of Anerica. He asked ne a bit about ny parents, and why we'd | eft
Hungary. And that was it.

"What happened when you cane out of the hotel ?

<She was still standing in exactly the sanme place across the street. Hol ding her shoppi ng bag.
Li ke an old black crow.' She shuddered at the menmory. 'It was really creepy.'
<|l can imagine,' | said. | dragged deeply on ny cigarette, sat back and tried to work it out.

There was not hi ng special about the robe - at least, as far as I knew. It was |ike one of those
wi de-sl eeved djella bar you see Arabs wearing in holiday brochures for places |ike Mrocco and
Tunisia. Only this one didn't have a hood. Nothing fancy. Just woven from rough, pale brown wool,
"Did you wal k back here?

<Part of the way,' she said. '|I nean, you can't really tell if anyone's tailing you if you're in a
cab.'’

I nodded wi sely. ' Good thinking.

<Yes,' said Linda, 'So | wal ked down to 57th and Broadway. | | ooked back a couple of tines but she
hadn't noved fromthe Park side of the street. Then | |ost sight of her. | Z g-zagged over to
Ninth then got a cab back to the office. For all | know she may still be there.'

| picked up the phone and asked Nancy to get me M Sheppard in Room 315 of the Mayfl ower Hot el
Then | it another cigarette and eyed Linda. | nmulled over the idea of letting her in on our big

secret and decided against it. She only had to blab it round the office and I'd be finished. Joe
Gut zman' s benevol ence allowed ne a certain anmount of licence but if he discovered that ny newgst
client was Jesus Christ, he'd tell the sign-witer to get busy with a bottle of paint renover.
tol | owed you?

"l don't know,' she said, eyeing nme back. 'I was hoping you m ght

tell nme.’

Sone chance.

The phone rang. It was Nancy. There was no answer from Room

315. The hotel swi tchboard had checked with the desk. M Sheppard had not |eft any nessages.

' kay, thanks, Nancy. 1'll try again later." | rang off with a kind of

bl ank feeling. Like when you're waiting for bad news. You know what | nean?

Li nda stood up and put the chair back in place. | treated her to

Resnick's winning smle. '"If | solve the nystery, you'll be the first to know '

She wal ked to the door. <We could always go round to the dry

cl eaning store and ask the | ady what the problemis.'

"We could,’ | said. 'But why nake waves? You know how touchy

these people are. There's no | aw agai nst wal ki ng up Madi son Avenue.'

<| guess not.' She left |ooking distinctly disappointed.

| tried to settle down and catch up with the paperwork but the pressure wave generated by the
inplications of Linda's story nade it difficult to concentrate. Yesterday the cops, today a Cuban
dry. cleaning |lady. But, despite what The Man had said, or rather what he had not said, were they
real cops, or just a reasonable facsimle? In the case of Ms el Cubano, the robe was obviously
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the catal yst, but was she a random el enment or another external agency that had been geared up by
<Brax in a new effort to expose us? Ifso, the fact that she had stayed outside the hotel neant she
had transferred her interest fromLinda to the owner of the robe and that, in turn, neant that
there was nore to come. Terrific.

| taped sone letters and rang the hotel a couple of times but there was no reply fromhis room At
six o'clock I left a nessage with the desk and put himout ofny mnd. So nuch so that, when I
wrapped it up around a quarter of eight, | stepped into an enpty elevator and rode it down to the
| obby in solitary splendour without giving it a second thought. It was oniy when | got outside
that | realised what 1'd done. | went alittle watery at the knees then shrugged it oft Wat was
the point ofworrying? Like | said before, I'"'ma New Yorker. And beyond that, what did | count for
in the overall schene of things? | was just a bio.degradahtc bag of bones housing an
unquanti fi abl e

"Linda,' | said, eyeing | ~er keei~ly. 'Wy do you think this wonan
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chunk of one of the good guys. In the final analysis, when neasured agai nst the cosm c scal e of
the struggle in which The Man was involved, ny life - or that of any individual - wasn't worth a
di ne.

Not that we, tied up in the thy-to-day problenms of living, saw it that way. To each of us, our own
lives were our prinme concern. To the young, the healthy, the thrusting individual, the nost

i mportant thing was to goon living. It was the all-consum ng passion. What the Eastern nystics

| abel  ed santhara - "the thirst for existence'. The desire to grab the goodies that the world had
to offer.

| went into a bar | knew on 47th Street, ordered a bourbon on the rocks and sat at the end of the
counter near the wi ndow where | could survey both the interior and the street outside. And | tried
to convince nyself that what the people around nme were tal king about was inportant. That the man
in the blue suit hal fway down the bar was right to be concerned about the standing of the Mets.
And that the three girls in the wi ndow swappi ng of fi ce gossi p about a col | eague who had man-
troubl e were not just wearing out their tongues. That their concerns, however trivial, had sone
intrinsic value. That their lives and nine, in their limted earth-bound way still had sone

meani ng. That our rul es of behaviour were valid; our anbitions worthwhile.

I felt the need to nake a conscious effort to maintain ny grip on external reality; to conbat the
feeling of alienation that had been engendered by ny contact with The Man and what he had told ne.
And which, if unchecked, threatened to destroy what | judged to be a prom sing career, a
confortable life and the pleasurable pursuits that were part of it.

It was with this firmresolution that | returned to ny reflection upon the human condition. | had
decided to ring the hotel at nine o clock so | had a good forty-five minutes in which to pierce
sone of the secrets of the universe. | asked the bartender to tefill my glass to help things
along. My eye wandered to the copy of the New York Tinmes that was wedged between a coupl e of
bottles, and which he kept for customers. One of the headlines was about yet another killing. Al

over the world, the slaughter went on. And so did the agonising argunments about the retribution
that our society should exact fromthe nurderer. One of the cornerstones of our civiljsation was
the belief in the sanctity of human life yet, as we clawed our way to the top of our own
particul ar heap, we had | ost sight of the nost
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i mportanc, non fundamental belief of all; the sanctity of the human spirit.

Most ofus - and that included ne - paid |ip-service to the idea of its presence within the human
body but we regarded it as human, not divine. A facet of our individual personality which, in
itself, was nothing nore than the external expression of bio-chenical processes within the brain.
A col | age of genetic factors, and the conplex interactions between inherited characteristics and
envi ronnental conditioning. But despite whatever we felt we might owe to our Ma and Pa, our
grandparents, or to Uncle Walter, nost of us still believed that the person we felt ourselves to
be was art inseparable part of our bodies; and as unique as our fingerprints.

Al'l well and good but, over the weekend, The Man had bl own that confortabl e idea apart; destroying
many of the conveni ent excuses for our behaviour iii the process.

Hi s somewhat revolutionary thesis that we were no nore than carrier vehicles for a unit of

consci ousness that, in itself, was only a nere fragnent of a greater being had a certain
coherence. Many theol ogi ans had advanced the idea that we were part of a divine collective. And it
al so found expression in the | anguage we used to describe personal relationships and the sonetines
surprising i mediacy with which they could occur- The sudden enpathy you could feel towards a
total stranger; that we qualified with words Iike <kindred spirit' and <soul-mate'; and with

pht ases such as <on the same wavel ength' and <putting out good vibes'. Was the instinctive kinship
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we felt sinply the bonding of like with Iike? The sub-conscious recognition of another vestigia
trace of our larger-than-life Celestial sell? And was the desire for re-unification the driving
force behind our enotional relationships?

It nade sense but it was not an easy idea to live with. Afier all, npost of us spend a good part of
our lives trying to work out just who the hell we ate and what we're doing here. Coming to terms
with our Cod-given grab-bag of assets and liabilities. Resolving the crisis of identity, usually
with the crushingly expensive help of our analysts. Sone people never make it no matter how much
they spend. | felt | had - and had even wal ked away with some | oose change. Wi ch was why | was
not overly pleased to learn that the inpressively cool Leo M Resnick that | knew and | oved was
only one of many pairs of legs in the unpteenth section of a Celestial mllipede that, in the
reuni on celebration follow ng the Day of Judgenent woul d sanba

back through the Gates of Paradise to collect its back pay. And yet. And yet

What The Man's thesis didn't quite explain was the equally strong anti pathy one could feel towards
people. The way 1'd been turned off by the sight of Geaseball Donati. But maybe that was caused
by di ssonant conbi nations of the twelve Amfol k. Li ke when you nake cocktails. The bottles al
contain al cohol but they don't all blend agreeably together. And if you mx gin, vodka and brandy,
it's a recipe for disaster

On the other hand, it was possible that the trapped Amfol k were not a cl ose harnmony Sunday Schoo
set whose idea of letting their hair down was to play frisbee with their hal oes. Despite The Man's
tal k about a CGolden Age, it may not have been all sweetness and |light. Even though the Amfolk
were cosmic lumnaries of a high order, it was quite possible that, out of the twelve, there had
been at | east one who got everybody's vote as being a celestial painin the ass. And if there was
a big chunk of himinside Donati, it could have explained ny instant dislike of him

It was a typical <Braxian thought, but one |I enjoyed. The world nmirrored the conflict and chaos he
had sown t hroughout the Universe. Qur conbative nature drew its strength fromour selfcentredness
The ego that had been forged by <Brax in the fires of the world fromour inprisioned souls. This
was the meani ng behind the allegorical |anguage of the nmedieval alchemists. It was the ego that
was the base nmetal which The Man, and the Initiates of the Mysteries in the Mddl e Ages, had
sought to transnute into gold. The divine netal. The spirit; freed fromits earthly inpurities.
Transcendent. Eternal

The Ti betan Book of the Dead, and various schools of philosophy concerned with the search for
spiritual awareness all spoke of the death of the ego as the pre-requisite step on the path to

enlightennent. The elimnation of the <I', the preoccupation with which was the undi sputed basis
of so much of our unhappiness. | was taken by the idea of the quest but had no strong desire to
enbark upon it. The acquisition of nmy ego had afforded ne a great deal ofnot-so-innocent pleasure
and, despite the advent of T he Man, | intended to hang onto it for as |ong as possible.

It was a ploy that the old hands knew as <playi ng both ends against the niddle'. The Man woul d
probably regard it as cheating but | knew <Brax woul d understand. Afier all, he'd invented it.
144

I bought a third drink and told the bartender to keep the change. In return for which, he let ne
use the phone he kept under the bar. It saved ne having to go all the way out to the back and
meant that | could enjoy the sensation of calling The Man whil st keeping an eye on the trio who

were still chatting in the window One of themwas a prom sing blonde with a sensational pair of
breasts in free-fall under a 'Save The \Wal es' T-shirt.

There was no reply fromhis room The desk told nme that ny earlier nessage was still pigeon-hol ed.
I lefi another with nmy home nunber then quietly finished nmy drink. As | twi sted round off the bar
stool, | sawtwo of the girls fromthe w ndow seat wal k out the door; |eaving the blonde | ooking
at me over the top of her cigarette. It was a tough decision but | like to think I did the right
thing. Listen. Wales are an endangered species. | care about these things.

The nature trail, took ne to a little restaurant over on Third Avenue. | left the waiter pouring
the wi ne and ducked out to phone Mriam She was still on duty.! told her where! was, and she told

me that she'd called ny apartnent and the hotel

<Are you with The Man?' she asked.

"No, a client. Mel Donal dson. One of the Delaware law team A real klutz.' | injected a note of
pain into nmy voice. <He wants ne to take himto the Playboy d ub.'

<Good luck,' she said.

| expl ained that The Man had apparently left the hotel sonetinme between two and four p.m and that
| had been unable to contact him

<You don't sound very worried,' said Mriam

<I'mtrying to convince nyself it's a waste of tine,' | said . <Let's face it, if he's telling us
the truth and the future already exists, what's going to happen will happen whether we like it or
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not.' | paused, then added worriedly, <l just wish | knew what he's got lined up for us.'
<Maybe he doesn't know yet,' she said.
"Don't you believe it," | replied. <He knows. You can bet your bottomdollar on that.' W

exchanged brief verbal tokens of friendship then | went back to the table and raised ny glass to
the T-shirt. <Sorry about that. A client. Ml Donal dson. One ofthe Del anare | aw team'
"Oh,"' she said. <Is he fromthis big case you' re on?

<Yeah - - - 'l injected a note of pain into nmy voice. <A real klutz.' | disnissed ny business
problems with a casual wave then did the old finger-al ong-the-back-of-the-hand bit. '"lie Ilight
touch. It's a great
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way of testing the water. The feedback fromthe Resnick Skinoneter was Al pha-plus. Wiich to
Monopoly fans is |ike <Pass GO and collect 200 dollars'. Only better

<After we've eat~n,"' | said, <why don't we go on to the Playboy O ub?'

Wul d you believe it if! told you that she had been waiting for someone to ask her that?

Just for the record, her nanme was Fran Nel son. She was born in Phil adel phia, and she worked in the
producti on departnent of a Madi son Avenue ad agency. She was one of five children. Her father was
an optician, and active in Republican ward politics. It was the first tinme |'d dated a Republican
but, Iike they say, there's a first tine for everything. The rest we don't need to go into here.

If | nention the incident at all, it is to illustrate nmy inner turnoil. Wich sounds good. O ny

i nherent duplicity. Wich sounds a little nore honest. Wether! enjoyed it or not is irrelevant.
More than anything else, it was not so nuch the need to score but the need to denobnstrate ny

i ndependence. To prove that! still had control over nmy life no matter what the eventual cost Let's
face it. W all have the urge to press the self-destruct button at sonme tine in our lives. There
are sonme peopl e whose fingers are never off it~ And anyway, as it said in the Book, The Man |iked

a challenge. | was still prepared to help himbut that didn't nmean to say | had to buy the whole
bill of goods. Right?

Ri ght ..

Chapter .70

Wednesday norning. | rang the hotel again before | left nmy apartnment. Room 315 didn't answer. Wen
| got to the office | triedagain. The desk confirmed that ny two earlier messages were stil

pi geon-holed. | raog Mriam and found nyself talking to Lewis Carroll's Dornouse.

"You sound as if you're still in bed,' | said.

<lam' was the snug reply. Wen she works the late shift, Mriams day starts at noon. <How did
you make out |ast night?

Her choice of words gave ne an uneasy feeling. 'Oh, er, you nean with Donal dson? It wasn't too
painful ," | said. <They had a group fromthe Wst Coast playing sone great jazz.' | gave her a

cl eaned-up version of mnmy evening, substituting M Donal dson for F. Nel son throughout. Then | told
het that | still hadn't got through to The Man

<What do you think's happened?' 1lcr voice was now wi de awake. | had decidcd not to tell her about
the wonman in black who had followed Linda. There was no point in both of us worrying. Not at this
stage, anyway. | tried to hide nmy own concern but nmy answer still sounded peevish. 'Ilow the hel

do | know? It could be any one ofa hundred things - Let's face it, we nmay not be tile 011 |y
peopl e he's been ~peakiog to. My guess is he's probably taken the Time Express back to 29 AD. On
thc other hand, he may have been ki dnapped by a snatch-squad Ii oni the Pentecost Chinch of God.'

There Was short silence at tlnme otlicr end of the line. <You don't ~ally think '~:i, do ~~<<'~'
"No, Mriam' | said patictitly. <1 nat was a take. But ml this gets too nuch for us, we could
always give the holy rollers a call. They'd take
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The Man of f our hands in ten seconds flat.'

Sh~ greeted that with another silence, 'Is that what you want?

<No,' | said. <That was anot her joke.

<Well, cut it out,' she replied. <Wen you try to be flip, you can be a real pain.'

<Ckay, okay, |'msorry.

| should tell you - if you haven't guessed already - that Mriamis one of those people who only

| augh when they think sonething is funny; as opposed to the other kind who |augh because they're
anxious to please. It was this serious side to her nature which appealed to nme and which
paradoxi cally, | had enjoyed debauching. Not that it was easy. It took ne nonths to persuade her
to give up her flute | essons so that she could spend nore tinme in bed with ne.

<So what are you going to do?' she asked.

Questions. Al ways questions.
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<I'mnot sure,' | replied. <If he's gone, there's no point in paying for an enpty room Check-out
time is eleven am The sensible thing would be to have the hotel make out his hill before they hit
me for another hundred dollars. On the other hand, | don't want to run the risk of him stepping

back into Room 315 fromfirst-centuryJerusal em while soneone else is in the bedroom or taking a
shower. He's liable to end up back in the slamer'

<l suppose it's possible,' said Mriam <But if the last two visits are anything to go by, he
seens to be zeroing in on you.'

<Yes, you could have a point there.'! checked ny watch. It was just after nine. <Mriam- . -'
<Is this going to involve getting up? she said.
<Too nuch sleep is bad for you' | kept it short and sweet. <The desk clerk has a note to bill the

office. W have a charge account with the hotel. Al you have to do is explain that M Sheppard
has left town. But make sure you check the room- in case he |left sonething.'

<Before eleven. . -' She sounded put-upon

| prom sed to take her sonewhere nice for supper.

As | rang oil; | held on to the phone and toyed briefly with the idea ol cal hing ny whaling
conpani on. Then | thought better of it. Linila came through the door with the nmorning nmail. She

saw ny lonk ol surprise and explained that the reason she was early was because she'd been up all
ni ght diseo-ing with sone friends fromoun of town. |hey'd watched the dawn cone up over Battery
Park then slied

showered and breakfasted at the Health & Racquets Cub and cone straight to the office.

She tried to cover a yawn but her hand wasn't big enough. <Anything special you want ne to do

t oday?"

<Well, now that you're here, you could try keeping awake,' | said. <M Sheppard has |left town, but
there's a chance he mght call and | eave a nessage

<Ckay.' She stopped halfway to the door. <Did you tell himabout the wonan who foll owed nme?'

I shook ny head. <l didn't get the opportunity.'

<Has he gone back to California?

<No, | don't think so," | said. <He was planning to take off for Jerusalem’

"Ahh. . .' she nodded. <Must be to do sone nore research for that big Bible storyhe's working on.
It was clear fromher wi stful voice that she woul d have junmped at the chance to carry his |uggage.
<Very probably,' | said. <Could you close the door?

The day in court went reasonably well. | picked up Mriamat nine-thirty fromthe Manhattan
General. She'd had the foresight to rake a case with her to the hotel and had cl eared The Man's
room Fromthe description she gave, it sounded as if he'd left behnd all the clothes he'd
acquired on his shopping spree with Linda. In a way, it was just as well. If he'd turnedup in 29
AD Jerusalemin olive-green cords and joggi ng shoes, that really woul d have given the Roman

hi storians sonething to wite about.

| took Mriamto a Brasserie Al sacienne that had been cloned froma fanmpous joint |1'd been to in
Pari s and ordered chanmpagne and two nonstrous hel pi ngs of Choucroute Inperiale. She'd inherited
the taste for sauerkraut from her grandfather who' d been | ucky enough to escape from Gernany
before the future Allied Nations started turning Jews away. In fact, the old nman's taste for
sauer kraut was about all he tnanaged to bring with him

| raised nmy glass to her. <Enjoy. . .'" | liked to please her. | got a kick out of naking her
happy. It also made ne feel a whole |lot better because, although we hadn't exchanged contracts,
felt | was cheating on her when | went with soneone else. | suppose it was because she was the
only person with whom | had come the nearest to being the real <ne'. And each tine | conceal ed
sonething, or told her less than the truth, | dininished our relationship.
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P

It's strange but, in all the tinme we were together, she never once

told ne what It was that abe ~und attractive about nme. W were so 51

different. Wiile | had a wide range of interesrs, | was aware that, conpared to her art novies,
galleries, and classical string quartets, ny passion for main streamjazz, the big band sound and
the nmotivational sinmplicity of Cint Eastwood novies, made ne sonething of a cultural Philistine
On top of which she was part of a close and happy famly while | was.a voluntary exile fromm ne
Looki ng back, | can only think she regarded ne as sonething of a challengt W upended the bottle
of chanpagne and turned down all suggestion of dessert and coffee. It wasn't because! was trying
to shave a few dollars off the bill. W just wanted to get to bed before the chanpagne sparkle
wore of f. However, | regret to say that en this occasion yours truly turned out to be a linp
torpedo. Mriamwas not too perturbed but | found it very unsettling.
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<It's that goddanmm sauerkraut,' | growled. But | knew, iii ny heart of hearts, that it was M

Nel son that had turned my belly into a | ead cannonball. | lay there thinking of the fortune | had
paid ny fucking analyst to renove all trace of guilt and considered slapping a wit on himfor

cul pabl e negligence

<Never mind,' said Mriam <Let's talk.'

<| was planning to,'" | replied. <But afterwards.

<Let me nmke sonme coffee and we'll take it fromthere.' She got up and w apped her nakedness in
the robe | had bought her and pulled the covers back over mne

| sat up on one elbow. <You really do have a nice body. You know that?

She grimaced and pushed back her hair. <l know I should | ose a good fourteen pounds.'

<Ch, no, don't,' | said. 'That's why |I'mgoing out with you. |I've had it with skinny nodel girls.
She eyed me and went into the bathroom Wen she cane out, | saw she had fastened her hair back
with a ribbon. It was a sign that she was through fooling around and that | was now talking to mny
friend the doctor. | padded over to the closet and donned the terry cloth robe she allowed nme to
leave in there. | kept a simlar one for her at nmy place. It's the nearest we ever got to handing
each other the keys to our apartnents.

I joined her in the kitchen as she | adl ed sone beans into the grinder and raised nmy voice as she
switched it on. <It's hard to realise that it's

happened. -

<Yes . . .' She noved nme gently aside so that she could open a cupboard door to get at the cups
and saucers. My nother used to do exactly the sanme thing. She never said 'Pass nme this', or <Bring
me that'. She'd let me | ounge around watching her with ny hands in ny pockets while she did it

all. Devotedly. But with an air ofself-sacrifice that she wore like a hair shirt
M riam produced two cups of black coffee and slid one along the

count er.

<Thanks,' | said. <You know, it was Only today | realised that,

despite all the tal king, we hadn't got aroutid to discussing what you think about all this.'
She bl ew on her coffee, took a trial sip, then shrugged.

<Ch, cone on,' | said. 'You were the one that got us into itS
She stirred in another spoonful of sugar. <You really think so?
<Listen,' | said. <You recognised him didn't you? It was you who got nme down to the norgue. And

when the penny didn't drop, you spelt it out for me. You knew. You were a hundred per cent sure
bef ore he di sappeared.’

M riam shook her head. 'Not a hundred per cent sure. | can't explain how it happened. It wasn't a
consci ous nental process of deduction. | just happened to get a | ook at hi mwhen the paranedics
brought himinto Energency. | was on the point of leaving to get cleaned up br our date. That's
when | saw the thorns sticking into his scalp. And, as | pulled the first one out, |I had this kind
of -don't quite know how to describe it. |I felt I'd been punched in the heart, hut the bl ow was
internal. There was no pain. Just a violent ri;uscular spasm And at the sane time, | had this
sudden flash of recognition. But at first, | was too enbarrassed to nmention it." She shrugged, and
pi cked up her cup. 'The rest you know.'

"Mriam' | said, 'l know what happened, ai\d what he said, and sshat | told yoti. And I know t
hat you put your job on lie line to get its oil tlit- hook wi Th lieutenant Russell. Rut | stil
don't know why a dcc Jew sb gin | like vot | V.~ Dot Id want to get involved s&t |i someone who

claims to be ~esns Christ. -
She | owered her cup. <l dc'n'i renenbering himever el arnhtng

"lie's eert~unly lever deiiied it," | sand. 'And Junll get sinai I, | rn

the I awyer round here. Are you saying he Isn't?

only five days since he turned up at Sleepy Hollow. So much has
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She rolled her bottomlip. 'Maybe he is, nmaybe he isn't, | seemto renenber you saying that
religion was sonmething we inventod. You also said that his teaching cuts right across our separate
faiths and fromwhat |1've seen and heard nyself, he's clearly nore than the carpenter who becane
the fisher of nen. He may be Jehovah's nessenger. He may even be Vi shnu, Buddha, Jesus and

Muhanmmad rolled into one. | don't think it really matters which badge he's wearing. Jt does to
you, because your approach to this event is on a nuch nore intellectual |level. What natters to ne
is that, when I'mwith him |'maware of being in the presence of an extraordinary power. He

radi ates an aura of -'Yes, | know,' | said. 'Linda took a broadside."’

"It's not a soft, saccharine-type gondness,' continued Mriam 'It has an astringent quality. It's
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nmore of a - ' She tried to claw the words out of the air. 'A kind of - firm benevolence. It has a
cutting edge. And there's this feeling of -1'd already driven this route. 'Incorruptibility? She
snapped her fingers. 'Yes. That's part of it. But what | was

going to say was "renewal ", "rebirth".' She gestured helplessly. 'I've never experienced anything
like this before.'

"That's understandable,' | said. '"It's a fairly unique situation.'

Her nouth tightened. 'But one which you find pretty funny.'

"Not at all,' | said stoutly. "The time I've spent with The Man has shaken nme up too. |'m not

ki dding. He has really put ny enotions through the winger.'

"I'mglad to hear it,' she replied. 'Because there are tines when | get the inpression that you
| ook upon this as nothing nore than a phil osophi cal exercise.

Now it was ny turn to get tight-1ipped, 'Thanks a bunch.'

"You see, with me,' she continued, '"it's nuch nore of a gut reaction. | just feel a lot better
when he's around. You know what | nean?
"COfF course,' | laughed. 'Do you think! haven't felt it too?

" Ahh, but you're trying to fight it,' she said.

"No. Not fight it. Control it.'

She rai sed her eyes to the ceiling. 'Lawers

| put down ny coffee. '"Mriam there's nothing wong with the way | am or the way |I'm dealing
with this thing. W' ve heen dropped in the mddle ofa mnefield. One false stepand it's going to
bl ow us away, '

ni ght, you said the future already exists. If we're due to get blown away, that's it.

| waved her words away. 'Nyehh. - that's what he says, but he hasn't proved it, and | don't think
he can. The theory's been around for a long tine but it doesn't nake sense. 'Brax is not going to
keep fighting ifhe already knows he's nor going to win. W have to be able to make a choice. It's
denonstrably obvious we are able to exercise free wilt. To choose either to do or not to do
sonet hi ng. And the course of action we decide on shapes our future and that of others whose |ives
are affected as a direct consequence of that decision. The future is constantly being nodified by
the interaction of an infinite nunmber of decisions that are being made every second of every hour

of every day.' | paused and fixed on her eyes. 'It has to be, surely?

She shrugged. '| think that's one of those questions that only

become i nportant when you start thinking about it. |I've managed to get this far quite happily
wi t hout having to.'

"Ckay then,' | said. 'Wether, in the long run, we have a choice or

not, | really feel we ought to try and stay together on this.

"So do |I,' she said. 'The problemis, we don't |ook at the world in

t he sane way.

"That's what makes it exciting, Doctor.'

I could see she didn't agree. 'Leo, you spend your day poring over papers, dancing a courtly
gavotte with wits, subpoenas and pleas of nob conte~dere. Were the nost violent thing that can
happen to one of your fat cat clients is that he gets slapped with an injunction.'

"Yeah, okay,' | said tiredly. '|I get the nessage.
'Good,' she replied. 'Then you know what |I'mtrying to say. You go to court against Ford or
General Mtors over a batch of faulty back-axles. | get to fix the faces of drivers who've gone

through the windshield. My day is spent patching people. Perform ng on-thespot diagnosis ofpain
and sickness. Trying to hold down the statistics of fatal accidents, while your fee depends on the
nmoney you can claw back for the next-of-kin.'

"Terrific. | hope you get a citation -She grabbed ny hand before I could pull it away. 'Leo, |I'm
not get.

ting at you. | know you're H caring person. It's just that our jobs are very nuch part of our
lives, and because of them we have different interests, different priorities. |I practise nedicine

because, as long as | can renenber, my one consum ng passion was to |l earn how to save
'Leo,' she said, 'make up your mind. Wien you called ne |ast
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people's lives. | like the i mediacy and the variety of the problenms we get in Emergency. But that
doesn't make nme a better person. | just happen to find it nore rewardi ng than doi ng nose-jobs or
prescribing Valiumto frustrated suburban housew ves.'

"Sure,'" | said. '"Decisions |like that are always easier when you don't need the noney.' It was a

cheap crack which left nme wishing I'd bitten ny tongue off.
"That's true,' she said, without rancour. 'But | also know that | don't have the kind of stam na
required to work in geriatrics, or terminal cancer wards.'
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It was breast-beating time. 'Ckay, so now youTve nmade nme feel terrible. But what has this got to
do with you and The Man?

"Everything,' she said, 'I"'mnot interested in all that stuff about starships, Tine Gates, and
"Brax's Black Legions. It's irrelevant -like The Man says. | just want sone of that healing power
to flowinto ny hands. So | can put it to work.'

| groaned at the prospect of going steady with a nmiracle-worker. 'Mriam for God's sake, | hope
you're not really serious about this. | nean, |I'mnot against a little surreptitious |aying on of
hands but if you're planning to turn Manhattan into Lourdes USA owv. that's big stuff! The City
Fat hers m ght be pleased but you could find yourselfin big trouble with your coll eagues at the

A MA | think you ought to hold off on that idea until we've had tinme to think it through.'

"All right,'" she said. 'But if he offers it to me. I'mnot going to say "No".'

| became a nmite irritated. 'Yeah, okay. Let ne know when it happens and |I'lIl cue in the heavenly
choir.'’

"Leo,' she said. 'I'mnot kidding.'

I nodded. 'I know, That's what worries nme. Do you have a cigarette?

She opened a cupboard above the drainer and produced a carton of Canels from behind the All-Bran
and the Special K. | caught the tossed pack and opened it whi!e she put the carton hack ini's
hiding place. 'l thought you'd switched to low tar.'

"Only in public,' she said. Qur cigarettes net over a lightcd match. Ckay, shoot |,

"You asted ole what nv 'n~le v;as' F said. 'Wat dnnc en,ir itatuittot) tell you ahout his~'

She poured us out sonme nore coffee. "I'mnot sure. But 1'll telLl you
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God nakes mi st akes?'

If you remenber, it was a point | raised withTheMao at Sleepy Flollow 'It's an interesting

t heol ogi cal proposition. Alt | can say is

- we're in trouble if he does.' | took another pull and waved the snmoke from ny eyes

' However, at |east we agree about one thing. | know nothing about the mechanics of tine.travel but
I'"d say that for himto land here once is a mracle, twice is an unhappy coincidence, and three

ti mes neans we shoul d cancel our holiday arrangenents. The question is - what do we do if he turns

up agai n?'
She shrugged. 'Wiy don't you worry about that when it happens?
"I"'mnot worried," | said. 'l just like to think ahead - get things

wor ked out. Doctors practise preventive nedicine, don't they?

'They do,' she replied. 'However the real question is not"Wat do

we do if~ but one |I've raised before - do you wan: himto cone back?'
| raised my cup to ny lips and sniffed the aroma before drinking.

M riam makes good coffee fromher own private blend. 'Let ne put it this way,' | began
"Cut out the bulishit,' she said. 'Yes, or No?
| took another sip. '"It's not quite as sinple as that. There are two

sides to this.
"Jeezusss,' she groaned. 'No wonder |aw suits drag on for ever.'

"Keep quiet,' | said. 'You gave nme the floor. Let's take the positive side. Yes, | would like to
hear fromhimagain. If only to satisfy nmy curiosity. I'd like to hear the rest of the story
because nothing he's told us so far matches what's witten in the Book. At |east not in any
obvious way. | know there's a theory that the four Gospels have both a literal and an occult

meaning but it will take note than two quick readings to crack the code, even with the head start
he's given ne.'

The clues were there right enough - ifyou read between the lines. The trick was to reconstruct the
m ssing pieces of the jig-saw puzzle. |If you approached the Gospels, Acts and Revelations as if
they were the statements of witnesses to a crinme, then you held in your hands the greatest
detective story of all time. But only The Man knew all the answers to the tantalising questions
rai sed by the texts.

"Now, maybe you could call that an intellectual interest,' | continued. 'But that's not the way |
see it. The solution to the Christ-Mstery, if that's what's being offered, could turn all our
lives around and alter the world-view of history. Now, okay, | admt |'m

one thing. His coming here was rio accident Are you trying to tell ne
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not too Sure whether | really warn that to happen but the chance to get the inside story is
irresistible.

She handed nme an ashtray. 'So what does that nmean in sinple | anguage? Are you saying that The Man
is the Messiah promised to us by the God of Israel?

file:/lIF|/rah/Patrick%20Tilley/Mission-Patrick_Tilley.txt (71 of 188) [7/1/03 2:21:59 AM]



file://IF|/rah/Patrick%20Tilley/Mission-Patrick_Tilley.txt

"No," | said. 'I'mprepared to accept that he could be the historical figure known as Jesus but
beyond that, I'd prefer to keep ny options open.

Mriamthrew up her hands. 'That's all | need. A Jew sh | awer!

"Listen,'" | said. 'What do you want nme to say? | know what he's done and what he's said - and the

effect all that has had on ne. But what real proof has he furnished as to his identity? He hasn't
produced any evi dence that would stand up in a court of law, or any investigative body you care to
nmention. Okay, he did that trick with his wists, which are where sonme of the so-called experts
say the nails would actually have been. But he also said "Don't be msled by what you've seen, or
what you think you ve seen".'’

"I know,' she interjected. 'But he wasn't tal king about the stignmata.'

"Mriam' | said. 'Do you have any idea how many cases there are on record of people bleeding from
the hands and feet? Literally hundreds. Wunds in their side, |acerations on their backs, scalp
wounds frominvisible thorns. There are even certified statements by doctors who found the scar of
a cross-bl aded spearwound in the heart of a dead medi eval saint! Medical opinion - when it can be
persuaded to face up to the evidence - classifies the phenonena as a type of hysteria. Churchnen
put it down to the power of God. They're inpressed, but they're not going to go overboard if
that's all he can cone up with. As for your gut reaction, what one could call the 'Linda-efFect',
I'd say that was highly circunmstantial. Charisma, in itself, is not proof of divinity. If it was,
Charl es Manson woul d be wearing a halo. |'mnot arguing about The Man's super human powers. Both of
us have seen enough to convince the nost hardened sceptic. But would it stand up to rigorous
scientific analysis? Do you renmenber how they tore into Un Geller after the Stanford Lab
experiment s?

"Yes,' said Mriam 'But |I'd say that The Man was in a different |leagtte, wouldn't you?

"No question about it," | said. 'Don't get the wong idea. |I'mnot knocking The Man. Everything
|'ve done fromthe start has been on

the basis of believing that he was sonething special, It's been to protect him- though why the
hell 1 should think he needs us to do that, | can't inmagine.'

' Maybe he thinks we need him' said Mriam

"W need sonething,' | said. '"Even so, | still find it difficult torelate to the idea that we are

the aliens. The strangers in a strange |and who lost their nenory and went to pieces. But on the
other hand, it squares with the basic principles of Judaism observance of the Torah; the idea of
the divine presence in history; the enphasis on the solidarity of the comunity and noral
virtues.'

And also with Israel's God-given role - to become a ki ngdom of priests and a holy nation; To be a
light unto the nations, to open blind eyes, to bring out the prisoners fromthe prisons, and them

that sit in darkness. . . The long forgotten words cane back to ne.

"You know, when you think about it,' | said. 'None of the mgjor religions have a nonopoly of the
truth, but they all contain part of it. 'Brax has done a good job keeping everybody at arnms

I ength.’

"Or at each other's throats,' observed Mriam 'If The Man comes back, 1'd |like the chance to ask
sonme of the questions.'

'CGo ahead,' | said. 'But don't waste tinme with the biggies. God is unknowabl e, and we won't
understand the Secret of the Universe until we graduate as sunbeans. But that still |eaves you

with quite a few questions.'

She sniled at nme. 'What do you plan to do - wite down the answers?

I smiled back at her. 'I would, if that was what he wanted. Taking dictation is easy. The hard
part would be nailing himdown | ong enough to get through fromstart to finish. You saw what
happened on Sunday norning. His nmovenents are totally unpredictable.'

‘"Yes, it's a problem- - .' She tapped another cigarette out of the pack, switched off the plate
under the coffee pot and led the way back to the bedroom

| pocketed the cigarettes and matches and foll owed, cup in hand. W got back into bed but kept our
robes on. She put an ashtray between us. 'Ckay. Now ret] ne why you don't want hi m back.'

"Awwy, cone on,' | said. 'W've heen through nost of this. Any reasons | have for wi shing to avoid
anot her encounter are inspired by ny base aninmal instincts for self-preservation.'

' That sounds |ike the male chauvinist piglet I've cone to know and | ove,' she said. She softened
the hIl owwith a kiss on the c-ar, then

turned out the light and left me to finish my coffee in the dark

I lay there and asked nyself yet again why it was only our lives he'd chosen to turn upside down.
In an effort to second-guess his next noves, | had conbed the New Testanent |ooking for clues but,
after the Resurrection, there was not a lot to go on-The accounts in each of the four gospels
differed but it was possible to arrive at a linited consensus. The Man had di sappeared when two
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worren called Mary visited the tonmb early on Sunday norning, Jerusalemtine. Okay. W know where he
was - in Manhattan. Two young men in white, probably M chael and Gabriel, appear to the wonmen and
tell themnot to get too upset. Later, near the enpty tonb, the sane two wonen see The Man. At
first, they don't recognise him | have a hunch that what they saw was an i mage of The Man as he
was at a younger age; conjured up fromtheir own nenories. Watever the explanation, he told them
not to touch him- ' .for amnot yet ascended to nmy Pather':John 20:17. \WWich nmust have been
right after he disappeared fromthe norgue. John nentions that it was still dark. Mark and Luke
don't record this appearance. Luke has the two nmen in white, Mark only one. Matthew al so only one
"angel' who rolls back the scone fromthe door to the tonmb. But in Chapter 28: verse 9, he has
Jesus neeting the two Marys - one of whomwas Mary Magdal ene - and they fall to the ground and
grab his feet. In Matthew this encounter takes place before dawn; in Mark, at sunrise; in Luke,
early in the norning. So at least they're not too far apart in their tinng.

Later that snne day around sunset, Luke 24:17, recounts how The Man nmet up with two nen heading
along the road to Emmaus, a village west nfJerusalern on the road to the port ofJoppa. These two
were fromthe group of seventy-two 'sub-disciples' known as the Foll owers of The Way. As The Man
wal ks with them they talk about the Crucifixion and he points out how the whole thing relates to
rite A d Testanment prophecies~. But despite this extended conversation, he two inca don't
recognise hi n: They invite himinto their house; he |,reaks bread with them and di sappears. Arid
in the same instant, they realised who hey had been talking to, and knew that the pronised
Resurrection was a reality.

According 10 | .ukc, the two men - one of whomwas ta flied Coon-pc - trrr' p p,'~e~l~pt'c' :iti,t
Itiuhd:pil it back to Jerispli.nt Nut so. '"tic Man old ole latet they weii ito llethatiy - which
was al so on the Joppa road. Ten of the disciples were hiding out there in a house
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arithmetic, as well as his tinng, seenms to be wong at this point if you take John's gospel into
account. Unless they were counting Mary Magdal ene as ranking with the disciples (as indeed she did
and of which nore later), or because the nunber ~eleven was one of the code signals that are
concealed in the Gospel texts. Anyway, Cl eopas and his friend arrive but before they could catch
their breath and break the good news, The Man appeared in their mdst and al nbost caused a nmass
cardiac arrest. He calns themdown, talks for a while, eats sone gefilte fish and a little bread,
shakes themall by the hand - and vani shes.

The week goes by. Nothing happens. Saturday; he turns up at Sl eepy Hollow. Sunday norning we're on
the verandah then POW Back to Jerusal em Because eight days after his first visit, he reappears
in Bethany to show his stigmata to Thomas; the disciple who had missed himthe first tune around

| thought about Mriamand The Man in the bedroom and wondered if Thonas had witnessed a sinilar
denonstration. The Book didn't nmention The Man's exit but | imagine that he nust have wal ked
through the wall, or a | ocked door because that was when he materiahised in ny office on the
Monday nor ni ng.

It was at this point that the trail ran out. The Gospel of St John records himas turning up at
Lake Ti berias where the disciples were out fishing. The Man stands on the shore and gui des them on
to a huge shoal of fish. Later, while reading a comentary on the New Testanent | discovered that

in the opinion of many Biblical scholars, this episode is Qut of context. |I'mpretty certain that
this was one of the nmany allegorical code nessages but I'Il tell you what The Man sai d about that
later on. One thing at a tinme. Even though it probably didn't happen, | like to inagine that he

stood in the shallows, and had some kind of sonar built into his ankles. But John's gospel did end
on an intriguing note. Wth sonmething like, ' and there were nany things which Jesus did

which, ~ they were all recorded, the world could nor contain all the books which would be
witten'.

I can now tell you what that neans. The Man fed the disciples the same information he gave ne -
with one inportant difference. | got a brief outline, a word at a tinme; they got chapter and verse

in one blinding niega-volt transm ssion. The history of the Enpire; the Wars of Secession; the
creation of the Netherworld; the works. No wonder it blew their minds. Let's face it. CGod's

equi val ent of Henry

bel onging to friends. The Book nentions el even disciples but Luke's
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- Ki ssinger's The Wiite House Years nust run to quite a few pages.

There was, however, an additional clue to The Man's post-Resurrecti on novenents. Chapter 1 of Acts
related that The Man showed hinself to his disciples - who had now been pronoted to Apostles -
over a period of forty days, at the end of which they were pronised the gift of the Holy Spirit.
The Ascension foll owed, and once nore two nen in white step out of nowhere and - in the text, at
| east - dismiss the Twelve in a rather perenptory manner.
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Finally, at the Feast of the Pentecost, fifty days after the Crucifixion, the el even Apostles and
a new number twelve, recruited to take the place of the mssing Judas, are in this building in
Jerusal em Suddenly the interior is swept by hurricane-force w nds; the heads of the Twelve are
surrounded by 'cloven tongues of fire'; they fall down drunk and begin to babble in every | anguage
from Ashanti to Zoque.

And that, as they say, is where it all starts happening. Except that The Man drops out of the
story. No one saw him after the Ascension although he was all eged to have nmade voice contact with
Saul / Paul on the road to Danmascus. O which, again, nore |ater.

As | lay there, listening to Mriams sleep-filled breathing, |I tried to figure out what might lie
ahead. |If what one might call the 'yo-yo' effect continued, there was a strong possibility that
The Man could pop up in Manhattan, and into our lives, anytinme during the next five weeks.

And then what? After the Feast of Pentecost in first-century Jerusalem he could head back to the
Time Gate or he could conme back here and set up shop on a nore permanent basis. Dependi ng on what
he had in mnd. H'd told me, that as far as he knew, this wasn't the end of the world but you
only had to look at the global scene to realise that all the ingredients were there.

So far, we had escaped any | asting enbarrassment and public exposure. If we stayed lucky, | told
mysel f, the five-week headache we coul d handl e. \Whatever happened, we would at |east get a good
story out of it. Little did | realise, as | sat there in the dark shortening nmy life with yet

anot her cigarette, that The Man planned to give it such an unexpected tw st.
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Chapter 11

Thursday, 30th April dawned with a bright, clear innocence. | grabbed a quick shower, shared a cup
of coffee with Mriam- who went back to bed to drink hers - then rode over to ny apartnent to
change before catching ny regular cab downtown. | nmet Joe Gutznman in the | obby and told hi mhow
the case was going as we rode up in the elevator. Linda nmade it to the office with another saga of
m ssed connections just as | was |leaving the building. I found nyself involved in an over-

t he. shoul der conversation in which both of us kept wal ki ng and ended up shouting at forty paces.
Ri di cul ous.

In court, it was one of those blecch-days. The case had reached the nit-picking stage with

i npenetrabl e statenents by opposing sets of technical experts. | know this hasn't got anything to
do with The Man but perhaps | should just explain that we were seeking to prove that C evel and

d ass were using an industrial glass-making process which was covered by patents filed by ny
clients - the Del aware Corporation. In other words they were ripping off the advanced technol ogy
for free instead of paying over |arge chunks of nmoney for the privilege of using same. Really

gripping stuff. But now you know how | fill the day.

As | sat there listening to a description of nolten glass flow control systems, | began nentally
adding up the salary bill and overheads for the entire operation and could not help wondering if
our talents mght not be better enployed el sewhere. | concluded that they could but that the world

woul d have to be differently ordered. The only problemwas that we had to wait until the Twenti et h-
Century Flier plunged into the ravine before we could build the New Jerusalem Until that

happened, there was only one thing to do: take the noney and run
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I returned to the office after court recessed for the day ~nd heaved a sigh of relief. Because -

in case you hadn't thought of it - there was always the possibility that The Man coul d have naned

up in the mddle ofthe proceedi ngs. Looking back, | realise that | was wong to be worried. A
publ i c appearance woul d have made hi m everybody's problem not just mne. The fact is, of course,
I was worrying~for all the wong reasons. | was so scared that | mnight be exposed to scorn

ridi cule and even physical danger; so concerned with the preservation of mnmy professional standing
and the benefits it conferred that not once did | ever seriously consider the inplications of why
he had chosen to appear to ne, and not on the steps of St Patrick's Cathedral. Later, when his

purpose was revealed to ne, it all nade sense but at this point, in the second week of this mnd-

bl owi ng adventure, | was
still totally blinded by self-interest. -
Al t hough he hadn't asked for anything, | had the feeling that he was waiting for a new'nme' to

energe. | had begun waking up in the mddle of the night; seized by the fear that he mi ght
suddenly fix me with those gol den hawk-eyes and say 'Follow nme'. He'd tapped a | awyer called
Philip to be one of the Twelve. | could only pray to God that The Man wasn't planning a new
whirlwind mnistry. Because if he was, | would have to take a rain-check. | didn't have what it
takes - and | didn't want to have it either. | wanted to stay safely inside the fifty per cent
silk/fifty per cent acrylic fibre cocoon I'd spun for nyself. | had everything going for me. The
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Twel ve mi ght have been given the gift of the Spirit but, as |I'd already had cause to reflect, it
hadn't exactly enhanced their career prospects. Like them | was now party to the secret that |
was just a carrier-bag for sonme jigsaw puzzle pieces of the inprisoned Amfol k, but that fact did
not make nme any | ess eager to go on living. Correctly serviced, ny body had another good thirty to
thirty-five years on the road and | was deternined to get the maxi mum m | eage out of it. If | got
hit by a truck, the ghost | gave up would only go into parking orbit, or maybe have its parts

pi geon~hol ed until it was called off the rank, or reassenbled in the correct astrol ogica
configuration and slotted into a new y-concei ved foetus for another roller-coaster ridt through
the Earth-World Amusenment Park. My death, | told nyself, in his nane, or in the nane of any other
cause, would have absolutely no effect on the outcone of the struggle between the Empire and

" Brax.

The Man tal ked about the fragmented Am fol k bei ng consi gned, upon the death of their human hosts,
to a nightmarish plane of exis. tence from which physical rebirth was the only escape. Perhaps
this

was the extra-di nensional world chat western devotees of the Hereafter had |abelled Linbo. Mybe,
in their desire to escape, sone of the disenbodied Amfolk fragnents tried to junp the queue and
ended up westling for control of the nascent enbryo. It would explain those baffling cases of
"mul tiple personality' where anything fromtw to a dozen or nore distinct idenities fought for

el bow roomwithin a single body. And if in the confusion, some of the O d Testanent-type denons
managed to smuggl e thensel ves aboard, the resulting conflict could manifest itself as violent

i nsanity. Denoni c possession could he a literal fact; not just a phil osophical proposition; or a
psychol ogi cal or neural disorder. And it would al so make possible the birth of totally Satanic

i ndi viduals. The historical anti Chrisrs whose prescnce, or inpending arrival had exercised the

nm nds of Christian scholars over the centuries.

The phone jerked me frommy own private Linbo. Linda had Jeff Fower on the Iine. | told her to
put hi mthrough.

"Hi, Jeff. hows it going?

"Fine,' he said.

' Good. How d'you nmake out with Carol ?

"Ckay,' he said. 'You did nme a real favour there. Are you going to be free later tonight? Say
eight-thirty to nine?

"I''l'l he at home," | replied. 'Wiat was it you wanted to see nme about?

"Blood,' he said. And rang off. Just like that.

I put the phone down with a sense of foreboding then picked it up again and asked Linda to try and

get hold of Mriamor, failing that, to |l eave a nessage asking her to ring me. | tried hard to
concentrate on the pile of paperwork in front of inc but the words wouldn't register in nmy brain.
Mriamrang back just before six. | told her about Fower's cryptic p hone call. 'l lave yo ti any
i dea what it's about?

"Nope,' said Mriam 'l haven't seers himsince vve took hint out to dinner with your ex-playnmate
Carol .’

| tried to figure out what that liltlc shalt signified, then gave |ip.

"Are yost going to he able to cone round?

"~ h-oh," she sittd. 'I've got date | can't hreak. I'mgoing out with a histu h of the guys to
cel ebrate Ken Gal sw s appointment as head ol thy teac him fiic.itr~ 1 toll san «,tsoitt it r,-
nr,isl-.mr~

"Ch, yes, Ken tiullow," | said, with stude timatler-itf -lact ness. 'Your tx-playnate.

She drove on over it. 'You can handle Fower. Ifhe get's too close
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for confort, pick himup on some technical point and pretend you don't understand. Wth | uck,
he'll launch into a lecture and | ose track of what he was tal king about. If not, tell himsone

more lies. You're very good at that.

I think it was a conplinment, but it sounded |ike gane, set and match

When | reached ny apartnent at a quarter-past-eight, the first thing | did was to sink a good
three fingers of bourbon. The idea was to totally bonb my neuro-nuscul ar systemso that | could
listen to whatever Jeff Fow er had to say w thout any outward denonstration of surprise, alarmor
di smay.

Fowl er hit the entry-phone button at eight-thirty on the nose.! told himto come up and readied a
Jack Daniels. W settled in a couple of arnthairs and | staved off the evil nonent with sone mld
badi nage about Carol Shiragawa who, ! onmitted to say, (although it nmust now be obvious), is half-
Japanese, stands as tall as lowa corn (her father cones from Cedar Falls) and works as a
reservation clerk for J.A L. So - anyway, we finally got to it and | found nyself regretting that
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The Man had not seen fit to help me out by arranging to have a wayward el evator cleave friend
Fow er in two.

"Bl ood,' | said.

"That's right.' Fowler put his glass dowmn with a delicately raised forefinger and pulled out a
thin, dint Easrwood cheroot. It |ooked ridicul ous sticking out of his rather soft, doughy face

but what the hell - we all dream don't we? Fower lit the cheroot with sone cerenony then pointed
it at me. 'You are never going to believe this. | mean, it is weird. No, really.’

' Sounds good,' | said. 'Way don't you run it by me?

He retrieved his glass, took a thoughtful drag on the cheroot and nmassaged his forehead. 'Six-
thirty, Tuesday evening, a Spanish priest turned up at the lab. Ordinarily, | wouldn't have known
about it. It just so happened that he went down the wong corridor and I net himon the way out of
my section. Wll, as we don't get many priests in our neck of the woods, tasked hi mwhat he
wanted. Retold nme that he had a sanple of liquid that he thought mi ght he blood and wanted to have
it analysed. | explained that he'd come to the wong place and that we were actually a speciali st
research unit. | nean, that thing | did for you and Mriamwas a one-oft

| nodded. 'Sure

"So the priest says, '"F his is special. It's froma statue.'

"You're kidding,' | said.

Fow er stabbed his cheroot in ny direction. "My words exactly. So the next thing he does is
produce a small corked phial and two col our Pol aroids of a statue about fifteen or so inches

hi gh."'

"A statue of what?' | asked.

"Jesus Christ nailed to the cross,' said Fow er. 'You know, the usual thing. You see themall over
Mexi co. Made of plaster and painted with enanel. This particular one happens to cone from Cuba.
It's a famly heirloom Over a hundred years ol d.

A bell rang at the back of nmy mind but the menory circuits failed to connect. 'And this statue is

bl eedi ng?’
Fow er sipped sone JD and nodded. 'Fromthe head, side, hands and feet. Absolutely amazing. |'ve
been round to see it nyself. I've even had it off the wall. There are no punps or tubes, or

anything like that. The only possible way to fake it would be by a sealed unit inside. And the
only way to check that would be to break it open, or to have it X-rayed. But the famly won't |et
it out of the house.'

"That figures,' | said.

Fow er shook his head. 'Forget it. These people aren't faking. This is authentic. And | understand
fromthe priest that this kind of thing has happened before. Apparently there's a statue of Chri st
in a church in Pennsylvania that bled fromthe hands in 1975.

"Who owns this latest nmodel ?° The fact that Fow er was here neant | was involved but | stil
couldn't see the connection.

"Afifty' three-year-old woman call ed Marguerita Perez. She and her husband operate a small dry
cleaning store in md-Mnhattan.'

Thai was the connection. My stonach turned over. 'Wen did this happen?

' Monday,' said Fowl er. 'According to Ms Perez, it all started when this girl brought in an ankle-
| engt h brown wool | en robe.

"What has this robe got to do with the statue? | asked. As if | didn't know

"I"'mcomng to that,' said Fower. '|I gather there was nothing really special about the robe. Just
an Arab-type thing. But different fromthe normal run of garnments that get handed over the counter
inthat it was made from hone-spun wool and woven on a hand | oom

| shrugged. 'So what? Ever since the Wole Earth Catal ogue, hand-|oonms have been big business.'
"Sure,' said Fower. 'But that's just a detail. The point is, when Ms Perez gets hold of this
robe, puts it in the steam press and stands on
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the pedal, she finds herself standing on the hill at Gol gotha, |ooking up at Jesus Christ nailed
to the cross between the two thieves.

| forced out a laugh. 'Wth or without the steam press?

Fow er grinned. "Well, | did say that it was kinda weird."'

I had to agree. Only there was now nothing to laugh at. It nust have' been Ms Perez who foll owed
Linda to the Mayfl ower Hotel. 'Okay, then what?

Fowl er's grin broadened. 'Production came to a halt. M Perez finds his wife standing in front of
the steam press, staring into space, tears streani ng down her cheeks, invoking Father, Son, Holy
Ghost and the Virgin Mary, and very clearly in sone kind of religious trance.'

"Yeah, well, she wouldn't be the first.' | had decided to play it hard-nosed. Afraid that anything
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less might lead to the discovery of ny guilty secret.

" Anyway, ' continued Fow er, 'when he manages to snap her out of it, she tells himwhat she's seen
grabs hold of the robe and starts babbling that it belongs to Jesus Christ.

Now why, | asked nyself, did The Man have to pu/la stroke |like that? O was he, the robe and
everything el se connected with himnerely el enentscontrol | edbyan even greater power? 'Wiat did M
Perez do?" | said. 'Call a doctor?

"No," said Fow er. 'He called Father Rosado. He's their parish priest. Wen he got there, Ms
Perez was saying her rosary in front of this statue. She has this little shrine set up on a big
old chest, with candl es and everything. And she'd got the robe folded up and placed on top of it,
in front of this figure of Christ. So Father Rosado goes in to have a word with her and cal m her
down, and M Perez is hovering in the background, hoping the priest can persuade his wife to |et
go of the robe so that he can have it ready in case the custoner calls. Ms Perez grabs hold of
Fat her Rosado and gives himan action replay of her vision-of-the-Cross and, as she begins
swearing to God that every word of it is true, the statue starts to bl eed.

"Now that is weird,' | said. And | neant it too. 'The priest nust have been pretty inpressed."’
Fowl er nodded. 'So was M Perez. But | gather that the Vatican like to play this kind of thing
fairly close to the chest. Mracles and saints are sonething they like to check out to the |ast

detail. And then they sit on it for a hundred years before going to press.
A policy | was not going to argue wth.
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"VWhat happened to the robe?" | asked.

'Perez handed it over to the girl who brought it in. She collected it during the Tuesday | unch-
hour. The ticket was nade our in the name of Sheppard at the Mayflower Hotel. Perez says the girl
told himthe robe belonged to a friend.'

' Does Perez know who she is?' | asked. Doing nmy best to convey the inpression that the question
was of only marginal acadenic interest.

'He knows her by sight,' replied Fow er, "'She brings in stuff now and then. But he can't remenber
her name. Anyway, when she called in to pick up the robe M Perez has to argue with his w fe, hut
finally he gets it away fromher and -' And Ms Perez follows the girl," | said, trying to nove

t hi ngs al ong.

"Yes.' Fow er cocked his head on one side. 'how did you know that?

I snmled. 'I always spoil novies for Mriamby telling her what's going to happen next. Ckay, so
the girl takes the robe to the Mayfl ower Hotel and delivers it to the person whose nane is on the
ticket.'

'That a reasonabl e assunption,' said Fowmer. 'Ms Perez didn't go into the hotel. She waited
across the street. Wen the girl energed about twenty nminutes or so later, she didn't have it with
her.'

"l see. . - ' Ms Perez's version of the events squared with Linda's estimate of the rinme she'd
spent with The Man. Not that, as far as | knew, she had any reason to tell me |less than the truth.
"What di dMs Perez do then? Follow the girl?

"No,' said Fowl er, 'She just stood there. | know this sounds crazy, hut she "as convinced that
Jesus Christ was going to appear.' Fow er r.nsed his eyebrows clear of the tortoise-shell rins of
his glasses and | ooked at me with an ow -like expression As if tying to disassociate

hi msel fcompl etelv fromthe statenlels! he had ~L1st made.

1 set)SL-d | was getting deeper 'Ito tiouble but I had this insane desire to 1:itiglt. 'And Ju
he?'

"Yes,' said hower. '"Ms Perez claini.', he',val ked out oF the hotel, tile slicer ,rtid into
Central Park.
‘I von believe her?" | ,~kecl

vieine,"il sb'" b,"li -v-~i'"."s;o, | I'"owMr'r "I ~ "oil ii' is
bl eeding Il edatise |I've ,eell 1lui nieseli and tiiy' ohsetvaiioi,, |use been confirned by hree
oilier people. 1 can't conlineot on her vision
Lt7

of Col gotha but, clearly, they an all related events which, for the nonent at |east, cannot be
explained in a rational, scientific manner. And that rather annoys ne.'

"Was she able to describe the person she saw?

"Ch, yes,' said Fow er. 'Medium height, swarthy conpl exion, black beard, slimbuild, very piercing
yel | owy- brown eyes. He was dressed tn this pale-brown robe that seens to have triggered this whole
thing off, white Arab-type head-dress, hare feet, worn |eather sandals,"

| nodded. 'What time was this?
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" About three o' clock in the afternoon.

| picked up Fowl er's gl ass, poured in the remaining Jack Daniels and handed it hack to him ' What
did she do - follow himinto the Park?

"Yes.' He took the glass. 'Thanks. The only tine | get to drink this stuff is when sonebody gives
it to nme as a Christmas present.'

"Make it last,' | said, 'That's the end ofthe bottle." | refilled my own glass wtth bourbon and
sat down. 'Did she speak to hin®

"No,' said Fowl er. '"But she clains bespoke to her.' He smiled. 'As you can inmagine, she was in a,
well - highly enotional state. | nmean, it's not every day you run into Jesus.'

Sonehow, | managed to keep ny face absolutely straight. 'That's right.'

Fowl er tapped the ash off his dwindling cheroot. 'Her story is that she followed himuntil he sat
down on a bench by the edge of the |lake. Ms Perez planted herself behind a tree about ten yards
away.' Fowl er grinned. 'You can imagine it, can't you? There he is, just watching the people go
by. Nobody gives hima second glance, but they all look at her |ike she's crazy.

"They could be right,' | observed.

'Yes, sure, anyway,' said Fow er, 'she stands there for about fifteen mnutes and finally sumons
up the courage to go and sit on the other end of the park bench.'

" And?'

Fow er shrugged. 'She says Christ spoke to her. In Spanish.'

O course. What el se? 'What did he say?' | asked.

Fow er swal |l owed hard. 'He said, ''Hello, Marguerita. Hon arc on, today?' ' lint the poor hitch

couldn't reply. She said her tongtie v,o0s frozen to the roof of her nlonrh, So then he says, In
Spani sh aeal n.

"W don't have nuch tinme. Let nme jock at your hands," She was so scared she didn't date nove but
she says that her arms kind of unfolded by thenselves. And he took hold of her hands. She has
these arthritic knuckle joints. O rather, she had. Anyway, he kneads the backs of her hands with
his thunbs and she feels this surge of power go all the way up to her shoul der-bl ades. Electricity
was the way she described it. Then he put her hands one on top ofthe other, pats them and says,
"Have a nice day," and vani shes,"

| nodded soberly. 'Just like that

"Yes,' said Fow er. 'Just like that.

"Amazing . . . ' | sat back and braced nyself for the inevitable crunch. It had to cone, otherw se
he woul d not have been telling nme all this. But, as far as Fow er was concerned, there was, up to
now, nothing in the story to link me with Ms Perez, or the girl, and her nysterious friend M
Sheppar d.

Fow er took a frugal sip of his JD. 'l know how you feel. But I'll tell you what is amazing. By
the tine she got back to the store, the arthritis in her hands had totally di sappeard. She showed
themto me. There is no swelling. The joints are perfectly supple. Mnd you, | didn't see them
before the alleged treatnent at the Central Park clinic hut her husband - who, |I mght add, is not
too overjoyed at any of this - and Father Rosado both assured ne that her hands had been quite
badly deforned.'

"Jeff,'" | said. 'It may nake the medical profession a little twitchy but we both know cures |ike
this happen every day of the week. At this tine of the year, they're lining up at Lourdes by the
busl oad to throw away their crutches, This is how the Vatican pays the rent.’

"Sure,' said Fower. 'Listen, don't get me wong. |I'mnot saying | believe all this. I"'monly
telling you what | saw, and what these good people told ne. Wiether Ms Perez did or did not sit
on a park bench with Jesus is not really sonmething | want to get into -You should, Jeff, |

t hought. You shoul d.

- but the robe that triggered this whole thing off exisrs. And so does the girl who called
for it and took it to the Mayflower Hotel.'

"Yeah, I'Il accept that,' | said. 'There may he a casual connection between Ms Perez's vision of
Christ and the robe she was pressing at the time, but what does that prove? | nean, really, how
cotild ii belong 10 Jesus? The person she clains she saw comi ng out the hotel and who spoke to her

in Central Park coul d have been anot her
hal | uci nati on. When wonmen get religion, this is their big thing. Remenber all those hysterica
nuns in Ken Russell's film The Devil s?

Fow er nodded. 'Yes, | accept that. But it still leaves us with the statue. And that i5 bl eedi ng,
and |'mnot hallucinating.

"Yeah, that is weird,' | replied. 'But like you said, it's not the first tine it's happened. Even
so, it's a great story. | just can't figure out what it has to do with ne.’

"It's the blood,' said Fower. He left nme hanging there while he |lit another cheroot. Wen |
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anal ysed the blood fromthe statue, | realised that it was identical to the sanple Mriam had
given ne.'
That was a real stopper. | stared at him He must have thought | didn't understand.

' The sanple of your client's blood,' explained Fow er. 'The one that died after receiving
fraudul ent treatment in the Philippines.'

"Yes, okay,' | said hurriedly. 'I know the one you nean.'
lie dispersed a cloud of snmoke. 'Don't you think that is amazi ng?
I shrugged. 'l think it's an anmazing coi nci dence, But nothing nore. | mean - how many bl ood groups

are there?

Fow er didn't et up on ne. '"You're nissing the point. It wasn't just the sanme blood group. The
same abnormality was present in both sanples. | won't bore you with the technical details but the
only way to describe it is - superhuman.'

He was right. But | couldn't tell himthat.

"And the chances of it happening twice in just over a week arc, well - ' He spread his hands. ' -
it's very odd. You know what | nean?
"l can see that it bothers y-oti,' | said. 'I just don't see how | can help you, Jeff My client's

dead. He's been crenated.

"Who was he?' asked Fow er.

| grabbed at the first name | could think of, "Ub ~- a 'nan called Abraham |.uckstcen. He died at
hi s daughter's hotne in | os Angel es. What | Jucati to say is that c//c is ny client. Since lie
death cf icr fhther, that s. Anvthing nore at this stage would hca I neaclt ufio,tfldentiality.
Terrible. | really got nmy tongue iii a twtsl

lower look till his i'li,sscs atid peered elosel at lice Iclis,s. | was ~tt tick by Iltt' way
iltat his ow-1like eyes now resenbled th is, ccl' a

"“li,. ,,h 1, ~"  Ilv~ti,ti"tktil"wOtttt~21"wW'It "fltt,n.,,,,."tl excuse lie askiiig voa fits ltut --
he put his glasses hack cii i, ate you being | tally Ira ok wit Ii me?

"Jeff," | began, with all the sincerity a smart kid like inc can nuster. '| appreciate that this

bl ood analysis thing is a special concern of yours hut just ask yourself - what could | possibly
have to hide? | nean, there is just no way ny late client could have any connection with a

bl eedi ng statue above a dry cleaners on 49th Street. That kind of thing only happens in novies.
Believe me.' | lit another cigarette and sat back as if | didn't have a care in the world. 'By the
way, is the Perez family planning to give this story to the nmedi a?

"No idea,' said Fower. 'But | have.'

The news sent a chill shock-wave up ny spine but | managed to stay in ny seat. 'You' ve spoken to
the Press?

‘Not exactly,' he said. 'The girl who shares Carol's apartnment is on the news staff of Channe

Ei ght. Her nane's Gale MDonald. D you know her?

"Never nmet the lady,' | rephied. 'How | ong has she been sharing with Carol ?

"Since the rent went up. Gale's fromout of town. She | anded the job with Channel Ei ght about four
weeks ago.'

Terrific. That was all | needed. A TV newshound | ooking for the first big break. | tried to nake
my interest sound casual. 'So, uh -what's happening? |Is she planning to follow up on this story?
"She's already on it,' said Fower. 'l spoke to her before! cane over here. She was on her way to
the hotel .’

" Ahhh,"' | nodded. 'Has that started to bl eed too?

"No," grinned Fower. '"She's trying to get a |lead on this guy Sheppard. Wen she phoned, the desk
told her he'd checked out of his roomon Wdnesday norning.'

"Well, that proves one thing,' | said. 'He wasn't the gay who di sappeared fromthe park bench. If
he could vanish into thin air, why would he reappear to pick up his bill?
Fow er aimed his cheroot at ne. 'You' ve got a point there.' | stood up. 'Jeff, uh, listen -

don't want to rush you but |I'mdue in court again tonmorrow and | have a stack of stuff to plough
t hr ough. '

"Sure.' He checked his watch, then got up and drained his glass. 'As a matter of fact, |'ve got to
be sonewhere too. I'Il let you know i fGal e nanages to get any of this on the air.'

"Do that,' | said. 'I'd hate to miss it.' | steered himto the front door of ny apartnent. 'It's
amazi ng how nuch of this stuff goes on. Yet nost of us never hear about it.
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"Yes,', he said. 'Like the real truth about all those flying saucer sightings, the ones that can't
be expl ai ned away.'

"That's right.' | shook his hand and gave his shoulder a friendly pat as he stepped out into the
corridor.
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Fow er smiled, 'You may think I"'ma little paranoid but when |I analysed your client's bl ood
sample, | did seriously consider that it could be, well - extra-terrestrial.'

I smiled back. 'Really?

Fowl er nodded. 'For about thirty seconds. But then, anyone who reads UFO Update in Omi knows that
there is nothing out there.'

"They' d better be right,' | said. 'Because if they land, |I'mgoing to cancel ny subscription.'

st epped back inside ny apartment and began to cl ose the door

Fowl er took a step towards the el evator then stopped. 'Leo, just tell me one thing. How did you
know that the dry cleaning store was on 49th Street?

| forced a good-natured |augh out of nmy throat. 'What is this -Gngbusters? Cone on. Gt outta
here .

The first thing | did after I'd closed the door was to pour nyself another drink. The second thing

| did was to call Mriam | found nyself talking to her answering service. | left ny nane and
nunber and a pl aintive one-word nessage - 'Help'

"I's that with or without an exclamati on mark?' asked the am abl e young | ady who was manni ng t he
phone.

"Wthout,' | replied. 'l don't want to start a panic.' It was ironic. If! had paid nore attention
to Carol as a person instead of just regarding her as a hot piece of Japanese take-out, | would

have known who she was rooning with before getting mixed up with friend Fowl er. There was a | esson
in there somewhere.

A spark of 'Braxian anger flared within me and | nentally barbecued Linda. If only she hadn't
taken The Man's robe to the cleaners . . . But then | had asked her to | ook after him | erased
all thoughts ofsavage reprisals and tried to work out ny next best nove. | didn't know how bri ght
or pushy this news-lady m ght he but she didn't need to be Dick Tracy to find the connection

bet ween the mracl e-working M Sheppard and Leo N. Resnick. 1'd left a trail that a blind boy-
scout could follow One thing was certain. | had to get Ms MDonal d offthe case. The probl em was
how to do it without spilling the entire can of beans.

I brewed nyselfa strong cup of cof Tee and sat down despairingly at
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L

nmy work-table where ny | oaded Sansonite lay with the lid open. | shut it to renove the stack

of unread papers frommny sight and buried ny head in ny hands. Wen | renenbered ny coffee, it-was
| ukewarm | didn't have a nunmber or address for Fow er sol tang Carol on the off-chance he night
have gone there.

He had. 'Hang on,' said Carol. '"I'Il go and get him' She sounded rather breathless. But then she
had | et the phone ring fifteen times before answering it. 'Ch, by the way,' she said, |owering her
voice. 'l've been neaning to thank you for introducing me to this guy.'

"My pleasure,’ | said. 'Is he, et, okay?

"Are you kidding? She giggled. 'A jack-rabbit. Just unbelievable.'

"Lucky you,' | replied. '"Let ne speak to Jeff.’

Fow er cane on the |line. He sounded out of breath too.

"You certainly don't waste any time,' | said. 'Wat were you doing

- screwi ng on the doornmat?'

He gave a primcough. '"No. | ran up the stairs.'

| adopted a bantering tone. 'Come off it, Jeff. It's conmon | ~nowl ~ edge that all you nedica
peopl e are sex mani acs. |'mgoing steady with a | ady doctor, renenber?

"Yes, sol gather,' he replied. 'Even so, it's unwi se to make sweepi ng generalisations based on a
sanpl e of one.'

|l let it go. The last thing | wanted to do was get his back up. 'Jeff, uh, 1I'll keep this short
and sweet. I'minvolved in a matter of sone delicacy and | need your help.

H s voice thickened. 'Ckay, tell ne about it.' God knows what Carol was doing to him Probably
eating himalive. 1'mnot kidding. Once you press her button, she's |ike a boa-constrictor with St
Vitus's dance.

"Well, Jeff," | began, 'the fact is that when you were round at ny place, | was not as forthcom ng
as | mght have been.'

' So-oh-ohh - . . what does that mean?' he replied.

Have you ever had the expetience of talking to sonmeone while I hey're getting their rocks off on
the other end of the Iine? It can he very disconcerting. Especially when you can visualise the
peopl e and the apatttnent and know that the phone is in the hall
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"Jefl~" 1 said, '"what |'mtrying to tell you is pretty inportant but sonething gives ne the

i npression that | don't quite have your undivided attention.'

lie answered with what was either a gasp of pleasure or inpatience. 'Leo, for erissakes, say what
you want to say or get off the tUcking

line, okay?

'Ckay, okay,' | said hurriedly. "It's un that this M Sheppard, you know, the one who owns the
pal e- brown robe?

' Ye- ess he grunted.

"Well, uh - " | gritted ny teeth. 'He happens to be a client of mne.'

The reply cane in the formof a Stockhausen-type synphony of splintering banboo and tinkling gl ass
as the inported Red Chinese hallstand col |l apsed under the vectored thrust of their coupled bodies.
| plodded through nmy paperwork and called again an hour |ater. The phone was off the hook.

sl ammed the receiver down and turned ny attention back onto the sheaf of notes | was trying to
transforminto a coherent |egal argunent. But my nind kept wandering back to the problem The Man
had left me with. Fromwhat Fow er had said, it seened unlikely that Ms Perez would be able to
produce any w tnesses who coul d provide corroborating evidence of her mracul ous encounter in the
Park. But if the story was aired by Channel Eight, sone of the passers-by might conme forward. Even

so, there was no direct evidential |ink between the person she clainmed she saw and ny client - M
Sheppard. |If she chose to fixate on him that was her problem not nmine. | started to feel a
little better.

The real news story was the plaster cross hanging on Ms Perez's wall, with its bleeding figure of

Christ. If this reporter could he persuaded to zero in on that, then we were off and runni ng. But
if the worst happened; if | was unable to steer MDonald away from The Man and The Mayfl ower

Hotel, my involvenent with himcould be nade to appear perfectly reasonable. Al | needed was sone
pl ausi bl e evi dence to show that M Sheppard was a duly registered nenber of our society with a job
and a home to go to.l also had to work our how best to square ny evasions with Jeff Fower. I-his

relationship, via Carol, with Ms McDonal d made things very tricky. One whiff ofa cover-np and the
news-| ady's nostrils would start to quiver

I worked on nmy notes with nuddl ed slowness until in idniglit their went to bed plotting noves in
the dark. Like a chess nmaster playi ttg 5' opponents sinmultaneously. Only in ny case, the ganes
were all L~rtg played out on the sanme board. | dt-eided to wake one last try In keep | he lid riti
the whole affair and then, if that didn't work, | was prepat"' '.. hie' the whole bin h'os;n" n~t
i
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Chapter 12

The al arm woke nme at seven. | yawned and stretched nmy way to the bat hroominstead of doing ny
floor exercises, and postponed yet again my jogging session in the Park. |-did however resolve to

arrange a ganme of squash to conpensate for this double lapse in ny fitness progranme, and finished
my shower with the tap turned to '"COLD . My mind and body now braced to nmeet the evils of the day,
I nmade a cup of coffee and considered the plan of evasive action which had sprung al nost fully
formed into ny waking brain. It is amazing how you can go to bed westling with an intractable
probl em and wake up with the answer.

Morning |ight pierced the weave of the drawn curtains. | opened themw de and |l et the sun fl ood
in. The street below was lined with cars jamed nose to tail. A wonman in curlers, slippers and an
oyster-pink robe stood on the curb near the door to nmy apartment building with a poodle on a | ead.
I watched her gaze loftily at the surrounding architecture while her nmutt crapped under the rear

fender of a blue A ds then signed off by peeing against one of the hub-caps. | suddenly becane
aware that the trees had bl ossomed pink and white. Some had already shed their tiny, confetti-Iike
petals on the sidewalk. It's sobering to realise that there are times when you get so wapped up
in your life that you don't have a noment to notice such things. I've got time now, | can tell you
that. -

Mriam answered ny cry for help at a quarter to eight. | recounted the highlights of Fower's
visit, the possible TV exposé, and ny belated adnission to a 'professional’' relationship with the
m ssing M Sheppard. 'I should have settled the bill with hard cash,' | said. 'Never mnd, Even if

this Brenda Starr character discovers the tie-up

bet ween Linda, The Man and nyself, there is no way she can build a convincing casual connection
wi th what happened to Ms Perez and her plaster Jesus. And, remarkable though that is, | have a
feeling rhat if word reaches Father Rosado's bi shop, the ecclesiastical brass will nmove In to
st age- manage the whol e event, Wich could include pretending that it never happened.' -

"Mmm' said Mriamreflectively. 'That sounds |ike what the Wite House people call "the Best
Case scenario".'
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"That's right,' | said. 'But you also have to keep your fingers crossed.'
"They're crossed,' she replied. 'Now, tell ne the worst.'
"Ahh," | said. 'In the Wrst Case scenario, the shit hits the celestial fan, Ms Perez is

canoni zed, the dry cleaning store on 49th Street becones a shrine and is visited by the -|eaders
of the Christian Church, the statue will becone a ninety-day nedia wonder and pictures of it wll
be beaned by satellite into the homes of nillions, and you and I will be given white robes and be
condemmed to a life of lecture tours as Brother Leo and Sister Mriam'

"Do you have a plan?' said Mriam

"Atentative one,' | replied.

'Keep working on it,' she said.

I changed the subject. 'Are you going to be able to help nme eat sone of that food that's up at

Sl eepy Hol | ow t his weekend?

"“I'1l have to call you back on that,' she said. 'Two of our teamare out sick and they're having
to rearrange the work-schedul es.'

"Amv, CGod, not again,' | groaned. 'Thu already do too much. You' re never out of that goddamm
hospital .’

"It stops ne feeling donesticated,' she said.

| heard the smite that was w apped around the words and decided it was as good a nonent as any to
bi d her good-day.

Before | left the office for the final session in court, | agonised briefly over whether | should
have a word with Linda about a possible visit from Gale McDonald. | decided against it. She'd

wor ked for me | ong enough to know the rul es about questions fromoutsiders. If | told her to say
not hi ng she m ght respond sel fconsciously to any questioning. |fMDonald got the inpression that
she was covering up for ne, it would only create further difficulties. And Linda would start
aski ng questions too. The dangers, ifany, lay in Linda's reaction to what Gal e McDonal d m ght
choose to tell her about Ms Perez's mracul ous encounter. G ven her previous
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news of bl eeding statues and visions of Golgotha mght do to her | apsed Catholic conscience.

What had happened so far only confirned what! already knew. |ies beget nore lies; slowy and

i nexorably one becones trapped in a spreading web of deceit. In ny experience, if deception was
necessary, the best thing was to say as little as possible; the next best thing was the creative
use of the truth, sonmething that | awers excel at.

The last day in court was taken up by ny closing speech and that of defending counsel. Despite the
distractions and pressures of external events, | thought | nmanaged to sum up our case with

adm rabl e cogency but the bench, in its wisdom decided to withhold judgenent until after the
weekend because of the conplex technical nature of much of the evidence. W were directed to re-
assenble at ten o' clock on the foll owing Tuesday. | had a strong suspicion that the judge, who
kept a forty-foot yacht up at Cape Cod, wanted to get away early to beat the traffic.

As the proceedings came to an end, the judge's clerk passed nme a nmessage to ring the office.

took leave of ny clients, accepted their optimstic assessnent of the eventual judgenent with a
nodest shrug and left themto argue over whether they should go honme for the weekend, invite their
wives into town, or stick with the phone nunbers their bell captain had conme up with.

I rang Linda froma payphone in the corridor. She told me that a

Ms Gal e McDonal d from Channel Eight was awaiting my return.

"VWhat does she want?' | asked, as if | didn't know

"She didn't say,’' replied Linda. 'Maybe you' re about to becone a

celebrity.'

"That's all | need,' | said sourly. In ny present paranoid state, renmarks |ike that were too cl ose
for confort. 'Tell her 1'll be back in about thirty mnutes. Meanwhile send her out for a cup of
coffee. | don't want her getting under people's feet. Especially Joe's.'

On the way back to the office, | stopped off at a bookstore specialis. ing in volum nous works on
esoteric religions, arcane wisdom and illustrated nanuals on how to screw your way to instant
enlightennent. It was one of those places which stocked sonething for all tastes. Everything in
fact fromthe Rhagavad-gita to The Bernuda Triangle. | bought a paperback reprint of Mses de

Leon's Zohar, another on Ghosticism and a second-hand vol ume on Jew sh nystics.

enoti onal response to The Man, there was no know ng what the
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The cab dropped ne off level with the coffee shop which is adjacent to the entrance to our
building. As | stepped out ofthe swing doors into the hallway, a voice behind nme said, 'Leo

Resni ck?'

| turned to find a girl in her md-twenties standing behind ne. The penny dropped. ' Gl e MDonal d,

file:/lIF|/rah/Patrick%20Tilley/Mission-Patrick_Tilley.txt (82 of 188) [7/1/03 2:22:00 AM]



file://IF|/rah/Patrick%20Tilley/Mission-Patrick_Tilley.txt

Channel Ei ght.

"Right.' She gave ne a brief, firm handshake.

lied the way to the elevators. 'Did the police give you ny picture?

"No,' she said. 'Jeff Fowler told me roughly what you | ooked like. | was in the coffee shop when
your cab pulled up. Sonething told ne it was you.' She shrugged.

We stepped into the el evator. 'Do you al ways follow up your hunches?' | asked.

She snmiled. 'That's what nakes a good reporter.'

Terrific. Not only was | saddled with a young kid | ooking for the big break, |I'd drawn one thar
was psychi c.

I gave her the once-over as we |lapsed into silence for the clinb to the twenty-second floor. MD
was a conpact five and a half foot package with a Liza Mwli crop of auburn hair and bl ue bug-eye
shades. She wore a Hi ghl and-tweedy three-piece trouser-suit with a matchi ng Professor Higgins hat,
a white silk shirt and square-toed boots with sensible heels. The only things mssing were the

pi pe and a tie.

" Ahh, you've net,' said Linda, as we wal ked into her office.

I nodded. 'Were there any calls for ne?

Li nda ran qui ckly through the tel ephone | o0og. There had been eight calls fromclients, only two of
whi ch she hadn't been able to deal with. 'Ch,' she added. 'Jim Leander can't nake that squash date
tonight. He has to spend the weekend on the Coast with one of his authors. But Monday or Tuesday
at six will be fine.'

"Ckay,' | said. 'Cancel the court.’ /

"Shall | make a new reservation?" she asked.

"No, leave it,'" | said. 'I nmay be tied up.'

Li ke tc~ a stake, for instance.

Li nda nodded. 'Incidentally, did Yale have any trouble at the airport?

I frowned. 'Yale?

"M Sheppard. | nean with everything being stolen,' she explained. 'H s passport, and papers and
stuff.’

I could have strangled her: 'Ch, yeah - . - he, uh, got back everything on Tuesday afternoon. The
airport police found t hem when
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Lockers. Apart fromthe cash that is. And TWA found his baggage. He got it back just in time to
catch his flight. Sorry, | forgot to nention it.

| ushered McDonald into ny office, waved her over to the Chesterfield and dealt with the two
outstanding calls. As | watched her out of the corner of ny eye, MDonal d produced a note-book and
a portabl e tape-recorder from her |eather shoul der bag, took off her hat, opened a pack ofthose
long thin cigarettes wapped in dark brown paper and lit one using a butane lighter with a
dramatically long flane. | decided that she would not present any real problem Her studied
appear ance gave me the inpression that she was nore concerned with style than content.

I joined her on the Chesterfield and declined the offer of a brown

paper cigarette. 'Wiat exactly is it you want to see ne about?

‘I'd Iike to ask you a few questions about a client of yours. M

Sheppard.' She kept her eyes oi~ ne.

| gave nothing away. 'Ch, yeah - is this anything to do with Jeff

Fow er's story about a statue and the lady fromthe dry cl eaning store?

McD nodded. 'That's right. Ms Perez. I'mtrying to establish

what part M Sheppard played in what is, on the face of it, an extraordi nary series of events.'

I grimaced '| supposed it nmakes a change from commuter groups conpl ai ni ng about del ays on the
subway system and the foul -ups down at City Hall. Al ways assunming that this lady is telling the
truth.'

"Don't worry,' said MD. 'I've thought of that too~

"Good," | replied. 'Before we go any further | want to nmake three things quite clear. First, ny
client's involvement with Ms Perez is peripheral and quite coincidental. Second, | am not at

Li berty to nake any statenent which would breach client-confidentiality, and third - 'l pointed to
the tape-recorder,~'1'mnot prepared to nmake an on~the-record statenent in reply to ofl ~the-cuff
questions. |If you want to tape an interview, | require advance notice ofthe questions. In
witing.'

"I see . . . "She smled. 'l guess | should have thought of chat. |'ve

never interviewed a | awer before.'’
| turned on the Resnick charm 'Jeff nernioned you' re an out. of
they were carrying out a random check on sonme baggage handler's

file:/lIF|/rah/Patrick%20Tilley/Mission-Patrick_Tilley.txt (83 of 188) [7/1/03 2:22:00 AM]



file://IF|/rah/Patrick%20Tilley/Mission-Patrick_Tilley.txt

179

town girl. Whereabouts are you from M ss MDonal d?'

"Mles City, Mntana,' she said.

| sniled apologetically. '"I"msorry. Should | have heard of that?

"It's in Eastern Montana. North of the Yellowstone River and the Little Big Horn. Have you heard
of that?

"Ah," | smiled. 'A high-plains drifter. Did you make it here in one junmp?

"No,' she replied. "I put in sonme time on the Reporter in Billings, and with the Herald in

Chi cago. '

"Ah, that's interesting,' | said. Even though it wasn't. 'The only thing | know about Montana is

that the girls have strai ght backs and strong thighs.'

"That's right.' She flashed a Iine of firmwhite teeth. 'They also have a good nose for bullshit.
It turned out that in between |earning shorthand and running copy for the Mles City Star, she had
al so been a Junior Rodeo Chanpion. The nearest |'d been to a horse at the sante age had been a
wooden mount on a nerry-go-round at Coney I sl and.

| looked at my watch while she was talking just to let her know that the session wasn't open-
ended. 'So tell me, how far have you got with this story? Have you seen the statue?

"Yes,' she said. "And |'ve also talked with Mrs Perez, her husband, and the priest - Father
Rosado. '

"And - ?

"l tracked down the doctor who had been treating her arthritis.' | nodded approvingly. 'You' ve
been busy. Whatdo you plan to call your story - "The Mracle of Central Park"?'

McDonal d carefully tapped the ash off her | ong brown cigarette. 'I'mnot sure |'ve got one yet.

But there is no doubt that Ms Perez is totally convinced that she nmet, and was cured by Jesus
Christ.'

"Yes, well, she wouldn't be the first,' | observed.

"No,' said McD. 'But she's the first I've talked to.' Mntana was not, traditionally, considered
to be part of the Bible Belt but | decided that until MDonal d declared her faith, or the |ack of
it, it would be better to display a sincere spirit of enquiry. 'Tell nme honestly, do you think
this Ms Perez is crazy - or do you believe these things can happen?'

McD took a long drag and thought it over. 'Let me put it this way,! don't think it would do the
world any harmif it happened nore often.

"You may have a point there,'" | said, So - bearing in mnd ny opening remarks - how can | hel p?
McDonal d pursed her lips. "To tell you the truth, M Resnick, |I'mnot sure whether you can nowIn
fact, | wish Jeff hadn't put me on to the story. Like | said, | talked to the Perez fam |y but now

they won't let nme bring a canera crewto filmthe statue. Father Rosado has backed out of a studio
interview, and the famly doctor has also reneged on his promse to testify publicly about the
apparently mracul ous cure of her arrhritic hands.' She gestured hel plessly. 'The establishment is
cl osi ng ranks.

I shrugged. 'Conme on McD, you know the score. It happens all the time. They feel threatened by
this kind of thing. They like pat answers. Everything in neat little boxes.' My plan, as you can
see, was to show synpathy and under st andi ng.

"Yeah. . .' She cocked her head to one side. 'Tell ne, have you seen the fanous robe which is
supposed to have triggered this whole thing of f?
"Yes. But it didn't.' | dipped deep into ny Third Year Psych senminar. 'Don't |let yourself get

sucked in by Jung's theory of Synchronicity.'’

She rai sed an eyebrow. 'Wich is .

<The attenpt to explain the apparently significant relationship between certain events which have
no "causal link".'

McD nodded, but | could see | had her tenporarily baffled.

"Let ne explain,' | began. 'Ms Perez was pressing the robe when she had the vision of Christ on
the cross. So there was a correspondence between the physical act and her nental process. But
that's all. There was no - what the scientists call "causality". The robe was just a robe.
Sonething that nmy client picked up in an Arab bazaar while he was in the Mddle East. It probably
cost himless than twenty dollars.' | smiled and et go the big one. "If it really belonged to
Jesus Christ, | inmagine it would be worth a lot nore than that.

She nodded. 'Ye-ess. Tell me - | couldn't help overhearing the conversation with your secretary.
You nmentioned TWA had | ost his baggage. Had he just arrived from abroad?

"No, California,' | replied. Cover[ng ny tracks in case Linda had been shooting her nmouth off. <He

had his passport with himbecause he was going on to |srael.
'So he nust have been wearing the robe when he arrived,' she concl uded.
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| looked at her blankly. 'SO?
"Well, don't you think that's rather strange?' -

| smiled. 'Conme on, MD. |"'msure the news that there are a ot of strange people in California
nmust have reached Montana by now. Wien he wanted into ny office, | didn't give it a second
thought. A lot of people dress |like that where he comes from'

She eyed me sceptically. 'Okay. Let's take another point. | checked with the bell captain at the

Mayfl ower. He says he renmenbers seeing an Arab in a white head. dress and brown robe crossing the
foyer at about the same tinme that Ms Perez clains she saw the man who heal ed her hands exit from
the hotel and cross over into the Park.’

' Ckay, where does that get us? | asked, determined to nake her do all the hard work.

"l checked with the desk,' she said. 'There were no Arabs staying at the hotel. The only person it
coul d have been is your M Sheppard.

The sly inplication of conplicity did not escape nme. 'It probably was,' | admitted. 'But | can't
see what you're getting at. Ms Perez has a vision of the Crucifixion and a statue in her house
starts to bleed. | believe it's happened before but I'd say that is news. Sheppard isn't. Al that
happened was that ny secretary took his robe to the cleaners. That is the extent of his
involvement. | can't really conment on Ms Perez but, fromwhat Jeff told ne, she seens to be a
very devout Catholic and - dare | add - somewhat sinple-minded? In ny experience, the two things
usual Iy go together.'

McD nodded. 'Yes, |I'll go along with that. But let's follow this through. Sheppard exits fromthe
hotel. Ms Perez follows himinto the park. He sits down and eventually, she joins him. He speaks
to her, cures her hands - and di sappears.'

"Hold on,'l said. 'That's what she thinks happened. You and | know that hunan bei ngs do not just
vanish into thin air.'

"Not ordinarily, no,' agreed McDonald. 'But here's another curious coincidence. Al though his bill
was made out on the Wednesday norning - and billed to you by the way - none of the staff on duty
in the foyer renenber seeing himreturn to the hotel and his bed wasn't slept in on the Tuesday

ni ght.'

"That's right,' | said. 'He took a cab out to the airport to pick up his wallet and passport that
the police had found then flew out to Israel,"

McD rook off her blue shades and sucked one ofthe side bars reflectively. 'l see

"He called me fromthe airport,' | said, slipping easily into the lie.

peopl e borrow physical prototypes for their fantasies. Take nme, for instance. |'ve always inagi ned

the Virgin Mary as | ooking |ike Deborah Kerr. Wen young, of course.'

McD gazed at nme with her deep-set eyes. Wiat kind of fantasy

woul d soneone |ike you have about the Virgin Mary?

"I'd have to know you a lot better before | could answer that,"

replied. 'Next question.

McD it another of her fashionable cigarettes and bl ew t he snoke

over her shoul der. 'When M Sheppard |eft for Israel ott Tuesday afternoon, why did he | eave sone
of his clothing in his roon?

"You've really been nosing around,' | said, stalling for tine. 'Wat

are you - gunning for the lead in a new series of Policewman?

She shrugged. 'l like to cover all the angles.'

I swallowed a snmile as it cane to me. 'The answer's very sinmple. The airline had found his
baggage. He didn't need the extra clothes I'd paid for. | had sonmeone collect them and take them

over to ny place.'
She accepted ny reply with a nod. |'mwasted, | thought. Wth this

kind of talent, | should be working for the Wite House.

'One last question.'

"l hope it is the last,' | said, |ooking at ny watch

"What ? Ch, yeah. . .'She recovered swiftly. 'WenjeifFower told you about all this, why did you
delay telling himthat you already knew M Sheppard and that it was your -1 cut in again before it

got too sticky. lathe art of interrogation, the trick is to keep your opponent off-balance. "I
said nothing to Jeff because ny professional relationship with M Sheppard is none of his

busi ness. I'minvolved in some very delicate negotiations on his behalf and | did not want to
prejudi ce our position because of some uncontrolled nedia exposure. M Sheppard is a very

i nportant property and the last thing we want is for himto wind up with a wal k-on part in a Six
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o' dock News story.'

1 picked up he~ tape-recorder and checked that it was off.

"Flere. . put this away.' MD stowed it away in her bag along with her unopened note-book. I it
anot her cigarette, eyed her through the snoke and decided to play nmy ace in the hole. 'Can you
keepa secret?' She shrugged. 'It depends what Kkind

"Don't fool around, MD,' | said. 'Wat | have to say is strictly

cnfl-c 710145.

' Ckay, shoot.
"But that doesn't invalidate Ms Perez~s encounter with Christ, Mbst
183

I gnawed my lip to underline the gravity of the decision | was about to take. 'You' ve heard of Un
Geller?

"Not recently,' she said. 'But | know who you mean- Are you going to tell me that Sheppard is
anot her spoon-bender ?'

"No," | replied. '"In any case, that was only one aspect of Celler's paranornal powers. Ler nme give
you another nane - Arrigo, the Brazilian psychic surgeon - -

McD shook her head. '"I'mnor really into all that stuff.'

"Never mind," | said. 'Am go cures people. So does Sheppard. But tmlike Arrigo, he doesn't use a
knife. Now for the nonent, rhis is all under waps. | amacting as M Sheppard's | egal advisor’
"Who i s he? Where does he conme fron?' asked MeD.

"He's not an Anmerican citizen, and Sheppard is not his real nane. |'mnot at liberty rn tell you

any nore than that. W're just putting the final touches to a mllion-dollar TV, publishiagand

| ecture tour deal with sonic very big people our on the Coast. And one of the key clauses is no
pre-publicity.' | paused for dramatic effect. 'You see, MD, the fact is ny client did cure Ms
Perez. He was crazy to do it, but there it is. Arthritis, rheumati sm slippeddiscs - - - anything
to do with bones, joints, bad circulation - 'I snapped ny fingers. 'He's an absolute wi zz. Now
per haps you can understand why | didn't want to tell Jeff. | didn't want this thing to go off at
hal f-cock. But when he told nme he'd put you on the case . . .' | spread ny pal ns.

MeD gave ne an understandi ng nod. 'Yeah, got it.

I had the feeling she was on the hook. 'I'd like to make you a deal, MD. If you give ne your
assurance that you will forget this conversation, and drop ny client right out of whatever you
want to make out of the Perez story, | will guarantee you a first crack at the big one when it
breaks, plus an exclusive interview Wat do you say?

McDonal d's face puckered thoughtfully. She stubbed out her cigarette. 'Ckay, it's a deal.' She
stood up and shoul dered her bag-' Thanks for talking to ne.'

Al t hough | was quietly pleased she had swallowed ny glib explanation, | hadn't expected her to
give up so easily. The girl was a |lot sharper than I'd bargained for. | could only hope that | had
stopped her dead in her tracks. In fact, | was pretty sure | had. It was rather sad to see the

light die in her no-nonsense slate-blue eyes. The crass comercialismof TV network deal s and
publishing tie-ups was sonet hing she could accept and understand only too well but it |acked the
nobl e white-kni ght enchantnent of the inpenetrable
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mysteries of the Epirit, the mraculous |aying on of hands, and ecstatic visions. But then, it was
a cruel world. It was no longer the bravest and the strongest that survived but the sharp-wtted

and the ninble-tongued. | got Linda to take down MDonal d's office nunber and sent her on her way.
"Would you like a cup of coffee? asked Linda.

"Strong and bl ack,' | said.

She brought it into nmy office a fewmnutes later. 'l can't bear the suspense. Are you going to be
on TV?

"Not yet,' | said. 'She was nore interested in M Sheppard. The lady that foll owed you fromthe
dry cleaning store has been going around telling people he's Jesus Christ.

She took the news with a straight face. 'l see. . . | guess it nust be the beard.'

"And the robe,' | said. 'She nust have spotted the two of you when you went out shopping.'

Li nda thought it over. 'Yes. . . So what did you say?

"To McDonald? | told her that 1'd known M Sheppard for some tinme and was confident that this

| ady, whoever she was, was nmaking a big m stake and probably needed her head exam ning.

"And di d she believe you?' said Linda.

Looki ng back, that was a curious question but at the tine, | took it in nmy stride. '"If she didn't,
|'ve been wasting ny time, and she's about to waste nore of hers. How | ong was she here before
called you?
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Li nda rai sed her eyebrows. 'Onh, uh, about ten, fifteen m nutes.

"What did you tal k about?' | sipped my coffee and watched her mouth. She al ways | oses control of
it when she's telling |l ess than the whole truth,

' Ch, gee . ' Linda tried to renenber. 'She asked ne where | lived, how nuch the rent was on ny
apartnment, how big it was - that kind of thing. She's sharing a place at the nonent and wants to
move out on her own. | gave her the naneofa couple ofgood rental agencies and, er - asked her how
she liked working in television.' She shrugged. 'And that was about it.'

Did you tell her you'd worked for Universal ?

Her nouth held firm 'Yes, | nmentioned it in passing.'

"Ckay, thanks.' | raised nmy cup. 'l needed this.

Li nda started for the door then turned to face ne. 'You needn't worry. | didn't say anything about
M Sheppard.
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"Did she ask?

"No,"' said Linda. 'Do you think she mght?

| shrugged. 'You know what reporters are like.'
She nodded, 'What should | say if she does?

"What ever you like," | said. 'Just renenber that M Sheppard is now one of our clients.

The news surprised her. 'Since when?

"This afternoon,' | replied. 'He asked me to act as his attorney just before he left for Israel.’
"Ah, that's good,' she smiled. '"I'lI|l open a file. Do you have an address for hin?

"No," | said. "I'll get himto give you one next tine round.' | slunped hack in my chair with an
audi bl e sigh of relief as the door closed behind her. How long, | wondered, was | going to be able
to keep this up? I could not renenber lying with such agility since, at the age of fourteen,

began hangi ng out on street-corners with shiksas instead of going to sthule. | felt |ike one of

those jugglers with thirteen plates spinning on top of long thin poles. It only needed one thing
to go wong to bring everything crashing down around ne.

Now t hat The Man had back-tracked to first-century Jerusalem |ife took on, outwardly at |east,
sonme senbl ance of normality. | managed to coax Mriamout of her white coat and into a little
restaurant within bl eeping distance of the hospital. She listened to ny account of McD s visit,
told me |'d done a good job, turned down nmy offer of a country weekend and was call ed away before
the dessert. Undeterred, | drove up to Sleepy Hollow, made mnyself confortable and read the books
I'd bought fromcover to cover, It was an amazi ng experience. Page after page confirmed The Man's
story of the struggle herween the Enpire and 'Brax. Consider, for exanple, the ideas developed in
the sixreenrh century by Isaac ben Solonon Luria fromthe Zoharistic Kabbal a.

Luria's theosophical vision centred on the idea that during the withdrawal of the Divine Light
fromthe physical universe, a catastrophic event occurred during which |uninous particles became
trapped in shells of matter (ge/ippol) - a kaballic termthat was al so used to designate evi
powers. The 'withdrawal' could be interpreted as the Enpire's retreat during the Second War of
Secession and Luria's 'lum nous particles' could be an off-the-target description of the trapped
Amfol k; the twelve Celestial entities that had shaped the Earth colony during the Second Age.
Luria's nythical construct went on to posit the necessity of a rescue of the inprisoned particles
and a return to their fornmer state of being. This rescue, or 'restoration' (riqqun) was to be
acconpl i shed by the Jew sh nation through strict observance ofthe traditions ofthe Torah, a
rigorous asceticism and an exenplary |life founded on nystical prayer and contenplation. In this
way, harnony, or 'unification' (yihud) with the God of Israel, the transcendent power behind the
uni verse, woul d be achi eved.

Luria also reaffirnmed helief in the successive reincarnationsof the soul and its perfectibility
through a life of mystical contenplation, and he enphasi sed the need for an unceasing struggle
agai nst the powers of evil.

Once again, | was struck by this recurring theme of eternal conflict between the opposing forces
of Light and Darkness that echoed the teachings of Zoroaster, the great reforner of religious
thought in Persia, in the sixth century BC. Zoroaster urged the abandonnent of pol ythei sm nnd
revealed to his followers the identity of the suprene spiritual being - Ahura Mazdao - who was

| ocked in conflict with Ahriman, the | eader of the forces of evil. Zoroaster proclained that
Ahriman's influence upon the world manifested itself in the negative aspects of human exi stence
and behavi our.

The sane i dea was expressed in the beliefs of the Essenes; a closed Jewi sh comunity whose
activities had come to light with the discovery of the Dead Sea Scrolls. The Essenes who,
according to the information rel eased by Biblical scholars with access to their witings, lived a
bl eak, celibate existence, were believed to have flourished between the second century BC and the
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first century AD. Fromthe docunents published to date, it appeared that they lived in daily
expectation of the final cataclysmic battle in which the angelic Forces of Light would triunmph and
the chosen few woul d be saved -notably the Essenes thensel ves.

Apparently, they were wong on both counts. Two thousand years later, the world was still waiting
for the big event and, far from being saved, it was generally accepted that the Esseoes were w ped
out when the Konmans steamrollered the Jews into the ground during the general uprising in 66-
73AD whi ch brought about the destruction of the Tenple in Jerusalem the last-ditch epic at

Masada, and the end of our hopes for unfettered nationhood.

But, as 'Brax knows, and as the opponents of civil rights learnt in their turn, you cannot kill an
i dea whose tine has come. Especially

when it contains an eternal truth. The ideas of Zoroaster and the Essenes had resurfaced in the

t eachi ngs of the Gnostics; the hugely influential Christian splinter group that had flourished in
the first three centuries AD before its supporters were branded as heretics and its books burned
by the agents of the early Roman Church in the best Nazi tradition

It was the far-reaching inpact of this event that led ne to ponder the possibility that 'Brax

m ght have been cunning enough to infiltrate the early Christian network as part of a long-term
strategy to gain control and pervert The Man's original nessage. After all, the Russians had only
just nissed getting their man Philby into the top job with the British Secret Service. Wiy not a

' Braxi an Pope? No one could deny that, once Theodosi us had declared Christianity to be the
official religion of the Roman Enpire, the bishops who had risen to positions of power via the
Apostolic Succession had ignored The Man's injunction to "love thine enem es" and had proceeded to
put the boot in with a vengeance.

But despite the tortures and the burnings and the nassacres of sects |ike the Al bigensii and the
ever-nysterious Order of Knights Tenplar, they had not been able to suppress The Truth. The Wrd
had been passed on frommouth to mouth. Clues had been inserted in witten docunments, paintings
and carved inscriptions, camouflaged by intricate codes of m ndebl owi ng conpl exity whose key was
hel d by a select band of initiates whose sole task was to ensure that the ideas were handed on to
the next generation

The current Western standard-bearers of the Lurianic Kabbala were the Hasidim Jew sh comunities
i ke the Lubavitchers, over the bridge in the WIliansburg section of Brooklyn. The Hasidim who
drew their inspiration fromthe | egendary doctrine of the itinerant, untutored eighteenth-century
Pol i sh rabbi Ba'al Shem Toy, believed that it was the duty of all Jews to aspire towards devequ: -
"being with God' - in every aspect of their daily lives. Ba' al Shem Toy held that true religion
was not an ascetic withdrawal fromthe world but a know edge of the i Mmmanence of CGod in al
creation. The Hasidimplaced great enphasis on the inner Iife of the believer and a close-knit,

i nter-dependent comunity life. Goup | eadership was provided by the rzaddigim the Just, or

Ri ght eous Ones, and the wunder-rebbe, the 'miracle-working rabbi'. There was al so a belief which
corresponded closely with what The Man had said; namely that the tzaddi gi mcontained a speci al
"divine spark' and

possessed super-human faculties.

On top of which, let me add a brief historical footnote: of all the Jew sh groups persecuted by
the Nazis, it was the Hasidimthat canme the closest to being totally wi ped out in the Hol ocaust.
What ever one might think of 'Brax, you had to give himcredit for trying.

Hasi di smwas an attractive theory but, although their rigorous observance of Jew sh ritual and the
purity of their beliefs was above reproach, they were regarded with |l ess than total enthusiasm by
their nore liberal Talnudic brethren. Even if groups |like the Lubavitchers were on the right route
to spiritual liberation as defined by The Man, their particular brand of self-denial was hardly
likely to lead to the lightning conversion of the average fun-1oving atheist.

I thought again of The Man's evasive reply to ny question about the Jews' fundanental belief that
they were the chosen people and wondered if their persecution throughout history had been the work
of 'Brax. Instead of being destined to suffer because they had not recogni sed Jesus as the
Messiah, it could have been because they still possessed - al beit unknow ngly - an inner awareness
of The Man's true identity and his relationship with the worlds beyond this one.

Was this the hidden truth that 'Brax wanted to suppress? The secret weapon that could bring his
careful ly constructed dreamworld crashing round his head? Had the anti-Senitic neasures of the

| ater Roman Enperors, the nmedieval nmonetary proscriptions against the Jews, the Inquisition, the
Cossack-1ed pogronms in Poland and Russia which had culmnated in the creation, then the
destruction of the ghettoes of Eastern Europe, and the final horror of the death canps - had that
been the work of Secessionist eilzsarz-gruppen?

Andwas the orchestrated hostility against the post-war state of Israel, whose pridefu

i ntransigence Only served to increase the ever-present threat of its total destruction, yet
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anot her stage in 'Brax's Final Solution?

Why had the Jews, apart froma few periodic yawms of disinterest, clung doggedly throughout untold
centuries to the idea of the One True God when greater and nore powerful races - Babyl oni ans,
Assyrians, Egyptians, |Indians, G eeks, Romans, Celts, Mayas, Aztecs, Norsenen and Teuton - had
wor shi pped over popul at ed pant heons of ant hroponor phic deities whose violent, sex-laden |ives had
provided the naterial for the world's first soap-operas?

Since even our worst enemies would find it hard to deny that we

189

were a creative people, our addiction to nonotheismcould hardly be ascribed to a | ack of
invention. It could only he explained by the fact that we Jews had been spiritually on the bal
ever since our ancestors began the long narch fromAtlantis. If that is true, and I amright about
"Brax's part in all this, it goes a | ong way towards explai ning why we have been forced to
exchange our prayer shawls for flak jackets and may yet end making a |ast stand with our backs to
the Wailing Vall.

My return to Manhattan on the Monday brought an abrupt descent fromthe world of the spirit into
that of the flesk Sone of which belonged to a guy called Ken Myers; a client who | had arranged to
have lunch with at Perigord. Inpressed with nmy handling ofan industrial claim Mers now wanted ne
to handle his divorce. | told himit was a pity he hadn't chosen to get divorced before I'd won
himthe mllion dollars because he now stood to lose a large slice of it in the settlenent. Mers
told me that he was so keen to get rid of his wife he'd be happy to give her the whol e bundl e. But
then, he was on his third nmartini. | rem nded himthat since he was technically the guilty party,
the problem was how to stop her asking for nore

Myers had becone pixillated with, of all things, a leggy English showgirl whose father was a
retired Arny major living in Berkshire and who went to Ascot for the races. Her mother had been
one of the fanmed Bluebell girls - whoever rhey were. The nane of this |ove-object was Edw na.
Myers insisted on detailing her youthful anatonmy and it was clear fromhis pain-racked face that
her Cindy-doll waist, boyish ass and athletic thighs were causing hima great deal of distress.
Edwi na, in true stage-door tradition, was playing Myers like a marlin on a line. She had bl own his
mind with a private audition during a ski-lodge weekend at Vail, Col orado, but had refused a
repeat perfornmance without a ring and a witten contract. H's wife, on the other hand, had vowed
to take himfor everything he'd got. | learned that Edwi na was twenty-three. Ken Myers was over
fifty. He said she made himfeel young again but his story put years on ne. | nentally resol ved
that if it ever happened to ne, | would have ny dong cut off and stuffed upright in a sealed
pickle jar to remind ne of better days. But | couldn't tell himthat. Wat | did was turn down the
oh with as nuch tact as | could nustcr and picked up the tah fbr |unch

My conversation with Myers left me feeling vaguely depressed for the rest of the day but it ended
with one small triunmph. | twisted Mriams arm and persuaded her to cone with ne to see ny
favourite double-feature - Dirty Harry and Magnum Force. Clint nmay not provide much for the
Ca/tiers du Cnena crowd to agoni se over but, for the real cognoscenri, this is what it's al

about

' Come on now, be honest,' | said, as we canme out on to the street. 'You ve got to admit those were
two really great novies.
She | ooked at nme and shook her head, 'It's at times like this that | wonder if |I'mever going to

be able to do anything with you.'
The news that she intended to renpodel ny character failed to danpen ny enthusiasm or ny
subsequent, silver-tongued ardour. At |east there were no conplaints about that. Mnday then

finished on a high note. Which was just as well, because Tuesday was a day to renenber.
191
Chapter 13

I woke at half-six with a pang of anxi ety about the outcome ofthe case and decided to jog it out of
my system As you've gathered, | didn't have a fixed daily routine hut | usually managed to make
four days out of seven. It was part of ny drive to give up snmoking. The trouble was | needed a
cigarette after the exercise to make ne feel better. The squash, which |I nmade an effort to play on
the days | didn't jog, helped me work of f ny aggression. Football and baseball | got fromTV. Sn
nmuch for sport.

As | was on the return leg, heading for the exit on Central Park West near 75th Street, a beige
Chevy cruised up from behind, matched ny pace for a few yards, then pull ed ahead and st opped.
There are only two kinds of vehicles allowed in this section of the park; those belonging to the
service departnment, and to the police. My stride faltered as | saw Detective Frank Marcell o get
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out from behind the wheel and flag me down. As | trotted up to the car, he opened the door to the
rear conpartrment. My friend Lieutenant Dan Russell was sitting in the back. He beckoned ne to join
him Marcel |l o regai ned his seat behind the wheel and sat with his back against the door where he
coul d see ne.

| eyed himthen turned to Russell. "Wat's this all about?

"l just wanted to have a little talk,' said Russell. 'You know what offices are |ike. Tel ephones,
interruptions.' He glanced casually out of the windows. 'I thought you m ght prefer some-place
where we couldn't be overheard.'

I wondered what he nmeant by that but decided not to pursue it. '"Is this going to take | ong?

asked. 'Because |I'mdue in court this norning and | have a cab picking me up at eight.

192

"Relax,' replied Russell. 'Catch yout breath. You can be hone fromhere in five mnutes.' He lit a
cigarette and rolled down the window on his side. He had the air oft man about to play a cat and
nouse gane.

| decided to hurry things along. 'Wat do you want to tal k about?' Russell inspected his cigarette
as if hal never seen one before. '"I'"'mhoping it's you who will do the talking, M Resnick. 1'd
like you to tell nme why a |l awer of your standing has felt it necessary to be | ess than honest
with nme.'

This was the nonment |'d been dreading. 'About what?

Russel |l 's voi ce changed gear. 'Don't fuck around, Resnick. You and your |ady doctor friend have

ai readynade a nonkey out of me. | could book you both on a conspiracy charge. You could both end
up out on the street. So think about that.'

| did. And frankly, although | was untried for Mriam! was nore concerned with ny own position

Al t hoagh we had both abused our professional codes of conduct, what the had done was not that
serious. But if | were called to account for ny actions to the Bar Association it could do rea

damage to ny career. | took a deep breath and squared up to Russell. '"Wat is it you want to
know?"'

Russel | 's expression becane | ess aggressive but he still didn't relax. | guess he