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AUTHOR’S NOTE 
 
 
 
 
WARNING! This book is not for the faint of faith. 
Please do not read this book if you are offended by 
the idea that characters from The Bible may still be 
alive today.  And whether you classify this book as 
Religious Fantasy, Alternative History, a Character 
Study, or something else, I ask you to please keep in 
mind that it is above all else a work of FICTION. 
 The reason I remind you of this important point now is 
because inside these pages you’ll read about characters 
from The Bible who are being written about in the 
present day. Sometime they are doing things that you 
may consider to be outside of their biblical persona. As a 
result, you might even go so far as to consider this book 
a heresy. 
 Although I can’t stop you from having that point of 
view, I would like to say that just because I have written 
a fictional book about biblical characters or alternative 
ideas, it does not necessarily mean that I hold those 
concepts as my beliefs. I would like to think that my faith 
(and yours) is strong enough to be able to consider some 
of the illusive questions and unsolved mysteries that still 
shroud The Bible – and it is in that spirit that I wrote this 
fictional what-if book.  
 I have always been fascinated with The Bible and what 
happened to all the characters we know and love AFTER 
the events of The Bible took place. I’ve often wondered 
about the nails used to crucify Jesus – surely these 
precious (and powerful) relics must be somewhere, right? 
But where? And with whom? Then there are the 
questions about the fate of all the people that Jesus of 
Nazareth raised from the dead (most notably Lazarus) – I 
mean, if Jesus conquered death for them, how could they 
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ever die again? And if they didn’t die then where are they 
now? 
 It was the process of pondering these questions and 
many others that led me to writing this book. During the 
course of crafting the story the apostle John quickly 
became the central figure among the immortals – in fact 
his voice became so strong that ultimately I changed the 
book’s point of view into John’s perspective. Yet that only 
led to more questions – how would John feel about being 
an immortal who was trapped inside an old man’s body? 
What did he think about the fact that it has taken Jesus 
so long to return to fulfill his promises? Is his faith still 
as strong as always? 
 In the end, this book became a character study on the 
Apostle John and the what-if scenario that may surround 
him if he was still alive today but had lost his faith. If 
this idea intrigues you as well then I invite you to join me 
on this journey. I’ll warn you again that inside these 
pages you’ll read about John and other characters from 
The Bible who are acting a bit differently than when you 
last read about them. Two thousand years of waiting 
tends to change a man – sometimes in negative ways. 
That said, if you will keep an open mind and enjoy the 
tale for what it is (a biblical adventure story), I believe 
you will find value in these pages. The wisdom of 
Proverbs and Psalms is laced throughout this book and 
in the end Good does defeat Evil – but perhaps not in the 
manner you might think.  
 So come along with me and let’s see what some of our 
old Biblical friends are up to, shall we? 
 

M. C. Stoppa 
August, 2014 
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INTRODUCTION 
 
 
 
What would you do if you knew you could not die?  
 Would you celebrate?  
 Take insane risks with your life?  
 Study the cycles of mankind and amass great wealth? 
 OK, so what if you completed all those tasks and yet 
STILL went on living?  
 Year after year…  
 Decade after decade…  
 Century after tireless century… 
 I invite you to consider the case of John Salom – from 
all appearances, merely a tired old man in the last stages 
of what has been a weary life. You’d likely consider him 
to be nothing special – unless you were lucky enough to 
learn his little secret: for John Salom is actually the 
Apostle John – a man who has been blessed with the Gift 
of Immortality so that he could survive to fight against 
the coming of The Antichrist. There's just one problem - 
over the course of the last 2,000 years, John has lost his 
faith. 
 Can you appreciate the circumstances of John’s life? 
He was arguably Jesus’s most beloved apostle and the 
writer of a beautiful gospel about the life of his savior, 
and yet, (in this story at least), for reasons he did not 
understand, John became trapped in a worn out husk of 
a body, always waiting for a death that unmercifully 
refused to come.  
 How would you react if you were John? Would you 
view your situation as a part of some divine plan or 
would you curse God? It’s easy to think that we would all 
just accept our fate and make the best of it, but would 
you still feel the same after two thousand years of 
misery? I honestly wonder how I would react. What about 
you? 
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 We all face a unique set of challenges in our lives, yet 
as you will soon see, John eventually allowed his 
unfulfilled desires to eat away at his heart and to blacken 
his soul.  
 This is John’s story.  
 And before you dismiss it away as not applicable to the 
real world I’d caution you to consider – if the apostle John 
can fall from grace, what does that mean for us?  
 I submit to you that John’s journey in this book may 
well hold the key to YOUR salvation as well -- aren’t you 
curious to find out why? 
 Meanwhile, I should probably also mention that John’s 
fall couldn’t have come at a worse time – because 
unfortunately for John (and for us) the time of the 
Antichrist’s rising is NOW… 
 Which begs the question -- can John recover his faith 
in time to stop Armageddon, or will Satan's Son achieve 
Ultimate Victory? 
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1492 Is Coming For You 
(June 7) 
 
 
 
 
Few have seen but a glimpse of Hell, a tatter of 
Revelation, yet for me it was my Daily Bread; well, that 
and a good bottle of Jack, and maybe a PBR or two... 
 My name is John and I’ve got a major problem – again. 
 Just a few minutes ago I finally got around to checking 
the mailbox – although it was after 6 pm, it was still 
scorching outside. Even the short walk from my porch 
had caused me to sweat, and I could feel my hair begin 
to stick in stringy mats to the back of my neck – perfect. 
Worse yet, as soon as I looked down at my stack of mail, 
I knew I had a problem because peeking forth from all 
those damn advertising flyers was an otherwise non-
descript piece of airmail -- the sight of which sent me 
into a coughing fit. Now I wasn’t expecting any letter 
from overseas and there was no return address, yet even 
before opening it, I knew who it was from. 
 “Damn her for doing this to me.” I dropped the rest of 
the junk mail and proceeded to tear open the small note. 
As new rivulets of sweat poured down my back, I read 
the following, 1492 is coming for you – MM. 
 For a moment, a chilling force gripped me – turning 
my spine to water and causing me to cower down in fear. 
 Yet, the moment quickly passed and when it did my 
blood began to boil, “She should know I don’t need this 
crap.” I spat at the letter, before ripping it to shreds and 
tossing them into the yard.  
 When I got back inside, I briefly considered changing 
clothes – I stunk and I knew it, but since it had only 
been three days in these overalls I wasn’t about to toss 
them in the laundry pile just yet. Instead I got a six pack 
from the fridge and then parked myself once more on the 
raggedy Laz-E-Boy in my living room. Off in the corner, 
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my turntable was playing a Jim Reeves’ record – the tune 
Welcome To My World was presently on, yet the volume 
was turned down low so that it didn’t compete with the 
TV since I was still waiting for the baseball game to start.   
 I don’t believe in paying for A/C, therefore I had the 
shades pulled so I could get some measure of relief from 
the sticky heat that still clung to the evening air. And so, 
sitting in that hazy darkness, with only the kitchen lamp 
behind me competing as a light source with my 
television, I picked up my copy of The Williamsport Sun 
Gazette.  Immediately I tossed aside everything but the 
sports section – since that was the only part that could 
tell about my Philadelphia Phillies.  
 As I read, I took a sip (or three) of my beer – good ol’ 
Pabst Blue Ribbon -- and settled in to watch the game. 
But then, just as the local news was about to end, 
suddenly the station was interrupted by one of those 
damn Special Reports… 
 “Good evening, friends. We interrupt your local 
programming to bring you an update on today’s 
landmark speech by Dr. Ghaz al’ Ridwan Ma’bus,” The 
anchorman spoke in that silky baritone they all seem to 
be born with. “Who is like Ma’bus? That is the question 
on everyone’s lips as the world continues to praise 
perhaps the greatest world leader of our times.”  
 Now, I could have continued to just ignore the news 
and focus on my paper instead. Or I suppose I could 
have changed the channel as well; but let’s not get 
carried away here – after all, we’re talking about a ’68 
Zenith, thus changing the channel required getting up to 
fiddle with a manual dial, and that’s not for me.  Oh 
don’t get me wrong, it’s not like I still live in the Dark 
Ages – like everyone else I did have my TV upgraded with 
a digital box to comply with that broadcast regulation 
scam that occurred back in 2009. However I will admit 
that I still kept my old rabbit ears, proudly displaying 
those antennae perched on a black box which sat atop 
that cockamamie digital receiver.   
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 I tried tuning out the TV anchorman, but his voice just 
kept droning on, “Dr. Ma’bus’ IdentiChip has surely 
saved our world from a Great Depression, however the 
United States has yet to adopt Ma’bus’ device.” 
  “Bah!” I cursed, feeling the wrinkles cut deeper into 
my face. “Who cares about Ma’bus, tell me about my 
Phillies!” 
 <SMASH!> Glass shattered across the kitchen floor 
behind me, followed by the sound of someone banging 
against the door. 
 “What the hell,” I sputtered to get up. “If those 
Robinson twins are trespassing again…”  
 Yet even before I could turn around, suddenly rough 
hands were upon me; and before I knew what was 
happening, a black-clad intruder pounded a hard right 
into the side of my face – knocking the Phillies cap from 
my head and filling my mouth with blood. 
 “Umpf!” I moaned, even as another blow sent me 
crashing into the TV, where I became entangled by those 
god-forsaken rabbit ears. 
 Unable to stop my attacker from jumping onto me, my 
efforts to ward off his blows were futile.   
 “It’s taken me too long to find you, Baron.” My intruder 
straddled over me. “You may not know me, but you sure 
as hell know what I’m here for.” And with that, the goon 
unsheathed a nasty-looking dagger from his belt, “As fish 
are caught in the cruel net, and the bird taken in by the 
snare, so men are trapped by evil times that fall 
unexpectedly upon them, eh...Brother?” 
 My eyes lit up for a moment at his quote, not to 
mention his reference to The Brotherhood, but most of 
my attention was captured by that blade. Yet I never got 
a chance to reply, for just then my attacker stabbed me. 
 Again and again and again the intruder forced his 
knife into my torso -- seven times in all -- leaving me a 
mangled mass of blood and pulp. 
 It was NOT a fun experience, let me tell you -- it never 
is… 
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۞ 
 
 
Now, you’re just going to have to trust me on this next 
part as to how I know what I know, but for the time 
being, just take my word on this, OK? 
 So after my assailant confirmed I was dead, he held 
his blade up, watching my crimson-grey blood cascade 
down the metal. “I wonder…” he brought the knife to his 
mouth and licked his tongue along the shank. “BLAH! 
PLUFF! Why, it tastes like... dusty moth balls? Baron, 
don’t tell me you’ve been crazy enough to experiment on 
yourself too?” 
 Yet he didn’t stick around for an answer, and I was in 
no condition to reply. And although the record player 
hadn’t been disturbed by all this commotion and was 
thus still playing the Jim Reeves Anthology -- now softly 
sounding Guilty through the speakers – the intruder 
never noticed this cruel coincidence and instead quickly 
began the task which he came here to do – ransacking 
his way through my home, he pulled down rows of dusty 
books from built-in shelves, broke open my dilapidated 
cabinets, and cleared my closets of rummage, whiskey 
bottles, and even my dirty laundry -- looking anywhere 
and everywhere for but one specific treasure. 
 It wasn’t cash, or jewels, or anything else which held 
worldly value – for I had none of that and my intruder 
knew it. Instead it was… something else. 
 (Fool! He has no idea what he’s about to do. But, 
whatever happens, YOU are here to witness that it wasn’t 
my fault, right?) 
 For a moment the bearded brute paused in thought as 
he stood among feathers still floating in the air after 
slashing my mattress (yeah right, like I would hide It in 
there?). “C’mon, I know it’s here somewhere.” And he 
scanned the room, until finally, “Aha -- the TV!” 
 And in a flash, he bounded back into my living room. 
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 I still lay motionless in an ever-growing pool of blood, 
yet the murderer paid me no mind as his eyes searched 
for something specific – for it wasn’t really the TV he was 
after.  
 When he couldn’t readily locate his desire, he took a 
step back behind the Laz-E-Boy and retraced the steps of 
his intrusion; throwing a shadow punch or two to mimic 
his previous assault, and then following along the path of 
his destruction, finally he came to, ”Yes, I’ve got it!” And 
he hungrily grabbed the rectangular box which the rabbit 
ears had previously sat upon.  
 “Ha, Antennae Stand my ass,” he ogled the smoke-
scorched caisse as he took a seat in my chair, caressing 
the 10x6” black box. “So this is one of The Three, eh? 
Oh, my lord is going to be so happy with me -- I wonder 
what kind of reward I’ll get?”  
 He scanned the sides, trying to see how to open the 
box. When he located the tiny s-clasp, “What the--? 
John, you don’t even have this locked?” And flicking off 
the clasp he then began to open the box “Is that any way 
to protect one of Jes—“  
 <Rrraboom-boom-BOOM!>  
 Thunder shook the house, and the temperature 
suddenly plummeted – surely sending chills tingling over 
the man’s body -- yet still he looked into the box. 
 Color left his face and he was gripped in a cold sweat -
- yet still he looked into the box. 
 His lips began to crack from a sudden parchness and 
he tried licking them, but by now his tongue must have 
been as dry as the desert sands -- yet even still he looked 
into the box, totally captivated by the object inside. 
 Minutes turned to hours while the intruder sat 
motionless, absorbed by what was once my most prized 
possession. Until at last, the man began to reach a meaty 
paw into the case...  
 <RrraBOOM-BOOM-BOOM!> 
 Yet, even as he griped the cold relic, he must have 
realized it was a deadly mistake. 
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 “YAAAWWWPP!” He wailed in agony, flying backwards 
over the chair. Unable to let go of that which he came for, 
my murderer’s screams continued for but a moment 
more, and then he collapsed in a heap, bleeding from 
ghastly holes in his hands and above his ankles. After 
only a moment, his shirt began to fill with blood, and I 
knew that his side had been ripped open as well -- 
allowing his punctured lungs to let flow their contents. 
Even his hair became matted from the blood that also 
pulsed forth from the multitude of tiny punctures that 
wrapped a picket-fence around his scalp. 
 Oh, please don’t be surprised by any of this, after all, 
this is the way it always happened – as another would-be 
burglar died a death infinitely more gruesome than that 
which he had inflicted on me.   
 In fact, I myself could tell you this, for I had witnessed 
the man’s demise. 
  
 
 

۞ 
 

 
Rising from a pool of my own blood – and feeling older 
than ever -- I frowned as I looked upon the new mess in 
my living room, “Hrmpf. I suppose I have to clean up 
another one.”   
 After taking a quick breath, I hoisted my intruder-
turned-corpse over my shoulder and then carried him 
out through the kitchen door and into my back yard.  
 I live on the outskirts of Williamsport, PA – the name 
of the township is actually called ‘Cogan Station’ – I 
doubt if you’ve even heard of Williamsport and I KNOW 
you haven’t heard of Cogan Station – and that’s fine by 
me. I bring it up now just so you can get an idea of my 
lifestyle. I prefer to be alone. I live in the woods and while 
there are a number of other home sites nearby, I don’t 
have any neighbors within shouting distance and that’s 
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the way I like it. My place is located about five miles off 
the main road and it’s a good ways into a wooded glade. I 
have the land cleared out around my house, but there’s 
still quite a bit of woods that surround me. All of which 
means I get to keep my privacy – usually. 
 Every so often I get a visitor – someone from a elderly 
outreach center, or a neighbor who forgets that I don’t 
like to be disturbed, or perhaps a group of courageous 
kids who are looking for trouble. And sometimes I’ll get a 
visitor like the fellow I got today — which is always a bit 
of a nuisance.  
 And so there I was, hefting this goon over my shoulder 
as I made my way into the yard. If you saw my lands, you 
noticed that the rear of my ten-acre property has quite a 
few dirt piles scattered around; to most people these 
mounds would probably look like mere compost heaps 
for my garden -- and on the surface they are. But dig a 
little deeper and you might be surprised at what you 
find. 
 In any event, I spent the next hour and a half going 
about the task of digging yet another grave, after which I 
gruffly tossed this night’s attacker into, and then finally 
hauled some compost from another pile to cover this site 
as well.  
 “I’m getting too old for this crap.” I wiped my forehead 
with a handkerchief. “God curse your soul, scoundrel. 
You made me miss my Phillies. Amen!” Then I threw 
down my shovel and stormed back towards my house.  
“Maybe I can catch the postgame?”  
 Then, casually picking up the object which had just 
recently caused the death of my attacker, I placed the 
thin piece of black iron back into its case. But just as I 
was trying to get the TV upright, a new Jim Reeves’ song 
came filtering out of the stereo speakers – Adios, Amigo – 
and I couldn’t help but sing along, in good cheer at last, 
“Adios, Amigo. Adios, my friend. The road we have 
travelled has come to an end…” 
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The Shepherd and His 
Flock 
(June 7) 
 
 
 
 
Meanwhile, half a world away, another older gentleman 
was also in a good mood...  
 (Again, you’re gonna just have to take my word on it as 
to how I know all this. Let’s just say, I have visions – oh 
you can call them revelations if you like but to be honest 
I’m a bit tired of that term. In any case, I’ll explain more 
in a bit, but for now, it will be easier for both of us if you 
would simply let it be and trust me that I am telling you 
the truth). 
 I watched as Joseph Alois Ratzinger was nearing the 
end of a rare public appearance – thankfully. Although 
he had officially retired in 2013, I knew Joseph had 
actually tried to get out of the rat race long before then – 
in fact even before he had stepped down from the ‘big 
chair’ Joseph often told me all he really desired was to 
“rest, maybe write a bit, and perhaps enjoy his old age.” 
It’s true -- Joseph had never wanted to rise to the top of 
his profession in the first place and, prior to attaining 
that rank, he’d actually gone so far as to submit his 
formal resignation on three separate occasions -- yet 
each time his prior boss had talked him out of it. I told 
him to just quit, but he didn’t listen to me and in the 
end, Joseph had remained obedient to his superior’s 
wishes eventually he became The Big Boss himself. 
 Even still, it’s common knowledge that Joseph’s 
allegiance to his company has done nothing to help his 
health concerns. His past and present conditions read 
like a laundry list of serious medical dilemmas: 
hemorrhagic stroke in 1991; serious fall and head 
trauma in 1992 (I can relate to that one); another stroke 
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in 2004; chronic heart palpitations and a case of serious 
bronchitis in 2006; a broken ankle in 2009 (and when 
you’re 81 years old that’s a big deal); he was living now 
with a pacemaker and chronic high blood pressure; and 
the list went on. All of which lead to his formal 
resignation in early 2013 – and while it’s not newsworthy 
when most people retire, for Joseph it was a big deal – 
because Joseph Ratzinger (perhaps better known to you 
as Benedict XVI – Pope Emeritus of the Catholic Church) 
was the first pope to step down since the year 1415. 
(That was Pope Gregory XII – it was a really big deal back 
then – trust me, I was there).  
 Knowing he only had a short time left in this world, 
Joseph generally despised wasting any of it on personal 
interviews like the one he was presently enduring – that’s 
what the new guy Francis was supposed to be for. Yet 
somehow Joseph had apparently agreed to do this 
appearance and thus here he was, trying to maintain a 
happy face.  
 “Do you have any final words for the people of 
America, Your Eminency?” Joseph’s interviewer asked. 
“Many in the US still fear Dr Ma’bus’ desire to install a 
‘one-world’ currency. Do you favor this or oppose it?” 
 Realizing that this was the final question from his prep 
list, my friend Joseph rose up and exhibited the 
charisma which had undoubtedly been the reason why 
he had been elevated to his present position, “My 
children, if we let Christ fully enter our lives, are we not 
afraid that he might take something away from us too?”  
 And after a pause, Joseph answered his own question, 
“No! Don’t you see, if we let Christ in, we lose absolutely 
nothing of what makes life free, beautiful, and great! 
Instead, only in this friendship with Him do we 
experience liberation. When we give ourselves to Him, we 
receive back a hundredfold in return! Yes, I say open 
wide the doors to Christ – and you will find true life. We 
are all ONE people. ONE Body in our Lord Jesus Christ. 
If this is true, why not have ONE currency? Nay, even 
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ONE world government?! My Children, there is nothing to 
fear and only peace and freedom for ALL to gain...” 
 Less than an hour later, I watched the Pope as he was 
finally back in his private rooms. Gone were his formal 
papal garments – his red satin mozzetta, wide-brimmed 
saturno, and yes, even those neo-traditional red papal 
shoes that everyone thinks he fancies. Oh those colorful 
shoes! I remember how he had worked hard to bring 
them back to popularity (with the help of Prada and a 
sizable “donation” to Joseph himself!), yet each time he 
wore them now, I knew that he bitterly despised them – 
for he always complained how they were so 
uncomfortable. (I kept telling him to try them on before 
he endorsed them, but he didn’t listen to me.) 
 Nonetheless, now that he was alone again, Joe was 
dressed in a luxurious silk robe, whilst plush slippers 
caressed his overworked feet. Letting the cares of the 
outside world melt away, I watched him traipse over to 
his wet bar and pour himself a tall glass of a German 
honey-flavored liqueur called Barenjager. (Personally, I’m 
not a fan of German liqueurs, I like the harder stuff – 
Jack, Wild Turkey, a good grain alcohol, any of those and 
some ice will do the trick for me – but Joseph was always 
a connoisseur. In terms of this present liqueur, he 
previously explained to me that most Barenjagers that 
were exported from Germany were between 60-90 proof, 
however, given his position, Joseph now had access to a 
private label reserve from Teucke & Koenig, and as such, 
his version – called Barenfang – was actually a 95 proof 
product – much to his delight).  
 As he took a big sip of the drink, Joseph smiled as he 
looked upon the label on his bottle – a cartoon of a bear 
trapping a fur trader – the exact opposite of the depiction 
on most of the commercial bottles of Barenjager (which 
showed the fur trapper catching the bear).  
  “Give me neither poverty nor riches, but only my daily 
bread.” As he finished the smooth spirit and poured 
himself another, “Ah, and a little of this stuff too, neh?”  
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 Strolling over to the corner of his living room, he sat 
down at his Fazioli grand piano. Immediately no less 
than three of his feline friends scampered to join him. 
(Yuck -- I absolutely hate cats! But Joseph had long had 
an affinity for them and as such the Vatican had become 
quite infested with them since he rose to power. Francis 
tried to quell the tide but so far had been unsuccessful – 
the cats still ruled).  
 “Amadeus, come here…. Adolf, you rascal! Ah, and, 
Deter, my love.” He happily nuzzled all three. (Deter was 
always his favorite, but don’t ask me why – they all look 
the same to me). “OK, boys, let me play for you, please.” 
 And after taking another sip of his Barenfang, I 
watched as Joseph proceeded to lose himself in his 
music – whilst his cats curled up against him and purred 
contentedly.  
 Yet suddenly one of the cats hissed, causing the other 
two to bound off in fright. “What is it, Deter?” Joseph 
stopped playing and looked down at his friend, seeing the 
cat’s entire body bowed up. 
 “I believe that’s Mozart’s Piano Concerto Number 21.” 
Joseph heard an unexpected voice behind him. 
 "His music is by no means just entertainment,” Joseph 
replied, without turning around. “It contains the whole 
tragedy of human existence." For a brief moment, his 
body tensed at the intrusion, whilst he whispered, 
“Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do...” 
 And yet, outwardly, he refused to let his surprise 
show; instead he took another long sip of his drink, 
placed Deter on the floor so his friend could scamper 
away to safety, and then smiled as finally he turned 
around to face his visitor. 
 “Ah, I see there are two of you this time?” Joseph 
commented dryly, observing his guests.  
 Both men were dressed in black robes – although I 
knew that neither was a member of the clergy or on staff 
at the Vatican. Their ebon garments clashed terribly with 
the stark whiteness of their skin, their fair hair, and their 
light eyes. Stoic and stiff, they might well have been 
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twins for all that they looked so much alike, and yet, like 
me, Joseph knew they were not.  
 “Hello…Your Grace.” One of the men stepped forward.  
 Joseph did not reply. Instead he followed protocol, rose 
up to stand before the intruders, and then proceeded to 
offer his hand in formal greeting. 
 Each of the men took the Pope’s hand and shook it, 
being sure to allow their middle finger to entwine with his 
during the shake in order to verify their identity. 
 “The Viper coils…” One of the men said. 
 “And its strike is deadly...” Added the second. 
 “To the uninitiated.” The first man finished the 
greeting. 
 “Bruders.” Joseph smiled slyly, “Welcome. I was 
expecting you.”  
 
 

۞ 
 
 
My vision of the Pope and his ‘friends’ continued, and an 
hour quickly passed while the conspirators conversed. 
German was the language spoken at this meeting – 
native to all three, but I had no trouble following along. 
 “The date, Your Grace?” Asked one of the men. 
 “Ah, that’s the beauty of it.” Joseph smiled. “I assume 
you know about the meeting at Mount Moriah?” 
 “You mean Har haBáyit – The Temple Mount?” The 
other Brother questioned. 
 “I’m surprised that YOU would know the Hebrew 
word,” Joseph snickered. And before either of the men 
could reply, he continued. “December 21st. That is the 
date. And the mosque at al-Aqsa there on the mount is 
the site.” 
 (Please understand I had no idea what they were 
plotting so this was all news to me. Sure, I get these 
revelations but to be honest they are not all that 
revealing if you ask me. It’s not something over which I 
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have any control – whatever He chooses to send me is 
what I get. Also I am not omnipotent or anything. Hell, I 
don’t even have control of when the visions appear! And 
when I’m watching, although I can see the people pretty 
good and hear what they are saying, I can’t read their 
minds or anything so I don’t know what they are really 
thinking. Thus, I had no idea what Joe was up to). 
 “You are certain?” the second assassin slithered. 
“There can be no mistake. If Ma’bus is really The One, 
then he must be there.” 
 “Fool.” Joseph replied. “You need not worry about my 
intelligence findings. Marrollo has assured me that 
Ma’bus will be there. And yes, Ma’bus IS the key figure. 
After all, it is his blood which will complete the... ah... 
Grand Ritual.” 
 (Hmmm. Was I watching a plot to assassinate one of 
the most beloved leaders in the world? And with the old 
pontiff at the head? Yes, it was interesting, in a passing 
fancy sort of way. Had I been much younger, I might 
have actually still cared about the implications of what 
they were discussing. However, as it was, whether Joe 
and his buddies killed one man or a hundred, that was 
their business. Who is Ma’bus to me? He can’t give me 
what I really want – it seems that nobody can – so what 
do I care what happens to him?) 
 “The whole world loves Ma’bus.” The first assassin 
mocked. “Why he might as well be The Second Coming 
for all the praise he is getting.” 
 “They will grow to dread him soon enough.” Joseph 
replied. “Remember -- though the wicked spring up like 
grass, they will be forever destroyed in the end. When our 
plans are completed, Dr. Ma’bus will be reviled for the 
villain he truly is.” 
 “And the Jews are on board with all this?” The first 
man laughed, his loose tongue perhaps showing some of 
the effects of the Barenfang.   
 “That’s the beauty of Marrollo’s foreign planning.” 
Joseph explained, taking the other’s glass away from him 
and setting it down. Yet, after thinking twice, he picked 
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the drink back up and downed it himself. (That’s my 
boy!) “That’s too good to go to waste.” He smiled, before 
getting serious again. “Chief Rabbi Metzger believes he is 
really the one responsible for setting up the December 
21st event. It’s all part of his Interfaith Dialogue mission. 
Why he’s already erected an altar on Temple Mount to 
mark the new holiday that will be created.” 
 “And you will be there too, Your Excellency?” the first 
man was salivating in his excitement. 
 “Naturally, for Metzger has asked Ma’bus and I to join 
him in consecrating the grand altar to The One True God 
that we all serve. After all, you don’t think I would miss 
the Day of Delivery do you?”   
 “Glory be! I can’t wait to see Ma’bus delivered there 
upon the altar.” 
 “Evil comes to him who searches for it.” The Pope let 
the thought hang ominously, even as all three 
conspirators nodded to one another and smiled.   
 (Just then my vision ended. Interesting? Yes, but like I 
said, had I cared, I probably would have made 
arrangements to visit with Joe and get the scoop. As it 
was I was just thankful when the vision ended so I could 
get some sleep.)  
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Flotsam and Jetsam 
(June 7) 
 
 
 
 
OK, let me stop for a minute here because I can see that 
you are having a bit of a problem. So go ahead, let’s get it 
out on the table – ask me your questions... 
 Who am I?  
 Well, I told you, I’m John -- John Salom. 
 How do I get these revelations?  
 Again, I just told you the answer to that too – I don’t 
have any control over my visions, I get whatever He 
sends me. Apparently He still thinks I care. 
 How do the revelations work?  
 I’m not really sure, except to say that I have received 
them both during the day while awake – kind of like a 
daydream – and at night while sleeping. Nonetheless, 
while hours or days could pass during a vision, when I 
return to MY reality, it’s as if only the blink of an eye has 
passed.  
 Who is He?  
 I was waiting for you to ask me that. Would you think 
I’m crazy if I said that “He” is Jesus of Nazareth? Oh, so 
you DO think I’m just a crazy old man, huh? That’s fine – 
it means that we finally agree. 
 What’s my mission? 
 Actually it’s called The Commission, but from my 
perspective I don’t have a mission anymore because I am 
long past caring.  
 Well what WAS The Commission?  
 Hmm. You’re not ready for that answer yet. 
 Why am I telling you all this?  
 Well, let’s just say I am doing a good deed as part of 
my penance – why He couldn’t have  just let me say 
1,000 Hail Mary’s and Our Father’s, I don’t know, but 
this is what He came up with – said it would be ‘a good 
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use of my talents again.’ I guess YOU will have to be the 
judge of that. 
 Where am I at right now? 
 Ha -- you’re definitely not ready for that! 
 OK, enough with the questions. Gee whiz, we’ll be here 
all night if we don’t keep moving on. So anyway, where 
was I? Oh yeah... 
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The Lion and The Lamb 
(June 8) 
 
 
 
 
The very next day, I was lucky enough to get yet another 
vision – oh joy. This time I witnessed a very different 
scene taking shape – yet one which posed no less of a 
threat to its players...  
 With the evening meal over, a pleasant fire now 
crackled inside the professor’s lounge of Bucharest 
University. Appointed with a host of overstuffed leather 
chairs, polished hardwood floors, and with walls of the 
finest Brasovian oak, I personally thought the lounge 
looked rather stuffy, but I guess these staunch academic 
types felt otherwise.  
 “Professor, you never cease to amaze me,” a twenty-
something woman said to her friend as the pair sat in a 
corner of the dons’ sanctuary. 
 “What makes you say that, Teri?” The man chuckled 
softly. (While I didn’t know the woman, I immediately 
recognized my friend Laz -- , er, he’d probably want me to 
tell you his name was Alan Zarus). 
 “It’s been two months now since we started our 
venture,” The woman coyly pestered, as she took another 
sip of her plum brandy Bugle, “perhaps others still view 
me as simply Teri Abbracciavento, the visiting lecturer 
from Rome, but I am YOUR Conferentiar now and I think 
the least you can do is know how to spell my name”  
 “Nonsense,” Alan took a puff on his pipe, then smiled 
winsomely, “Your last name is no mystery to me.”  
 Teri seemingly melted under Alan’s smile – as, I knew, 
had many of his students. If you looked at Alan, you’d 
guess that he was only in his early 40’s. Taller than me, 
he stood perhaps an inch or two over six feet, and unlike 
me Alan was still in perfect shape. Blessed with a 
ridiculously perfect olive complexion, he had a feathery 
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blonde coif and one of those superman jaw lines that 
apparently drive women wild. And although Alan had 
some rather cliché ocean blues, the depth of his gaze 
could captivate men and women alike. In short, he had a 
face that would make even a man jealous! 
 Even still, I had eyes for his partner – for Teri curvy 
like a renaissance statue, with the silky hair of a raven, 
dark eyebrows, and endlessly full lips. Although dressed 
in a scarlet business suit and wearing horn-rimmed 
glasses, even these professional accoutrements could not 
hide her alluring beauty. (Hey, I may be an old man, but 
I know a looker when I see one.)  
 With total confidence, Alan gamely ventured, “I know 
how to spell your name. It’s A-B-B-R-A-C-I-A-V-E-N-T-
O.” 
 If she had butterflies in her stomach from Alan’s gaze, 
Teri didn’t let them show, “Sorry, Alan, but you’re 
mistaken. There are TWO C’s in Abbracciavento!” And 
giggling, she poured herself another drink, while filling a 
new glass for Alan as well.  
 “Touche.” Alan submitted, picking up the snifter.  
 “All right, so getting back to business,” Teri put her 
spectacles back on, “So, are you in agreement with the 
popular theory that Romania’s culture was indelibly 
changed after the Battle of Sarmisegetusa in 106 AD? Or 
do you agree with me that even if Trajan had not 
completed his conquest, Roman culture would still have 
dominated this land?” 
 Alan drew two long puffs on his pipe, “Well, there’s no 
doubt some Roman ideology would have permeated this 
land, but I can’t overlook the potential for a subsequent 
domination by later Eurasian influences. How does your 
theory account for that?”  
 And so did the professional banter drift on. The 
Bucharest Bugles continued and the pair relaxed further. 
Hours lazily waned by, even as other professors retired 
for the night. Eventually, just the two of them remained 
and then it was that Teri leaned close, “Alan, can I trust 
you?” 
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 (Ah, perhaps we’re finally getting somewhere with this 
vision?) 
 Alan however held up a hand to pre-empt her 
apparent advance. (Despite his looks, sadly Alan never 
made use of his talents. In fact I watched him turn off 
many a woman over the years. Fool.) Standing up, he 
said stiffly, “Teri, if I’ve led you on in any way, I apol—“ 
 “No, it’s not like that. This is important. Sit down. 
Please.” 
 Yet when Alan remained standing, Teri grabbed his 
arm and said desperately, “Alan, what do you know 
about…the Antichrist?” 
 (Bingo! There it is.) 
  
 

۞ 
 
 

 
As my dream wore on, I watched as Alan’s eyes narrowed 
at his associate’s unusual question. Through thin lips he 
replied, “Is this some sort of joke? I am a Professor of 
Antiquities, why are you asking me?” 
  “Come off it, we both know your specialize in religious 
antiquities.” Teri argued. “Master Alan Zarus – presently 
the Sef de Catadre of Bucharest’s History Department -- 
a post you have held for over a decade. Prior to that, the 
Dean for Antioch’s Historical Society. Before that, 
Jerusa-“ 
 (Uh oh, Alan’s not going to like where she’s going...) 
 “Enough!” Alan slammed his hand down on the coffee 
table. (See, I told you). “Tell me what’s going on, or I’ll 
have you removed from University grounds immediately.”  
 “I think the Antichrist is alive today -- and I know who 
it is!” 
 For the briefest of moments, I watched a flicker of 
whiteness cascade down Alan’s face, yet just as quickly it 
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passed and he covered it up by playing along, “Ah, I see. 
And who might this Antichrist of yours be?” 
 “The Antichrist is…” Teri hesitated, “Ghaz Ma’bus.” 
 Alan immediately let out a guffaw and made a show of 
clapping his hands, “Bravo, Teri. For a moment I thought 
you were serious, now I see you’ve just had a few too 
many Bugles, neh?” And he smiled as he raised his glass. 
 Teri pulled Alan’s glass back down. “I’m serious.” 
 Alan raised an eyebrow, “Why that’s absurd -- Dr. 
Ma’bus is literally on fire for World Peace, surely you’ve 
see his talks on the internet.” 
 “It’s well accepted that the Antichrist will be a 
mesmerizing speaker.” 
 “Well, if that’s the case, then are you also condemning 
Pope Francis? Donald Trump? Even Tony Robbins? 
These are inspiring speakers too. Come now, what are 
your real marks are against Dr. Ma’bus? That he’s the 
Chairman of a Muslim nation-state? Surely, this doesn’t 
qualify him as The Antichrist, Teri.” 
 “Haven’t you ever found it odd that Ma’bus looks like 
everyman…and yet no man? He is the very definition of 
worldly -- seemingly able morph his appearance at will – 
thus allowing him to fit in anywhere, to influence 
anyone, to lead everyone.” 
 “I’m sensing some bigotry here, Ms. Abbracciavento. 
This is not what I expected of you.” 
 “Ghaz al Ridwan Ma’bus -- that’s his full name.”  Teri 
forged ahead. 
 “And?”  
 “Each section of his name has 6 letters. 6-6-6!” 
 “The number of The Beast.” Alan’s face went pale, (and 
even I felt a shiver run down my spine), yet Alan 
recovered quickly and I watched as he wrote out Ma’bus’ 
full name, “Each section equals 6-6-6 only if you 
consider the al to be a part of the first name and only if 
you count the apostrophe in Ma’bus. That’s bad science 
in my book. Please tell me you have more.” 
 Teri didn’t miss a beat, “The name ‘Ghaz’ means 
‘conqueror.’ And ‘Ridwan’ means ‘Keeper of the Gates of 
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Heaven.’ And ‘Mabus’ is an ancient Arabic word for ‘Lion’. 
The Beast who conquers the gates of Heaven!” 
 “I could argue that his name means The Noble Lion, 
Defender of Heaven. After all, Ma’bus actions have 
HELPED the world, not harmed it. What Antichrist would 
do that?” 
 “You’re only being difficult! The seer Nostradamus 
predicted the Antichrist’s name to be Ma’bus -- It’s a 
perfect match.” 
 (Nostradamus? What a charlatan. Don’t listen to what 
that fool says).  
 “A coincidence.” Alan replied. “Nostradamus’ visions 
have been rehashed to fit nearly every world event in the 
last two centuries. I don’t know any credible scholar who 
considers them to be anything but worthless.” 
 Teri sat back in her chair – frustrated. After a pause, 
she tried again, “Not only are his Tri-Marks now the 
preferred world currency, but Ma’bus is requiring UMAN 
citizens to be marked with IdentiChips. And the idea is 
spreading throughout the globe. ‘And he forced everyone 
to receive a mark, so that none could buy or sell unless 
he had the mark…of the beast.’ Revelations Chapter 13, 
Verse 16-17.” 
 (Interesting -- you could say I am a bit familiar with 
that work....) 
 “Such an advancement has been years in the making. 
Why, if the EU approves, I might even get one – after all, 
it would be very convenient to not have to carry Euro’s 
anymore.” 
 “Alan, suppose for just a moment that Ma’bus IS the 
Antichrist. Don’t you see, whether you use a Tri-Mark – 
which has his name and image on it – or the IdentiChip – 
which has the bi-numeric version of his name embedded 
as a security code – either way, you WILL be carrying the 
mark of the beast.”  
 Alan didn’t reply. 
 “How does a no-name economist at the World Bank 
unite the most war-torn region on the planet into one 
nation-state?” Teri interrupted, “How does he turn his 



The Untold Revelations of John 

   29 

new country into the most prosperous nation on earth? 
And most of all, how does he accomplish all of this in 
just a few years? Such things are just not possible.” 
 “I’ll grant you that what he was able to accomplish so 
quickly IS mind-boggling, but again, NOT impossible. 
After all, we live in a fast-paced world -- companies and 
countries that existed for decades can fall overnight. So 
why couldn’t someone like Ma’bus rise up just as 
quickly?” 
 “I say again that there’s no way someone with no 
political experience could emerge from the shadows and 
change the world like Ma’bus has done. Unless he had 
help. And there’s only one group with this kind of power -
- The Brotherhood of the Earth. I believe The Brotherhood 
used America’s war on oil to get Saddam Hussein 
dethroned so that Ma’bus could fill the vacuum of power 
in Baghdad -- the prophesied location of the Antichr--.” 
 “Just a moment -- what’s this about a mysterious 
Brotherhood? Are you turning into a conspiracy theorist 
on me, Teri?” 
 (There’s another mention of The Brotherhood. I guess I 
will need to tell you about them, huh?) 
 “DON’T go there on The Brotherhood, Alan.”   
 There was something in the way that Teri spoke that 
caused Alan to be taken aback, as a result, he stopped 
joking and instead mumbled, “Er, so back to Ma’bus -- I 
say he is a genius, not someone to be feared.” 
 “And the world will love him.” Teri cautioned. “We both 
know that the Antichrist will NOT be feared…at first. But 
these are dangerous times -- the world is still in turmoil. 
Economies have not really recovered – despite Ma’bus’ 
great ideas and for which he has already been praised. 
The standard of living is going DOWN across the globe – 
for all but UMAN citizens. People in other countries are 
growing restless when they see how the UMAN citizens 
are enjoying prosperity under Ma’bus, yet their own 
leaders can’t provide the same. Look at the German 
Revolt last year. And the problems in Japan this year. 
The time is ripe for ONE person to step up and draw the 
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world together. Did you know there’s a movement at the 
UN to elect Ma’bus as World President?” 
 “The US would never allow that.” 
 “You’re blind like so many others, Alan. You missed 
the Big Coup that Ma’bus has already completed. How do 
you think that the US averted economic disaster back in 
’09?”  
 “They took Ma’bus’ advice and restructured their debt, 
revised multinational loan guarantee practices, and 
engineered a semi-nationalized banking system.” 
 “Apparently you fail to understand who was backing 
all these measures -- Ma’bus used the limitless wealth of 
the UMAN league’s oil supply to finance these bailouts – 
thus he effectively ‘bought out’ the US and the World 
Bank. I tell you, if the citizens of the US and those other 
countries truly understood how their presidents sold 
them out, there would have been a revolt.” 
 “Why? Everything worked out. The economic crisis was 
averted. Who cares if UMAN owns a large stake in other 
countries? Japan did the same thing in the 1980’s and 
‘90’s. Look where it got them?” 
 “Not to the level which Ma’bus did.” Teri cautioned. 
“And not the same way. Because all Ma’bus has to do is 
to call in his loans and he will effectively bankrupt the 
World Bank and thereby destroy any nation – even the 
US – all without firing a single bomb.”   
  
 
 

۞ 
 

 
 

Unable to wake up, I was forced to keep watching as Alan 
continued his discussion with Teri.  All this talk about 
Dr. Ma’bus taking over the world was a bit much. The 
fact of the matter is that so long as I can keep watching 
my Phillies play, I don’t really care who runs the world. 
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  “And yet Ma’bus’ political practices have been nothing 
but peaceful,” Alan said. “Hell, he’s even satisfied the 
Israeli’s. Did you know that the Grand Rabbi’s have 
invited him to enter The Great Temple at a special 
ceremony later this year? Furthermore, I happen to know 
that Dr. Ma’bus, Pope Francis, and Pope Benedict have 
taken strides to re-unite their faiths as well.” 
 “It’s not true!” Teri burst out. “Francis is clueless on 
this issue and Benedict does so only for show. It’s a case 
of keeping your enemies closer. Oh, if you only knew 
what I know.” 
 “So tell me!”  
 “Ma’bus has an army of over 200,000 Fire and 
Brimstone tanks.” 
 “I’ve heard of no such thing.” 
 “He has four primary military commanders -- he calls 
them the Four Horsemen.” 
 “Of the Apocalypse?” Alan laughed. “Come, come, this 
is hearsay. Surely these tidbits would be newsworthy if 
they were true.” 
 “The Brotherhood controls the news media. Nothing 
negative about Ma’bus ever gets out.” 
 “I see -- again with the conspiracies?”  
 “Why are you being difficult?”  Teri grabbed his hand. 
“You KNOW this fits. Ma’bus IS the Antichrist!” 
 “Is that all?” Alan pulled his hand back. 
 At last, Teri went for broke (and surprised even me 
with what she said next), “Dr. Ma’bus has the seven 
Chairs of Woe in his palace -- that means he controls the 
Armageddon Clock.” 
 Alan remained calm, yet long moments passed as he 
stared hard at his assistant. Finally he asked, “Teri, how 
do YOU know all this?” 
 “My father was Reverend Antonio Abbracciavento – 
renowned for his knowledge of one particular book…” 
 “Revelations,” Alan filled in the blank. “Yes, I was sorry 
to hear about his passing last year.” 
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 “Thank you. He was a good man.” Teri bowed her 
head. Then after a pause, she admitted. “I’m not really a 
Professor of Antiquities.” 
 “I know.” Alan smiled. 
 “What? Why didn’t you say anything?” 
 “I figured Benedict has a message for me?” 
  “He does!” 
 “Go on.” 
 “Being a Professor is just a cover; I am a member of 
The Vatican’s Secret Police – the Personal Attaché for 
Benedict. The public may think Francis is the chief now 
that Benedict’s retired, but I’m sure you know the truth – 
Benedict stepped down so that he could focus exclusively 
upon his life’s mission. And his mission is now my 
mission too -- to find and stop The Antichrist.” 
 “I don’t envy you. That’s a tough draw.” 
 “Come on, Alan. You know I’ve been groomed for it 
since birth.” Teri said, shoulders back, chin high. Then, 
pulling a scroll from her baggy purse, “In any case, here 
is a letter from Pope Benedict XVI. As you can see, the 
papal seal is still intact. Even I haven’t read its contents.” 
 “I’m sure.” Alan smirked as he took the missive. Yet 
before opening it, he tested her once more, “But, why me, 
Teri? What can I do to help?” 
 “Alan, don’t play me for a fool. Who else has published 
the papers on ancient religions and recurring 
Armageddon’s than you have? I know it’s hard to believe 
that Ma’bus is really the Antichrist, but I tell you that 
Benedict IS convinced. You must talk to him.” 
 “I see.” Alan said, non-committedly.  
 “Look here. Is it possible that Benedict and I are wrong 
about Ma’bus? YES. Hell, Alan, we HOPE we are wrong. 
But, what if Ma’bus IS indeed Satan’s son? Don’t you 
see, we need your knowledge -- you may be the only man 
who can stop him. That’s why Benedict specifically told 
me to find YOU.” 
 Alan remained silent for long moments, before saying, 
“Well it would seem that you do know quite a bit about 
The Antichrist. And Dr. Ma’bus. Now whether these are 
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the same person, I cannot say.” Before Teri could 
interrupt, he continued, “But, it would seem that Ma’bus 
MIGHT fit the profile, neh? So what do you propose?” 
 “Read the letter. Benedict wants you to come to Rome.” 
 “Ah, but I thought you hadn’t read the letter?”  
 Teri blushed, “I was truthful when I said I didn’t read 
it, but that doesn’t mean I can’t guess what is says.” 
 Alan rolled the scroll over -- it did indeed carry 
Benedict’s imprimatur. Breaking the wax, he proceeded 
to read the short message. “You are correct. Benedict 
requests my presence in Rome. And yet, he does NOT say 
anything about Ma’bus being the Antichrist.”  
 “You know he could never put something like that in 
writing under his papal seal!”  
 “So I am to take your word for it all then?” Alan 
smiled. 
 Teri’s jaw jutted out, “What are you going to do?” 
 “Do I have a choice? Of course I’m going to Rome.”  
 “Really?” Teri’s face lit up. 
 At last Alan smiled warmly again. “It was not my 
intention to give you a hard time, Teri. I can see that you 
really do believe what you say. That DOES mean 
something to me.” 
 Relaxing at last, Teri smiled, “I know it’s late, but why 
don’t we go to Karl’s Café and enjoy a Bugle to release all 
this pressure? After all, your time here in Bucharest is 
obviously over, so let me buy you one last drink.” 
 Although Alan remained silent, he did not decline. “Oh 
Hell, why not? But just one, OK?” 
 “You have my word, Professor.” Teri smiled. 
 (Somehow I knew she was lying).  
 
 
 

۞ 
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Now, in my opinion, a man can do nothing better than to 
eat, drink, and find satisfaction in his work. Therefore, I 
was not surprised to see Alan and Teri leave the 
University and head for Karl’s Café – a local pub 
frequented by the elite of the University crowd. Earlier he 
and Teri had clearly vexed one another during their 
debate about the Antichrist, yet all of that seemed to be 
behind them now. Hours soon passed and they shared 
more than a few drinks together, until...  
 <<RING! DING!> The bartender gave the last call.  
 “Whoa!” Alan raised his hands to steady himself at the 
bar. “Clearly all these Bugles have gotten the better of 
me, eh, Ter?” And he smiled as he laid his head on her 
shoulder.  
  “Oh, Alan, tomorrow is so unknown. I’m happy we 
shared this time, but what will happen now?” 
 Alan smiled back through a misty haze and sighed, 
“Yes, I wish this night would never end.” 
 At that, Teri placed her hand softly on Alan’s knee and 
whispered into his ear, “It doesn’t have to end yet…” 
 With Teri's allure racing through his veins, Alan 
apparently found himself unable to resist her offer. 
 (Now, as I told you before, I have no control over these 
visions and it’s not like a TV where I can change the 
channel. I get what I get. In this case, it appeared that I 
was about to see my friend get intimate with his work 
partner. Gee, I’m not sure the University would approve, 
Alan.) 
 Less than twenty minutes later, the pair were in Teri’s 
cramped apartment, on her bed, undressing one another 
between passionate kisses.  
 “Oh, Alan,” Teri gasped, ripping off her blouse to reveal 
a purple brazier, “I’ve wanted this since the first moment 
I saw you.” 
 Pulling her close, he kissed her deeply, “You’re lips 
taste like honey.” But then I saw him pause – just for a 
moment, and although I could not read his thoughts, I 
knew him well enough to make an educated guess about 
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what just happened – he’d seen a vision of another 
woman!  
 (If so, I knew who it was. For now let’s just call her a 
beautiful brunette of Hebrew descent and what you need 
to know is that this person was Alan’s dream girl).  
 I watched Alan struggle as his mind was playing tricks 
on him – perhaps making him believe this other woman 
was calling out to him, reaching for him at last. For a 
moment, I knew that Alan’s heart leapt at the thought… 
 Yet, just as quickly I could see his soul sink – for if he 
did get a flash of his lost love, then I knew that seeing 
this other woman would only cause an old wound to be 
ripped open.  
 In the end, it was Teri who broke the spell, kissing 
Alan on the neck and bringing him back to the present 
moment. Apparently this worked, because Alan refocused 
his attention on the beautiful woman before him, 
growling hungrily as he kissed her back, “I’ve never seen 
a beauty like you.” 
 “Let me show you more, Professor,” she said in a 
husky voice, pulling Alan down to her.  
 As their final garments were removed, Teri sighed, “My 
well runs deep, let’s drink of love till morning…” 
 (Whoa, hold on there, Alan, did you hear what she just 
quoted?) 
 Suddenly Alan pulled back from the point of no return, 
“What did you say?!?” 
 Shocked at the break in their passions, Teri struggled 
to take in Alan’s retreat. “What? I don’t know.” Then, 
kissing him and attempting to pull him back, “Come, 
lover, come to—“ 
 But Alan remained apart. I don’t know if he realized 
what Teri just quoted from or if instead he felt guilty due 
to a flood of images of that Hebrew woman, but 
regardless I heard him say, “I’m sorry, Teri. I can’t do 
this. It’s wrong for me to disrespect you like this. I’m so 
sorry.” And he hurriedly gathered up his things. 
 For a moment, I thought Teri would try to stop him, 
yet interestingly enough, she did not. And even as Alan 
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hastily threw on his clothes and continued to apologize, 
Teri remained uncovered on her bed.  
 As Alan opened the door to leave, Teri merely slithered, 
“See you in Rome, Love.”  
  
 

۞ 
 
 

 
Unfortunately for me, my marathon vision was still 
continuing. Unfortunately for Alan, although it was but a 
short walk to his own apartment building, I could see 
that his distress was only growing worse. 
 “Come off it, man!” He scourged himself. “You heard 
her clear enough. She spoke straight out of Proverbs and 
I’d be a fool if I didn’t know the REST of the story -- For 
the lips on an adulteress drip honey, but in the end, she is 
bitter as gall. Her feet go down to death, and her steps 
lead straight to the grave.” 
 (Ah, I see that he DID get the quote I was referencing. 
Well done.) 
 “Bah.” He replied, taking up both sides of his self-
dialogue. “You read too far into this. It was merely a 
coincidence. She’s not married and neither are you. Don’t 
be so afraid to LIVE, man! No, no, tomorrow we’ll see her 
and make it up to her.” 
 “Absolutely not. Can a man scoop fire into his lap 
without being burned?” 
 “Ugh!” He grasped his head, “What about...Miriam?”  
 (Oops -- I guess that cat’s out of the bag, eh? In case 
you didn’t know, Miriam is the Hebrew woman who is 
Alan’s long lost love. It’s really quite a pitiful story – 
remind me to tell you about it sometime.) 
 “Ha, that’s always been a lost cause. I haven’t seen her 
in decades. I don’t owe her anything. I’m free to be with 
Teri if I so choose, right?” 
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 Thus did he continue arguing with himself, on the one 
hand, trying to excuse his actions with Teri, and on the 
other, spouting off the wisdom of the Bible as 
justification for his abrupt departure. And all the while 
seemingly trying to assure himself that he had no 
feelings for Miriam.  
 At last, as he made his way inside the door of his flat, 
and there his self-argument ended; for as he looked down 
at the pile of mail, his eyes immediately fixed themselves 
on a small piece of airmail that sat atop the others. 
 (Well at least I am not the only one that she’s 
torturing). 
 Ripping it open, I was not surprised to see him read 
the following “1492 is coming for you – MM.”  
 Blood drained from Alan’s face, “My God, she knows.”   
 (Poppycock. Miriam doesn’t get revelations like I do, so 
she would have no way of knowing what’s going on here. 
Oh, it’s true that she does have another source for her 
information, but I doubt that Gabriel would be talking to 
her of Alan’s escapades with an intern).  
 As if he didn’t have enough drama already, I saw that 
Alan also now realized something else -- he had to leave – 
immediately.  
 “Can I risk going to Rome now?” He wondered. 
“Perhaps Benedict will have to wait?” 
 Racing to the bathroom, he splashed his face with cool 
water. Then, looking in the mirror, “My God, what if 
Benedict is in danger, too?  
 “Is Teri mixed up in this? Is she a part of some mad 
plot to assassinate Ma’bus? Or Benedict? Or, God forbid 
– both of them?” 
 And, after looking at himself for a long while, “And 
where does Miriam fit in? Or The Brotherhood?” 
 Knowing there were no answers to his questions, Alan 
merely resolved to do that which was in his power, “I 
know not where Miriam may be now, but one thing I do 
know – I WILL see Benedict.”  
 Quickly then, he prepared to leave. Thankfully, this 
was made all the easier by his advance preparations – for 
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this was not the first time that Alan Zarus had been 
required to abandon his life in a rush. Trying to remain 
calm, I watched as he flipped a switch in the rear of his 
closet that triggered a secret access panel which opened 
to reveal a small hideaway. (Alan always was into the 
whole cloak and dagger scene. I actually think he fancied 
himself as James Bond or something. After all, Alan was 
suave, debonair, and into the finer things in life. BUT, 
and this is a BIG but, Alan never had much of a way with 
women – as you have just witnessed – and he was quite a 
pansy when it came to violence, so I think Mr. Bond is 
pretty safe – he doesn’t have much competition from my 
friend Alan). 
 Reaching inside the hideaway, Alan pulled forth a pre-
packed leather carryall which was filled with all the 
essentials he would need to retreat into hiding -- until it 
would be safe for him to resurface elsewhere, under a 
new identity. 
 After making his way back out of the apartment, there 
was then only one more stop that I knew he had to make 
before he could truly escape the danger that was chasing 
him (again)…  
 
 

۞ 
 

 
In my dream world with Alan Zarus, it was now past 3 
am; yet I knew that my friend had no choice but to tarry 
to the downtown sector and visit Casa de Economii si 
Consemnatiuni – that’s the local CEC Bank, whose 
impressive palace on Calea Victoriei in Bucharest held 
Alan’s most prized possession.  
 Luckily for him, Alan had long ago arranged for Elitist 
status and thus had been given his own access code 
which allowed him round-the-clock access to a private, 
backdoor entrance from which he could gain admittance 
to the Unknown Catacombs. 
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 Now let’s understand something – Alan could not 
simply walk up to the back of the CEC, insert a simple 
key card, and then enter the secret vaults. Nor did he 
have to walk down some back alley and give a 
clandestine password to a pair of eyes belonging to an 
unknown bouncer behind a non-descript door slot. In 
point of fact, to anyone observing Alan on this night, it 
did not appear that he was actually attempting to gain 
access to the CEC at all; for in reality, Alan never 
approached the bank building, but instead entered into a 
seemingly normal row house about a block away.  
 Once inside, he made his way to apartment 1G, 
inserted his key, and opened the door to a fully 
furnished, yet ever unoccupied unit. After locking the 
door, he went immediately to the guest bedroom, opened 
the closet door and parted a mass of clothes to reveal yet 
another hidden doorway. This portal did in fact require 
Alan to enter his access code, and then submit to a 
fingerprint scan. Once he passed these two tests, he had 
to speak his name so that the security system could also 
verify his voice identity. The system then ran one 
additional check – confirming that no other occupants 
were presently engaged inside its vaults -- and then after 
successfully completing all this, at last the door opened -
- revealing a well-lit passageway. (I told you Alan liked 
that ‘secret agent’ stuff!) 
 I watched Alan trudge along a secret walkway that led 
beneath the streets of Bucharest and down into the 
CEC’s Catacombs. Just how long the catacombs had 
been in existence, I couldn’t guess, but I do recall Alan 
telling me the CEC had been using the former death 
chambers for more than a century -- having converted 
the various crypts into impenetrable treasure troves for 
lease to those individuals like himself who could afford to 
pay the exorbitant rates required to gain the privilege of 
storing their most secret items in such a place.  
 Like any of the other magnates who used these 
unusual deposit boxes, I knew that Alan could only gain 
access to his own storage location – for only one person 
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was allowed inside the catacombs at a time and while 
that individual was there, a host of state of the art 
security measures were in place to ensure that all other 
crypt-cases were made off limits to the intruder.  
 And so, after successfully completing a few more 
security checkpoints, at last Alan arrived at the cache 
which held his own belongings. Here he paused to catch 
his breath – for the night was already long, and he was 
exhausted, yet I’m sure he knew that this was only the 
beginning of his flight.  
 Each security cadre in the CEC’s Catacombs had but 
one and only one key. Not even the bank personnel, at 
any level, had a copy of the unique skeletons which were 
required to open the final locks that secured these 
deposit boxes. Like the others who used these vaults, 
Alan knew what this meant -- if he ever lost his key, 
whatever he had placed in his hidden tomb would be lost 
forever. Luckily for him, Alan never lost his key – despite 
having had it for decades – and he used it now to open 
his crypt’s portal. 
 The stone barrier was removed and a muted light was 
triggered, revealing the lone item inside – a small wooden 
caisse about one foot long and one-half foot wide. (Sound 
familiar?) Alan gingerly reached inside and withdrew the 
smoke-scorched box. Although he had held this small 
coffin countless times, I saw that Alan was again moved 
by the magnitude of his most-prized possession.  
 After more than a few deep breaths, Alan gained the 
courage required to flip the s-clasp and open the 
container, “Though they confront us on the Day of 
Disaster, the Lord will turn our darkness into light!” He 
prayed, before gasping involuntarily as he gazed at the 
thin piece of pockmarked iron inside. “Ooohhh....It’s so 
beautiful.”  
 (Now here I would have to disagree. You’ve seen this 
thing -- does it look beautiful to you? When that 
murderer came into my home and then met his own 
untimely demise when he touched my treasure, was that 
a beautiful sight? No! So what is Alan talking about?) 
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 Moments passed, but Alan quickly remembered why 
he was here, thus he closed the casket and placed the 
box into his leather carryall. Then he proceeded to 
carefully place his crypt-key inside the storage box and 
shut the tomb’s portal – effectively rendering this now-
locked catacomb forever useless.  
 After which, Alan retraced his steps out of the 
Catacombs, and eventually re-emerged into Apartment 
1G. The portal closed behind him and he moved the 
closet clothes back into place, before making his way 
back to the front door of the flat.  
 Finally ready to get on with his escape into oblivion, 
Alan opened the apartment door – only to reveal three 
murderous men waiting for him. 
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Gratitude Is An Art 
(June 9) 
 
 
 
 
At long last I awoke -- it was nearly 10am my time and a 
cardinal was chirp, chirp, chirping just outside my 
bedroom window.  
 “SHUT UP!” I screamed at the red-smocked bird, before 
pulling a pillow down over my head – to no avail. “Ah, 
hell, it’s time to get up anyway.” And I reached a hand 
over the side of my bed and searched for the bottle of Jim 
Beam that was usually rolling around on the floor. 
 I thought about Alan – clearly he was in dire straits. 
And yet, despite that recent cavalcade of visions about 
him, I was left with nothing but questions. 
 Now, let’s be clear here – I’m no sucker. You know as 
well as I that He is trying to peak my interest and draw 
me back into The Commission. But what He doesn’t 
seem to realize is – I DON’T CARE! I keep trying to tell 
Him that but He doesn’t listen. All my life He’s been 
force-feeding me these visions. Oh, I’ve fallen for His 
games in the past. I’ve tried to do His Will – but it never 
gets me anywhere. It’s a damn waste of time, I tell you. 
 You understand that don’t you? Please, if you learn 
one thing from me, learn this – don’t fall for His tricks. 
 So Alan’s in trouble, huh? And now I suppose He 
wants me to go and save him? Sorry, not going to 
happen. 
 Oh sure, Alan is my friend, but let’s face it, he’s a big 
boy. He knows what’s at stake for holding one of the 
Three. And, really now, what’s going to happen to Alan 
anyway? You know as well as I that they can’t kill him, 
so what can they do to him? Nothing. That’s right, 
nothing! So, why did He even bother to waste my time 
showing me those visions anyway?  
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 As YOU are my witness, I’ll say it again – GOD, please 
leave me alone!! 
 Now, where’s that damn bottle? 
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Men of Renown 
(June 10) 
 
 
 
 
Naturally, I didn’t get my wish -- yup, the next night too 
He forced another dream upon me... 
 And so it was that Hope and Hopelessness continued 
their eternal struggle – in the forms of the prophets 
Elijah and Enoch.  
 (Oh boy, whenever I get a vision of these two, it’s 
always a bit melodramatic – sorry. Just remember, I have 
no control here…) 
 “Our captor is The Great Deceiver.” Wailed Elijah, 
sitting in a pool of his own filth. “The Brother I warned 
the world about. Yes, it is Him.” 
 “He is not whom the world believes him to be.” Enoch 
replied stoically. 
 Now, as you might know, Elijah and Enoch were once 
men of renown, blessed amongst all. In fact, if you’ve 
read your Bible, then you know that when they had 
walked upon the earth,  neither of them had tasted 
death, but instead both had been taken up to Heaven 
without ever experiencing the grave. Even after they had 
passed from this world, many tales were told about their 
greatness and the memory of each had inspired believers 
for thousands of years – and all the while, both Elijah 
and Enoch had enjoyed the splendor of the afterlife.  
 But then, some three years ago, I began to get visions 
of how both were sent back to Earth, and instructed to 
fulfill a new mission – to prepare the world for the great 
and dreadful coming of the Lord. 
 Despite their previous experience with such heavenly 
assignments, when they returned again to this world, I 
could immediately see that both men quickly discovered 
that the peoples of this age were much different than 
those they had influenced in the past.  
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 The two prophets floundered.   
 For over a year, I had watched as they were unable to 
find anyone willing to place faith in what they had to say 
-- and so the world missed out on much of the 
prophecies they first spoke.  
 (It wasn’t really that important anyway, trust me. Also, 
in defense of the rest of the world, Elijah and Enoch both 
looked like just a couple of bums panhandling for money 
-- rather than divine prophets proclaiming the coming 
Revelation. How Elijah ended up in the hill country of 
Romania, or Enoch in Southeast Asia, I’ll never know – 
and I’m sure they didn’t either -- nonetheless, both men 
wandered around, trying to find disciples to heed their 
words. It also didn’t help that the prophets clung to the 
former hygiene habits of the Old Testament, nor that 
they spoke ancient dialects which the people of the lands 
they travelled in could not understand. I guess He didn’t 
think ahead on that, huh?). 
 In addition, I could see that both prophets were not 
reacting well to their visionary experience – specifically 
whenever they got a vision it clearly incapacitated them. I 
watch them try to resist when the visions hit them – yet 
their efforts were futile and they had no choice but to 
accept what He sent them -- powerful images force fed 
into their minds, an unwelcome miasma which they had 
no choice but to regurgitate to any who would listen…yet 
few ever did. 
 But then, some two years ago, I was intrigued to see 
that each of them was discovered. Both were taken in by 
a mysterious man whose identity I could never quite 
make out, yet it was clear that he had correctly identified 
the seers as heavenly witnesses. Yet this new 
acquaintance was clearly no friend to the prophets – for 
he put them in shackles in a secret location. Worse yet, 
he blinded them – gouging out their eyes! -- and dressed 
them in sackcloth, forcing them to live in filth and 
squalor.  
 Yet still they prophesied – for they had no choice. 
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 And so, as it now stood for the prophets, today was no 
different than yesterday, and promised no hope for 
tomorrow. (In that regard I felt akin to them).   
 As I looked upon them today, I saw them huddled next 
to one another on the cold stone floor of the dank cave 
that held them. Yes, although prophets, they were 
prisoners. After many months in this place both men 
were frail and gaunt, yet still they did not protest their 
conditions.  For I knew that neither had a mind made for 
this world – instead their only purpose was to speak about 
the knowledge of what was to come – and in this capacity, 
there were none on earth who could match their tales. 
(No, not even me). 
 Unfortunately for the world, no one recognized their 
talents until it was too late. Correction -- their captor did 
– for it was he who had arranged to have cameras record 
their every action and word. Thus, whilst Elijah and 
Enoch continued to speak about that which they saw in 
their mind’s eye, what they did not know was that they 
were involuntarily spewing forth God’s wisdom to a man 
whom these divine messages were never intended for. 
 “He holds the Seven Stars captive.” Elijah bellowed. 
 “Even Smyrna and Philadelphia?” Enoch asked. 
 “All Seven are his.”  
 “Then He will rule over the nations with an iron 
scepter.” Enoch pulled downwards on his face, stretching 
open the barren caves of his missing eyes.  
 Elijah writhed on the floor, “Any who oppose him will 
be dashed like pottery.”  
 Enoch rose up and began to twirl, “A Great Battle is 
coming!”   
 “It has already begun!” Elijah tore at his skin as if to 
cast off a burning blanket. 
 And still their torturous visions continued…  
 (But thankfully, mine ended). 
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The Girl Who Cried Wolf 
(June 11) 
 
 
 
 
Which brings us now to Mary... 
 Oh, where should I start? Well, to begin with, I guess I 
should tell you that she is currently calling herself 
Miriam Magdala. I suppose that is adequate since she is 
originally from Magdala.   
 Are we friends?  
 Well, let’s just say she is a long time business 
associate.  
 OK, to be truthful, at one time she, Alan, and I were 
inseparable. We all had the same mission to work on, we 
were all very gung-ho, and of course, we were all blessed 
with the same...condition. 
 What do I think about Miriam? 
 I can tolerate her – when she doesn’t get all high and 
mighty on me. You see, the problem is that Miriam is 
very passionate about The Commission – still. She has 
no other real interests; everything she does is about The 
Commission – even after all these many years, and all 
our failures. Don’t you find that a bit odd? I did. And I 
got tired of all her badgering. That’s the main reason why 
I left her and Alan. 
 Since then I have lived all over the world, but I 
migrated to my present home in Williamsport, PA, oh I’d 
say about fifty years back – give or take a decade. Alan 
has lived all over Eurasia and given that he is a scholar 
and I fancy myself as a scientist, we’ve always 
maintained at least a professional association. As for 
Miriam, I really haven’t kept track of her these past 
couple centuries; oh, I’ve seen her time and again, but it 
was always work-related and always with negative 
results. I remember her telling me previously that she’d 
spent most of her time in the Far East and I know she 



M. C. Stoppa 

48 

said something about “being a student of world 
religions,” but I didn’t really pay much attention – so long 
as she had something to occupy her other than MY 
whereabouts then that was fine by me.  
 Which brings us to today -- June 11. To be honest, I 
was not that surprised to see Miriam in my visions – 
once I saw that Benedict was up to something, and that 
Alan was in trouble, well, I figured that news of Miriam 
would pop up next. I was correct. 
 And wouldn’t you know it – I caught her writing 
another one of those damn secret notes! (Boy, she really 
knows how to make me steam). 
 1492 is coming for you – MM. 
 “Please do something, John.” Miriam whispered, even 
though she was alone and her intended receiver (me) was 
on the other side of the globe.”I know you feel like a 
prodigal son, but it doesn’t have to be like that. 
Acknowledge The Lord and He will make your paths 
straight again, John. Stop doubting Him and believe once 
more.”  
  (What the hell -- why can’t she just leave me alone?) 
 I then watched as Miriam fell back into her chair and 
allowed the tears to take over. (She always one for the 
dramatics). She cried as quietly as she could – 
apparently trying not to be heard through the paper thin 
walls of the palace. (Yes, palace – don’t worry, I’ll get to 
that). 
 “None of us can do it alone, John.” She continued to 
talk under her breath, at prayer level. “Only we three can 
defeat him, but we must act together -- though one may 
be overpowered, two can defend themselves, a cord of 
three strands is not easily broken. Don’t you see, we 
need you? Please believe again – you may be immortal, 
but you are not invincible.” 
 (Oh, so you caught that?)  
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Immortality -- Ugh 
(June 11) 
 
 
 
 
OK, out with it – let’s hear your questions. I can tell you 
won’t let me move on, unless I fill you in a bit. 
 Am I immortal?  
 Yes. Alan, Miriam, and I are all immortal – we have 
been since He made us that way – nearly two thousand 
years ago. It’s a bitch. Trust me.  
 Take today for instance – here I am just sitting in my 
bed trying to get some sleep and shake this drunken 
haze. Yet I can’t get any peace because He keeps sending 
me more revelations. Enough already! 
 Being immortal is just not all it’s cracked up to be. I 
know Alan and Miriam may feel different, but what do 
they know?  Oh sure, there was a time when I had a 
different opinion, but those days were long gone -- two 
thousand years on this planet will do that to a guy.  
 Well, now that the cat’s out of the bag, I suppose I’ll 
have to tell you a few more things to keep you from 
bombarding me with questions. Here’s a few more tidbits 
about my life – take them for what you will.  
 Obviously I haven’t always lived in upstate 
Pennsylvania; I was actually born half a world away and 
some two millennia past. And although I’m a persona 
unknown to most of the world now, long ago I was 
actually rather famous. Let’s see how quickly you can 
figure it out… 
 My father’s name was Zebedee and my mom was 
Salome. My family was Jewish and originally lived in the 
region around the Lake of Genesareth in what is now 
modern day Israel. My mother was actually a sister of 
Mary, the mother of Jesus of Nazareth – yes, that means 
I was Jesus’s cousin. I also had a rather famous brother 
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too – a man who later became known as Saint James The 
Greater.  
 Back in the day my dad had a fishing business that 
James and I helped him with – it was profitable enough 
to allow me to afford my own house and it even gave me 
a bit of status (I was a personal friend of the Jewish high 
priest at the time – hey, if you give anyone enough 
money, they’ll be your friend, right?).    
 Now Jesus and I we also cousins of another famous 
preacher – the legendary Jewish apocalyptist known as 
John The Baptist. The Baptizer was the first great speaker 
I had ever met and I actually found myself captivated by 
all his talk about how “the Kingdom of Heaven was at 
hand” and what it meant for me and my fellow Jews. (I 
wouldn’t fall for all that talk now, mind you, but back 
then it sounded rather good). In any case, at the time 
Jesus and I were both looking for something meaningful 
to do with our lives (fishing just wasn’t exciting enough) 
so we decided to follow The Baptizer around for awhile.  
 Eventually Jesus became a pretty hardcore 
apocalyptist himself and he too began evangelizing. Since 
I was closer to Jesus, I left The Baptizer’s group and 
followed Jesus around for a bit. But soon enough Jesus’s 
group ran out of money and reality set in, so we had t 
give it up -- I went back home to my boring life in the 
fishing business, while Jesus wandered off into the 
desert to find himself.  
 However, about a year later, Jesus came back home – 
and he was now a changed man. He claimed he had a 
revelation that he was the Son of God. Perhaps just as 
importantly, he also had a new plan for his evangelical 
work: expansion via recruitment. He asked me and my 
brother to join him and leave our fishing business to 
instead become “Fishers of Men.” We took the bait and 
helped Jesus find more recruits. It was a wild success – 
we travelled around like rock stars for awhile and after 
that I was pretty much by Jesus’ side from there on out – 
until Jesus was crucified that is. It was quite an ordeal – 
and events certainly didn’t work out as I thought they 
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were going to when Jesus first roped me into the 
experience. Nonetheless, even after Jesus passed away, I 
was still on fire for his message and so took it upon 
myself to continue his mission. In fact, I later wrote 
about my time with Jesus in a book called The Gospel of 
John.  
 Looking back now I regret the decision to get caught 
up with Jesus -- it was all just a crazy idea. Back then I 
was young and stupid. Oh sure there was something 
charismatic about Jesus – even more so than The 
Baptizer. But Jesus clearly said that he would return. And 
he said that he was going to do so during our lifetimes 
back then. So where the hell is he? What’s taking him so 
damn long? 
 Now as you know, my gospel wasn’t the only book I 
wrote. I was also the author of numerous others -- 
including The Epistles of John and the Book of 
Revelations. In fact, I actually wrote quite a few other 
books over the past two thousand years (under different 
pen names of course), but most of those are tomes that I 
now want to forget.  
 And although I was once known as “the disciple whom 
Jesus loved,” that’s a moniker I despise now -- for Jesus 
died nearly two thousand years ago and I can’t 
understand how I could be so beloved to him and yet still 
be left here to rot. 
 All this thinking is making me tired.  
 Where’s my bible? Have you ever read the Book of Job, 
Chapter 3: 20-26? It goes like this, “Why is light given to 
those in misery, And life to the bitter of soul, To those 
who long for death that does not come, Who search for it 
more than for hidden treasure...? For...my groans pour 
out like water...What I fear has come upon me...I have no 
peace, no quietness, no rest, but only turmoil.”  
 Whenever I read those verses, bitter tears trickle down 
my cheeks – for I know that my dreams of death will 
elude me today once again – as they have for the last two 
thousand years.  
 For I am a man without hope.  
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 All my dreams ended the day He made me this way. 
 As is my wont at times like this, I can’t help but 
engage in a bit of morbid self-pity. So I flipped the pages 
of my bible to my own gospel, and read from Chapter 21: 
22, “…And Jesus answered, ‘If I want [John] to remain 
alive until I return what is that to you?’” 
 Now let’s be clear on something here, when I wrote 
that verse, I had no idea that Jesus had already made 
me immortal. Yet the rumor was out there by the time 
my gospel first appeared on the scene and the stubborn 
legend only grew over time.  
 As you may know, other books have been written 
about the subject too – even after I (or at least my 
original identity) had long since been lost to history.  
 Are you familiar with what The Book of Mormon said in 
Chapter 28: 4-7? Or what about The Doctrine and 
Covenants, Section 7: 1-3? Both of those support my 
immortality myth. And yet, as I think about those other 
books I can’t help but wonder, “So Jesus read my mind, 
eh? And I actually told him that it was my desire that I 
may live forever, huh? How could those charlatans know 
what I really said or felt? It’s not true.” 
 OK, to be honest, I’m not really sure anymore what I 
said or did two thousand years ago, but at least I don’t 
remember it quite like that. I just wanted to live until 
Jesus returned. He was giving us all the impression that 
his Second Coming would be happening pretty quickly, 
so you can imagine that I would want to be alive to see 
that big event, right? Believe me, there is no way I would 
have asked to be cursed with immortality! Who would be 
so stupid? It’s terrible. 
  Yet immortality is my fate now – as it had been then.  
 As for the rest of my story, after Jesus left us, my 
brother James, Simon Peter, myself, and a few others 
worked hard in the Judean region for about a decade or 
so – trying to establish a new branch of Judaism we 
called “The Way.” Eventually our sect would classify itself 
as the new religion of Christianity but back them my 
friends and I never intended to start a new religion – we 
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simply wanted to perfect our Jewish faith. For I was born 
a Jew and I had intended to die as one. The problem for 
myself and the rest of Jesus’s Jewish followers was that, 
unlike most Jews, we believed (back then at least) that 
Jesus was our long-promised Messiah and that the End 
of the World was close at hand – mainly because that’s 
what Jesus told us to believe. Unfortunately for us, The 
End never arrived and Jesus himself never came back.  
 Worse yet, me and my friends had soon caused such a 
stir in Jerusalem that the Jewish leader at the time -- 
Herod Agrippa – began to persecute us to such an extent 
that we had no choice but to scatter to the four winds.  
 I left home and travelled throughout Asia Minor – still 
continuing to preach Jesus’s apocalyptic message. 
Eventually I ended up in Rome, but the authorities there 
didn’t take too kindly to the “End of the World is Nigh” 
fodder that Peter, Paul, and I were spreading, and over 
time we were all arrested. They murdered Peter and Paul, 
and I was supposed to be executed in Rome too -- one 
day they plunged me into a vat of burning oil, right there 
in the Coliseum -- but when I didn’t suffer a scratch, two 
things happened: first off, I knew that Jesus really did 
make me immortal; secondly, the entire crowd at the 
Coliseum converted to Christianity!  
 “At the time, I thought the last laugh was on Emperor 
Domitian,” I snickered sarcastically as I thought back to 
that fateful day. “But soon enough, I realized the joke 
was on me.”   
 After the failed execution, Domitian had me banished 
to the Island of Patmos. It was there that I wrote The 
Book of Revelations – a tale I penned after discovering the 
island’s supply of coca leaves and getting rather addicted 
to their mind-altering effects, which may explain the 
book’s hallucinogenic undertones.  
 “Oh to have a few coca leaves with me now.” I sighed. 
Yet I knew that drugs were not a true escape – I’ve 
already tried them all, without success.  
 Two thousand years. And a host of identities. 
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 The truth is that the original Apostle John did not die. 
Oh, I had a tomb (located in Ephesus), but the body 
there is not mine. Instead, after Patmos, I simply 
disappeared from society as “John the Apostle” and 
became an assortment of different characters. In the 
beginning, I thought I was the only one who was 
immortal.  Eventually Lazarus and Mary of Magdala 
found me… 
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Book Of Life 
(June 11) 
 
 
 
 
<Ting-ting-ttaling, Ting-ting-ttaling>  
 The bells signaling the mid-day meal softly sounded. 
(Gee whiz, why did you sidetrack me like that? Now 
where were we? Oh yeah, Miriam was whining again 
about how I never help her). 
 As I refocused on my vision, I saw Miriam, her eyes 
closed, hands in her lap, “May the words of my mouth 
and the meditation of my heart be pleasing in your sight, 
O Lord, my Rock, and my Redeemer.” Miriam opened her 
eyes. Even still, she did not venture out of for lunch. 
(She’s probably fasting -- that’s Saint Miriam for you). 
 She moved her chair closer towards her desk. 
Although a simple secretary table, her desk was hand-
carved from chapa wood and like most of the articles in 
this Tibetan palace it was ornately worked – in this case, 
the legs covered with scroll-work and the desk panel 
itself having a border of miscellaneous Buddhist symbols 
outside the main writing area.  Few items sat atop 
Miriam’s work station – a small stack of airmail 
stationary, a single pen, and one large leather-bound 
book.  
 It was this last item which Miriam now reached for, 
pulling the heavy tome towards her. Once positioned, she 
reached a hand up to her neck and then from inside her 
pale green robe she withdrew a chain which held a tiny 
key. Taking the chain from around her neck, she inserted 
the key into the lock which held fast the book. With a 
soft <click> the large volume gave up its security and 
Miriam was free to open it as she pleased.  
 “As the deer pants for streams of water, so my soul 
pants for you, O God.” She said, as she fearfully opened 
the book.  Quickly, she sought to find her bookmark -- 
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which was in the last quarter of this omnibus -- yet, 
upon locating it, I saw the color drain from her face, for 
the page was blank. (I could have told you that, Miriam). 
Knowing that all the pages after it would also be blank, 
Miriam steeled herself as she flipped backwards to an 
earlier page. 
 “Blank, as well.” She gasped, looking as if a knife 
stabbed her heart. (Again with the dramatics). 
 The tears returning, Miriam continued to slowly leaf 
backwards -- going three full pages until she finally 
found names again. “And so, the number is now down to 
182,107.” She sobbed. And then, as a fountain of anger 
rose up within her, “Why, Lord -- why must it only be 
144,000? How can you do nothing and allow so many to 
be lost? Don’t you care? Why do you hide yourself in 
times of trouble? Arise, O Lord! Lift up your hand, O 
God. Do not forget the helpless!” 
 Now, I have told her for centuries that He is no longer 
listening to us and that He doesn’t care. I also told her 
that there can only be 144,000. I know Gabriel has told 
her the same thing time and again. But Miriam doesn’t 
listen. Ha – just like any other woman! 
 After a short time, she gave up, knowing full well that 
nothing she could do would change a future that was 
already predetermined. And so, closing the book for 
another day, Miriam said, “The crucible for silver and 
gold, but the Lord tests the heart. As always, I will be still 
and know that He is God.”  
 Once more she locked up her book, and then moved it 
back to its place on her desk. After which she arose and 
readied herself for midday prayers with the rest of the 
palace. 
 (And then my vision ended. And once again I learned 
nothing new – another waste of my time.) 
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The Grandmaster 
(June 12) 
 
 
 
 
The smell of Boswellian incense embraced Pope 
Benedict’s robes as he tarried back to his private 
quarters. (No, I don’t have a sense of smell in my visions, 
hold on and you’ll see how I knew this fact).  
 <Ah-choo!> Benedict sneezed again. (Understand 
now?)  
 (Another day, another vision. I usually don’t get 
pummeled like this unless something big is afoot. This is 
not a good sign.) 
 “Hurensohn!” Benedict swore in his native dialect. 
“Why do we use such strong ash?” And he rubbed hard 
at his nose with a handkerchief. “Ach, Father, forgive me, 
but if Cardinal Renoit waves his censor in my direction 
next time, I’ll excommunicate the toifel!”  
 Later that evening, after Benedict was able to shower, I 
watched as he once more engaged with some fellow 
conspirators. This time his visitors were not two men 
who looked like a pair of Hitler’s Aryan army, but instead 
a young woman and an older gentleman. The woman was 
a gorgeous brunette whose silky hair covered her face yet 
could not obscure her beauty.  Although I couldn’t tell 
for sure, I was guessing that this was none other than 
Ms. Teri Abbracciavento. Interestingly enough, she bore a 
striking resemblance to the older man who sat beside 
her. The scholarly type, he looked like the classic, 
European university professor – bushy grey eyebrows, a 
bulbous Italian nose, shaggy grey hair, and one of those 
tweed suits with patched elbows that made him a living 
cliché.    
 I noticed Benedict snickering to himself, and I 
wondered if he was amused at the same thing I was – 
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(assuming this really was Teri A.), did her father know 
what his daughter had been up to lately? 
 “Blessed is the man whose sin the lord does not count 
against him…So how is death treating you, Antonio?” 
Benedict quipped as he scratched Deter behind the ears.  
 “Pah, Death is quite inconvenient,” The oldster replied.  
“Were you aware that I can’t get a IdentiChip? Apparently 
my fingerprints prove I’m dead. How am I supposed to 
buy anything once hard currency goes away?” 
 “Father, I told you that you’d have nothing to worry 
about.” The woman reached over to pat his hand. “Your 
death was necessary. We’ve already discussed this. 
Benedict’s people will see to all your needs – just as they 
have always done. Correct?” 
 “Teri is correct.” Benedict agreed (Bingo! I was right – 
again). “You have no need to worry, Antonio. Your mind 
is too valuable to have you waste it on such trifles. If you 
want an IdentiChip, we’ll get you one.” 
 “I should hope so.” Antonio Abbracciavento nodded.  
 “Father sometimes invents things to worry about.” Teri 
joked to Benedict. “If his mind is not always at work, he 
gets frustrated, so he is always thinking of new 
conspiracies.” 
 “Figlia mine, I do no such—“ Antonio began. 
 “In any case,” Benedict glanced down at his watch. 
“I’ve read your briefing about Lazarus. What is his 
current status?” 
 (Hmmm. So Joe was involved with Alan’s recent 
troubles?) 
 Teri smiled slyly, “Ah yes, Alan was a nice assignment. 
Although I didn’t get to consumma-” yet here she glanced 
at her father. “Well, the important thing is that we have 
him secured.” 
 “Does he suspect anything about me?” Benedict 
inquired, whilst Deter pawed at him.  
 “No, he believes you to still be as innocent as a baby 
goat.” 



The Untold Revelations of John 

   59 

 “Two millennia is a long time to live for anyone. I’m 
sure that Bruder Lazarus will thank us for helping him 
get to the afterlife.” 
 (Joe, if I thought you could really end our lives, I’d be 
the first one at your door. But, you can’t do it. So 
whatever you are planning, it won’t work). 
 “So long as I get his immortal seed first.”  Teri 
reminded. 
 “Putta!” Antonio could stand it no more. “Enough of 
such talk before I smack you!” 
 “I am what I am.” Teri said defiantly to her father. “Of 
all people, YOU should know that much.” 
 “My friends.” Benedict played peace maker. “Let’s keep 
our eye on the prize. Antonio, the time is near. The End 
Game is brewing and the first Check is about to occur. 
What is the latest from The Prophets? 
 “I have read the transcripts and viewed their tapes. 
Elijah and Enoch continue to deteriorate. It’s a sad sight 
to see such great men destroyed -- as if History is being 
reversed.” 
 (Hmm, so this Antonio is in league with the mystery 
man who captured the prophets? Is Joe that man? If so, I 
didn’t see that coming.) 
 “I prefer to say corrected.” Benedict smiled. 
 “Eh?” Antonio was confused (and me as well). 
 “History is being corrected. Elijah and Enoch were 
certainly extraordinary men; but, they have had their 
time. They were taken up body and soul to heaven and 
then preserved for this very mission. They knew what 
they were getting into. Nothing in His Universe is free 
and even WE will have to earn our fare before this is all 
over.” 
 “Well, I should hope my work has been enough to 
stamp my ticket.” The professor grumbled. “And my 
daughter’s as well.” 
 “We shall see. But, who knows what tomorrow may 
bring.” Benedict shrugged. “In any case, please continue. 
Has there been a new prophecy?” 
 “Hmm. Well, it seems…” 
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 “Yes?” Benedict pressed, hungry for news. 
 The color drained from Antonio’s face, “The Seventh 
Seal will soon…be broken.” 
 “And so it continues.” Benedict nodded, although he 
too shuddered at the teacher’s words. “There is no going 
back now.” 
 (Actually this IS a big deal. Trust me). 
  
 

۞ 
 
 
My vision of Benedict and his conspirators continued. 
After the professor’s revelation about The Seventh Seal, 
all three of them turned inward -- examining their 
thoughts. Antonio seemed to realize that the subject that 
he had devoted his life to was unfolding before his very 
eyes – although now it appeared he didn’t have the 
stomach for it. (Be careful what you wish for, right?). 
Meanwhile Teri seemed to be relishing every moment. 
And as for Benedict, well it was obvious that he still had 
a major part to play before he could finally retire to that 
much desired rest, (but I couldn’t help thinking of the 
proverb: He who digs a hole, falls into his own pit). 
 Eventually Antonio spoke further about the terrible 
implications of the Seventh Seal. (And for the most part, 
he explained my work quite well). Yet, it was all he could 
do to hold himself together and he noticeably shook 
during his monologue.  
 For his part Benedict listened stoically, detaching 
himself from the grim horrors which the professor 
described. Once Antonio finished, The Pope added his 
thoughts, “Dreadful? Yes. Necessary? Absolutely. After 
all, we must remember -- the sheep were made to be 
shorn. It is their role in The Great Play.” 
 “All things work together for The Good.” Antonio patted 
his daughter’s hand as if to console her, yet I knew he 
was trying to convince himself more than anyone else.     
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 “You are not responsible for this, Antonio.” Benedict 
advised. “Just because you have the foreknowledge 
doesn’t make you guilty.” The oldster was about to reply, 
but got tongue-tied instead and the Pope sensed his fear, 
“Sharing what you know with the world will NOT stop the 
events from happening. Do not even think of such a 
foolish act.” 
 Teri looked at her father in horror. “Papa! You were not 
contemplating this were you?” 
 Again, Antonio stuttered – further convicting himself. 
 (Fool. Don’t you realize that God has a plan and things 
will happen in His time and His time alone. We are all 
just pawns of the prophecies – whether we act or not.  
That’s why I don’t care anymore – after all, it doesn’t 
matter what Antonio, me, or any of us do -- He already 
knows how it will all turn out anyway.) 
 “Get control of yourself, Abbracciavento.” The Pope 
grated. “You’d be a fool to reveal such knowledge to the 
world. No one would believe you. More importantly, The 
Wheel of Time WILL turn and December 21st will arrive 
regardless of what you do.” 
  “Father will do no such thing.” Teri quickly changed 
the subject. “And speaking of December 21st, wouldn’t 
you like to hear about Ma’bus?” 
 “The rascal is proving to be quite a genius, eh?” Pope 
Benedict said.  
 “Indeed. He is becoming a power by literally buying the 
world.” 
 “Everybody wants the Tri-mark, eh?” 
 “Did you know many nations have stopped accepting 
trade unless they are paid in Tri-marks? Nobody has 
confidence in the financial backing of ANY country – 
except Ma’bus’ UMAN league.” 
 “So, Ma’bus has the world by the balls and now the UN 
wants to sell our souls to Ma’bus?” Benedict 
summarized. “And yet I say -- what the wicked dread will 
overtake them.” 
 “Your Grace, what will happen now?”  
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 “I would bet Ma’bus’s going to have Ban Ki-Moon 
removed - soon.”  
 “Assassination of The Secretary General?” Antonio 
gasped. 
 “Father, don’t interrupt.” Teri hushed him. 
 “That would be the next logical move.” The Pope 
explained, making the motion to wash his hands of the 
matter. “And there’s not much we can do to stop it – as I 
said, the Wheel of Time will move forward of its own 
accord. Once Ki-Moon is out of the way, the picture 
becomes clear for our adversary.” 
 “Ma’bus will be elevated to power – just in time for the 
Great Ceremony.” Teri smiled. 
 “Ah, my children,” The professor interrupted. “I’m 
afraid you are mistaken. For Ma’bus has already declined 
such a position.” 
 “Ma’bus as Secretary General is inevitable.” Benedict 
re-affirmed. “I’m surprised you didn’t see this, Antonio -- 
the world is in turmoil, it needs ONE person to step up 
and draw us together under the banner of peace and 
safety. Who else could it be but, Ma’bus? Sure he makes 
a pretense of resisting, but in reality only because his 
time has not yet come. He will accept the post when it is 
laid at his feet – when the world begs him to take over.” 
 “Father, I’ve already told you The Brotherhood has 
been pumping Ma’bus up quite overtly throughout 
Africa.” Teri reminded. “They’re also building anti-Asian 
sentiment against Ki-Moon amongst the radical factions 
of Europe.”  
 (I would have known that had I been to any of the 
recent Brotherhood meeting). 
 “But, how does that help our cause?” Antonio asked. “I 
thought we were trying to destroy Ma’bus, not give him 
even more power.” 
 “Have you ever played Karpov?” Benedict asked.   
 “In chess?” Antonio returned the question. “Are you 
asking if I have played the Grandmaster Anatoly 
Karpov?” 
 “Yes.” 
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 “Why would Karpov waste his time with me? I’m no 
master.” 
 “I have played Karpov - once.” Benedict reminisced. 
“1984. I DID hold Master rank at one time – although it 
was unofficial, given my religious position. In any case, 
he taught me quite a lesson – for Karpov's intentions 
become understandable to his opponents only when 
salvation is no longer possible. That is what happened to 
me too -- he drew me in, allowed me to rise to a position 
of power, and then ruthlessly crucified me. Once he 
decided to make his move, his drive to mate was 
inevitable and certain. Mind you, at the very point when I 
felt that I was on the verge of setting up my mate of him -
- when I felt most secure and actually stole a breath! -- 
the very next instant, he turned the tables on me, and 
his every successive move led to victory. He was 
inexorable.” 
 “And that is what we shall do to Ma’bus, father.” Teri 
giggled. 
 “Check and mate.” Antonio agreed. 
 “Indeed.” Benedict smiled. “We’ll give Ma’bus what he 
wants – we’ll give him the world. For that is HIS destiny. 
But in the end, I’ll take it back – for that is MY destiny.”  
 (I’ve got to say, although I’m done with The 
Commission, this vision WAS interesting – even for me. 
Hey, if The End of Days really are coming, then that’s 
fine by me – perhaps that will finally stop the insanity!) 
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The Great Harvest 
(June 17) 
 
 
 
 
It was five days before I got a new prophecy – 
unfortunately it was about Miriam again.  
 “It is as you say.” Miriam’s visitor advised – the man’s 
garments gleaming with a Whiteness so bright as to be 
other-worldly.  
 “Will he survive?” Miriam asked. 
 “Who can say? The Scriptures will be fulfilled -- you 
know this.”  
 The pair was conversing in a secluded garden within 
the grounds of Norbulingka -- for Miriam was a guest of 
The Dalai Lama Tenzin Gyatso, and had been for nearly 
twenty years. Even now I still wondered why a Buddhist 
leader like The Lama would have opened his home for a 
Bible-pusher like Miriam in the first place.  
 The only answer I can come up with leads back to 
Miriam herself – she has quite a way with people -- in 
fact, she has a little mental telepathy trick she does that 
allows her to be quite manipulative. Of course, if you 
prefer a less sinister explanation, then I suppose it’s only 
fair to surmise that Miriam probably didn’t ask for much 
– after all, she only needed one small room – easy enough 
for Tenzin to provide since he had multiple palaces – and 
the opportunity to reside in seclusion from the world – 
again, not very difficult for The Lama to assist with, since 
he himself was also an exile. 
 Yet on this day, Miriam was not talking with her friend 
Tenzin, for while her visitor today was no less of a 
spiritual person than The Lama, he was far more 
powerful. For this was no mere man, but instead an 
Angel of The Lord – Archangel Gabriel to be exact.  
 (Remember, I told you that Miriam had another source 
for her knowledge? It’s true, while I am blessed with The 
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Sight, and Alan has his book knowledge, Miriam always 
got her information from Gabriel. Don’t ask me why, 
that’s just how it is). 
 “You must leave here soon, Mary,” Gabriel advised. 
 “My name is Miriam now.”  
 “As you wish. But the fact remains that you will need 
to leave.” And after a pause, “I never understood why you 
came HERE in the first place.” (That makes two of us).  
 “The Lord said ‘Preach the Good News to ALL the 
world.’”  
 “Call me old fashioned, but I still prefer The Covenant 
People. In any case, you did well to assist The Virgin at 
Fatima, Guadalupe, and Lourdes,” The angel praised her. 
“And even Medjugorie and Conyers were a success in 
feeding the Shepherd’s flock. Yet ever since you’ve tried 
to gather souls from outside the Family, it’s not been the 
same. It is not right to take the children’s bread and feed it 
to the dogs.”  
 “Are we quoting from Scripture again? Don’t forget the 
reply -- even the dogs eat crumbs that fall from the 
master’s table. And while I enjoyed helping the savior’s 
mother minister to Christians, don’t forget that I was 
sent to minister to others too. So many religions in this 
mixed-up world -- I may only be a voice of one calling in 
the desert, but at least I can try.”  
 “Prepare the way for the Lord? Is that it? And where 
The Crusaders failed with violent force, you use mere 
words, eh?” Gabriel bantered – as if he actually enjoyed 
getting Miriam riled up about her self-commissioned 
quest. (Actually this was one vision I was enjoying too.) 
“But, Ma-, er, Miriam, what if these people don’t want to 
give up their beliefs?” 
 “I never tell them that they must give up what they 
believe. I seek to understand them. I listen to them. And 
then, after I have earned the right, I share my own 
testimony, and thereby hope to inspire them to willingly 
choose our path.” 
 “And just how many have you converted?” Gabriel 
baited. (Ooh. That’s a low blow!) 
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 Miriam blushed, “I am a Sower. My job is to plant 
seeds; another after me, I don’t know who, will Reap. 
Perhaps even My Lord.” 
 “And so we come to the real matter again.”  
 “Yes we do. But you know I cannot do it alone. I need 
John and Alan to do their part. And I need YOU -- that’s 
why I called.” 
 “Miriam, we have our own battles on The Other Front. 
The situation looks grim for us as well, but we rely on 
The Word and thus know that we will prevail in the end. 
I’m afraid you must figure this out on your own.”   
 “But, The Beast already has Alan. And John is 
avoiding me.” She replied, as tears began to well up in 
her eyes. “I pour out my soul to The Lord and yet I 
cannot understand!” Reaching over on her desk, she 
hefted up a large, black leather tome, “Have you seen The 
Book of Life lately -- it’s now down to 173,201 names!” 
 “Miriam,” The angel replied softly, “It is not good to 
have zeal without knowledge, nor to be hasty and miss 
the way. You know as well as I that only 144,000 will 
experience The Rapture.” 
 “But why only 144,000? How can God allow so many 
to be lost?” 
 “When the sculptor carves a masterpiece, how much of 
the original stone is discarded?” 
 “Who cares about the remnants from a block of stone? 
I’m talking about the souls of good people!” 
 “Are they really so good?”  
 “They could be if they had the opportunity to know our 
Lord.”  
 “How do you know they didn’t have the chance 
already?”  
 “You know they never had a real chance. It’s all been 
pre-determined.” And opening up the book to one of the 
later pages that still had names on it, Miriam continued, 
“I can turn to this page and read these names and KNOW 
that none of them will be saved. Look -- all of these 
people, these sheep, will be lost! Where is the Good 
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Shepherd who will save them? I just don’t see how this 
can be right?” 
 “Miriam, we both know you know the answer. Speak 
the words for yourself and let’s move on from this 
tedium.” 
 Miriam turned away instead, “I don’t want to.” And she 
made an effort to busy herself by closing The Book of Life 
and placing it back into position on her desk. 
 Gabriel gently pulled her back by the arm, however he 
did not speak so softly this time, “Say the truth, Mary!” 
 Unable to resist the arch-angel’s command, Miriam 
finally replied, “Ach, because…of Adam and Eve. It’s all 
because of the Original Sin!”  
 
 

۞ 
 
My vision continued as I watched Miriam break away 
from Gabriel again, “But, why must people a thousand 
generations or more removed from Adam still have to 
suffer for his sin? Is God such a begrudging lord?”  
 (Sing it, Sister! Finally she says something intelligent.) 
 “Miriam, why must we debate this so often?” Gabriel 
replied. “You know the difference -- the sacrifice of The 
Christ provided for the ultimate forgiveness of all men’s 
sins. HOWEVER, the Lord has not taken away Free Will. 
And despite forgiveness, there will always be 
consequences for sin.” And before Miriam could 
interrupt, “This is not to say that ONLY 144,000 will 
enter The Kingdom and that the others will be barred 
forever, just that only those few will be raptured without 
pain; while the rest will be disciplined for their 
transgressions. It is a discipline given out of love, in an 
effort to teach the wayward about the Righteous Path.” 
 (I’ve heard that argument before. In the past I used to 
buy in to it, now I call it hogwash).  
 “Not everyone will make it.” Miriam stated. “Because 
not all will repent and accept, will they?” 
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 “Ah, even I do not know the answer to that. Yet 
understand that The Story of Redemption goes beyond 
just this planet. For our God is the Lord of ALL the 
Universe -- every universe. And whilst each universe may 
have differences, in the end the Lord’s goal is the same: 
to glory in the creation of ever more souls made Holy as a 
result of Free Will – for whenever a soul freely chooses to 
worship The Lord, all of Heaven rejoices!”  
 (OK, I realize this is pretty deep. If you understand, 
great, if not, just don’t worry about it for now. After all, 
when are YOU going to be travelling to another universe? 
Just worry about yourself, cupcake, that’s hard enough). 
 “And now the Time of Truth has come for Earth.” 
Miriam concluded. 
 “This is the day the lord has made, let us be glad and 
rejoice!” Gabriel praised. “Indeed, millennia ago, your 
world was sown and cared for. When The Christ came, he 
began the process of pruning. And now, The Earth is 
finally ready – for only with the pains of harvest can the 
crops finally be served – which is their true purpose. 
Such is the case for souls everywhere – none can reach 
The Lord without The Great Harvest.”  
 “And this happens on every world?”  
 “Not every world goes through the same life cycle. Oh, 
be certain that Lucifer and his minions are active in 
every location, however not always with the same results. 
Some worlds never know the stain of Original Sin – for 
the souls there rejected Lucifer from the onset – when it 
was the easiest to resist – and thus they have been in 
Harmony with God for all of their existence. Oh how 
these worlds shine! Yet, just the same, there are other 
worlds in which Lucifer’s allure was apparently 
irresistible, and upon those locales, nearly all of the 
souls have been lost. These are horror filled, forsaken 
places...“ Here the angel paused.  
 Miriam too shuddered at the thought of such hell-
worlds. 
 Eventually Gabriel found his voice again, “And yet, it is 
worlds like your Earth which The Lord takes the most 
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pleasure in -- for the balance of power between Good and 
Evil is ever changing, and the final outcome is uncertain 
– which makes the Battle here all the more important.” And 
fixing his gaze ominously upon Miriam, “Do not 
underestimate the significance of what is happening 
here. And, do not underestimate the part that YOU are 
playing. The Heavenly Host needs YOU. Succeed in your 
mission -- help Mankind make the right choice.” 
 “But how? I don’t have the worldly prestige to 
influence so many, and time is running out.” 
 “Commit to the Lord whatever you do and your plans 
will succeed, Miriam.” The angel reminded. “Don’t allow 
The Beast to reveal himself to the world – for if he gets 
the opportunity to glorify himself on the world stage, his 
allure will be nearly irresistible, and I fear that your 
Earth may be lost forever. If that happens, then you 
won’t be complaining about only’144,000 being saved – 
we’ll be lucky to even harvest 4,000.“  
 “Oh my -- save us, Lord!” Miriam clutched her Book of 
Life, sheltering the names inside. “But, Gabriel, even if 
we do stop The Beast, what will it mean in the grand 
scheme of things – beyond just our world?” 
 “In the end, what happens on this planet will mimic 
The Ultimate Story of Redemption only if Man realizes 
the error of his ways and freely chooses Life with God -- 
for only then will you be able to reconnect with your true 
purpose in life – to serve God. Whether they know it or 
not, it is this Redemption that ALL of Creation is seeking 
– even…The Dark One.” 
 “Satan.”  
 (Yes, there IS a Force of Darkness. Call him ‘the devil,’ 
or ‘Lucifer,’ or whatever you want, but He does exist. If 
you don’t believe me, then it’s YOU who are the fool). 
 “Indeed. On a grand scale, Mankind’s tale is a 
microcosm of Lucifer’s – for the end goal of the Ultimate 
Revelation is not the destruction of man, and especially 
NOT of Lucifer, but instead, The Lord seeks to purge 
Lucifer’s evil nature away in the hopes that he will repent 
of his sins and eventually reunite with God Himself. For 
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only when such an event occurs can Creation truly be 
made whole again…Yet, whether or when this will 
happen, who can say?” 
 “Oh, but this all goes so far beyond me.” Miriam 
lamented. “What do my efforts really matter?” 
 “Can you fathom the mysteries of God? You are a part 
of Creation. A member of the Great Play. Your part IS 
critical.” 
 “What if I can’t fulfill my duty?” 
 “What if you never try?” Gabriel softened his tone 
again. “When you come to the end of all the Light you 
have, Faith is knowing that when you take the next step 
either you’ll land on something solid or else you’ll learn 
how to fly.”  
 (He did NOT just make that up. I’ve heard that quote 
before – I think it was coined by a fellow named Edward 
Teller).  
 “For you, O God, tested us.” Miriam prayed. “You 
refined us like silver. But you brought us to a place of 
abundance.” And yet, still she hesitated.  
 (Typical Miriam). 
 At last the Angel could take it no more. And so, rising 
up to his full height, he unveiled his awesome wings and 
roared, “Enough! Now is the time. I command you -- Fly, 
Miriam, FLY!” Gabriel’s words thundered so loud that 
even I was taken aback by the <POWER> they held. 
 (Thankfully my vision ended on that note and I was 
given a measure of peace. Needless to say, I immediately 
went to get a strong drink!)  
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American Idol 
(June 20; And a Time Long Past) 
 
 
 
 
Somebody’s needin’ somebody the way I do. Somebody’s 
wantin’ somebody they can hold on to. To be loved by 
somebody that’s the way it should be. Oh, there’s got to be 
somebody somewhere waitin’ for me. 
 A few days later, I was sitting in a rocking chair on my 
back porch listening to Conway Twitty on my radio. It 
was another scorcher of a day and I conspired against 
the heat by sipping on an ice cold lager – Beck’s to be 
exact – crisp, clean, and refreshing.  
 (Why are you so appalled that I drink so much? Don’t 
you know the saying “Let them drink and forget their 
worries?” Hey, I’m not making this stuff up – it’s in The 
Bible, read it for yourself). 
 Although nearly two weeks had passed, I still hadn’t 
replaced the TV that was damaged during the break-in. 
As a result, I was forced to listen to my Phillies games 
over the radio. Since the game wasn’t on for another 
hour, I was whiling away the time listening to some 
music – naturally I sang along.  
 “…Hurtin’ inside, going through emotions,” I bellowed 
out, terribly off-key, “It’s so hard to live. So many 
feelings, so lonely, when they got so much to give...” 
Closing my eye as the tune came to a close, I raised my 
glass, “To be loved by somebody, that’s the way it should 
be. Oh there’s got to be somebody waitin’ for me... 
 “But, why ain’t there no one waitin’ for ME?” I 
lamented after the song ended. Suddenly I flew into a 
rage, “Why is life given to the bitter of soul? For my sin is 
always before me and You leave me covered in disgrace!” 
I knew I was being overly dramatic, but I didn’t care. 
“You make me eat ashes as my food and mingle my drink 
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with tears. My days are like the evening shadow. I am 
alone -- because of Your great wrath. Why?” 
 A <force> pulled gently against me, but I resisted, “No 
-- I will not repent! And I will NOT be silent!” I 
condemned myself. “I will complain at the bitterness of 
my soul. Why did You, the God of all creation, credit 
Job’s words as Faith when he raged against You, yet I 
remain despised?” 
 Getting more frustrated, “Damn it all to Hell! Damn all 
of you; especially you, Mary -- it’s all your fault!” 
 And in a flash, I was lost in memories – unwanted 
memories from nearly two thousand years ago…  
  
 

۞ 
 
“Damn rain.” I growled, pulling the shutters closed 
against the cold. In my mind’s eye I was back in the 
upper room of a rundown apartment building where me 
and my friends were planning to celebrate the Passover 
Feast later that evening. Turning to the group, I 
continued, “It’s the month of Nissan for Yahweh’s sake! 
Why’s it gotta be so damn cold? I thought we were 
coming to Jerusalem to be able to enjoy ourselves, but 
after our triumphal entry just a few days ago, since then 
it’s been pretty rotten.” 
 There was a large table in the middle of the room and 
around this Peter, my brother James, and a few other 
men continued preparing the board for our approaching 
feast. Even still, Peter took the time to reply, “John, I feel 
your pain. But calm down, you know as well as I that 
The Master could tell the winds to cease and the Sun to 
shine if he so desired.” 
 “Why doesn’t he?” I opened the shutters again and 
looked at the dusty streets below – yearning in 
anticipation.  
 “Don’t worry, He’ll be here.” Another man walked over 
and placed his hand on my shoulder as I continued 
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searching. “He wouldn’t have us do all this and not show 
up, right?” 
  “Who knows anymore, Matthew?” I pulled the 
shutters closed again with a bang. “Ever since Magdala 
started traveling with us, it seems like SHE is calling the 
shots now. Does He have to always listen to her advice?” 
 (Looking back, I guess you could say that I never really 
liked Mary. Oh well). 
 “She does seem to always know the right thing to do.” 
Matthew replied. “Look how the people have responded 
lately. Why, even the Sadducees are afraid to touch us!” 
 “But why? How?” I countered. “I know that He 
dispelled those seven demons from her, but what makes 
Mary so different from the countless other peons that He 
did miracles for? She’s just a girl from Magdala for 
Moses’ sake! Why is she allowed to travel with us, when 
He always told others to go their own way after He healed 
them?” 
 “Because Mary continues to prophecy.” Advised a large 
man who joined in our conversation. “Only now, rather 
than speak in the demon tongue, Jesus believes Mary is 
speaking the words of Yahweh Himself.” 
 (Funny, I forgot about that. Back then, I was NOT the 
one with the visions – it was Mary. I never did 
understand why that all changed?) 
 “Andrew is right, John. And so far you can’t argue with 
her results.” Matthew smiled at me. “After all, Mary IS 
often correct in what she sees. I mean, here we are in 
Jerusalem, man! Celebrating the Passover in a place that 
the Pharisees said we would never be able to come back 
to. And all because Mary told The Master about 
Bartimaeus’ blindness and that man’s parents were so 
grateful when The Master cured him that they let us use 
one of their rental rooms for our Meal this evening...for 
free – even though this town is packed with pilgrims, and 
Bartimaeus’ parents could have rented this room for 
some big coin. Surely that is amazing, neh?” 
 “Don’t the rest of us count for something?” I retorted. 
“After all, most of us have been with him for three years 
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or more, yet she’s been around for less than a year. I 
asked to sit at his right and James at his left -- the rest 
of you practically crucified us for that -- and he denied 
us anyway. Yet Magdala does whatever she pleases and 
none of you care.” 
 “Come on, she’s not that bad.” Matthew replied. “Look 
at me -- Mister Former Tax Collector -- yet here I am as 
one of the Chosen. Mark my words, John, I’m going to 
write a book about this one day!”  
 “Whatever, Matthew, you do that. But I’m serious -- 
what IS going on with her?” 
 “Do you think there’s a romantic connection?” Andrew 
asked. 
 “Unthinkable!” I was quick to reply, not wanting to 
believe what I most feared. 
 “Would it be so bad if Jesus and Magdala did unite?” 
Matthew asked. 
 “Surely it would diminish our ministry.” Peter 
surmised.  
 “I’m not so sure.” Matthew countered. “Think about 
this, friend -- we have come a long way under His 
direction, but as Judas says, now is the time for action. 
The people thirst for change. And with Mary’s vision and 
Jesus’ inspired oration, we could move forward with The 
Messiah Mission and finally wrest power from the current 
usurpers.” 
 “Think of the glory we would all share in,” Peter 
agreed, “if OUR faction ruled Jerusalem.” 
 “As good as that sounds,” James spoke up, “I have to 
agree with my brother. We all know that Jesus is The 
Son of Yahweh – the Divine Incarnate. There can be no 
way that he would allow himself to be defiled by a 
woman.” 
 (As far as I know, Jesus never did anything untoward 
with Mary. Thankfully. But I still say that she was his 
downfall with all her mind games.) 
 “But he is also a man.” Andrew replied. “Surely his 
flesh has needs.” 
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 “He is a man in appearance only.” Peter rebutted. “He 
is without sin. He has been tempted by Satan himself – 
remember what he told us – he was tempted worse than 
we could ever imagine for forty days in the desert – 
without faltering. No, friends, I tell you the truth, our 
Jesus cannot be defiled by anything or anyone in this 
world.” 
 “But Mary has been purified by The Master.” Andrew 
reasoned. “Perhaps this makes her acceptable to him.” 
 “Who knows? Perhaps you are correct.” Peter replied. 
“But I believe even if Jesus purified Magdala when he 
cast out those demons, nonetheless, she is still a human 
like the rest of us and thus she will always carry Adam’s 
stain on her. Yet The Master is different – he is pure, he 
was born without Sin -- always has been, always will be.” 
 (Ha, hear that, Mary? You could never be good enough 
for Him). 
 Silence reigned as we all pondered what would become 
of our club now that Mary of Magdala was gaining more 
influence within the group and threatening to take our 
Master away from us. 
 “What you say makes sense, Peter.” Matthew agreed. 
“But how can we be sure?” 
 “Why can’t John ask him?” Andrew offered. 
 “What? Why me?” I resisted. 
 “Come on, John.” My brother James coaxed. “You 
know he loves you best. He tells you everything.” 
 “Not anymore!” I snapped. “Now she’s his confidante. 
But this is nothing new because for a while it was Judas 
too, remember? And speaking of Judas -- what’s going on 
with him? Even though he’s still with us, he’s not been 
too engaged with our plans lately.” 
 (Wow! Guess I was correct in that assessment, huh?) 
 “Yeah, I’m worried about Judas too.” Matthew said 
softly. “Maybe we should find out what’s bothering him? 
Perhaps I’ll sit beside him at dinner tonight and ask 
him.” 
 “It won’t help, Matthew. Remember, Judas is a Zealot.” 
Peter reminded them. “He wants Jesus to take power by 
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force, but I get the feeling that’s just not going to 
happen.” 
 “Then what are we all doing here in Jerusalem?” 
Andrew asked. “Waiting for the Pharisees to come and 
arrest us? I mean, did you see that performance in the 
Temple today? If Jesus keeps insulting them, they’ll have 
all of our heads!” 
 “Let them come and try it!” I grumbled while my 
brother got riled up as well.  
 “Be that as it may, brothers,” Peter stopped us in our 
tracks. “Back to our problem -- is there anything else we 
can do to perhaps minimize Mary’s influence?” 
 “Lazarus likes Mary.” Matthew tittered. “Perhaps we 
could get those two to spend more time together?” 
 (If only Lazarus hadn’t been such a bumbling fool and 
tried to play Mr. Cool by keeping a secret from Mary, he 
would have taken her off our hands way back then and 
maybe things would have been different. Oh, you don’t 
know that story, yet? Don’t worry, we’ll get to that, too). 
 “Really?” Andrew asked. “How do you know?” 
 “Have you seen the way Lazarus is around Magdala?” 
Matthew replied. “He’s practically a Bar Mitzvah Boy – all 
wide-eyed and ready to showcase his manhood.” 
 “Yes, but Mary was there when Lazarus was raised 
back to life,” Andrew added. “I think it was rather 
unsettling for her, so I don’t see the two of them getting 
together.” 
 “If nothing else, it can’t hurt to include Lazarus more 
in our affairs.” Peter concluded. “At least, Lazarus might 
take up some of Mary’s time and leave The Master more 
with us – so things can get back to normal. After all, if 
Jesus really is not going to accept Mary’s advances, 
surely she won’t wait around forever, right?” 
 
 

۞ 
 
And with that my vision snapped back to the present... 
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 “Ha! ‘Surely she won’t wait around forever?’ Eh, 
Peter?” I quipped to myself as I took another sip of my 
iced tea. “It seems we were wrong about that.” 
 Still on my porch, I snickered to myself with chagrin – 
for it seemed that nobody got what they wanted: Lazarus 
never did get Mary, Jesus never accepted Mary’s 
advances, and I’m still here rotting in this worn out husk 
of a body.  
 All of our dreams have been dashed.  
  “Why have you cursed us like this, Lord?” And I threw 
my glass down on the porch – watching it smash into 
countless pieces, even as the remaining liquid quickly 
seeped through the floor boards. Overwhelmed with 
shame, I cried, “I am worn out calling for help, God. Will 
my life never end? Even if I end up in the land of gloom 
and shadow – even still I will go if it means I can only 
escape this so-called life!” 
 As if on cue, I noticed the radio was playing yet 
another one of my favorite songs – the Jim Reeves 
classic, “Am I that Easy to Forget?” 
 Guess I could find somebody, too. But I don’t want no 
one but you. How could you leave without regret? Am I that 
easy to forget?  
 I was about to let myself be drawn deeper into the 
song, when... “We interrupt this broadcast,” came the 
urgent words of the announcer, “with a special report 
about the assassination of UN Secretary General Ban Ki-
Moon…” 
  “NO, not again – what about my Phillies game?”  
 I stewed as the Special Report was delivered -- no less 
than thirty minutes of rigmarole about how, as yet, no 
one knew who had assassinated Ki-Moon (although I had 
a pretty good idea); that an emergency meeting of the UN 
had already taken place; and that Ghaz al Ridwan 
Ma’bus (Bingo!) had already been elected as interim 
Secretary General -- with only the United States and 
Great Britain casting negative votes. After this, there was 
a short audio clip from Ma’bus’ acceptance speech in 
which the beloved world leader explained that while his 
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first inclination was to advise he was not worthy of such 
an honor, in fact he agreed to accept the nomination – at 
least on a short term basis – because he realized that the 
world needed him, and therefore he promised to do his 
best to lead the planet to prosperity.  
 Now as odd as this might sound, during the initial 
newscast I was quite dour, yet while Ma’bus’ clip was 
playing, I actually found myself getting inspired (just a 
bit) by Ma’bus’ passion? It was a contagious sensation 
that I could not shake and soon enough a smile began to 
form beneath the scraggly curls of my beard the more I 
listened to Ma’bus.  
 Again, that <force> beckoned me. And then, as if the 
shackles of two thousand years of lethargy were 
suddenly released, I jumped up and looked to the 
Heavens.  
 “Could this really be The Time?” I was actually 
hopeful. And in spite of myself, I began to praise, “When 
my soul is downcast within me, I will remember you. O 
Lord, have you returned to us in the person of Ma’bus?” 
 Meanwhile, Ma’bus continued to talk – encouraging 
the world to unite in brotherly love -- and my Hope 
sprang even higher! 
 “Lord, are you him?” I desperately clutched my radio, 
hanging on Ma’bus’ next words. 
 But then it happened, for as the applause from the 
crowd became so overwhelming, Ma’bus himself could no 
longer be heard.  
 “Noooooooo!” I collapsed in despair. “Don’t desert me 
again!” 
 Yet, my protests were to no avail. And when the 
regular newsman’s voice came back over the speaker, my 
newfound inspiration evaporated; once more I felt as if I 
was nothing more than a worthless sinner who had yet 
again been forgotten and abandoned. 
 (Pity? I don’t want your pity. You can stuff your sorry's 
in a sack!) 
 If there were any last vestiges of hope, I quickly beat 
them down. And even when a small, still voice inside me 
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seemed to say “John, John, why do you forsake me?” 
even then I refused to listen. Instead I simply reached 
towards my radio, and clicked the dial <off>.  
 A lone tear trickled down my cheek, as I resolved to go 
inside and get into bed – to put an end to another 
miserable day. 
 “As for me, it’s always the same - I am scorned and 
disgraced. Shame has broken my heart and left me 
helpless. Why do You forsake me so?” 
 And trudging along the porch, “Let the world take care 
of itself. Or let Ma’bus do it. He doesn’t need me. You 
don’t need me, Lord. Nobody needs ME anymore.”  
 And with that, I went inside and closed the door – 
leaving even my Phillies to fend for themselves. 
 (Bummer, huh?) 
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Bad Rap 
(June 22) 
 
 
 
 
I pouted for a couple days -- tinkering around in the 
garage working on my...project.  
 If you’re wondering what there is to do in Williamsport, 
let me answer you – not much. I migrated here over fifty 
years ago because I wanted to live in a secluded town 
where I wouldn’t be bothered. For the most part, that’s 
still the case.   
 The city (if you can call it that) is located in the 
northern part of Pennsylvania, a little east of center. 
When I moved here back in the ‘50’s it was still a pretty 
small town, but since then it has grown to about 30,000 
or so – most of that due to an influx of supposedly 
rehabbing criminals that have been continually shipped 
here from Philly for the last decade or so. To encourage 
Williamsport to accept these fine new citizens, the state 
paid the city a bunch of money for so-called community 
projects; it wasn’t a fair exchange – this place used to be 
a decent country village with respectable people, but now 
I don’t travel much into the city-proper because of all the 
riff-raff. Sure, Philadelphia is good for being the home of 
my Phillies and I can never have too many Gino’s cheese 
steaks, but keep your criminals there please! 
 Hey, did you know that in the late 1800s Williamsport 
was actually known as The Lumber Capital of the World? 
Or that Williamsport once had more millionaires per-
capita than anywhere in the world? 
 Actually I doubt you know any of this or even care. In 
fact, if you’ve heard of this town at all, it’s likely because 
it’s the home of the Little League World Series. Now if you 
know anything about me at all, you know I love baseball, 
and while I never played (the game didn’t even exist when 
I was in my youth), for whatever reason I can’t get 
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enough of watching this pastime now. Sure my favorite 
team is the Phillies, but being that they are three-plus 
hours away, I rarely get to their games. Nonetheless, if I 
want to see some live ball, I have a couple options – I can 
drive into town and watch the local minor league affiliate 
of the Phillies called the Williamsport Crosscutters, or I 
can go to any number of local Little League games and 
see the sport in its purest form.  
 In addition to going to the little league series every 
August, for a long time I also helped as a volunteer 
assistant coach with some of the local little leagues in the 
1970’s and 80’s – usually at the Brandon Little League 
which was located in a park across the street from my 
friend Frank (yes I actually did have a few people I 
considered friends).   
 I enjoyed my time there and was a stalwart for over 
two decades. Unfortunately, in the late 80’s, I started to 
feel under-appreciated by some of the parents, and later 
on I started to get questioned as to why an old geezer like 
me was so interested in helping out with young boys and 
girls who were not related to me. Eventually it just wasn’t 
worth the trouble anymore. (Gee whiz, it’s not like I was 
recruiting some kid to be my catamite. I simply loved the 
game – is that such a crime?).  
 As for my friend Frankie, he was quite a pal. With a 
shock of black hair filled with Brylcreem, he was a 
greasy-haired Italian-Pollock who was one of the few 
people in the world I’ve ever met who truly got it. It was 
Frankie who introduced me to my ever-faithful friends 
Jim and Jack (Reeves and Daniels that is), as well as to 
such beer classics as PBR, Genesee, and Yeungling. And 
it was Frankie who also turned me on to country music. 
Many a night it was that the two of us would put away a 
case of beer or a few fifths of whiskey listening to Jim 
Reeves, Conway Twitty, or Hank Williams. Yes, Frankie 
understood that life was pretty much pointless unless 
you could find some way to enjoy it; he was quite a 
character – as gregarious as I am quiet – and for over 
forty years we made quite a team.  
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 Unfortunately for me, Frank passed away back in 
2009 and things haven’t been the same since. He was my 
last real friend. He knew my secrets – and he took them 
to the grave.  Funny enough, I was there at his funeral 
mass when his grandson gave what I consider the most 
fitting eulogy of all time – not only was the talk filled with 
humorous stories about Frankie’s life, but at the very 
end, (right there in a Catholic Church mind you), his 
grandson cracked open a can of Pabst and sent Frankie 
off with a toast of ‘one for the road!’ Now, that’s the way 
to go, huh? 
 And yet, I don’t have such a luxury -- I’m stuck here. 
Despite the fact that I still enjoy my baseball, and my 
booze, and my music, I’d gladly give it all away if I could 
only die like my friend Frankie.  
 Truly I’m just oh so tired of being alive. Can you 
understand that? I doubt it. 
 There’s a section of King Solomon’s Book of 
Ecclesiastes (Chapter 12) which comes close to what I’m 
feeling. Let me read it to you, “...The years approach 
when you will say, “I find no pleasure in them.” When the 
sun and the moon and the stars grow dark. When old 
men rise up at the sound of birds, but all their songs 
grow faint. When even the grasshopper drags himself 
along -- for desire is no longer stirred. Then shall the 
dust shall return to the ground it came from, and the 
spirit to the God who gave it. [But for me] Meaningless! 
Meaningless! Everything is meaningless!” 
 If you open your Bible and read that book, you’ll notice 
that I did NOT add that last section about Life being 
“meaningless” – Solomon himself wrote those words and 
he was supposed to be the wisest man who ever lived so 
if you got a problem, take it up with him. In any case, his 
words sure as hell apply to me. 
 But, what more can I do?  
 I can’t die, and yet I don’t want to keep on living. And 
so, I am forced to suffer a meaningless existence – unless 
I can figure out a way to change my fate -- that’s what 
my Project is all about.  
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 (I’d love to finally tell you about something 
IMPORTANT – like my Project – but alas, right now I’m 
supposed to talk about my visions... again.) 
  
 

۞ 
 
 
Today I got MULTIPLE visions, abo-- 
 Eh, what’s that -- you have more questions? But don’t 
you want to hear about my vision? Oh, all right, go 
ahead, ask away... 
 If we are all immortal, why are Miriam and Alan so 
much younger than me?  
 That’s a damn good question -- one that I have often 
asked over the years. Why in hell did Miriam and Alan 
get to remain so young and good looking while I had to 
grow old and haggard? Ha, if only I knew the answer. 
Again, I go back to me supposedly being Jesus’ beloved 
and yet this is how he blesses me? Sounds like a pretty 
raw deal. 
 Was it Jesus who gave immortality to all three of us? 
 Yes.  
 When did he make Alan immortal and why?  
 As for the When – here’s another opportunity for you to 
read that great book I was telling you about – The Gospel 
of John. Open it up to Chapter 11 and you’ll see when 
Jesus raised Lazarus from the dead. As for the Why, I 
would have to say for two reasons: first off, Lazarus was 
very dear to Jesus. We all liked Lazarus and his two 
sisters and they were always kind to us whenever we 
stopped by. Lazarus even travelled around with us for 
awhile. But probably the real reason is that Jesus 
wanted Lazarus to help Mary and I with The Commission 
and I guess Jesus figured Lazarus would be the brain 
power behind the operation. If that’s not correct, then 
your guess is as good as mine.  
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 When did he make Miriam immortal and why?  
 Gee, let’s not get too obvious with our questions, huh? 
Well, this one is a bit trickier – at least for me – because, 
like I said before, Mary and I were never all that close -- 
despite the many centuries we have known each other. 
I’m sure she told me her story many times, but for 
whatever reason I just can’t recall it now. (Hey, I’m an old 
man, we’re allowed to have selective memory, right?).  
 Was there ever something romantic between Jesus and 
Miriam?  
 Honestly, I don’t know. Even though He did spend a 
lot of time with her (especially at the end), Jesus never 
gave us ANY indication that He was nothing but a perfect 
gentleman. In spite of my personal grievances against 
our Lord, I still believe He was 100% a man without sin 
and that, even if He was tempted, He never succumbed.  
 Was Mary of Magdala a prostitute or the adulteress 
whom Jesus saved from stoning?  
 OK, I guess now I DO feel a little sorry for Mary on that 
account, because she really has gotten her name 
muddied up over the years.  
 Here are the FACTS: The woman you likely know as 
Mary Magdalene was a person whom Jesus did cast out 
seven demons from. She came from the village of 
Magdala (a city on the southwest coast of the Sea of 
Galilee). After Jesus exorcised her demons, Mary followed 
us around – however, unlike most of those He cured who 
eventually left our group, Mary continued to stay on and 
got more involved.  
 As for her reputation as a woman of ill repute, I know 
the stories as well as you. She was associated with ‘the 
woman in the city who was a sinner’ (Luke: Chapter 7), 
and even more so, many people still believe that she is 
the adulteress whom Jesus saved from stoning in my 
gospel (John: Chapter 8). In point of fact, Mary is NOT 
either of those women and there really isn’t any evidence 
in The Bible to support those associations.  
 So how did Mary get such a bad rap?  
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 Well, here I must confess that I am partly to blame – 
along with James and Peter. We were the early leaders of 
a new religious sect called The Way and it was pretty 
chaotic after Jesus left us. We did the best we could 
trying to keep things organized as we spread The Good 
News and gained more followers, but Mary had her own 
designs – no, let me correct that statement, she wanted 
to be our new leader!  
 Ah, heeeeellll, no -- I’m not following some upstart 
woman! And the rest of the apostles agreed.  
 But Mary wouldn’t listen. She went off and recruited 
her own disciples. She even went so far as to write her 
own Gospel!  
 What could we do? We had to stop her.  
 So we came up with some rumors to discredit her. 
After all, the city of Magdala was a hotbed for 
prostitution back in our day, so if Mary became guilty by 
association, well, it just made our job all the easier.  
 Unfair or not, our plan DID work and Mary was 
discredited. But look here, the end justifies the means in 
my book – after all, The Way turned into Christianity and 
thereby did we spread Jesus’ message to the world.  
 Do I feel bad?  
 Not really.  
 Just to set the record straight, I will say a few more 
GOOD things about Mary to show you that I can be fair 
and balanced. In fact, Mary was one of the few who 
stayed around to witness most of the events of Jesus’ last 
days – especially his passion and crucifixion. She was 
there at the mock trial, she heard Pontius Pilate agree to 
the death sentence, she saw our Lord beaten and 
humiliated by the soldiers and the crowd, and (along 
with me and Jesus’ mother), Mary stood on Golgotha to 
try to comfort him while he was dying on that cross – 
even whilst all the other disciples fled for their own 
safety.  
 Furthermore, Mary was actually the first person to 
witness the resurrection of Jesus and it was she who 
came back to tell me and Peter about it. In addition, I will 
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admit here and now that Mary was also present when the 
Holy Spirit descended upon us all at Pentecost – so it’s 
pretty safe to say that Mary was one of the Chosen. And 
if she just didn’t cause so much trouble, then perhaps 
things could have gone better for her.  
 But, as you know by now, Mary is not one to keep her 
opinions to herself. Oh well.  
 OK, that’s enough questions for now. Let’s get back to 
our reason for being here – He’s going to be very angry 
with me if I don’t tell you about these prophecies. Pay 
attention, please. 
 
 

۞ 
 
 
Like I was trying to tell you, today I received not one, but 
two new visions. Well, one was more of a memory and the 
other was a revelation... 
 At first, I was transported back in time to witness a 
conversation between Mary and Jesus – it must have 
been shortly before his death. By the look of the 
surroundings it appeared they were in a secluded section 
of the Garden of Gethsemane. 
 “Why do you always talk of leaving us?” Mary asked. 
“Ever since we reached Jerusalem, the only thing you 
talk about is your death!” 
 (Hey, I’ll bet this was that same Passover day I just 
thought about. Yeah, I remember now, it was about mid-
day when Jesus and Mary went off;  Judas was away 
buying provisions, and the rest of us were preparing the 
room. How ironic – I was just thinking about that day, 
huh?) 
 “This is what Father has planned.” Jesus said. “It is 
my destiny.” 
 “But, what about me? Us?” Mary buried her face in his 
chest. “Stay with me. Together we can lead your flocks to 
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salvation. Isn’t that what you want?” (See, I told you she 
wanted to be a leader). 
 “You will indeed have a hand in helping the world find 
salvation.” Jesus held her close. “But your destiny is not 
with me. I must be about my Father’s business.” 
 “You must die?!” Mary pulled back. “Your Father 
wants you to die? Why would he let Evil triumph over 
you? It doesn’t make sense!” 
 “Much of life doesn’t make sense while it is 
happening.” Jesus wiped Mary’s tears. “This is not The 
End. Once it is finished, you will understand.” 
 “So you are just going to let The Pharisees… kill you? 
You’re going to desert your disciples? Desert me? Desert 
the world you came to save?” 
 “It is the only way.” Jesus laid a hand on her shoulder. 
 “It’s not!” Mary pushed his hand away. “It’s not the 
only way. It’s YOUR way. I don’t agree!” (Ah, Mary, 
always the Drama Queen). 
 “It doesn’t matter what I want.” And more softly still. 
“Or what you want, Mary. The Son of Man must obey his 
Father’s will. You KNOW this is the case – Gabriel told 
you so.” 
 “Don’t tell me what The Angel said! Those visions are 
my own; given to me so that...so that...I can change the 
future if need be!” 
 “This is not one of those times, Mary.” Jesus 
cautioned. “Gabriel’s words are a gift. And later I will 
bless you with another gift. You will use them in the 
future to help this world. But, on this occasion, there is 
no action for you to take. What will be, will be.” 
 Mary’s shoulders slumped; even I could tell her heart 
was breaking.  
 “Please don’t leave me in my time of need, Mary.” 
Jesus extended a hand out to her. “I DO need you.”  
 The pain was evident in Jesus’ eyes as Mary looked at 
him. I watched as she began to reach out to take his 
hand, but then… 
 I would guess that here Mary realized that no matter 
what she did, it would not stop Jesus’ death and the 
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thought of him being crucified was apparently too much 
for her to bear – for Mary suddenly cried out in agony 
and ran off – racing to escape her sorrow.   
 Jesus did not chase her. 
 As it turned out, Mary would not see Jesus again until 
he was captured and crucified – but by then it was too 
late.  
 (Suddenly I wondered – did she ever forgive herself for 
deserting her Lord?) 
 
 

۞ 
 
As for my second – and much more interesting – vision, it 
was pretty deep -- think Book of Revelations...  
 As best I could make out, I was witnessing a FUTURE 
event—for I was looking upon The Altar of The One True 
God at The Temple of Jerusalem and immediately I spied 
Chief Rabbi Yona Metzger, Pope Benedict XVI, and Dr. 
Ghaz al’ Ridwan Ma’bus -- all together. Given the hordes 
of people covering the hillsides, I surmised that this was 
the much publicized ceremony that Rabbi Metzger was 
organizing to unite their religions in a new era of 
brotherly love. (Hogwash in my opinion, but who am I to 
object?) 
 My vision blurred for a moment, and when it returned, 
the entire mood had shifted; something was off – for the 
rabbi was now laying motionless upon The Altar -- and 
peering closer I could see he was dead. Looking around, I 
also noticed three crosses in the background -- they had 
an eerie resemblance to the ones back on Golgotha – 
especially since I saw figures on those crosses – crucified! 
 I strained my eyes to identify the victims – only to get a 
major shock – for the first body hanging limply on a cross 
was Lazarus!  
 I turned to the second cross – only to see Mary. 
 (Can you guess who was nailed to the third?) 
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 Yes, it’s always unnerving to see yourself as a bloody 
corpse, but over the years, I’ve been stabbed, shot, and 
killed in so many ways that it doesn’t affect me much 
anymore. Instead what excited me about this vision was 
that, perhaps, just perhaps, this death would really take. 
For if this prophecy was true, it seemed I was looking 
upon the event which I had been waiting nearly two 
thousand years for – my own death! Whoopee!! 
 Now as I told you before, Mary, Lazarus, and I had all 
been made immortal so that we could stop the coming of 
The Antichrist. This was our Commission and if 
successful, we’d be assisting Jesus in his glorious return 
– unfortunately, it was a job at which we had failed 
miserably – many times. For nearly two thousand years, 
we’d been on guard. At various times in the past, my 
friends and I thought The End Times were approaching 
and that the Antichrist walked the earth – yet upon every 
occasion we were wrong.  
 Now, however, it appeared that I was finally seeing a 
different vision – for it was the first which showed the 
deaths of The Immortals – which I always knew was a 
key to The End. Unfortunately for the sake of The 
Commission, again it seemed that my friends and I had 
failed – for in my vision The Beast was very much alive, 
while we three were clearly dead. (Oops!) 
 Once more my vision got hazy. When next it cleared, I 
found myself riveted back to the altar – someone was 
standing there. It was a man who looks like everyman, 
yet no man. He was wearing a crown of thorns and blood 
was raining from his head. For a moment I thought it 
was Jesus, but suddenly I realized it was another – Dr. 
Ghaz al’ Ridwan Ma’bus. 
 Or was it? For his face shifted, and I was left to 
wonder, Is it you, Lord? Are you Ma’bus?  
 Yet there was no time to be sure, for now there was 
more activity over at the crosses. Something was being 
done to defile us -- a figure in white was pushing a spear 
into the sides of our bodies.  
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 That’s when I realized Lazarus and Mary were NOT 
dead after all – for I heard them scream as they got 
impaled. (Did that finally kill them?)  And yet, I had no 
time to ponder further, for now the mysterious murderer 
came over to me.  
 Entering my own body in my vision, I looked down 
upon my murderer, yet before I could make out his face, 
he pierced me too! “YAAAWWWWWP!!!!” I wailed and even 
though it was a vision, it hurt like Hell! 
 To my horror I realized just what we had been speared 
by -- our Nails…Jesus’ Nails! 
 Immediately my soul began to separate from my body 
and I was floating away to... to? 
 Even as I felt my true self being torn from this world, 
my vision shifted back to The Altar. Dr Ma’bus was there 
and the figure in white was approaching him from 
behind. Finally I could see his face clearly -- it was none 
other than Joseph Ratzinger -- Pope Benedict XVI. 
 Then it was that I made a shocking observation: 
Joseph was actually carrying The Nails – something no 
mortal had ever done and lived to tell about it. Yet the 
pope was doing it -- carefully he took each one and 
installed them in a glowing new crown – even as Ma’bus 
was removing his own crown of thorns.  
 His face a picture of <POWER!>, Ma’bus was glowing 
with Victory.  Meanwhile, Joseph face showed a sly smile 
as he lowered the crown filled with our Nails down upon 
Ma’bus’ head... 
 <A Blinding Light from Above!> 
 And the vision expired.  
 Breathless, I was left with but one thought.. 
 Can it really be true? My God, Pope Benedict will be 
responsible for the death of Dr. Ma’bus!  
 But which one is The Antichrist?!? 
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Many Questions 
(June 23) 
 
 
 
 
That very same day, I got yet another vision, yet instead 
of giving me some answers, it simply added to my 
confusion. (Tell me what YOU think). 
 <CLANG! BANG!> The thundering sound caused a 
man strapped to bed to wake up – it was Alan.  
 But just where was he? I could tell that Alan had no 
clue and I was unable to make out much from his lonely 
surroundings. The last thing I remember about Alan was 
that he was on his way to see Joseph – but he got 
jumped by a bunch of goons. After that I didn’t see him 
again – until now. 
 “Ah, finally you’ve decided to join us,” a metallic voice 
blared through a loudspeaker affixed to a nearby wall. “I 
trust your stay has been pleasant? No? Oh well, please 
feel free to take it up with management. Oh yes, that’s 
me. Well, your complaint has been duly noted. Thank 
you.” 
 (Now ho the hell is this joker?) 
 “Wha--?” Alan began. “Who are you? Is this The 
Vatican?” 
 “Please save all your questions till the end of the tour.” 
The voice continued. “Now, if you don’t mind, let’s begin.” 
 Alan tried to sit up – only to discover that he was 
bound to his bed.  
 “Oh, did I forget to mention that?” The voice said. 
“Well, that’s merely a precaution – for your own safety. 
And no this is not The Vatican.” 
 Although he was a prisoner, I could tell that Alan was 
more annoyed than frightened. Did he remember the 
conspiracy theories he and Teri had been discussing 
back in Bucharest? Was he worried about the personal 
safety of his friend Pope Benedict? I don’t know the 
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answers to those questions, but I could see he was no 
mood to banter with some halfwit captor.   
 “What do you want with me?” Alan asked.  
  “Master Alan Zarus, until recently, the Sef de Catadre 
of Bucharest University’s History Department. Prior that, 
you were at Antioch. And before that, Jerusalem – 
serving 15 years there. Then let’s see, oh yes, before that 
you were in the New World – at UCLA, Loyola of Chicago, 
and Saint Bonaventure. Nearly a decade at each – hmm, 
very interesting.” 
 Alan remained silent. (I knew he wasn’t liking where 
this was going). 
 “What I don’t understand is the timeline.” The voice 
replied slyly. “I’ve just rattled off a period of no less than 
seventy-five years – seventy-five! -- yet, you don’t look a 
day past forty. What’s your secret, man? Are you using a 
mountain of Oil of Olay? Have you discovered the 
Fountain of Youth? No, I’ve got it -- you must have the 
Holy Grail!”  
 “Clearly you have me confused with someone else.” 
Alan replied without emotion. “I was only an intern at 
Jerusalem and prior to that had no professional history.” 
 “Oh yes, and I am a retired investor on a pension, living 
here as a Jew in the twilight of my life.” The speaker 
quipped (are we quoting movies now?), “Come off it, man. 
We both know that’s a lie. If you hadn’t been so damned 
overconfident you would have changed your identity. You 
didn’t -- you simply changed your locale. Did you really 
think we wouldn’t find you, Laz—ah, perhaps I’ll save 
that.” 
 Alan flinched, but did not reply.  
 “I DID see that, by the way.” The voice slithered. “But, 
I didn’t need that to confirm anything.” (Obviously his 
captor knew Alan was Lazarus. Oops, hope I didn’t just 
ruin the suspense for you). 
 “What do you want?”  
 “We’re not there yet. I’m having too much fun. Now 
where was I? Oh yes, this impresses me – you’re quite 
the secret society buff; and I’m not just talking research, 
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you’re active! Let’s name just a few, shall we… first 
there’s the prestigious Club of Rome – ooh. And let’s not 
forget The Committee of 300 – very selective. I’m 
impressed -- especially since I was active in those too. 
But, by now, you knew that right, Brother?” 
 (There’s that damn Brotherhood again -- don’t worry, 
I’ll get to that).  
 Alan sighed. “I can see you have quite an imagination.”  
 “Is that so? Then, I’m sure you won’t have any 
concerns about this.” 
  On cue, the door to Alan’s room opened. In walked an 
otherwise non-descript middle-eastern man, clothed in a 
simple black robe. Standing silently, he held a silver 
platter, while looking vacantly at the far wall. 
 Alan’s eyes went to the object on the tray – a wooden 
caisse about a foot long (I’ll bet you know what that is. 
This is not a good sign). 
 Alan struggled to break free, “Damn you!”  
 “Ah, something finally has registered.” The speaker 
jeered. “Come now, did you really think I didn’t know 
about It?” Then instructing the attendant, “Go ahead, 
Iffat, open the case.” (Ah, that’s a BIG mistake). 
 “NO!” Alan urged. “Don’t do it, man. It’s a death 
sentence.” 
 Iffat didn’t heed Alan’s warning, instead he opened the 
black coffin, revealing the lone object inside – an iron rod 
nestled amidst red velvet. 
 At this point, the speaker advised, “All right, Iffat, you 
can close the box.” (Wise move). 
 The servant did as commanded and then left the room 
– despite his protests Alan was powerless to stop him. 
Yet the interrogator laughed, “Don’t worry, my men won’t 
touch the Nail – they know better…now. I just wanted 
you to know your prize was safe. Soon, I’ll have the two 
held by your friends…And YOU will help me get them.” 
 (So he wants my Nail too? Fine by me. Come and get 
it). 
 Yet Alan didn’t agree, “NEVER! I’ll never help you!” 
 Harsh laughter boomed from the speaker in reply.  
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 Alan screamed, “What do you want?” 
 Still no answer came forth.  
 “Who are you?” Alan tried again. 
 Finally, the voice replied, “You know who I am, Brother 
Lazarus.” 
 Showing no emotion or further surprise, Alan closed 
his eyes and simply stated, “You are The Beast.” 
 At that, the door opened, and in walked... 
 (Damn. The vision ended...BEFORE I could get a look 
at The Beast’s face! Who was it? Could it really be... 
Joseph?) 
  
 

۞ 
 
 
My vision about Alan did not end – instead it was 
interrupted – by another view of the Two Witnesses. 
(Want to learn more about them? Read Revelations – 
Chapter 11. It’s good writing if nothing else).  
 “The first seal has passed.” Elijah said, his body 
apparently free from visions for a moment, leaving him 
the opportunity to relax a bit.  
 “The Rider on a White horse.” Enoch sighed, also calm.  
 “He has deceived many and inaugurated the Great 
Tribulation.”  
 “No angel of light is he.” 
 “The fiery Red horse and its rider also has come and 
gone.” 
 “And with him open warfare and civil unrest.” 
 But then Elijah’s agony suddenly returned, “Now is the 
time for the Black Horse!”  
 “Can they resist?” Enoch raised his hands, as if to 
ward off a blow.  
 “No one can resist The Third Seal!” Elijah fell back, 
unconscious.  
 (Actually that’s true – The Third Seal is a bitch!) 
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۞ 
 
 
Just as quickly as the Witnesses came, they were gone; 
once more I was looking back at Alan – and his new 
visitor… 
 So who was it that entered Alan’s room? I’ve got to say, 
I was a bit shocked myself when I saw none other than 
Ghaz al’ Ridwan Ma’bus. 
  I mean, even though I hate the News, even I know 
enough about current events to know that Ma’bus is the 
most beloved world leader of our day. And of course, it 
didn’t help matters to recall that I had actually let myself 
believe that Ma’bus might actually be The Sav— Arg, 
enough of that. 
 “You are The Beast.” Alan repeated. 
 “Call me Ishmael.” Ma’bus quipped. “Or call me 
Irresistible. It matters not to me, Lazarus.”  
 “Well, this is certainly a break from your impeccable 
image, Dr. Ma’bus. What would the rest of the world 
think of you torturing me?” 
 “Torturing you? I have done no such thing. We are 
merely holding you for your own good. I’d say that’s 
pretty altruistic. And as for my image, apparently the 
world likes me quite a bit. After all, the U.N. just elected 
me Secretary General.” Upon seeing Alan’s surprised 
look, Ma’bus added, “Oh, that’s right. You didn’t hear the 
news. Well, allow me to fill you in: Ki-Moon is dead – 
don’t ask me how, I’m sure your friend Benedict had 
something to do with it. In any case, I am the new 
Secretary General. As usual, I gave an impassioned 
speech at my coronation. It was a lovely ceremony. But 
more importantly, I pretty much control the world now.” 
 “But…but…?” 
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 (At this point, I couldn’t help thinking back to Teri’s 
words... “Ma’bus is the very definition of worldly. He can 
fit in anywhere, influence anyone, lead everyone.” So, IS 
Ma’bus The Beast? I’ve got to admit, I’m as confused as 
you are). 
 “What’s the matter? Cat got your tongue?” Ma’bus 
teased.  
 “What do you need ME for? In your own words you 
already said you control the world. What else is there?” 
 “I want souls, dear Brother, SOULS…” 
 (The way Ma’bus said his last comment caused me to 
feel a terrible chill – as if his <presence> was emanating 
malevolence. Sorry, Alan, but immortal or not, I’m glad 
you’re there and not me).  
 Fighting against this, Alan cried out, “There’s nothing 
you could do to make me help you! I don’t care if The 
Brotherhood did help you get control of the UMAN 
territory – clearly we underestimated you, but you’re still 
nothing more than a glorified economist. You’ve already 
been given more than you deserve and when I get out of 
here, I’ll personally see to it that you are finished. You 
can’t harm me and you know it.” 
 “I may not be able to kill you, but I have ways to 
influence you.” 
  “Such as?” 
 “Well, rather than have me tell you, why don’t I SHOW 
you, eh?” And calling back through the doorway, “Iffat, 
enter.” 
 His servant dutifully entered -- head down, awaiting 
his instructions. 
 “Iffat, kindly arrange it so that our guest can go on a 
little tour,” Ma’bus commanded. Then to Alan he added, 
“To the Life Labs.” 
 (Now why doesn’t that sound like a GOOD thing?) 
 
 

۞ 
 



The Untold Revelations of John 

   97 

 
For a moment, even Iffat froze at Ma’bus’ last comment, 
causing Alan to shudder against his will. But Iffat 
quickly recovered and got to work; after further securing 
Alan to the bed’s frame, he adjusted the bed in such a 
way that Alan’s was raised fully upright. Then, after 
unlocking the wheels, Alan’s movable prison was ready to 
go.  
 Ma’bus nodded, “All set? Good. Iffat lead the way.” 
 I watched as they guided Alan through stark hallways, 
devoid of activity. Finally, after descending multiple 
levels, at last they stopped before an otherwise non-
descript room – its only detail of note being the numbers 
on the door, which read Room 101.  (Hmm, makes me 
think of an Orwellian book I once read. Oh, sorry, guess 
I’m getting off track).  
 Ma’bus moved ahead to provide the security codes 
required to enter. Once finished, he opened the door, “Go 
ahead, Iffat.”  
 When his servant hesitated, Ma’bus chuckled, “Don’t 
worry, Iffat, YOU will be exiting again.” 
 Still frightened, Iffat cautiously pushed Alan’s bed 
forward.  
 Torch fires burned in sconces on the walls, swathing 
everything in stark brightness – an evil paradox to the 
deadly pall emanating from Room 101.  
 “One of my Life Lab rooms.” Ma’bus proudly stated. 
“It’s where I ply the task given to me by my father.” 
 “Which is?” Alan could not resist. 
 “Why, that of attempting to unlock the mysteries of 
Life, The Universe, and Everything.” Ma’bus replied in a 
deadpan tone.  
 I looked around. Against the rear wall I noted a steel 
cage – understanding at once that anyone who found 
himself in that cell would be facing a grim future indeed. 
For in the center of the room were three cold-looking, 
metal  tables; beside each was a little push cart, filled 
with a plethora of cutting tools – flaying knives, bone 
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saws, and hooks – as well as situational instruments like 
forceps, clamps and vices. Wash stands too stood at the 
head of each work area. And each table had raised edges 
on all but one side. 
 Seeing Alan also looking around, Ma’bus smiled, “Ah, 
you’re noticed my work stations. You’re probably 
wondering why the sides are mismatched? It’s simple 
really -- whenever I have one of my subjects exposed on 
the cutting board, with their blood flowing freely – and it 
always does – well, I just can’t stand to lose even a drop. 
But with my tables crafted in this manner, I can ensure 
that my participant’s life-force will flow down the slope of 
the table, to run off into tiny troughs waiting below to 
collect that precious liquid. Clever, huh?” 
 Alan’s knees buckled, “Why are you showing me all 
this? It doesn’t matter what you do to me. I’ll never help 
you.”  
 Ma’bus overlooked that, “Prior to our tour, you asked 
how I planned to influence you.” And striding casually 
around the room, he explained, “Surely you were around 
during the so-called Dark Ages, right? Alas, how I miss 
those days. Yet, I digress. You will make a great 
candidate for Nail Removal. Perhaps I’ll pull off a few of 
your toes too. Of course, you can be sure that I won’t 
overlook my favorite method of all – Flaying.” And he 
demonstrated his delicate technique in the air with one 
of his knives. 
 Seeing his words hit home, Ma’bus added, “You see, 
that’s the beauty of it all -- you CAN’T die! I torture you 
forever – until you break. And you WILL break, Lazarus.” 
 Alan gritted, “You can break my bones, but you’ll 
never break my spirit. My Lord will protect that much.” 
 “Even your master broke in the end.” 
 “Preposterous!”  
 “Search your feelings and you know I’m correct.  We 
had Jesus on the brink, ready to give up. You know he 
felt forsaken on that cross. It was his moment of truth 
and when he finally realized his own father abandoned 
him, you know what he wailed...” 
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 “Eloi, Eloi, lama sabachthani,” Alan whispered. 
 “’My God, why have you forsaken me.’” Ma’bus 
translated in delight. “It’s true -- your Master doubted 
himself and all he THOUGHT he was.” 
 “But in the end, God DID save his son.” Alan fought 
Ma’bus’ logic. 
 “Your God broke his promise to my father! The deal 
was that we could tempt Jesus WITHOUT him getting 
assistance from Above.” 
 Alan did not reply. (This was all news to me. Even 
though I said I don’t care, I’m not all that keen on 
doubting the power of God. I mean, it’s one thing for a 
child to complain about his parents, but the kid doesn’t 
usually like it when an outsider is doing the insulting, 
right? That’s kind of how I felt. Ma’bus was really starting 
to get my goat). 
 “Nonetheless,” Ma’bus calmed himself, “We are 
patient. My Father and I know the treacherous ways of 
The Cursed One. After Jesus’ death, when he descended 
to us, we had three good days with him – but there again 
your God broke his promise and forced us to give up his 
pitiful son.” 
 “This is insane. Jesus descended to Hell, overcame 
death, and rose again in victory within three days – just 
as The Scriptures said.” 
 “Documents written by men AFTER the fact prove 
nothing. Talk about Revisionist History.” (OK, so he 
might have a point there, but when else could we have 
written them?) 
 “That’s not even worth a reply.” 
 “Believe what you will. But my point is this -- your 
Christ did NOT defeat Death. And he certainly did not 
defeat my father. If so, why is this war not over? No, the 
FACT is that we let Jesus go.”  
 “You’re mad.”  
 “Perhaps. Even still, I speak the truth. After all, in 
your own Scriptures, didn’t Jesus repeatedly say that 
your own generation would not pass away before his 
second coming? Yet where is he?” 
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 (By now, this was hitting too close to home. If I had 
any power to end my visions, this would have been one I 
sacked. But alas, I was locked in and, like Alan, forced to 
keep listening to this madman). 
 “I tell you the real truth!” Ma’bus said. “Your Messiah 
is a coward.” 
 Alan changed the subject, “I will endure anything you 
throw at me. And my Lord will give me all the strength I 
need.” 
 “I figured you’d say that. Which is why my plan is not 
really to torture you indefinitely, just to give you a taste 
of what your friends will feel.”  
 “What do you mean? Have you done something with 
Benedict?” 
 “Don’t worry about Joseph – evil men are snared by 
their own sin.” 
 “Then who are you talking about?” Alan played dumb. 
“What are you really after, Ma’bus?” 
 “Surely you know that I need all THREE Nails. And as 
to what I want, you know that too, Brother -- I want to 
destroy your master.” 
 (OK, I have to admit, by this point I actually pissed my 
pants – and saying that was because I’m an old man is 
not really true – I was scared. Thankfully, my vision 
finally ended, and I could get back to my bottles of Jack -
- yes, I said bottles – it was the only way I knew I could 
escape my fate…or so I hoped). 
 

End of Book I 
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The Watcher 
(June 24) 
 
 
 
 
John Salem? Who are you? WHAT are you? 
Such were the thoughts of a tired old man – such were 
MY thoughts – as I lay in bed, unable to get anything but 
a fitful sleep. Caught between the dream world and the 
real, I cried out to God, “I am confined to a life I cannot 
escape. Why do you afflict me so? All day long your 
terrors destroy me – and Darkness is now my closest 
friend.” And then mercifully I passed out again – a few 
bottles of Jack Daniels will do that to you.  
 An hour later, I woke up again – only to get another 
terrifying vision... 
 I watched as a Silent Stalker prowled the grounds of a 
middle-eastern palace complex. It was late, perhaps 
during the second watch, yet still a multitude of guards 
roved the stronghold. It didn’t take much effort for me to 
realize where this vision was – Bagdad, capital of the 
UMAN empire.  
 For thousands of years this city marked the center of a 
war-torn region, yet all that changed when Ma’bus took 
over some three years past. Although you and I now 
know that Ma’bus has the power of the supernatural at 
his disposal, his coup was nothing if not peaceful. In 
fact, as far as I know, not a single shot was fired during 
Ma’bus’ formation of The Union of Many Allied Nations. 
This was due to two reasons: one, The Brotherhood was 
backing him. And two (as a result of Number One), 
immediately upon ascension, Ma’bus had the power of 
the armies of Iraq, Iran, Egypt, and the Arabia’s at his 
disposal – having used Brotherhood resources to earn 
support from leading generals in exchange for quenching 
their greed with land and wealth.   
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 With a new giant suddenly facing them (and The 
Brotherhood’s coercion), Israel, Syria, and Turkey were 
powerless to resist UMAN’s advance, thus they too were 
swallowed by the expanding nation. In less than six 
months, Ma’bus controlled the entire Middle East!  (And 
since The Brotherhood controlled the world media and 
the U.N., his coup was without condemnation – if 
anything it was hailed as a world blessing). 
 As for Bagdad, once Ma’bus chose it as his capital, the 
city experienced a cultural rebirth – a much needed 
recovery from the destruction of the American invasions 
during the past two decades. Bringing in engineers and 
designers from the world over, Ma’bus turned the 
fortunes of the city and its people. His renaissance soon 
extended to the rest of the UMAN Empire – whose people 
suddenly enjoyed a newfound prosperity – facts highly 
publicized in the media -- which further increased his 
world stature.  
 Yet Bagdad that was clearly Ma’bus’ first love, for he 
put much effort into making it a world jewel – starting 
with the reconstruction of its most imposing building -- 
the 600-room palace of King Nebuchadnezzar II. 
Overlooking the Euphrates, and shaped like a ziggurat, 
the palace was built upon very locale where the ancient 
Babylon king’s palace also once stood. With some of 
Nebuchadnezzar’s original bricks still rising a few feet 
above the earth, Ma’bus’ workers installed countless 
more sand-colored blocks -- inscribing them with the 
words, Ma’bus, protector of the UMAN race. 
 The monstrous hill-top fortress was surrounded by 
lush Eden-like gardens. Spanning more than five football 
fields in width, Ma’bus’ complex showcased a limitless 
array of impressive towers, arched gates, and majestic 
stairways. Lavish in the extreme, many of the walls were 
painted with 360-degree murals painted in honor of 
Ancient Babylon, Ur, and the Tower of Babel (not to 
mention more than a few of Ma’bus himself). 
 Yet none of this ostentation mattered much to me and 
clearly not to the Silent Stalker I was watching – for I 
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knew she was not here to admire the architectural 
beauty of Ma’bus’ realm, but instead was on another 
mission. 
 
 

۞ 
 
 
Although the world might still view Ma’bus as a leader on 
fire for World Peace, you and I know better now, right? 
And although it’s not publicized, I’d imagine that anyone 
who visits Ma’bus palace might wonder about the in-
your-face military presence – for the dictator’s personal 
kingdom is highly protected by menacing guards trained 
to shoot first and ask questions later.  
 Nonetheless, earlier I saw Ma’bus’ unwelcome intruder 
had no trouble slithering her way over walls, past the 
eyes of countless patrols, and eventually into her present 
hiding spot. And while I was not all that surprised to see 
her be able to pull off a stunt like this, I’m sure you must 
be wondering how she managed to penetrate Ma’bus’ 
defenses so easily.  
 One could argue that it’s not completely unthinkable 
for a lone intruder to scurry past a host of wandering 
guards. And that it’s theoretically feasible for such an 
invader to bypass the many other security systems -- 
provided they knew all the checkpoint codes, the secret 
passwords, and had knowledge of the other 
miscellaneous security challenges. Yet even then, the 
assailant would need quite a bit of luck as well, right?  
 However I say what’s possible in theory is far from 
likely in reality -- unless of course the invader has more 
than luck on their side -- such was the case for Miriam 
Magdala. (Yup, this is another Miriam vision – oh joy). 
 There’s something I think I forget to tell you about 
Miriam – she has an unusual gift. I don’t really 
understand it, but it has something to do with her being 
a kind of Body-Mind Master -- she can control her body 
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in such a way that she can overcome almost any physical 
obstacle. But it’s more than just that, for Miriam is also 
an unparralled Mentalist – not only can she 
communicate with thought alone, but more importantly, 
she has a strange ability to <influence> others. It’s a 
talent she calls her Psychic Probe – an Asmovian 
telepathic skill which, as she once explained, allows her 
to literally get inside the mind of another person, peel 
through their cerebral layers, and then reconnect the 
fibers of their brain in such a way as that other person 
will do whatever Miriam commands them to!  
 (Now do you see why Miriam freaks me out? Oh sure, 
she says that she would never try her Probe on me or 
Alan, but somehow I don’t trust her). 
 While I know that Miriam learned these skills ages 
past, she always refused to tell Alan or I who taught her. 
I believe the technique is dangerous to both her and the 
person she is trying to influence, but she claims that she 
is so masterful at the craft that she can enter another’s 
mind with a touch so light that her probing will leave no 
memory in the mind of the subject -- and certainly that it 
will do them no harm. Miriam often told us that her 
Probe was conducted in such a way that she does not act 
until she locates a group of fibers that have a natural 
tendency to perform in the manner she desires. 
Furthermore, although she says it’s sometimes tedious to 
find such a group of cerebral fibers, Miriam claims she 
can complete a Probe in the merest fraction of a second -
- apparently the realm of the mind is a universe with a 
different timescale. (Hey, I’m just telling you what she 
told me. I’m sure she’ll use it during this vision, so you 
can see for yourself). 
 Despite its effectiveness, Miriam claims she has only 
used her telepathic powers as a last resort in the most 
dire of situations -- for she fears that being corrupted by 
its power. This is probably true, for even I will admit that 
Miriam is first and foremost a God-fearing woman, ever 
on guard against being tempted away from The Path.  
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 However, the capture of Alan by the Antichrist was a 
situation which surely must have met Miriam’s definition 
of dire straits; therefore I’m sure that she wouldn’t 
hesitate to use her Probe as often as needed in order to 
gain access to Ma’bus’ inner stronghold as quickly as 
possible. 
 And so, understanding the mystery of how she 
maneuvered unseen, I watched as Miriam found herself 
in the innermost courtyard of Nebuchadnezzar’s palace, 
outside the window to the section of Ma’bus’ private 
chambers. At present, I could see that she had shrouded 
herself within the confines of a statue that towered in the 
middle of the courtyard.  
 And yet, as I looked upon the sculpture wherein 
Miriam hid, I felt my spine melt from the evil essence 
that oozed from the monument’s stones.  
 The statue was a monstrosity – carved from an 
unknown red rock, it depicted a beast with seven heads 
and ten horns. With the scaly-tail of a dragon, its giant 
body resembled that of a leopard, yet it was poised on 
humongous bear-like feet that skirted a twenty foot wide 
pond. Yet none of these features matched the fear-
inspiring sight of the seven heads – each depicting the 
features of a tortured lion, whose eyes showed a ghastly 
mixture of fear and anger; and while each of the heads 
portrayed a different scowl, all of them spewed forth a 
black waterfall. The statue left me with one conclusion: 
this beast wanted to destroy any who looked upon it! 
 (Although Miriam and you might not recognize it, I 
knew that this statue as The Beast of Revelations 13! And 
thus I knew that Miriam was in deep trouble...) 
 And yet, if Miriam felt what I felt, she didn’t show it, 
instead she steeled herself to remain where she was, for 
the view into Ma’bus’ many rooms that opened up to this 
courtyard was apparently unmatched by any other 
vantage point. Thus, despite the malevolence that 
emanated from the statue, Miriam kept her cover and 
waited – obviously hoping to see Alan and confirm that 
he was still alive. 
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۞ 
 
 
Time passed and my Sight shifted. I saw a room filled 
with ornate decorations from the world over. A succulent 
feast was arrayed atop a massive dining table and 
Ma’bus himself was seated at the head of the board. 
Despite the multitude of chairs, only one other seat was 
filled – by Alan. 
 “Soon enough you will be taken back to Room 101,” 
Ma’bus told his guest. “There you and I will finally learn 
to cooperate with one another. But first I have a few more 
things I’d like to show you – to give you a chance to 
reconsider your position.” 
 Again Alan did not reply, but instead reached forward 
towards the middle of the table and began to help himself 
to some of the delicacies. 
 Ma’bus raised an eyebrow, “Serving oneself before the 
Master is not polite.” 
 “I assume you’ll teach me a lesson,” Alan quipped, 
mouth full.  
 Ma’bus muttered something, but I couldn’t make it 
out; meanwhile his servant made a plate for him as well.  
 The pair ate mostly in silence, with Ma’bus 
occasionally making a comment about world events, but 
Alan never responded. (For my part I couldn’t help but 
remember the proverb: Better a meal of vegetables where 
there is love, than a fattened calf with hatred). 
 (Why do I remember so many proverbs? Well, outside of 
my own writing, the Book of Proverbs and Psalms were 
always my favorites in The Bible. If you are looking to get 
some Wisdom – and who isn’t? – take a gander at these 
sections. It’s like reading a self-improvement book -- 
Good stuff!) 
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 Finally, when he had finished eating, Ma’bus sat back, 
“Ah, let’s enjoy the sunrise, shall we?” And to his 
attendant, “Jamir.” 
 The servant strode to the wall opposite Alan, which 
was covered by a giant purple curtain. Pulling the cords, 
Jamir parted the fabric to reveal a large, pavered 
courtyard, in the middle of which was a humongous 
fountain. 
 My eyes were immediately drawn to a monumental 
sculpture that bestrode the pool – a terrible Beast with 
seven heads and ten horns, each of the heads spewing 
out black water that fell violently down to the roiling 
waters at the Beast’s feet. (There was no doubt that this 
was that same fountain where last saw Miriam hiding. 
Even from this vantage point it gave me the chills and I 
wondered if she was still hiding there?) 
 I realized that it was early morning in my vision, for 
the sun was rising majestically behind the statue. Did 
Alan realize this colossus was The Beast I warned about 
in Revelations?  
 When he shuddered, I got my answer.  
 “I see you like it – it’s ME, you know.” Ma’bus admired 
the statue. And rising from his chair, he boasted. “Ah, it’s 
been merely three years, and yet already I stand on the 
brink of world domination.” 
 “Hardly.” Alan disputed. “So you rule a chunk of the 
Middle East, that’s a far cry from ruling the planet. Even 
if you are the new Secretary General, I’m sure The 
America’s and England aren’t under your power.” 
 “Yet.” Ma’bus calmly replied. “You see, while those 
outliers still resist, they can’t hold out forever – it’s 
simple economics. After all, the EU, most of Asia, and all 
of Africa have already accepted my IdentiChip.” 
 “Giving you power to monitor the every move of their 
citizens? In exchange for what?” 
 “Convenience. Safety. Prestige. Smart nations want 
their citizens to enjoy the freedoms of all UMANity.” 
 “LOSS of freedom.”  
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 “Perhaps.” Ma’bus agreed. “It’s all a matter of 
perspective. You know as well as I that The Third and 
Fourth Seals have been broken. Events are cascading 
forward and people are scared. Wouldn’t you agree to 
give up a bit of privacy if you could rest assured that all 
war, famine, and crime would be wiped out -- making 
your family safe forever?” 
 “And YOU are the man to provide this? Ma’bus, we 
both know you are playing both sides. After all, YOU are 
the cause of all these troubles!” 
 “Maybe you don’t really know me?” Ma’bus joked. “Or 
maybe you do?  If you’ve read Revelations, you know 
what I’m after. This is all just window dressing, a 
rehearsal if you will, prior to the real event.”  
 “You are just a rehearsal. You can’t win. Jesus will 
return!”  
 “Correction, I can’t lose. Do you think I’m only relying 
on mortal men to help my cause?” Then to his attendant, 
“Jamir, bring me my laptop.” 
 After the servant set up his PC, Ma’bus advised, “Alan, 
I think you’ll be interested in this.” 
 On the monitor I could see what appeared to be seven 
webcam views – each showcasing a horrific sight, 
something which I knew was inevitable, but which I 
never believed could actually come to pass... 
 
 

۞ 
 
 
“I trust you know what you’re witnessing?” Ma’bus 
asked. 
 Alan gasped, looking at the screen. “How is this 
possible? How did you subdue… THEM?” 
 “Details. Details. Does it really matter? The point is 
that I have all seven of the Angels -- The FALLEN angels. 
And when the appointed time comes, they will be 
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released, along with their Plagues – giving me the power 
to overcome your master!” 
 (Friends, even though I wrote about this in 
Revelations, I didn’t really think it would come true. 
Ma’bus has The Seven! Do you understand the 
significance? Ach, for your sake, I hope that you don’t – 
it’s too terrifying!) 
 “Oh, look at how you have them shackled.” Alan 
commented in horror. “And why did you tear off their 
wings – can’t you see their wounds are still festering?” 
 Ma’bus admired the sight, while Alan turned away to 
keep from retching. It was gruesome indeed – all seven 
angels were being held in dank cells so small that they 
were forced to stand upright in claustrophobic torture; 
their heads were bound back so that their faces were 
forced to look continuously in the direction of the hidden 
webcams above them. Worse yet, a fiery steam repeatedly 
rose up, adding to their misery.  
 “Their conditions are terrible!” Alan said. “Why all that 
smoke?” 
 “It’s the Wrath of God -- your god.” Ma’bus casually 
replied. Seeing Alan turn green, Ma’bus added. “Surely 
you know your Bible. Each Angel possesses a Golden 
Bowl. Each bowl contains one wrath. The bowls are set 
at the bottom of their cells so that the wraths smoke 
upward – forcing the Angels to endure the punishment of 
their god. It’s genius.” 
 (I’m speechless -- even I didn’t think someone could be 
so cruel). 
 “You fool -- why would they ever want to help you? The 
Angels must hate you!” 
 “On the contrary,” Ma’bus boasted. “They love me.” 
 “What???” 
 “It’s true. Oh at first, none of them were pleased about 
being captured. But in time, after I repeatedly worked 
with them, all began to understand that I am the ONLY 
one who can save them. Now they view me as their 
Savior. They worship me. They live only to please me, 
and when the time comes, they WILL do my bidding.” 
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 (Lord, please don’t let him be correct on that). 
 “You’re mad.” Alan turned away from the awful vision.   
 “Who can say for sure? But that’s beside the point. 
Instead, let me ask you again -- as I have now every day 
since you came here -- will you help me obtain the Nails 
of your friends?” 
 “And I will answer as I have every time you have asked 
that question,” Alan replied acidly. “I’ll never tell you 
where they are.” 
 “Why do you resist me? Do you really think I need you 
to tell me that information? Surely you must realize I’m 
just testing you?” 
 No reply. 
 “I see value in you, man!” Ma’bus averred. “You still 
have a chance to save yourself. Jesus of Nazareth is NOT 
coming back. He’s dead. I tell you the truth.” And here 
Ma’bus stood up and formerly stretched out his hand to 
Alan, “JOIN ME, Lazarus, and find out what’s it’s like to 
LIVE!” 
  Alan slapped Ma’bus’ hand away. “Never! I’ll never 
join you. Even if Jesus isn’t coming back, I would rather 
die than join you.” 
 “So be it.” Ma’bus sighed and sat down. 
 Alan remained standing in awkward silence, while 
Ma’bus merely sat, smiling as he watched the Angels in 
constant agony on his computer screen. 
 After a time, and without looking up, Ma’bus 
remarked, “Don’t you think I know how to press your 
buttons? I know your weaknesses, boy.” 
 As if on cue, the door opened and a beautiful woman 
sauntered in. (I think you can guess who, right?) 
 This time she was wearing purple and scarlet and fine 
jewels graced her neck, yet her long, black hair covered 
her face so that Alan couldn’t see her features as she 
walked over towards Ma’bus and gave him a kiss on the 
cheek.  It was clear that Alan was in no mood to admire 
beauty and thus didn’t really pay much attention when 
first she passed him by, but then the woman turned to 
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face him and said in a honey-laden voice, “I missed you 
in Rome, Alan.” 
  “Teri? What are you do-“ Alan was confused. 
 “Mystery.” Ma’bus interrupted. 
 Teri shrugged at that and then leaned forward to give 
Alan a kiss.  
 “Get behind me, Satan!” Alan backed away in 
revulsion. “Mystery? Why, YOU are the great prostitute! 
The mother of all abominations.” 
 (And so it all begins to fit together. Still confused? 
Well, you know what I’ll say... go to Revelations, Chapter 
17 and read for yourself). 
 At that both Ma’bus and the woman laughed. Finally 
she replied, “Call me what you will, Alan. Yes, my true 
name is Mystery. Yet you seemed pretty happy with me 
the last time we were together…” 
 Alan blushed, “I corrected my error before my sin 
became too great!” 
 “Ah, your sin, is that what you’re calling me?” Mystery 
giggled. “Well, that’s why I’m here now, you see.” 
 “What do you mean?” Alan said guardedly. “What have 
you done with Benedict?” 
 “You know what I mean. And don’t worry about 
Benedict – he’s fine. And he says ‘hello.’ But trouble 
yourself not about that. Instead look at me. Don’t you 
see, I’m here to finish what we started – while you still 
can.” 
 “Wha-?” Alan stopped. 
 “I think what she means,” Ma’bus said helpfully, “is 
that Mystery plans to sleep with you to complete your 
sin…before I kill you.” 
 “Something like that.” Mystery agreed, caressing Alan’s 
cheek, even as he was unable to resist this new assault 
on his soul.  
 (God save him!) 
  



The Untold Revelations of John 

   113 

Friends in Low Places 
(June 26) 
 
 
 
 
The next day I was sitting in my living room, trying to 
relax – it wasn’t working. I think it’s pretty damn unfair 
that not only am I over 2,000 years in age, but worse yet, 
I FEEL that way too. 
 Can you even imagine what I have to go through? Of 
course you can’t. At a time like this, the only thing that 
gives me solace (besides my booze) is remembering my 
friend Frankie. Amuse me for a moment as I try to 
explain -- a while back I told you Frankie died a few 
years ago. Now let me tell you about his life – perhaps 
you’ll learn a thing or two… 
 Frank Stoppa was born here in Williamsport back in 
1924 to a pair of Polish immigrants. He lived a good 
working man’s life – retiring from a factory job in 1987 
after 33 years. After that he served as a park ranger at 
The White Deer Golf Course – if only because he needed 
something to do. I tried to join him there for a job but 
quickly realized I wasn’t cut out for the whole working 
man thing – it was just too much of a grind. When he 
wasn’t working, Frankie could be found at one of his 
many hangouts (and I with him) – we were members of 
the VFW club, The Keystone League, The American Legion, 
The Italian Club, The Polish Club, and (my personal 
favorite) the Gesang Verin Harmonia Club. (Hey, you want 
to go to a place where you can get soused? Go the 
Harmonia – if you’re lucky enough to get in). 
 In his younger days, Frankie always said he was quite 
a hell raiser. At 17 he left high school to join The 
Marines. During World War II he was a sergeant in The 
Corps and spent 19 months in the South Pacific. I 
remember him telling about how a bomber plane he was 
on crashed in the South Pacific due to mechanical failure 
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– I also remember him telling me that HE was the chief 
mechanic! (Yup, that sounds like the Frankie I know).  
 Although he was married to a saint of a woman, 
Frankie was always a ladies’ man and I wouldn’t doubt if 
he had a child (or three) on the side. Hell, I remember 
him boasting to me about a time when he was in the 
military where he used to write the same love letter to 
various girlfriends all over the world (merely changing the 
name of the girl at the top, while still signing Love, 
Frankie at the bottom). There was just one problem – he 
actually had the gall to send that same letter to a pair of 
girls who lived back here in Williamsport and who, 
unbeknownst to him, had become friends while he was 
away at war. Imagine the scene then when these girls 
were at the local beach (which in Williamsport was a 
hangout on the shores of the Susquehanna River) and 
they shared with one another a letter from their 
boyfriend – the same boyfriend and worse yet the same 
letter! Amazingly, Frankie was still able to convince one of 
these girls that the letter was really meant just for her 
and that SHE was the only one for him – indeed, that girl 
was Pauline and she eventually became Frankie’s wife of 
nearly 60 years. (As I said, Frank was quite charming).  
 I was also continually amazed at how he cheated death 
-- whether it be that plane crash in the South Pacific, the 
multiple times he rolled his car down the side of a 
mountain (usually the result of a drunken incident), or 
even the fact that he had smoked and drunk well more 
than his fair share for nearly 70 years – Frankie was 
surely a cat who had nine lives (and who actually used 
TEN of them).  
 Eventually I just figured that Frankie was an immortal 
like me...as usual, I was wrong. 
 Frankie died just like all the rest. Oh, I don’t 
remember exactly what got him, could have been the 
heart condition, the emphysema, liver cancer, 
complications from deep vein thrombosis, or any of the 
other host of ailments that he suffered from. I just don’t 
know.  
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 But what I do know -- what I remember as if it was 
yesterday -- was this one fact: confident of his chances in 
the afterlife, Frankie was not afraid to enjoy life. He also 
wasn’t afraid to die. Despite his sins (and they were 
many), he had made his peace with God and Pauline 
(who passed away back in 2004) and he was ready to 
move on. His stubborn confidence in spite of the odds 
against him was something I will never forget. He was a 
good man. He taught me how to enjoy life again. And yet, 
Frankie was ravaged by the effects of age – just like me. 
 The problem is, unlike Frankie, I can’t get relief from 
my ailments. I too have aches. I too have pains. I have a 
host of undiagnosed diseases that I carry with me as 
well. (What – you thought just because I’m immortal, I’m 
completely healthy? Hardly). I have the body of a man in 
his eighties and I am forced to live within this decrepit 
husk every day of my horrible life. 
 What’s that? How did I have the strength to pick up a 
200+ pound intruder? How does my body recover when I 
am injured or murdered?  
 Look, I don’t have answers to those questions. All I can 
tell you is that Christ made me immortal shortly after his 
return from the grave and later my body stopped aging 
when I lived on Patmos and wrote Revelations. Whenever 
I get injured my body eventually recovers back to the 
condition it was in when I was on Patmos – which is that 
of an 80-something year old, complete with all the 
problems of a man that age. 
 (The point is that it’s no fun to be this damn old and I 
want some sympathy from YOU! Is that too much to 
ask?) 
 
 

۞ 
 
 
A couple hours passed, yet nothing changed for me. I 
was still sitting on my couch, only now I was getting 
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ready to watch my Phillies play. If the end of the world 
really was coming, then I wanted to be like Frankie and 
enjoy myself for as long as I could. After all, God destroys 
both the blameless and the wicked so why should I 
struggle in vain? 
 “Thanks for staying with us.” Phillies Broadcaster Tom 
McCarthy said from my new TV – a gift from a local 
charity. “We have a doozy. 5 to 2, Giants lead in the 
bottom of the seventh. Bases loaded, two outs, and Ryan 
Howard is coming up to the plate. What’s your take, 
Gary?” 
 “The Giants had to change their pitcher.” McCarthy’s 
partner Gary Matthews jumped in with his color 
analysis. “Lincecum was on the verge of falling apart. 
Let’s see what Miller can do with the mess he just 
inherited.” 
 “And…here’s the pitch from Miller… Strike one!” 
 I sank deeper into my Laz-E-Boy – with my Phillies 
losing, the game was not to my liking -- naturally I 
blamed the broadcasters. Oh sure, McCarthy and 
Matthews were good, but for my money I still prefer 
Harry Kalas and Richie Ashburn. Nonetheless, I couldn’t 
curse like I wanted to because over on the sofa sat one of 
my friends – Craig Wozniak.  
 Craig was a 22-year old snot-nosed student at 
Lycoming College; apparently visiting me was somehow 
part of his internship. For my part, I could never quite 
recall how I got roped in to the college’s Elderly Outreach 
Program, but whenever I tried to talk to someone about 
removing my name from their lists, I was gently 
reminded that my utility bills were being paid by a 
government assistance program and that the Outreach 
Endeavor was one of the so-called benefits. Since my 
cable bill was part of this package and since that is how I 
got access to my Phillies, inevitably I gave up my 
demands for privacy and thus occasionally allowed do-
gooders like Craig the opportunity to come by.   
 On his last visit, Craig found out that my old TV was 
kaput (I think he was surprised to see the TV kick the 
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bucket before I did). Today he brought me a new 32” 
HDTV from the charity.  
 “So what do you think about your new monitor, 
John?” Craig admired the gift. “Want me to show you 
how to use the remote?” 
 I merely grunted.  
 Craig waved the device again. “You don’t have to get 
up to change the channel any more. Now all you have to 
do is click, like this.” 
 “Don’t change that dial, boy!” 
 “Oh, sorry. So, do you think our Phillies will pull it 
out, John?”  
 “Don’t know.”  
 “Who’s your favorite player?” 
 “The one batting now.”  
 “You like Howard too?” Craig smiled, thinking he was 
finally making a connection with me. “Yeah, he’s always 
been mine t--“ 
 “No.” I interrupted. “I like WHOEVER is at bat for the 
Phillies because that means we still have a chance to 
win.” 
 “Oh. I see.” Craig looked at his watch, pained with 
boredom. 
 “Swung on…it’s a high fly ball… the Phillies might take 
the lead right here!” McCarthy shouted from the TV. 
“Back…back…BA—“ 
 <BUZZ! BRRR!> The screen was mess of blurry lines.  
 “NOOOOO!” I shook my fist at the interruption. 
 “What’s going on?” Craig said, as the TV refocused and 
we looked upon a new scene – The Phillies game replaced 
with a view from above a dark cave within which two 
men were laying in squalid conditions. 
 “Gol’darnit, not another special broadcast.” (At the 
moment, I was so upset I didn’t really notice what was 
being shown). 
 “I don’t know, John. It looks like too strange for a news 
report. Those guys look like prisoners of some sort – 
they’re shackled to the wall!” 
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 Looking again at the TV, I recognized the Two 
Witnesses and realized they were about to deliver a new 
prophecy – yet this only annoyed me all the more 
because it surely meant I’d miss more of my game. And 
yet there was nothing I could do but sit and watch.  
 The prophets’ cell looked cold and brutal, with dirty 
hay strewn about the floor, and a hole in the corner for 
their toilet. Still dressed in those filthy burlap rags, 
Elijah and Enoch now had sores which blanketed their 
bodies. Heavy wrinkles notched their unshaven faces, 
and their oily hair stuck in ratted mats to their heads. 
Yet it was their eyes – or rather their empty sockets -- 
that captured your attention and made it impossible to 
look away. Even I was taken aback – for the more I 
stared, the more I felt myself being pulled into the black 
caverns in their faces, as if they were the passage to a 
forsaken afterlife. (It gave me a case of the Jimmies). 
 “Are they dead?” Craig asked. 
 “How should I know?” I lied to brush Craig off.  
 Suddenly I saw Enoch rise up -- swaying on his feet, 
he gurgled a bit before proclaiming, “Sixth Seals we had 
spoken of, yet another is to come.”  
 The second man sat up, “And it too shall be broken.” 
 Just like that, both fell back to the ground...and 
rested. 
 Craig sat back in the sofa, “What do you make of 
that?” 
 I didn’t reply -- for I knew there was more to come. 
Peering through tightened eyelids, I grew angrier by the 
second, waiting for the inevitable. 
 “144,000 will escape.” Elijah murmured, as if half-
asleep. 
 “Their names in the Book of Life.” Enoch replied. 
 “Their robes will be washed white with the blood of The 
Lamb.”  
 “ARRRG!” Both prophets cried in unison, covering 
their ears in a futile effort to ward off the BOOMING of 
great trumpets – blasts which not only pummeled them, 
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but us as well. The rush of sound so loud I wouldn’t 
doubt if the world over shook from the thunder! 
 “DISASTER!”  Enoch wailed. 
 “WOE!” Shouted Elijah. 
 “The Seventh Seal…”  I whispered, as the seers cried it 
to the world. 
 Again the trumpets, louder than before – and I felt as if 
the foundation of the world shook. The TV went dead 
even as Craig and I tried to steady ourselves.  
 “WHOA! What was that?” Craig screamed. “I’m getting 
out of here! I’ve gotta see if my family is OK!” And I 
watched as he raced out – not giving a second thought to 
the elderly man he was supposed to be caring for. 
 In reality, I didn’t care that Craig had deserted me, 
instead I merely glowered in my chair, incensed with 
anger. “Oh, God, what have I done that You oppress me 
like this? Why do you always spurn the work of my 
hands? Please kill me now and get it over with.” 
 (Obviously I didn’t get my wish).   
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Chairs of Woe 
(June 27) 
 
 
 
 
I wasn’t surprised the next day when my Sight showed 
me Ma’bus again.  
 I no longer had any questions that he was The Beast. 
And even though I didn’t want to take part in the fight 
against him, I found myself unusually intrigued by him – 
like watching a horror movie where you can’t look away... 
 “Seven Rooms. Seven Chairs.” Ma’bus said to Alan.  
 It was evening. A day and a half after I last saw them 
in Ma’bus chambers, yet I could see in Alan’s face that 
much had occurred in that time. 
 To begin with, I guessed Mystery that had delivered on 
her promise. And although I was sure that Alan probably 
tried to resist her, in the end, Mystery had likely forced 
herself upon him and thus consummated his sin -- much 
to his horror.  
 That must have happened the previous night. Since 
then I’d wager that Alan was probably left alone to 
wallow in his own self-pity. Looking at the hopelessness 
on his face, it was easy to see that Alan was not thinking 
straight and I knew if he didn’t get out of there soon, his 
soul was going to be lost. 
  (For a brief moment, I felt a tug on my heart, pulling 
me to help my friend. But I squashed this – after all, Alan 
knew the danger of being a Keeper of The Nails – we all 
knew this day would come sooner or later; now it was 
simply Alan’s turn to face the music.)  
  Standing alongside Ma’bus, Alan was at the end of a 
hallway, with seven doors forming a semi-circle to the 
fore. Behind the doors, only the unknown awaited. Yet, 
just then some color came into Alan’s face and he 
straightened his back, “The Lord saves -- let us exalt His 
name forever.” 
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 Ma’bus chuckled at Alan’s attempt to show faith, “Ah, 
nice try, ol’ boy, but it won’t work here. Oh sure, we both 
know that you’ve been able to praise your way through 
the storm before, but your words ring hollow on this 
occasion. I can sense your self-doubt, Alan, it’s gnawing 
at you.  This is your Moment of Truth but you can’t help 
feeling like you’ve already lost.”  
 Alan didn’t reply directly to Ma’bus, but instead looked 
upwards, “Oh, Lord, how can I be delivered now? For I 
am already in Satan’s hands.” 
 Ma’bus grinned at that. “The Lord has assigned you 
your portion and your cup, eh? Do you accept it?” 
 Hanging his head, Alan said, “There is a time for 
everything – a time to kill and a time to heal, a time for 
love and a time for hate, a time to be born and even... a 
time to die.” At last he looked boldly at his captor, “I will 
not shy away from my destiny. But I also know this -- 
The Lord redeems his servants – and no one who takes 
refuge in Him will be condemned.” 
 “That’s nice. In any case, let me present…” And here 
Ma’bus put on his best game-show host persona as he 
stood in front of the seven doors, “The Chairs of Woe.”  
 Each door had a name printed on it in Latin, which 
Ma’bus read off, “Luxuria, Gula, Avaritia, Acedia, Ira, 
Invidia, and Superbia.” Then translating further, “Lust, 
Gluttony, Greed, Sloth, Wrath, Envy, and Pride.” 
 “I understood you on the Latin.” Alan stated without 
emotion. “The Seven Deadly Sins. How clever.”  
 “Well, obviously I didn’t bring you all the way here to 
just leave you in the hallway. So, which will it be?” 
 Alan remained silent. 
 “Well, we can eliminate Lust,” Ma’bus jeered. “You’ve 
already experienced enough Woe from your time with 
Mystery, eh?” And even as Alan blushed painfully, 
Ma’bus piled on, “Or maybe you really DID enjoy your 
time with her and you just won’t admit it?”  
 “That’s enough, you dog.” 
 “That leaves you six options. Which Chair would you 
like?” And before Alan could reply, Ma’bus added, “Of 



M. C. Stoppa 

122 

course, you do understand that once you experience 
even one of MY Chairs, you will never be the same. Most 
people perish from the terrors they experience, but, I’m 
interested to see what’s going to happen to you, my 
immortal Lazarus.”  
 Alan remained silent. 
 Ma’bus made no effort to say anything either and the 
minutes dragged by. 
 At last Alan spoke, “I gather your expectation is that, 
since I can’t die, once I experience the Sin from one of 
your Chairs, it… will engulf my soul.” And sweating, he 
spoke on, “And furthermore, you’re hoping to force me to 
endure… ALL Seven Chairs… so that you can see if it’s 
possible to… destroy the soul of an immortal?”  
 (Actually I was thinking the same thing -- again I was 
sad for Alan but grateful that it was not ME in that 
position).  
 Apparently Ma’bus didn’t think Alan would have 
guessed that because he had a look of astonishment as 
he applauded, “My good man, you truly are a Sef de 
Catadre! Again I ask you to join me!” And Ma’bus held 
out his hand. “Come, be my second in command. Surely 
I am offering you a higher post than what the Cursed 
One and his Son have promised you.” 
 “At least the promises of my Master are to be trusted. 
Yet, we both know yours are worthless.”  
 “As you wish. Again, your loss.” And then, looking 
back towards the doorways, Ma’bus asked again, “Well, 
which room will it be?” 
 “A righteous man may have many troubles, but the 
Lord delivers him from them all.” Alan avoided the 
question. “After all, what can mortal man do to me? I am 
protected by God Himself.” 
 “First of all, let me remind you that I am no mortal 
man. And secondly, if you won’t choose your fate, then I 
will do it for you...” 
 (Which door would YOU have chosen: Lust? Gluttony? 
Greed? Sloth? Wrath? Envy? Or Pride?) 
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Day of Doom 
(July 4) 
 
 
 
 
It was over a week before I finally found out what 
happened to Alan. During that time, I tried to drink 
myself into oblivion.  
 You still don’t understand, do you?  
 Who has woe? Who has sorrow?  
 Let me tell you -- those who linger over their drink – 
watching it sparkle and rejoicing when it goes down 
smoothly. But, in the end, it bites like a snake and 
poisons like a viper. For my eyes ever see strange sights 
and my mind imagines confusing things. “They hit me!” I 
cry. And in the next breath, “But I’m not hurt? They beat 
me! But, I don’t feel it?” And when I wake, all I can thing 
about is…”so when can I find another drink?” 
 Yet, I have an addiction, but I like it.  
 I was so damn drunk this past week, even if I did get a 
vision, it didn’t register – which is all right by me. But, 
then, after I ran out of liqueur, and being too lazy go to 
the store, I found myself languishing in bed with a 
terrible headache. Just as I began to get sober – 
naturally that’s when He snuck in another vision on 
me... 
 
 

۞ 
 
 
I was looking in on a small flat – Alan was comatose in a 
bed and Miriam sitting beside him, “God is our refuge, 
Alan. Fear not – though the Earth give way and the 
mountains fall into the sea, we will trust in the Lord.” 
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 Meanwhile, my attention was drawn to a small TV in 
the corner of the room – a German anchorman was 
struggling to deliver the news, “None will ever forget June 
26 – The Day of Doom. Current death tolls are simply 
beyond imagination. Japan is gone – engulfed by a 
massive typhoon; 130 million dead. The same monster 
waves also ravaged China’s coast, killing perhaps half a 
billion more.”  
 After a heavy sigh, the reporter continued, “Elsewhere, 
scientists have advised that a fissure caused Antarctica 
to break apart -- sending nearly a quarter of that icy 
mass out into the southern seas, swelling the oceans. 
Flood waters have since ravaged South Africa, Australia, 
and South America. Little communication is possible at 
this time and uncounted tens of millions are suspected 
dead.” Another pause. “Today is the traditional 
Independence Day for The United States, yet that 
country has its own laments from the 26th. U.S. 
scientists are advising that the earth’s crusts shifted 
beneath the westernmost part of their continent, causing 
a giant sinkhole to open in the sea floor which appears to 
have swallowed the province of California. 40 million 
presumed dead.” 
 (Now do you see why I was drinking so much? These 
are not the kind of chipper tidbits I like to hear – 
especially because, ever since that day, all sporting 
events had been cancelled! And worst of all, on June 26, 
MY Phillies were playing a series against the Giants – the 
SAN FRANCISCO Giants! Ugh, now they’re gone too. 
Damn you, Ma’bus!) 
 Just then the newsman put down his papers and 
looking directly into the camera; with wild eyes he said, 
“This can only mean one thing: the end of the world is 
nigh! Prepare your souls f--—“ But the screen went black 
and was quickly replaced by a message in German which 
read, We are experiencing technical difficulties. Please 
bear with us.  
 (Ha, that old fool doesn’t know how right he is). 
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 At this point, I guess Miriam had seen enough for she 
used the remote to turn off the TV. (Goodie for her – so 
she knows how to use a remote. Gee, she might as well 
be a monkey collecting coins on the streets of old New 
York).  Once more she looked down at Alan, lying 
motionless in his bed, “My soul finds rest in God alone,” 
She whispered. “He is our rock -- we will never be 
shaken.” 
 Of a sudden, I got a momentary pain in my head 
(whether this was due to my hangover or the prophecy I 
couldn’t say) and as the haze cleared, I found myself 
presented with an array of new sights:  I was still 
watching Miriam, but apparently my vision had shifted 
back in time -- for once more she was hiding in Ma’bus 
courtyard within the statue of The Beast…  
 
 

۞ 
 
 
In my vision, it was early morning and it looked as if 
Miriam was on the verge of abandoning her hiding spot, 
when of a sudden the curtains of the dictator’s parlors 
opened – to reveal Alan at breakfast with Ma’bus. 
 (Hmm, this must have been that meeting we saw – 
back on... June 25th? Gee, sometimes it’s pretty cool to 
see how these visions all fit together, huh?) 
 Surely Miriam must have been able to see Alan at the 
table, because the open windows afforded her a great 
view. Yet for the time being she didn’t move from her 
hiding spot.  
 We watched them dine. Then we saw Alan’s distress 
over something that Ma’bus showed him on his laptop, 
and then we witnessed Alan’s rejection of the tyrant’s 
offer of friendship. All of this must have seemed good in 
Miriam’s opinion. However, I watched her grow 
concerned when a beautiful young woman entered the 
room. There was no doubt in my mind that Miriam would 
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view Mystery as an evil temptress and I think she fully 
expected Alan to be put off by her. However when it 
became clear that Alan actually recognized Mystery, and 
worse yet that Alan later went away with her, suddenly I 
saw Miriam’s confidence drain – for I knew that she 
wondered how any sane man could be willingly led away 
by such an obviously wayward woman. (Even I had to 
admit from this vantage point that Alan looked like a 
lamb to going to the slaughter). 
 Miriam flinched – clearly she wanted to get inside the 
palace and rescue Alan, however in the bright light of 
day, with guards all around, and with Ma’bus still 
situated within view in his parlor, it was obvious she was 
unable move.  
 And so we waited.  
 It wasn’t until later that evening before Miriam could 
actually make her way inside the palace – and even then 
she wasn’t able to enter Ma’bus’ private section, but 
instead had to sneak her way inside one of the side areas 
that were a less guarded. Once inside, I watched her 
begin a systematic search of the palace, trying to find a 
way to relocate Alan.  
 It was a slow process – after all, even with her mental 
gifts, Miriam didn’t know where to look, and she still had 
to hide from countless guards – all while trying to fly 
under the radar of Ma’bus’ intricate security systems.  
Furthermore, even though I knew that Miriam had 
communicated in the past with Alan using her telepathic 
gifts, right now she had no idea where to project her 
mind to and thus couldn’t locate him with this technique 
either.  
 As the hours passed, Miriam grew desperate – I 
wouldn’t be surprised if she was thinking about what 
that woman might be doing to corrupt Alan… 
 In her panic, Miriam began to use her Psychic Probe 
with more regularity – frantically questing for knowledge 
about Alan. Apparently she did get some intelligence in 
this manner, because after a brush up with one of the 
household personnel, she made straight for Alan’s cell 
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room – however when she got there, it was empty. From 
the mind of another, she must have gained whispers of 
Ma’bus’ dungeon-like laboraties – yet when she searched 
there she discovered that none of them held Alan.  
 (Interestingly enough, I noted when Miriam realized 
that some of the cages inside the Life Labs were 
occupied, she did NOT take the time to help those 
prisoners – instead leaving those forsaken souls to God’s 
will, while she continued her search for Alan? Well, 
nobody’s perfect).  
 Meanwhile, further probes garnered her more insights, 
yet all led to additional dead ends. Apparently no one 
seemed to know where Alan was now. And none could 
give any insights into the woman of mystery that had 
Miriam so concerned.  
 The 26th soon passed and as the afternoon of the 27th 
approached, Miriam’s haste increased and she began to 
use her Probe with such brutality that whoever she 
encountered was left in pretty bad shape (I heard later 
that the palace physicians were forced to deal with a 
number of inexplicable stroke cases that day). 
 And still she carried on – finally, while traversing one 
of the sub-levels again, Miriam came across a non-
descript servant shuffling along with his head down. 
Given that the man was so lethargic, I thought Miriam 
might let him pass so she wouldn’t have to waste any 
time, but as he loped past her hiding spot, apparently 
she caught a <whisper> from the man’s mind. 
Immediately then, Miriam surged inside his brain – 
ransacking through his mental fibers to find out if he 
knew where Alan was. As it turned out, he did! 
 Miriam discovered that the servant’s name was Iffat 
and he was one of Ma’bus’ personal attendants. But 
more importantly, Miriam learned that Iffat had earlier in 
the day escorted Alan and Ma’bus to a hidden corner of 
the underground complex, to a hallway which ended in 
seven doorways -- to a place which held The Chairs of 
Woe. 
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۞ 
 
 
I continued watching this past event – seeing Miriam 
leave Iffat to fall in a heap, as she raced to Ma’bus’ 
torture chambers. 
 The hallway was empty when she arrived – and 
ominous -- this was not a place that anyone would want 
to intrude into. Nonetheless, Miriam read the Arabic 
scripts plated on each door: Luxuria, Gula, Avaritia, 
Acedia, Ira, Invidia, and Superbia.  
 “The Seven Deadly Sins,” she said grimly. “Do not be 
far from me, Lord, for trouble is near and there is no one 
to help.” 
 Yet she brushed aside her own fears and began to 
<probe> into the rooms...  
 (As you’ll soon see, this was an odd vision because not 
only was I looking in on Miriam’s physical body, but I 
actually felt like my own mind was transported into the 
rooms too!)  
 As soon as we <moved> inside the room, I could tell 
that Miriam found more than she bargained for because 
a surprising <force> surged back against us and Miriam 
herself was suddenly thrown backwards! 
 After recovering from her daze, Miriam got back up 
and hesitantly moved back towards the first door, yet 
this time she did so more cautiously – peeking inside 
verses rushing in like before. 
 The fires were still there, but this time, Miriam (and I) 
were prepared for their mental onslaught. Steeling 
herself against their illusory pains, Miriam began to 
search through the room. Yet once again, she 
underestimated the force she was contending with -- for 
even though the flames did not affect her, she was 
assaulted by a scene of total debauchery. The room was 
filled images of with every kind of sexual deviance known 
to man: adultery, bestiality, rape, incest, and further 
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transgressions worse than these -- for this was Luxuria, 
and it held the Chair of Lust!   
 <Ugh!> Miriam pulled herself back from the horrible 
visions.   “I must go back in,” Miriam said to herself. “If 
Alan is there, I have to find him.” Again, Miriam prayed, 
“Be not far off, O Lord. You are my strength!” And she 
cautiously pushed her mind back into the obscene room. 
 Visions of sexual immorality assaulted 
her…overwhelmed her… beckoned to her. She did her 
best to try to stay above the fray, searching for Alan 
within this madness, yet the longer she allowed her mind 
to remain inside Luxuria, the more that Miriam found 
herself being pulled towards the obsessive 
transgressions.  
 (As for me, I didn’t even try to resist. What will be, will 
be. And as an old man who hasn’t known a woman for 
centuries, well...) 
 Slowly, more and more of the people committing these 
terrible acts became aware of Miriam’s presence. They 
called to her, inviting her to join them, showing her the 
satisfaction that could be obtained by participating in 
this excessive love of each other.  
 Miriam resisted. 
 She kept searching for Alan, but more of the 
participants called her to join them -- to submit to them, 
to forget about the future and enjoy the PLEASURE OF 
NOW.  
 Miriam continued to resist. 
 Yet, the scene grew more intense. The acts more 
obscene. The flames stronger and hotter.  
 Soon, Miriam felt herself being pulled in by the 
lechers. Her inhibitions were clearly weakening…  
 (By now, even I was getting a bit appalled at what was 
going on, and yet...) 
 <NO!> Miriam pulled her mind out of Luxuria. “Alan is 
not in there!” She hissed – HOPING that she was correct 
– and retreating away from this awful hallway. I watched 
her run from the corridor and jump into the first lonely 
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room she could find – she obviously needed time to 
gather herself and I knew that it would not be easy.  
 Nearly an hour later, after many tears and prayers, 
Miriam emerged from hiding and cautiously made her 
way back towards The Hallway of Woe.  
  By now, it was clear that each room, each Chair, 
would attempt to overwhelm Miriam with its Sin. 
Understanding that she could not win this battle alone, I 
was not surprised to see her call upon her God, hoping 
that He could help her resist Temptation and thus find 
Alan, “But as for me, I will always have hope – I will 
praise Him more and more!” 
 Miriam then looked up at the next room - Gula.  
  
 

۞ 
 
 
The Chair in Gula confronted us with conflicting images. 
We saw sins committed by those who had an excessive 
desire for food and by those who were purposefully 
withholding food from others.  We saw people eating too 
much. Eating too passionately. Eating everything – even 
THEMSELVES! 
 Despite her repulsion, I sensed Miriam realize that she 
herself hadn’t had anything to eat in over a day – for I felt 
her hunger gnaw at her. She started talking to herself 
about her next meal, then craving for some of the 
delicacies that she saw at the breakfast where Alan and 
Ma’bus dined, then desiring to fill herself with excessively 
costly foods, then hungering for the blood of animals, 
then salivating for the taboo... 
 (By now I was thirsting for some Jack – straight up. 
Please!! Very quickly I felt as if I was about to rip at my 
throat in an effort to overcome an unquenchable thirst)... 
 “Enough!” Again Miriam pulled us back. “Alan is not 
there.”  
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 Next we searched Avaritia – the Room of Covetousness. 
Once more a Chair confronted us with a sin against God. 
Here we saw the floor covered with mud, and more than 
a few people joyfully groveling in the dirt – totally fixated 
on earthly thoughts.  Elsewhere we witnessed scenes of 
disloyalty, deliberate betrayal, or treason – all which 
resulted in some form of quick, personal gain for the 
sinner. Looters, scavengers, hoarders – these too were 
out in force. Violent men took what they want. Others 
manipulated the weak to steal from them. And everyone, 
everyone was overcome with GREED! 
 Once again, Miriam (and I) felt ourselves being enticed, 
but as soon as she confirmed that Alan was not inside, 
Miriam left this room and thus we were no worse for 
wear. 
 After that little victory, I could sense that Miriam’s 
confidence was growing.  However, she underestimated 
the power of “Slothfulness” and this would turn out to be 
a major mistake – for it was Acedia that nearly did us in. 
 Now at first Miriam’s overconfidence seemed justified -
- for not much was happening.  We saw examples of 
overwhelming laziness and indifference. Some people 
were simply unwilling to take action – either to help 
themselves or others, no matter the potential reward or 
danger. Others had fantastic talents that were readily 
apparent, yet they too refused to act in order to share 
their gifts. Potential was left untapped. Grace left 
undone. And although unfortunate, Miriam was 
unaffected -- she almost allowed herself to be amused. 
(For my part, I was content to just languish and I 
actually began to feel a kind of peace. I must say, it was 
pretty nice). 
 However, we both failed to notice when the allure of 
the room began to <change>. Soon we began to witness 
examples of melancholy, apathy, and depression. We saw 
others trapped in a world of joylessness — refusing to 
allow themselves to enjoy the Goodness of God. (I felt 
myself drawn to this crowd).  
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 Quickly then, the emotions escalated -- we felt a sense 
of spiritual apathy – with images of the faithful being 
discouraged from their religious work. Elijah being 
hunted down by a murderous king. David pursued by 
Saul. My friend John the Baptist left for dead in Herod’s 
dungeon. Then, even myself abandoned by Christ!  
 Tristitia (Sadness)– confronted us – for Acedia was 
historically more defined by spiritual discontent than by 
mere physical laziness – yet too late did we remember 
this important fact! Suddenly, I could sense my very soul 
being sucked into the room.   
 Meanwhile, I could tell that Miriam felt an uneasiness 
of spirit. I was giving in, while Miriam grew more restless. 
She tried to remove herself from the room but I wouldn’t 
let her take us out. I resisted her – for now I realized that 
I didn’t want to ever leave!  
 Miriam called upon God to help her, but no 
deliverance came. And I rejoiced as Doubts assaulted 
her. 
 Do you really love God with all her heart? I shouted at 
her as a mysterious voice from within the Room. 
 With all your mind? 
 With all your strength? 
 With all your soul? 
  I tried to trick Miriam into remaining here forever. In 
the past, I knew her answers to all my questions had 
been “YES!”, but using the power of this room, I 
convinced Miriam that now she didn’t know for sure. I 
told her that her love for God was trickling away – that 
which had ever sustained her was seemingly insufficient, 
draining, absent. 
  What good is your mission? I asked. If The Scriptures 
are truly divine, do they really need HER actions to be 
fulfilled? Surely, if they were true, then God would fulfill 
them regardless of what she did? Hadn’t she worked long 
enough? Two millennia? Certainly she deserved a chance 
to rest for a bit! 
 I could sense Miriam’s desire to allow herself to 
perhaps just sit down and rest a bit.  
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 No, to lie down. I encouraged.  
 To sleep.  
 To be.  
 Yes, to just BE.  
 To…to… 
 Suddenly Blackness engulfed us… 
 (Was this The End I had for so long been hoping for?) 
 
 

۞ 
 
 
Sadly, The Blackness dissipated – taking the sweetness 
of death with it. 
 Eventually I realized that Miriam (and I) were merely 
back in the hallway – outside of Acedia. I had no idea 
how she had been able to escape the room – and pull me 
with her. 
 “Praise God!” Miriam said. 
 And yet, despite her recent ordeal, Miriam knew she 
had to keep searching – for time was running out on 
Alan--  thus she quickly approached the next door. 
 “Ira.” Miriam mouthed the word, obviously fearing 
what the Chair of Wrath might torment her with. “Alan 
must be inside one of these last three rooms, else all of 
this was for naught!” 
 (I’ll be honest with you I was mentally exhausted, and 
even though I knew it was fruitless, I tried to end this 
vision -- or at least stop Miriam was going inside another 
room. I failed on both counts). 
 Once more, I accompanied Miriam’s mind into a Room 
of Woe – this time we were assaulted with uncontrolled 
Hate and Anger!  
 Gunshots rang out to our left and we saw a man 
murdered – the assailant’s face a visage of bloodlust.  
 I heard Miriam gasp, then I sensed her putting up 
more mental defenses, “My hope is in You, Lord.” 
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 At first, Miriam’s prayer seemed to work because the 
room showed us a fairly tame scene: people denying the 
truth, but then growing angry when their counterparts 
didn’t agree. Then a parliament scene, with politicians 
arguing about a procedure of law with impatience boiling 
over into anger when suddenly a fight broke out. Next we 
saw a man on a subway, stopping a robbery and then 
killing the assailant.  
 But then, suddenly the transgressions of the room 
grew in intensity – assault, murder, suicide, genocide! 
And before we could resist, our senses became 
overwhelmed…  
 Powerless to stop this madness, soon my own blood 
began to boil – I too became angry. Hate. Ire. Rage! All 
built up inside me and I know Miriam must have felt the 
same happening to her. 
 Yet just as Miriam must have realized she needed to 
escape this room too, suddenly we saw…ALAN! 
 He locked within The Chair of Wrath -- his face a 
mixture of torment, rage, and sadness. The sight of him 
made me even more angry and I wanted to run over and 
beat his pretty face to a pulp, yet before I could act, I 
realized that Miriam had vanished. 
  My anger quickly shifted to her -- insane with rage at 
her decision to abandon Alan, I unloaded a round of 
curses on her name and beat the floor in wrath. 
 Yet before I could do much damage, Miriam proved me 
wrong again – apparently she had reunited her body and 
mind, because suddenly I saw her break through the 
doorway and force her way physically back into the room. 
 (Amazingly there wasn’t any security system to stop 
her – did Ma’bus assume that no one would be crazy 
enough to break IN to this room?)  
 The Chair of Wrath punished her with the its evil aura 
and I projected my hate onto her as well as Miriam 
struggled to get Alan free of his bonds.  
 Alan could do nothing to help her, for he was obviously 
too far gone, yet somehow got Alan released from his 
bonds. And after freeing him from the Chair of Wrath, 
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she then brought him out of the room without further 
resistance. 
 As she escaped, I found my own spirit ripped out of 
the room as well – although I struggled to stay, I was 
powerless to resist – for my vision was tied to Miriam and 
thus I was forced to endure watching her. 
 I witnessed her leave quite a path of destruction within 
Ma’bus’ palace as she made her escape with Alan – 
ruthlessly immobilizing anyone who got in their way 
(whether it was the affects of the Chair of Wrath on her, 
or else simply carelessness in using her powerful Probe, 
or perhaps a combination of all of the stresses of the day, 
the end result is that many suffered at Miriam’s hands). 
 In fairly short order, she and Alan were able to escape 
Ma’bus’ complex and emerge back into Baghdad proper. 
Miriam then stole a Jeep and used it to get them to the 
UMAN border. Eventually they made their way to a place 
of relative safety in Germany.  
 Here my vision flickered for a moment... 
 
 

۞ 
 
 
 When my Sight cleared, I was once more looking at 
Miriam in the present day -- caring for Alan in that tiny 
flat, with the German news on in the background.  
 Still comatose, I now understood that Alan was 
struggling within the battleground of his mind. Miriam 
continually talked to him, trying to help him to 
understand that he could escape from the prison of the 
Sin that held him. Yet so far, her efforts were fruitless. 
 Time was running out. Ma’bus surely was after them 
by now and he WOULD find them. Action was required, 
and it was clear what Miriam was about to do. 
 “Be still before the Lord, wait patiently for him.” She 
tried to reassure herself. “We need help. We need a 
miracle! We need... John.”  
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 (It was inevitable. As much as I didn’t want to admit it, 
I knew it was going to happen -- SHE was coming...)  
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Ozymandius 
(July 7) 
 
 
 
 
“What do you want me to do?” I asked Miriam. (She’d 
been pleading with me from the moment she arrived – 
over three hours ago).  
 “John, I’m at my wits end,” She replied. “Yet all you do 
is sit there in your Laz-E-Boy with your arms folded and 
a sour expression on your face? Put down your beer and 
look at Alan!”  
 “This isn’t any ol’ brew, it’s a Sierra Nevada Pale Ale – 
only the finest beer in the world!” But even as I said it, 
Miriam glowered all the more, so I put down my glass 
and glanced at Alan as she requested – I had to admit, he 
looked pretty bad as he lolled mindlessly in his chair. 
 Yet before I could reply, Miriam was on me again, 
“You’re probably the only person in this world who can 
help. I need you to save him, John. Bring Alan back to 
us!” 
 “And then you’ll want me to help you to save the 
world. Is that it?” 
  “Ugh, I don’t understand you? Why have you given up 
on our mission? Why have you forsaken our Lord?” 
  “You think I have forsaken Him?” Now it was my turn 
to get angry. “What kind of a fool are YOU? Open your 
eyes! It’s been nearly 2,000 years since he left. Yet He 
said He would fulfill His mission to us during our 
lifetimes? What a crock! If anyone has been abandoned, 
it’s US.” 
 “John,” Miriam replied quietly. “Don’t forget that our 
lifetimes are still going. He can still fulfill His promises. 
You just need to trust in Jesus. Remember, He said ‘I go 
to prepare a place for you. I will come ba--“ 



The Untold Revelations of John 

   139 

 “Don’t throw that back in my face. I wrote that! And 
yet apparently I was deceived, because what I wrote is 
NOT true.” 
 “How can you say that?” Miriam’s eyes were wide in 
fear – I guess she didn’t realize how disillusioned I had 
become these last few decades. “YOUR gospel is the most 
beloved of all. YOUR words have changed the world – for 
the better. Look at all the many millions who have been 
saved directly because of how YOU were able to capture 
the essence of The Teacher. You are the greatest Fisher 
of Men of us all, John.” 
 “What good has it done me? I am supposedly ‘the 
Apostle that Jesus loved.’ Yet what did it get ME? Am I 
with Him in paradise? No, instead He gave me 
this…wonderful curse of immortality. But with a worn 
out body to enjoy it in! Why? To sit here and see the 
world decay? To live like a tired, old man forever? When 
is He coming back? When?” 
 “I…I don’t know. But we can’t give up now. The Final 
Battle is on.” 
 “Don’t count on me. I’m done fighting.” 
 “Shall we accept the good from God, but not the 
trouble?” Miriam tried to negate my words. Then, 
glancing at Alan, “John, regardless of how you feel about 
Our Lord, I’m asking you, as a friend, please help Alan. 
He needs you.” 
 “Take him to a doctor.” I waved her off. “Medicine has 
advanced quite a bit. These men fancy themselves as 
gods now.” 
 “You know they can’t help him. He needs YOU, John.” 
 “Why ME?” 
 “Alan was forced to endure The Chair of Wrath!” 
Miriam screamed – as if I didn’t already know. “He is 
trying to kill himself from the inside out!” 
 I let Miriam’s words hang in the air for a moment as I 
pretended to ponder the situation – even though I had no 
intention of helping. But then… 
 Wait a second, old man. I thought to myself. Alan IS 
trying to kill himself -- and he very well might succeed!  
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 Once I made that connection, things changed for me. I 
couldn’t bear to let Alan escape this life – not without me 
too! 
 “Interesting.” I nodded, playing it cool for Miriam, even 
though my scientific curiosity was raging. 
 The moment lingered as I tried to convince myself that 
what I was about to do was worth the risk.  
 Miriam waited anxiously, tending to Alan and I could 
sense that she praying urgently inside. 
 “Arg! I should be asleep already,” I blurted at last, 
“lying with the kings of the earth, men who built 
monuments for themselves, but which are now lying in 
ruins. Let me just be like Ozymandius -- dead and 
forgotten and covered over with sand.” I complained. But 
when Miriam didn’t bat an eye, finally I gave in, “Fine. 
You have your wish - bring him to my workshop.” 
  
 

۞ 
 
 
My workshop was actually a detached garage, a short 
walk away from the house. From the outside it probably 
looked like any other barn that one might find in upstate 
Pennsylvania. Yet the inside was quite unlike anything 
you’ve seen – for I am an Alchemist -- not just any 
amateur experimenter trying to turn metal into gold 
mind you, but a full-fledged Alchemy Maestro, perhaps 
the greatest of them all! 
 (I know, I know, I probably should have told you this 
sooner, but remember, I tend to forget quite a bit in my 
old age. What’s that -- what else have I forgotten to tell 
you about? Ha, now that’s a good question!) 
 “Once inside these walls you shall call me Azoth.” I 
instructed Miriam, as I fiddled with the multitude of 
locks which barred the door.  
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 Miriam nodded, yet before going in I felt her hesitate, 
“Ah, John, er, excuse me, Azoth…we’ll not be doing 
anything sacrilegious in there, right?” 
 “Do you want my help or not?” I grumbled, keeping my 
back to her.  
 In the pause that followed, I knew she looked down at 
Alan, before giving in, “I’m sorry, Azoth. Please, let’s 
hurry inside.” 
 (How does it feel to be the one who is manipulated, eh, 
Mary?) 
 Even still, I heard her mutter under her breath, “You, 
O Lord, are a compassionate God, slow to anger, and 
abounding in love and faithfulness.”  
 I smiled to myself as I opened the final lock, before 
pulling the door ajar the door to let Miriam pass inside 
first – even though she was woman of the world who had 
seen quite a bit during her long life, as she entered my 
workshop I knew it would be a new experience for her. 
 To say the oversized garage was overstuffed was an 
understatement - for although the 30 x 20 interior was a 
healthy area, I had nearly every available spot crammed 
with something . A giant furnace dominated the far wall – 
pipes leading out from it in all directions – some carrying 
exhaust to the outside, others hooked up to trailing pipes 
that led off to smaller furnaces or connecting to heating 
beakers both large and small, and still others going down 
into the floor. (What’s their purpose? Sorry, that would 
also take too long to explain. Just sit back and listen 
please).  
 I watched as Miriam noticed the multitude of glass 
bottles – how could she miss them? – for more than 
anything else, jars of all shapes and sizes filled my 
laboratory. In fact, one of the 30-foot walls was lined 
completely with a giant shelving unit and every space 
was full -- giant bottles filled with preserved animal 
parts, smaller decanters bubbling with strange liquids, 
and tiny phials glowing with mysterious crystals. These 
and more were stored on the shelves – and everywhere 
else about the room too.  
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 Various tables piled up with unusual tools, hulking 
chests locked tight, and storage containers overflowing 
with materials took up much of the rest of the space. A 
bit further inside, I saw that Miriam noticed The Three 
Pillars. An important alchemy construct, the two 
outermost posts had a shelf jutting out towards the 
inside pillar -- upon the shelves, each of the pillars held a 
bulbous carafe which in turn had a long nodule 
connected to a tube. The tubes of the carafes connected 
to pipes that were attached to additional tubes that 
intersected the middle pillar, and then eventually 
emerged to connect to a similar pair of carafes at the 
base – yet rather than being supported on shelves 
attached to the outside posts, these glass jars were 
situated upon smaller furnaces that were continuously 
heating the liquids inside the flagons. I knew that Miriam 
had no idea as to the purpose of this apparatus, and I 
wasn’t about to tell her (or you!) 
 As you might expect, my workshop was not without its 
share of books. From heavy tomes to delicate scrolls, my 
fetish with books played out here even more than it was 
in the living room of my house. I followed Miriam’s eyes 
with pride as I saw her espy the volume that was my 
prized possession – a large stone tablet, shaded emerald 
green, which was placed reverently upon a podium in the 
very center of the room. Although the engraved text was 
large enough read even from afar, it was written in a 
language which I knew that even Miriam did not 
understand. (If YOU want to know more, do some 
research -- look for references on any of the following: 
The Emerald Tablet, or The Tabula Smaragdina, or The 
Secret of Hermes. See, I do give up some secrets). 
 Next, I could see that what captivated Miriam most 
was the fact that nearly every wall surface was covered 
with Symbols; even the floor was covered in a giant glyph 
– a circle inside a square, inside a triangle, inside a 
humongous circle, the outer edges of each shape 
touching the inner edges of the ones they were housed 
within. As for the symbols on the walls, in one area, I 
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saw Miriam note a collection of four triangles, 
representing the four basic elements: upright triangle for 
“fire,” pointing down for “water,” pointing down with 
horizontal line dissecting for “earth,” and pointing up 
with horizontal line dissecting for “air.”  
 “Ah…Azoth,” Miriam found her voice again, “what does 
the circle with the dissecting line represent?”  
  “That one  is Quintessence.” 
 “Pardon me?”  
 “You might know it as Aethyr.” 
  “Oh, The Fifth Element -- but I thought that was just a 
legend?” 
 “Hardly!” I snorted. “Quintessence is much more than 
a folk tale. Unlike the other elements, it has no physical 
qualities – it’s neither hot nor cold, wet nor dry. It is 
incapable of change and yet always changing. It controls 
light and matter. It is the space between but in a LIVING 
way.” 
 “Interesting.” Miriam was clearly impressed by my 
knowledge (and rightly so!). Yet I noticed that she 
changed her tune a bit, when she asked meekly, “But, 
Azoth, I thought that Einstein’s Relativity dismissed 
aethyr?” 
 “Wrong! Einstein attempted to dispute the existence of 
aethyr in his Special Theory of Relativity, yet even then 
his negative proof relied mainly upon an Occam’s razor – 
postulating that the existence of aethyr was not necessary 
to explain the gaps in the universe. However, later in life 
he corrected himself in the commentary to his General 
Theory of Relativity – wherein he admitted the logical 
need for aethyr.” 
 “Ah, and did you have anything to do with his 
changing viewpoint?” 
 “No comment.” I smiled. (What, you think Einstein got 
all his grand ideas on his own?) 
 “What about all the other symbols you have painted 
here?” 
 “Miriam, I can’t sit here and give you a crash course in 
Alchemy!” Yet I couldn’t stop myself from hastily pointing 
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out, “This is Tria Prima. Here are the Seven Planetary 
Metals. Over there are the Mundane Elements and 
opposite those are the alchemical compounds. This chart 
shows the Twelve Core Alchemical Processes as related to 
The Zodiac. Got it?!” 
 “And those different colored roses? Is this place also a 
greenhouse?” 
 “Don’t be a fool – my lab is hardly a garden! The roses 
have their place in my work and the colors have 
meaning. Red means ‘passion.’ White – ‘purity.’ Yellow – 
‘compassion.’ Orange – ‘optimism’ (and before YOU 
comment, it’s true, I don’t have many orange roses on 
purpose!). Blue – ‘promise.’ And the ones gilded with 
Gold mean ‘Perfection.’” 
 “And…” Miriam hesitated, “The Black ones?” 
 I paused a moment, wondering if I should speak the 
truth. In the end, I didn’t care enough to fight, “The 
Withered Roses offer Death.” 
 “And you said you use these roses in your work?”  
 “I extract their essence as the backbone of certain 
experiments.” 
 “But why would you ever need the Black ones? 
Unless…” And she looked at me in horror, suddenly 
realizing my secret was experimenting on myself! 
 
 

۞ 
 
 
OK, so the cat’s out of the bag – yes I became an Alchemy 
Master in order to try to kill myself. Big deal. Has it 
worked yet? Obviously not. 
 Meanwhile, Miriam pleaded, “I don’t want your help if 
it means you’re trying to kill yours—“ 
 “Don’t worry,” I interrupted her, while wheeling Alan 
over to one of my workbenches. “I won’t be needing the 
Ebon Essence for this procedure.”  
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 Miriam tried to stay out of the way as I poked and 
prodded Alan. My examination lasted for some time so I 
won’t bore you with the details. Eventually I advised, “It 
won’t be easy. Only The Negredo can save him now.”   
 “Ah, OK? I guess. But what is this Negredo?” 
 “You might know it as The Putrefactio. It means the 
blackening, the putrification, the INDIVIDUATION.” 
 “John, er, Azoth, I don’t understand. I’m not an 
alchemist!”  
 “Cool your breeches, sister. Basically I have to perform 
a Rite upon Lazarus which will first putrefy his body and 
then purify him from the inside out – it’s the only way to 
burn out the impurity left from The Chair of Woe.” And 
after a pause, “It will not be a pretty sight.” 
 “Meaning?” 
 “You may want to go back to my house and wait.” 
 The color draining from her face, Miriam gritted her 
teeth, “No.”   
 “Suit yourself.” I turned my back on her and got to 
work.  
 Yet before I could get started, Miriam sheepishly 
asked, “Does this ritual involve The Philosopher’s Stone?” 
 At that I laughed – I mean, I truly laughed – it was a 
rich, heart-felt laugh which I had not experienced in 
decades and damn it felt good! 
 “What’s so funny?” Miriam asked, perturbed. 
 “Is that the extent of your knowledge of Alchemy?” I 
smiled, as if talking to a child. “Do you think The Stone 
is truly a great mystery?” 
 “You mean it’s just a legend?” 
 “On the contrary, The Philosopher’s Stone -- the 
substance called the Philosopher’s Stone -- is quite real. 
And yes, you can use it to turn inexpensive metals into 
gold.” Raising a hand, “Before you ask, those three chest 
there are filled with gold ingots. All at least a thousand 
years old from back when I amused myself with this 
trick. Ah, but who needs gold anyway?” 
 (Do YOU want that gold? If so, come on by and you 
can have it). 
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 “But I’ve also heard that the Philosopher’s Stone was 
believed to be an elixir of life. Some say that with it, one 
could achieve immortality. I was hoping you could use it 
to save Al-” 
 My eyes narrowed at that. “Don’t trouble yourself with 
that vein -- I buried those secrets long ago.” And because 
this was a touchy subject for me, I changed it, ‘As for 
Alan, he requires but one step along the path of The 
Opus Magnum – ‘The Great Work’ -- The Negrido is the 
first step of this path.”  
 “How many steps are there?” 
 “Three.”  
 “Well, after working on this craft for over a thousand 
years, I’ll bet you have completed them all, right?” 
Miriam tried to be encouraging. 
 Yet my face grew hard, “That’s no concern of yours, 
Mary. Now step back and give me space to work!” 
 (And don’t YOU go asking about that either -- the fact 
is that I have NOT yet completed The Opus, but I am 
damn close! And before my life is over I WILL become a 
god! ) 
 
 

۞ 
 
 
“I am the Mercury of the Wise.” I intoned. 
 “The Water that does not wet the hands.” Miriam 
chanted back again, continuing to do what I instructed 
her as part of our Rite to save Alan. 
 The Negrido had been going for nearly eighteen 
hours….yet still Alan lolled helplessly in his chair, with 
his eyes glazed over and his body dead to the world. 
 When I told Miriam that things would get ugly, I wasn’t 
lying – for Alan went through hell during our ritual. First 
there were the convulsions – wrenching physical spasms 
that forced his body into inhuman contortions. Then 
there were the Voices – terrible ravings about 
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unspeakable atrocities – all spilling out of Alan’s mouth, 
even as his face took on horrible visages to match his 
words. (Miriam had to cover her eyes more than once 
during this stage of the putrification and as I stole a 
glance at her during one of Alan’s more gruesome Voices, 
I wondered – was she recalling <whispers> of own 
possession from a time long past?) 
 Yet I had no time to ponder further about her, because 
suddenly Alan tried to break loose from his ties! Were it 
not for the heavy straps which I had used to bind him to 
his chair, he might well have succeeded in harming 
himself or one of us. As it was, I had just enough time to 
douse him with a foaming liquid from one of the flagons I 
had on hand – and although the container was marked 
with a skull and crossbones, by the time Miriam saw that 
infamous warning mark, it was too late – for I had 
already used the potion. The result: Alan was 
immediately immobilized. 
 Although I had saved us from his ravings, as the hours 
passed, Miriam and I realized that there was something 
worse than the voices or the physical abuse -- Silence. 
For nearly twelve hours, Alan did nothing…said nothing. 
If I had not constantly checked his breathing, I would 
have been certain he was dead. But such was not the 
case. 
 And then, suddenly there was an instant in which 
Alan’s eyes were not glazed -- as if his soul had reached 
to us across the depths.  
 But the moment quickly passed and once more Alan 
was gone.  
 Confused, Miriam broke the silence, “Did he…? Was 
that…?” 
 “You saw correctly.” I advised calmly. “Lazarus is 
coming back from the dead…again.” I chuckled, enjoying 
both my pun as well as the scientific curiosity of this 
whole experience. I then forced an effervescent liquid 
down Alan’s throat and followed this up by dousing him 
with a special powder. And finally it happened… 
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 Wonder overtook Miriam as we watched Alan 
transform. First the bruises and awful marks 
disappeared from his body. Then Alan’s frame cast off its 
slouch, even as his face released the bonds of their 
internal struggle. And finally, Alan’s eyes cleared of their 
haze once and for all. 
 Tears welled up in Miriam’s eyes, “Oh, John…I mean, 
Azoth…you did it!” But under her breath, I heard her 
say, “For the Lord is good and his love endures forever.” 
Finally she reached down to Alan, “I knew you wo—“ 
 <GAAAASSSSP!> Alan convulsed again and began 
gulping for air.  
 Miriam shrank back. “What’s happening?” 
 “Stand back, you fool. The rite was not over yet!” And 
ripping Alan from his bonds, I heaved him upon my back 
and raced towards the door. “Come on, we have to 
submerge him, otherwise, he’ll suffocate!” 
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The Rock of Peter 
(July 9) 
 
 
 
 
Two days later, Miriam was still sitting beside Alan’s bed 
as he recovered. Meanwhile, I was having a beer on my 
back porch – Samuel Smith’s Organic Lager – a fine brew. 
 I knew Alan was out of the woods by now, and I 
couldn’t just sit there and listen to Miriam whine (that 
woman is like a canary – she never shuts up), so instead 
I planned to spend my time on the porch with Sam. 
Naturally, The Lord picked this as yet another occasion 
to send me a vision... 
 
 

۞ 
 
 
 “Another day, another dollar.” I saw Benedict say to 
himself as he watched a rather strange man leave his 
conservatory.  
 (I recognized the other gentleman as a priest by his 
garb and once I saw that he was wearing a venetian 
mask over his face, I knew exactly who he was: 
Cardinalate Giovanni Marrollo -- an eccentric but high-
ranking member of the Vatican – high-ranking indeed, 
for Marrollo was the current President of the Pontifical 
Commission, making him the de facto CFO of the 
Vatican). 
 “How many masks does that man have?” Joseph 
wondered aloud once Marrollo was gone, before 
whispering, “More importantly, can I still call him my 
friend?”  
 Knowing now why The Lord had given me this vision, I 
realized that the Pope had reason to be concerned -- for 
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although Marrollo had helped Joseph Ratzinger to get 
elected as Pope Benedict XVI, surely Joseph was not 
foolish enough to believe that Marrollo had done this 
merely out of the goodness of his heart. The same could 
be said for the way Marrollo helped Joe to orchestrate his 
pseudo-retirement; and everybody who was anybody 
knew that Marrollo was the man who had installed Pope 
Francis as the new puppet figurehead so that Joe and 
Marrollo himself could wield power behind the scenes – 
and out of the public eye. It was a matter of course that 
Joe had always repaid Marrollo by appointing him to a 
host of gaudy positions within Vatican City.  
 (But was that enough to make them even in Marrollo’s 
mind? Probably not).  
  “I’ve taken care of Marrollo more than anyone.” 
Joseph grumbled. “I made sure he has continued 
membership in The Congregation of Bishops, The 
Pontifical Council for Culture, and the Administration of 
the Apostolic See. But now he wants me to make him The 
Confuto Penitentiary – giving him power of not only The 
Apostolic Archives but also access to the Sacra Crypta?” 
 (When Joe mentioned that Crypta, I knew that it 
should have jogged another memory...)   
 “If I let Marrollo secure the Penitentiary,” Joe’s words 
interrupted my thoughts, “Then, coupled with his other 
commissions, he would effectively control all of the 
Vatican’s wealth…and all of its secrets.” And his face 
went white at the implication. “Yet no single person has 
ever held all that power.” 
 Joe continued his musings, “But alas, how can I 
refuse Marrollo? Ah, there is the question indeed. For he 
obviously believes he holds all the cards.” And I watched 
as he pondered a few moments more, before concluding, 
“Sadly for Marrollo, he is incorrect. Oh, I’ll let him 
continue to think he is pulling the strings…for now. After 
all, I just need another five months and then this whole 
thing is a moot point anyway. And if he does turn out to 
be the ultimate traitor, I’ll be the first to remind him that 
he who digs a pit, often falls into it himself!” And with that 
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thought, the Pope smiled as he pressed the contact on 
his desk that communicated with his Secretary. “Ah, 
Georg, who is my next appointment?” 
 The pope’s personal secretary Reverend Monsignor 
Georg Ganswein had followed him into retirement – 
having no idea that the venture would end up requiring 
more hours of him than less. He replied wearily, “Your 
Excellency, that would be Miss Teri Abbracciavento, and 
she is waiting here to enter at your convenience.” 
 Pope Benedict’s eyes flickered wide for but a moment, 
before steeling himself for this next ordeal. And, then 
sitting up higher in his chair, he advised, “Good. You 
may show her in, Georg.” 
 (So, another opportunity to deal with the devil’s 
mistress, eh, Joe?) 
 
 

۞ 
 
 
“You’re hiding something.” Joe calmly averred to his 
guest as my Sight continued its focus on The Pope. He 
was sitting in his high backed chair behind a massive 
desk that was itself situated upon a raised dais in the 
middle of his office – all of which allowed him to look 
down upon any visitors seated before him. As it was, his 
current guest was none other than Teri Abbracciavento 
(or as you and I know her – Mystery). 
 “Oh, I wish you’d close those drapes so I don’t have to 
stare into the sun behind you.” Mystery complained. “It’s 
not creating the halo effect you’re looking for, so can we 
lose the charade in my case?”  
 A momentary tightening of the jaw was the only 
perceptible sign of Joseph’s irk, yet outwardly he smiled 
as he pressed another button on his desk – causing the 
heavy curtains to close.  
 The room grew noticeably darker, yet Joe made no 
effort to turn on any lights, “I’d imagine you’re more 
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comfortable with the lights off, my dear? After all, from 
The Darkness you came, and to It you shall ret—“ 
 “Spare me the dramatics, please, Joe. I already told 
you I appreciate the praise for the Ki-Moon mission – 
although that was a pretty easy job. And yes, my father 
is doing well at the chateau you secured for him. But this 
meeting was supposed to be about Ma’bus and what 
we’re going to do next.” 
 “Haven’t we been discussing that for the last 45 
minutes? And yet YOU who are the one not being 
forthright with me.” 
 “You can read me like a book – or so you believe.” 
Mystery smiled. “And if you are correct, then what is it 
that I am hiding?”  
 “You have avoided my questions about Professor 
Zarus.” 
 “What is there to tell? You told me to ensure that he 
was safe.” 
 “I told you to bring him to me!” Joe slammed his fist 
onto the desk. 
 “It wasn’t safe here.”  
 “But it was safer to bring him to Ma’bus?” Joe took a 
deep breath and sat back in his chair. He looked at 
Mystery for a long time without saying a word. At last, he 
got up from his seat, walked over to his sidebar, poured 
himself a tall glass of Barenfang – sans ice – and then 
returned. He did not offer Mystery a drink. (Good for you, 
Joe!) Instead he sat back down, and took a long pull of 
his liquor, “Mystery, so help me God, you are playing a 
game you cannot win. If you try to double cross me, I will 
not only see that you burn in Hell – which is a given – 
but you’ll lose your promised riches in this life too. Is 
that what you want?” 
 Straightening her shoulders and raising her chin high, 
Mystery gamely replied, “I merely want what is coming to 
me. No more. No less.” 
 “Oh, you’ve got that coming, sister. Don’t worry.” 
 “In any case…”  
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 “In any case, I do not understand why you used The 
Brotherhood’s resources to deliver Zarus to Ma’bus.” 
(Hmmm, that’s news to me. Like I said before, perhaps if 
I had attended some of the more recent Brotherhood 
meetings I’d be more up on current events – interesting). 
 “I only did as I was told.” 
 “Not by me! I told you to bring Zarus to Rome.” 
 “That plan is still in progress.”  
 “So who told you to take Zarus to Ma’bus first?” 
 “I can’t answer that question.” Mystery looked down at 
her lap.  
 Another nod to ponder, another sip on his drink,. 
“Interesting. Yet, no matter. I’ll let you can keep your 
secrets, Mystery – for now.” But then, Joe’s voice grew 
darker, “It’s not a sin to expel a demon. With that in 
mind, dear, I ask you -- why should I even let you walk 
out of my office alive?” 
 (Well, this was clearly a side of my friend that I had 
not seen before!) 
 Yet Mystery didn’t even flinch. “We both know that you 
cannot complete your plans without me.”  
 Joe finished his drink, “You’d better hope that’s STILL 
the case, eh?” And before Mystery could reply, he added, 
“But let’s get to the heart of the matter -- Zarus is 
secondary -- it’s his prized possession I really need.” 
 (Oh no, not you too, Joe). 
 “Oh that…” Mystery snickered.   
 “Yes?”  
 “Well, it seems…there’s been a change of plans there. 
You see, although Alan himself will be coming to you, his 
Nail won’t.”  
 “What good is Zarus to me without The Nail?” 
 (This is looking worse for you, Joe. Whose side are you 
on, anyway?) 
 “That’s between you and Ma’bus. My mission, in your 
very words, was to ‘deliver Alan Zarus’ to you and, as I 
said, that is still in progress.” 
 “You, demon-whore!” Joe snarled, slobber running 
down the side of his mouth. “You know Zarus is 
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worthless to without The Nail. Mystery, you have failed 
me!” And he arose from his seat and moved menacingly 
towards her.    
 Mystery made no move to stop him -- for she appeared 
certain that the Pope was all bark and no bite. It must 
have come as a surprise then when Joe viciously grabbed 
her by the throat and pulled her out of her seat!  
 Spinning her around and slamming her back against 
the desk, Joe continued choking her, “You knew it was 
Zarus’ Nail I wanted. You knew I needed all three. And 
yet you dare to defy me? Why?” 
 (OK, I am as confused as you are. I was certain that 
Ma’bus was The Beast – hell, Ma’bus himself said he was 
Satan’s Son! But what about Joe? My God, is there more 
than one Antichrist?!?) 
  
 

۞ 
 
 
As The Pope continued to strangle Mystery, I was still in 
shock. I took a moment to ponder more on the possibility 
of TWO Beasts by remembering Revelations Chapter 13. 
Look it up with me, will you… 
 OK, so based on what you read, clearly you’ll agree 
that the first beast is to be a political figure, right? Well, 
surely Ma’bus fits that description. As for the second 
beast, I’ve always thought he would be a pseudo religious 
figure, but I never anticipated it being The Pope of the 
Catholic Church – I mean, that’s is Peter’s Rock! 
Furthermore, both of my beasts in Revelations have to 
receive their power and authority directly from Satan. 
Surely, Jesus would not let Satan infiltrate the Church, 
would He? Two beasts – the Great Deceiver and the Great 
Imitator. Could they really be Ma’bus and Pope Benedict? 
 I was jarred out of my thoughts by Joe’s viciousness – 
Mystery’s face was turning blue, “Answer me!” He roared, 
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at last he releasing his grip on her neck, yet still holding 
her down with his weight.  
 <GAAAASP! GUUUULLLP!> Mystery sucked wind back 
into her lungs. Tears had been forced from her eyes while 
the Pope had strangled her and her mascara was 
smudged, yet even still her face was beautiful to behold.  
 “I told…you…” She struggled, “I followed… your 
directions.” 
 “You did not!” Joe’s eyes were wide in blood lust as he 
again placed his hands around the girl’s throat. “You 
failed me; you failed the world.” 
 But this time, Mystery would not be taken so easily, 
and before the Pope could get a grip, she brought her 
knee up hard – into his groin.  
 The Pope crumbled backwards in agony – smashing 
Mystery’s chair to splinters and landing in a heap on the 
ground.  
 Now it was Mystery who had the upper hand, and she 
stood over the Pope, “You’ll pay for this treatment, Joe! I 
was never yours to begin with. You of all people should 
have known that. From The Darkness I came, and to The 
Darkness I shall return. So why did you trust ME, Joe?” 
And pointing down at him, “It is YOU who are the Fool, 
for The Brotherhood has chosen -- Ma’bus is The Chosen 
One. Therefore I serve him, Joe… And I always have!” 
 (Gee, miss a few Brotherhood meetings and the world 
changes drastically, huh?) 
 I watched as Mystery then walked a line over Joe and 
toward the door. Stopping for only a moment to pull out 
her compact, she fixed her makeup, before straightening 
her dress and then exiting The Pope’s office.  
 For his part, Joe remained upon the floor, in silence. 
After a time, one of his feline friends emerged from some 
hidden corner and began to lick the Pope’s forehead -- as 
if caring for his wounds. At last, Joe opened his eyes – 
yet instead of revealing tears or lamentation, I could see 
that his eyes were bright, almost twinkling. “Do not fret 
because of evil men or be envious of those who do wrong; 
for like the grass they will soon wither, like green plants 
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they will soon die away.” Reaching up to pet his cat, he 
snickered, “Ah, things are going just as I planned, Deter, 
my love. And so the game continues -- I believe that is 
check to you, Ma’bus.” 
 (Arg, all this intrigue is giving me a headache!) 
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The Word Became Flesh 
(July 11) 
 
 
 
 
A couple nights later I had my sleep interrupted again – 
this time with another vision of The Two Witnesses. 
 <Drip…drip…drip…> 
 <Drip…drip…drip…> 
 <Drip…drip…drip…> 
 I watched as a frustrated Enoch, despite his blindness, 
arose from the prison floor and tried to ferret out the 
source of the annoying drip. After a time, he did 
successfully locate the trickle, but unfortunately the 
crack in the cell’s ceiling was simply too high for him to 
do anything about.  
 <Drip…drip…drip…>  
 Ice cold rivulets splashed into Enoch’s maw – smelling 
of raw sewage they were far from refreshing. And so, 
backing away dejectedly, he slumped back down onto the 
pile of filthy straw that was his bedding and did the only 
thing he could – endure.  
 As for Elijah, he might as well have been a dead log. 
During this brief respite from the visions, I was certain 
that sleep, if the prophets’ could grasp it, was a welcome 
relief. (Even though my own was being interrupted!)  
 Turning my attention back to Enoch,  I wondered if he 
ever remembered that he was once a man of renown – 
and if so, would that knowledge cause him to curse his 
present condition? For the fact that he formerly enjoyed 
the favor of God but was now subject to a fate worse than 
Job seemed like a pretty raw deal to me. (After all, this 
was something I could definitely relate to). Or was Enoch 
foolish enough to believe he was going to be rewarded for 
this righteous suffering?  
 <Drip…drip…drip…> 
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 “It will never end, will it?” Enoch muttered, head 
hanging in misery.  
 (Well I guess that answers my question).  
  
 

۞ 
 
 
And then, suddenly my vision shifted – torn from the 
prophets’ cell, I was again looking upon Ma’bus in his 
private quarters – he was watching a webcam of the 
prophets and he was not alone. 
 “Oh yes it will, my friend.” Ma’bus replied to Enoch’s 
question.  
 “What does he mean?” Mystery said; climbing off the 
bed she clasped a wisp of silk around her – which did 
little to cover her nakedness -- as she came up behind 
her lover to look at his webcam.“What will never end? 
The world? His revelations?” 
 “Who cares? He’s clearly not having a vision, so it 
doesn’t matter.”  
 “How do you know he is not prophesying?” Mystery 
wrapped her arms seductively around Ma’bus’ shoulders. 
 “Look at Elijah -- he’s out.” Ma’bus casually brushed 
off Mystery’s advances, as he explained, “The Two 
Witnesses never reveal wisdom unless they both speak. 
So perhaps Enoch’s complaining about the food?” 
 Mystery ignored her lover’s rebuff and chuckled along 
at his last comment before growing serious, “Benedict 
suspects something about all this, you know.” 
 “So?” Ma’bus continued to stare at the webcam. 
 “So, he never got around to asking about the prophets, 
nor how Alan escaped -- but only because I got out of 
there before he could dig too deep.” 
 “He knows about all of it by now.” 
 “How? Did you tell him? Did he—“ 
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 Ma’bus raised a hand, “Don’t forget the kind of power 
we’re dealing with. Joseph Ratzinger is no ordinary man. 
He is one of the Chosen.”  
 (Chosen -- Joe? Again, I’m as confused as you are).  
 And closing his computer screen, Ma’bus turned to 
look at Mystery, ignoring the temptation of her seductive 
body, “Benedict already knows that I have the witnesses. 
And as for Lazarus, surely Benedict knows that Mary 
came to my lair to rescue him... and that I let Mary 
succeed.” (Whoa, what’s that?)  
 “But he wasn’t happy to learn that you kept Alan’s 
Nail.” 
 “Of course not. He wants The Nails for himself – and 
he’ll stop at nothing to get them. I’m sure he’s already 
planning to influence Mary and John to bring him the 
other two.” (Hey, don’t bring ME into it!) 
 “But he won’t succeed.” Mystery smiled. “Alan’s nearly 
dead because of The Chair of Woe, and John is out of the 
game permanently.”  
 “On the contrary. Lazarus will be fine. John will 
repent. And Benedict will eventually get his hands on all 
three of The Nails.” (La, la, la, I can’t hear you!) 
 “What?” Mystery gasped – apparently wondering if 
she’d chosen the right side. 
 Ma’bus seemed to know what she was thinking, “Dost 
thou have so little faith in me?”And before Mystery could 
stutter a response, he explained, “All part of MY plan, 
dear. After all, I only wanted to toy with Lazarus in The 
Chair -- you know he is needed for something far more 
important…later. I knew that Mary would come to rescue 
him once she was informed by Gabriel. So by torturing 
Lazarus, I forced Mary to take him to the one person on 
earth who could cure him of the wounds I inflicted.” 
 “The Apostle John.” Mystery nodded.  
 (No, this is not happening! Please don’t let me just be a 
pawn. Don’t let all of my actions be pre-determined! 
Quick, what am I thinking right now? What am I going to 
do next? See, YOU don’t know, right? And neither do I. 
So how can they?) 
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  “Correct.” Ma’bus replied. “Mary had to take Lazarus 
to John. Given his resentment against Jesus, I’m sure 
John resisted getting involved, but I expect that Mary 
was quite convincing.”  
 Mystery smiled knowingly at that comment. 
 “Oh, not in the way that you are thinking.” Ma’bus 
explained, pulling Mystery over to lap and ripping away 
her coverlet as he fondled her. “John’s too old to care 
about this sort of thing.”(Hey, you’re wrong there). “And 
I’ve always wondered if he liked women anyway – after all 
his own gospel says that he is the apostle that Jesus 
loved. Ha!” (Now that’s a low blow. I’m not gay – not that 
there’s anything wrong with it -- but it’s not for me). “And 
Mary doesn’t have your…talents. But the bottom line is 
that she has learned how to control minds – remember 
the havoc she caused here – my people are still suffering 
from her rampage. And I don’t doubt she would use that 
power on John too.”  
 (Wrong again -- I did not agree to help because I was 
influe-- Wait a second, DID Mary use her Psychic Probe 
on me?) 
 “But, even if John cures Alan,” Mystery asked, still 
sitting in Ma’bus’ lap, “how do you know they will go to 
Benedict? And why in Hell would they give him their 
Nails?” 
 “My dear, let’s not forget WHY these Nails exist in the 
first place.” 
 Mystery hesitated, “Er…ah…to destroy…you.”  
 “Don’t be afraid to say it, love. After all, what you said 
IS the truth.” And here he pushed Mystery off as he rose 
up and took on a pompous air, “These are the very nails 
by which Jesus of Nazareth was gloriously crucified 
nearly two thousand years ago. The holy spikes that 
pierced his flesh and sent him to the grave. Why, the 
beat-up iron still retains his blood! Enemy or not, I 
understand the power these instruments contain -- they 
will be the glorious tools by which I complete the 
Armageddon Rite and thus stop the Nazarene’s Second 
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Coming once and for all. Indeed, December 21st will mark 
the official beginning to my own reign upon this world!”  
 Although Mystery smiled back, it was clear she was 
still unsure.  
 “Care to see what the Nails can do?” Ma’bus proffered. 
  Mystery took a step back, grasping for her coverlet 
again, “Here? Now? No. I’m confident in what I already 
know about them from my father, and in what you’ve 
told me.” 
 “Ah, but I don’t think you are.” Ma’bus reached out 
and grabbed her by the hair! (Damn, this girl’s been 
taking a beating lately, huh?) 
 “Ghaz, no!” Mystery shrieked, unable to break his iron 
grip. 
 Spinning her around, Ma’bus slammed her into a chair 
and ripped her silk away again, “Don’t move!” As he 
spoke, his eyes rolled back – showing nothing but the 
whites – and his voice became rich with an ancient 
<power>. “Now you’ll get a taste of what I possess.” 
 Although Ma’bus’ demonic persona quickly receded, 
Mystery remained trapped in place, whilst Ma’bus tapped 
his watch to activate its communication feature, “Jamir, 
bring me The Nail of Lazarus.” 
 <Grgggl…Grrrrrr> Mystery struggled, begging for her 
life.  
 “What’s that?” Ma’bus joked, pretending to lean in to 
listen to her, as the door to his chambers opened and 
Jamir entered – carrying a silver platter, upon which sat 
a scorched black caisse. Tuning around, Ma’bus advised, 
“Ah, thank you, Jamir, my loyal servant.” 
 His eyes glazed over as if under a spell, the man 
merely bowed his head and remained standing for 
further instructions. 
 “Please, set down the tray,” Ma’bus detailed, “then 
bring the box over to me.” 
 Jamir did as he was told without hesitation, and 
Ma’bus smiled down at Mystery before reaching over and 
carefully undoing the clasp with held the lid in place; 
then, gingerly opening up the ebon box, he positioned 
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Jamir’s hands so that Mystery would be afforded a view 
inside. 
 Now I know, to the uninitiated, a cursory glance at the 
contents of the box Jamir held wouldn’t have warranted 
a second look – for the lone item inside was merely an 
inch thick, eight-inch long piece of hammered iron. From 
a modern-perspective, YOU would probably look on it as 
nothing more than an ordinary railroad tie and wonder 
why such a meaningless object would be afforded such a 
glamour treatment. But believe me when I tell that you it 
was impossible to separate the visual from the <aura> 
which emanated from the Nail itself. 
 <DEATH> radiated from the Nail in the box. 
<Abandonment… Forsakenness… Hopelessness…> these 
feelings and more pulsed forth.  (Even in my location, I 
could feel their calling!) 
 Anyone confronted by the sight would have quickly 
sought to escape the Nail’s presence. Were it not for 
Jamir’s subjection to Ma’bus spell, the dictator’s servant 
would have been unable to even hold the chest. Yet, it 
was Mystery who presently took the brunt of the Nail’s 
force. 
 “Krrrrr---yrrrr—RAAAAW!” She screamed -- yet it was 
all she could do to just to raise her voice, as Ma’bus still 
held her muscles in check – something which clearly 
amused him. 
 “Well now. Let’s see.” The dictator said. “Certainly I 
didn’t bring Lazarus’ Nail in just so you could look at it, 
Mystery. Oh no. I want you to FEEL the full force of that 
<power>. Shall we?” 
 Again, Mystery’s eyes went wide in fright. She tried to 
scream in protest once more – to no avail.  
 “Without further ado.” Ma’bus advised.  
 (Something tells me this is not going to end well). 
 Trapped in place, Mystery was forced to stare at what 
appeared to be the instrument of her demise. Her eyes 
bulged as the blood vessels began bursting from the 
pressure of her fear. 
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 Meanwhile, Ma’bus casually addressed his servant. 
“Jamir...” 
 The man raised his head to look at his master. 
 “Reach in and touch The Nail.” Ma’bus commanded. 
 (Don’t do it, Jamir!!) 
 With a lack of hesitation made possible only because 
he was already <dead> to the world, Jamir set down the 
case on a table next to Mystery’s chair, and then reached 
his hand into the box. 
 (You’re making a BIG mistake!) 
 Mystery (and I) watched in horror as Jamir’s fingers 
neared the Nail... 
 “YAWWPP!” Jamir reeled back in agony before 
collapsing in a heap. 
 Ma’bus had backed away at his servant’s initial 
scream, yet now he quickly went over to inspect Jamir, 
“Ah yes, just like all the others.” Then turning back to 
Mystery, “Notice how he is bleeding from those ghastly 
holes in his hands and above his ankles. He has the 
infamous Stigmata of the Nazarene. So far, it’s been 
consistent with all who have touched the Nail.” 
 Mystery was unable to reply -- terror still written all 
over her face. 
 Next, Ma’bus tore open Jamir’s robe – to reveal a 
horrible gash in the man’s side. “And this wound is 
reminiscent of where Jesus was pierced by the roman 
centurion. Oh the theatrics of it all, neh?”  
 “What about…” Mystery managed to mutter.  
 “The marks of the Crown of Thorns?” Ma’bus 
interrupted, as he reached down and hefted up Jamir’s 
head to bring it closer to Mystery for inspection. “Look 
here. Do you see them? Notice how his hair is matted 
with blood – it’s pulsing this picket-fence of tiny 
pinpricks around his scalp.” 
 “My God.” Mystery had her voice back. “The <power> 
IS real.” 
 “Verily.” Ma’bus smiled, letting Jamir’s body drop to 
the ground. And using Jamir’s hand to place the Nail 
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back into its case, he then turned to Mystery. “And so, 
that brings me back to you, my dear…”  
 (Excellent - I hope Ma’bus gives that slut the justice 
she deserves!) 
 Her face pale, Mystery looked at Jamir lying in an 
ever-growing pool of blood, “Ghaz, please, no!” She 
begged, as Ma’bus threatened her with the Nail. “You 
need me. Why are you doing thi--?” 
 Ma’bus grabbed her by the throat, “Don’t tell me what 
I need! If you have a part to play, what that entails and 
how long you continue in your role is up to ME! Not 
Benedict, not John, and certainly not you!” 
 “What have I done to anger you? Why are you turning 
against me?” 
 “That’s like asking the wind why it blows. Seek not to 
understand me, dear. Instead seek only that I might 
understand you.” 
 “What...are you g-g-going to do to me?”  
 Again, Ma’bus brought Lazarus’ Nail case close to the 
woman’s face.  
 Mystery tried to turn away, “Please, Ghaz’, please! I’ll 
do anything!” 
 Ma’bus snapped the case closed, “You’re too easy, girl. 
Don’t you think I already know you’ll do anything? Yet, 
that’s what concerns me -- for others could too easily, ah, 
encourage you to do anything for them too.” 
 “That’s not true. You know I serve you only. Only YOU, 
Ghaz’!” 
 “Is that so? Well, time will tell if you speak the truth. 
Be that as it may, for now, we need to move forward. 
Elijah and Enoch are about to give a new message. I need 
you to go to Rome and ensure that Benedict issues a 
response to the world. In addition, you are to contact 
Marrollo again, he needs to know about Lazarus and 
Mary – inform him they will soon be on the way to Rome, 
intent on...” 
 And so, the dictator continued to deliver new plans to 
his underling. It was clear to me that both of them knew 
these tasks were mere test missions to confirm Mystery’s 
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loyalty -- and it was obvious she understood the penalty 
if she failed – another date with Lazarus’ Nail – only the 
next time her experience would be much more up close 
and personal. 
  For her part, Mystery groveled for her life, assuring 
Ma’bus she would not fail him. In the end, he accepted 
her promises and let her go.  
 As soon as she was released, Mystery ran to her room 
and broke down. For nearly an hour, she let her 
emotions pour out – eventually crying herself to sleep. (It 
was quite a mess and I wasn’t sure who was being 
tortured more – her or me?) 
 Unfortunately, my own agony didn’t end – I had to 
endure until Mystery at last woke up and blubbered, “I’m 
doomed if I stay here. But what else can I do? Who would 
want to save ME?”  
 After a time she pondered, “Can I come clean with 
Benedict? If I plead for his protection, will he spare me 
when The Moment arrives?”  
 Yet even as she said the words, I saw her dismiss that 
notion -- first off because I think she knew that Pope 
Benedict would not believe her, and secondly (and much 
more importantly!) surely she must have known that 
Ma’bus could read her mind and that harboring such a 
traitorous idea would surely lead to her doom. 
 As if on my cue, she gasped, “Don’t even think it. That 
was not my idea.”Again I watched her throw a tantrum, 
pounding on her bed in frustration -- trying to erase even 
the memory of that treacherous thought. “He knows! 
But... I’ve got to explain -- I am not a traitor!” And she 
jumped off her bed and raced back towards Ma’bus’ 
quarters. 
 
 

۞ 
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“Where is he?” Mystery screamed at one of the guards 
who barred her entry back into the dictator’s private 
domain. “Which room?” 
 “Miss Abbracciavento, I’m sorry, you are not permitted 
right now.” 
 “You don’t understand, I must see our lord. Now!” 
 “There is noth—“  
 Mystery’s knee to his groin cut off further words and, 
as the man fell to the floor, Mystery flew past him down 
the hall. 
 Reaching the door to Ma’bus’ room, she wasted no 
time in knocking but instead barged in...only to be met 
with something quite unexpected. 
 In the far corner of the room, a large wooden cross had 
been erected, set up in the shape of an “X” -- and nailed 
upon that cross, upside down, wailing in agony, was 
Ghaz’ al Ridwan Ma’bus! 
 It was not a pretty sight – Ma’bus’ naked body was 
coated in a mixture of blood and sweat. Just as Mystery 
entered, his chest was racked by a violent spasm, and 
then his eyes bulged from his head, as if he was unable 
to withstand the intense pressure building up inside his 
skull! 
 “Ghaz, Noooo!” Mystery screamed. 
 Even though Mystery was now standing in plain sight, 
it was clear that Ma’bus did not see her -- in fact, I got 
the feeling that he was not actually looking at anything 
(or at least not anything in THIS world). 
 Too curious or too scared to simply leave, Mystery was 
unsure what to do. 
 But then it happened – all at once Ma’bus’ wailing 
ceased, his head flopped forward, and his body went limp 
as his weight pulled against the nails that impaled his 
wrists and feet.  
 (Could it be? Is he?) 
 “Oh no, Ghaz, you can’t die! Don’t you dare leave me!” 
Mystery ran over to the gruesome display and fell to her 
knees at the base of the cross, trying to talk herself out 
of this nightmare. “Why Ghaz? When you first showed 
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me this macabre thing last year, you said it was the very 
cross which Peter of Galilee had been crucified upon, and 
I knew you were enamored with it, but I didn’t think you 
would really do...THIS?”   
 (Was this really Peter’s cross? I had to admit, it sure 
looked the part). 
 “What’s going to happen now?” Mystery looked at her 
lifeless lover.  
 Of a sudden, Ma’bus head jerked up.  
 Jumping back, Mystery raised her hands as if to ward 
off a blow, even as Ma’bus slowly opened his eyes. Yet 
her horror (and mine) only grew in scale as Ma’bus’ 
eyeballs rolled over – showing only the whites, laced with 
blood.  
 “Ghaz?” Mystery eked out, bravely moving towards 
him.  
 Yet her courage melted when Ma’bus spoke, “I am 
Legion – WE are many...” And then his visage began to 
writhe -- as if the flesh of his face was being burned by 
an intense fire. Yet it was the words which Ma’bus spoke 
next which finally sent Mystery running for her life – for 
when The Beast spoke again, the sinister sounds were 
the Tongue of The Abyss.  
 Then it was that Mystery (and I) realized that not only 
was Ma’bus NOT dead, but he had not been crucified 
against his will either – he did this intentionally in order to 
commune with demons of the underworld!  
 “If They find out I’m here, They’ll kill me!” Mystery 
panicked, fearing discovery by Satan’s minions. “I’ll get 
sucked into The Fires!” And she raced back out of the 
room, leaving her master to his fate. 
 (Too late, woman, The Beast knows you were here. 
You’re doomed). 
 
 

۞ 
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My Sight continued to follow Mystery and less than three 
hours later, I watched her board a plane to Rome. 
 “I can’t have my soul returned to The Fires.” She 
shivered, sitting in a fairly empty section of first class on 
a plane flying over The Mediterranean. “But what can I 
do? If my fate is sealed with Ghaz, only Benedict can 
save me now.” Yet even as she said it a new thought 
seemed to take hold, and with eyes wide, she whimpered, 
“But what if Benedict is in league with Ma’bus after all? 
He might well laugh in my face and hand me over to 
death.”  
 Mystery’s mind must have locked at that thought, 
because her face twisted and she was silent for a time. 
Eventually she decided, “I can’t explain why but I feel my 
only hope is Benedict. I must escape from Ma’bus!“ 
 Yet just then, the plane shook with turbulence.  
 “Whoa!” Mystery gasped – her words echoed by other 
passengers. 
 “Hello, folks,” came a voice over the intercom. “This is 
your captain. We’re heading into a bit of unexpected 
weather. Please fasten your seatb—“ 
 But the pilot’s words were cut short – as the plane 
suddenly dropped through the air. Drinks and bags went 
flying as passengers and flight attendants struggled to 
keep from being jostled about the cabin. 
 ”It’s my fault!” Mystery gripped the seatback in front of 
her whilst the airplane rapidly descended. “Ghaz, please, 
don’t forsake me. Give me a chance to do your will!” And 
she ducked as a piece of carryon luggage went whizzing 
past her head – slamming into a passenger a few rows in 
back.  
 Screams raged all around and the pilot’s voice came 
back on, “God....help....us!  We’re going...down! If...you 
know a prayer...now is--”  
 And then something rather strange happened -- for the 
briefest of moments, I got a glimpse into Mystery’s mind. 
(Is this what Miriam sees when she does her mental 
probe thing?) I saw Mystery’s life flash rapidly before her 
eyes (too quickly for me to make out much), but the 



The Untold Revelations of John 

   169 

important thing is what happened next –amazingly 
Mystery was given the opportunity to beg for The Lord’s 
forgiveness and grace! 
 The plane’s descent continued, yet for Mystery, time 
stood still as she considered God’s call.  
 Unfortunately for her, she hesitated – and that was all 
the time Ma’bus needed to bore back in to her psyche. 
 As it turned out, Mystery prayed like I have never 
heard anyone prayer before – and yet, unlike the rest of 
the passengers onboard who were surely also asking God 
for help, I realized in horror that Mystery’s lamentations 
were to someone altogether different – for Mystery was 
praying to Lucifer. 
 “Save me, Master!” She wailed. “Save me to do your 
son’s bidding. I pledge myself again to him alone. My 
soul is yours. Save m--” 
 Immediately the plane righted -- to joy of everyone 
onboard. 
 The remainder of the flight was uneventful, however 
the turmoil had served its purpose – Mystery no longer 
had any doubts about what to do. 
 “I will carry out my mission.” Her voice devoid of 
emotion. “And then I will return to Ma’bus. Let him do 
with me what he will. I belong to him...and his father. 
The Fires are my destiny.”  
 At last my visions ended. I was left alone on my back 
porch – my beer having long since gone warm.  
 “Damn. This is really The End, huh?” I looked up at 
the evening sky, knowing inside that it was all just 
beginning. 
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Histories Mysteries 
(July 12) 
 
 
 
 
The very next day, I was in my living room with Alan and 
Miriam. While they sat on my raggedy couch, sipping tea, 
I was in my Laz-e-boy trying to drink myself into oblivion 
and trying to conceal the shaking of my hands – it wasn’t 
working. No matter what I did, I couldn’t escape the 
image of The Beast nailed to Peter’s cross. 
 Meanwhile, Alan was now back to his old self – which 
is to say that he was determined to understand what was 
going on in the world; and now he and Miriam were both 
wearing me out with their questions. 
 “Thank God you were able to find me, Miriam.” Alan 
gushed again. “Even while I was lost inside myself, I 
could feel the slightest something... tingling at the edges 
of my mind -- a faint calling which kept me from falling 
over the precipice and into Oblivion. Miriam, you saved 
my life!”  
 (Hmmm. Alan’s talk suddenly intrigued me. For a 
moment I forgot about Ma’bus as I realized that if I could 
somehow get myself into one of those Chairs, then 
perhaps I could succeed where Alan had failed).  
 “Hardly.” Miriam corrected. “It was John who really 
saved you.” 
 (Yeah, you’re welcome – now get out so I can get back 
to work). 
 “Well, you both did.” Alan smiled. But then, after 
pondering further, “Miriam, you’ve talked to me with 
your telepathy before, but this was different -- it wasn’t 
so much a voice I heard, as a <presence> I felt. Was this 
because of The Chair?”  
 Miriam blushed, “Alan, I was desperate. Time was 
running out, and telepathy wasn’t working. I, ah, had to 
use… my Psychic Probe.” 
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 I roared with laughter at that admission, raising my 
glass of Duvel in a toast, “Here, here! Now I’ve h—“ 
 “John, stop!” Miriam commanded. Yet it was too late to 
save Alan from embarrassment, and his face went from a 
canvas of shocked whiteness to one of flushed red. At 
this, Miriam quickly added. “Please. Don’t worry, Alan. I 
only used the power to locate you. I did not go into your 
memories.” 
 (Well, if she did, then she’ll know the secret Alan’s 
been keeping from her lo these many years. Oh, this is 
rich!) 
 “Ah...thank you?” Alan was clearly still horrified at the 
prospect of Miriam inside his mind. “It’s not as if I have 
anything to hide, mind you. It’s just...just that...” 
 “A man’s thoughts are his private business.” I wagged 
a finger at Miriam. “Nobody should be able to get into the 
mind of another person. I don’t even know why you call 
that ability a gift, – it’s witchcraft.” 
 “And your Alchemy is any better?” Miriam replied. 
“John, you’ll go to the Pit for your lack of discipline – led 
astray by your own great folly! Talk about witchcraft, why 
that’s the very defin—“ 
 “People!” Alan broke in. “In-fighting is not going to get 
us anywhere. Look, I am grateful to you both. By 
whatever means necessary, you saved my life. Thank 
you.” And he switched subjects. “I should have known 
that Teri was the real Mystery. After all, how could a 
woman like that be so interested in Biblical Antiquities?” 
 “Amen to that!” Miriam chimed in. “It only took me one 
look to see that there was more to her than meets the 
eye.” 
 “But, if Mystery is the Evil Temptress, how do we 
explain her dealings with Benedict? After all, even 
though Jesus charged us with The Commission, I’ve 
always felt that The Pope would be OUR ally, not theirs.” 
 “Benedict can’t be aligned with Ma’bus.” Miriam 
replied. “The Beast must take down The Rock of Peter 
before he can begin his own reign.” 
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 “Then how do you explain Benedict’s role here?” Alan 
asked.  
 “I believe there’s only one interpretation,” Miriam 
offered. “Benedict will be the one to kill Ma’bus and 
enable the Second Coming – not us!” 
 She caught me off guard with that comment and I saw 
that Alan was taken back a bit as well. (I know what 
you’re thinking – now would be a good time to tell them 
about my vision of the future with Benedict supposedly 
killing Ma’bus, but I wasn’t about to give Miriam the 
satisfaction).  
 Instead I entered the conversation with a word of 
caution, “It’s not good to have zeal without knowledge, 
nor to be hasty and miss the way. You’d never make a 
good scientist, Mary, for you only reach conclusions that 
you WANT to find and fail to consider other possibilities.” 
 “Such as?”  
 “Such as the potential that Ma’bus is NOT the 
antichrist and that Benedict is.”  
 (Sorry, but I couldn’t resist throwing that out there – if 
only to get them riled up a bit!) 
  “No chance.” Alan shot down my comment. “Ma’bus IS 
The Beast. Mystery told me so and we all agreed on who 
she is.” 
 “Interesting – I don’t recall me agreeing.” I replied. 
“After all, if Mystery is The Evil Temptress wouldn’t it be 
in her nature to mislead you?” 
 Alan did not reply. 
 “And even if Benedict is not The Beast, couldn’t he be 
The Helper?” I proffered. “Perhaps he will bring The Nails 
to Ma’bus as part of the Armageddon Rite, maybe 
Benedict is the one who will install them into The Crown 
of Doom, thus stopping the Second Coming. Perhaps, 
he—“ (Suddenly I stopped short, realizing I was saying 
too much). 
 “Do you realize that you are proposing that the Head of 
the Catholic Church is part and parcel to a pawn of 
Satan?” Miriam chided. 
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  “John, does your vehemence against Benedict have 
anything to do with your grudge against The Catholics?” 
Alan jumped in. “Are you still bitter that they tried to 
martyr you for leading a sect of the Cathars? Good God, 
man, but that was hundreds of years ago.” 
 “It might as well have been yesterday to me.” I replied, 
remembering the events of 1235 A.D – when I was 
sentenced to death as part of Gregory IX’s Inquisition. 
(Yet I’ll have you know, his Dominican lackeys succeeded 
in murdering me only because I wanted them to -- 
unfortunately, their efforts didn’t succeed). 
 “John, why did you ever get mixed up in that cult?” 
Miriam inquired. “Did you really believe what you wrote 
in the Gospel of the Secret Supper?” 
 (Wow! The Gospel of the Secret Supper - now that’s a 
classic!) 
 “What kind of a question is that?” I exploded on her. 
“And coming from YOU of all people, Mary? Aren’t you 
little Miss I’m Tolerant of Everybody’s Beliefs?” And before 
she could reply, I continued, “Of course I believed the 
Secret Supper Gospel – hell, I believe what I wrote there 
more than what’s credited to me in the Christian Bible. 
After all, what’s so wrong about what we Cathars held to 
be true – namely that ‘the earth was created by Satan as 
a prison for souls, and that Jesus was sent by God to 
show us how to escape back to Heaven?’ Ha, the real 
problem, as you both well remember, was that my 
Cathars were growing in such popularity in Europe that 
we were replacing Catholicism! Obviously the Vatican 
had to do something about that – thus their ruthless 
Inquisition.” 
 “John, let’s be reasonable,” Alan said. “You didn’t give 
Pope Gregory much choice -- you rejected all the 
sacraments, and you came up with two very sacrilegious 
rituals of your own. What did you expect?” 
 “Every group has its rank and file. The Rite of 
Consolamentum allowed us to advance our key members 
into the class of Perfecti. The Vatican didn’t really give a 
crap about that. It was Endura they hated.” 
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 “Well, who would approve of encouraging people to 
deliberately commit suicide?” Miriam questioned. 
“Obviously YOU thought it was a shortcut to get yourself 
back to the spirit world. And obviously it didn’t work.” 
(She was right there). “Oh, John, why must you always 
pursue your own designs? Why can’t you delight yourself 
in the Lord, for if you do, He will give you the desires of 
your heart.” And then she looked at me with eyes that 
seemed to bore into my brain. “Is it because of the guilt 
for your sins? You make no effort to hide it; why you 
wear it as if it is a badge of courage! But why? Surely The 
Lord will punish you with the rod, but He will never take 
his love from you. Why not turn back to Him? Say to the 
Lord ‘I confess my transgressions to you.’ And He will 
reply, ‘You are forg—“ 
 Finally I could take it no more, “That’s enough! How 
can I dispute God’s judgment for me? All He ever does is 
overwhelm me with misery. Justice? What is justice to 
Him who makes all the rules? Go take your—“ 
 “OK! OK!” Alan tried to restore order. “John, regardless 
of what happened back then, and regardless of any guilt 
you are still dealing with, this is not the time for an 
intervention. We’re getting way off the subject at hand 
NOW. Do either of you have anything constructive to 
share about Benedict?” 
 I gave no reply – knowing I had already said too much. 
Instead I merely took a long pull on my drink – finishing 
it in a giant gulp. Then I let out a loud belch. After that, I 
got up, went into my kitchen, and grabbed what was left 
of a six pack of Sam Adams Summer Ale. 
 When I finally returned to the living room, I could see 
that Alan and Miriam were still waiting on me to 
respond. Seeing that they weren’t leaving, I realized that I 
was going to have to play hardball. So, taking a big swig 
of my drink, I finally said, “You know, I just realized I 
forget to tell you something -- it seems to me there is 
more to Benedict than meets the eye. As it turns out, I 
recently had a vision about our Pope. Now, now, don’t get 
all excited because I can’t remember much – after all, I’m 
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an old man.” And although I knew they didn’t buy that 
excuse, I pressed on before they could comment. “In any 
case, in my dream, I saw Benedict holding our Nails in 
his hands as he approached Ma’bus.” 
 “You saw Benedict and Ma’bus together?” Miriam 
asked.  
 “What was the event?” Alan inquired. “Were they 
friends or foes?” 
 “Hold on, you’re missing the point!” I stopped their 
questions. “It doesn’t matter why they were together. The 
important thing is that Benedict was holding the nails…” 
I reeled them in, “Don’t you listen? Holding the nails… in 
his hands.” 
 Alan and Miriam looked at one another, astonished. 
 (Ah, the sweet taste of victory!) 
  “But how could Benedict hold our Nails in his hands?” 
Alan pondered. 
 “Without dying?” Miriam added.  
 Another long pause followed as they tried to make 
sense of my revelation. Meanwhile I smiled as I finished 
my drink and relaxed a bit. 
 But then Miriam rained on my parade, “For you, O 
Lord, are the Most High! Don’t you see, this merely 
confirms what I’m saying -- Benedict will be filled with 
divine power at the appointed time, so that he CAN hold 
the Nails in order to destroy Ma’bus and thus enable 
Christ’s return!” 
 (Dammit! I hadn’t thought of it that way -- she just 
might be right). 
 “Envy rots the bones.” I muttered under my breath, 
before replying to her, “If that’s true, Mary, then what are 
WE still doing here?”  
 “John.” Alan raised a hand. “You know our mission – 
we are to guard The Nails until the day they are needed, 
until The Second Coming. Nobody said our role would be 
in the spotlight. Isn’t it enough to know that our work 
will be directly responsible for aiding Christ’s return?” 
 <SMASH!> I threw my glass against the wall. “No, Laz-
a-rus, it is not! Do you think I wanted to wait around 
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here for two thousand years, guarding a worthless piece 
of iron, only to give it off to someone else at the moment 
of truth -- so they can get the glory? That’s a raw deal!” 
 “John, you know that’s not true.” Miriam reminded 
me. “YOU, more than anyone, know the value of Jesus’ 
love.” 
 “Two thousand years is a long time -- I guess I plumb 
forgot; just like HE forgot about me.” And before anyone 
could reply, I continued, “Besides, who cares about all 
your theories, you’re probably wrong…again.” 
 “What do you mean?” Alan asked. 
 “Don’t you see?” I said wearily. “There is no antichrist!” 
 “How can you say that?” Miriam gasped.  
  “Just how often have you two been wrong about The 
Beast?” I jabbed back. “Oh let me count the ways. First 
there was Nero – but that was on me – he’s the one I 
wrote about in Revelations – or so I thought. So I’ll take 
the bullet for being wrong there. 
 “But it was you, Mary, who brought us Attila in the 
400’s,” I hastened on. “Now Attila was a ruthless 
conqueror indeed, but NOT the antichrist. Which brings 
us to Alan’s theory about Archbishop Arnulf of Rheims in 
the late 900’s.” 
 “Well, he was a thinking man’s antichrist.” Alan 
offered. 
 “Yet again we were wrong. “ I concluded. “So after that, 
I stopped trying to guess, but you two plodded ahead. 
You listened to Charles V when he brought you Martin 
Luther in the early 1500’s – yet why you two couldn’t see 
that Charles was playing you for a fool, I’ll never know? 
Luckily I was able to talk some sense into you. Oh sure, 
Luther caused some problems for the Church, but on the 
whole, I think you’ll agree he’s proven to be a catalyst for 
change which the Church needed.” 
 “Touche.” Alan nodded. “And your poi—“ 
 “And then there was Adam Weishaupt.” I cut him off. 
“Or should I say George Washington? Indeed, after he 
pulled his little identity switcheroo he had the world 
fooled – and us too. And while he advanced the cause of 
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the Illuminated Ones, and laid the foundation for 
America to become a world harlot, he was surely NOT the 
antichrist either.” 
 “How can you be so sure?” Miriam asked.  
 “Which brings us at last to the one person that you 
two really had me convinced on - Hitler.” I pressed ahead 
with my own designs. “Yes, despite my pledge that I was 
done listening to you two after the Weishaupt Fiasco, 
even I couldn’t resist your arguments about Ol’ Adolf.” 
 “Well he DID fit the bill.” Miriam whined. 
 “And yet, we were wrong about him too.” Alan said. 
“Oh, he was indeed evil, but…as John pointed out, even 
Hitler was NOT the antichrist.” 
 “And so it goes.” I concluded. “There IS no antichrist. 
Jesus is not coming back. And we three will be forced to 
rot here in this world forever. Therefore, will you two 
please just let it be and leave me alone.” 
 It seemed that my arguments were having the desired 
effect on Alan, because he was at a loss for words. Yet 
Miriam continued to protest, “You’re wrong, John. This 
time is different. Ma’bus IS The Beast!” 
  “Mary, why are you so sure this time?” I grimaced. 
“Just because this Ma’bus fellow meets all your criteria?” 
 “He does!” Miriam slapped fist into hand. 
 “But so did all the others!” I retorted, in disbelief at her 
doggedness.  
 Yet when Miriam just sat there -- jaw jutting out, back 
straight -- finally my shoulders sagged and I felt as old as 
I looked, “OK, let me hear your story. If you must tell it, 
get it over with so I can get rid of you two and… get back 
to the business of trying to kill myself.” 
 “John!” Miriam said. “You’re blaspheming Christ’s 
work in you.” 
 “Whatever. Please, just tell your tale and then go. 
What makes you so sure that Ma’bus is the Beast? 
Enlighten me.” 
 “Because The Infernal War has moved to the front 
lines of the underworld, and Michael himself is leading 
the troops in this campaign!” 
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 I think my jaw fell open at that revelation, but it was 
Alan who asked, “Archangel Michael is actually in battle 
again? This is momentous indeed!” 
 “Why are you so surprised? I already told you about 
this back in 856, I wrote about this very event in a letter 
to…er…Pope John VIII.” 
 “Loannes Octavus? But, he reigned from 872 to 882?” 
 “I wasn’t talking about Octavus. I was referring to 
Joanna Anglicus.” 
 “Pope Joan?” I cackled in delight – grateful for the 
change of subject. “Oh how I always loved that fiasco.” 
 “What choice did the Church have but to cover up that 
scandal?” Alan was quick to defend.  And before we could 
stop him, he embarked on a history lecture. “You know 
the story told by the chronicler Martin of Opava – The 
orphan Joanna Anglicus was raised to live as a man by 
her older lover, a Greek named Frumentius. In Athens, 
Joanna became proficient in a wide range of knowledge, 
and as time wore on her intellect knew no equal. When 
she later went to Rome, a high opinion of her arose in the 
city, and she became first a papal secretary, then a 
cardinal, and finally, when her respect was at its peak, 
she was elected Pope John VIII – the first to be called 
that name.” 
 “Ah, but she couldn’t abide by the Vow of Celibacy, 
eh?” I chuckled, “for while pope she became pregnant by 
Frumentius!” 
 “Indeed. And through ignorance of the time when she 
was to deliver,” Alan continued, “while Joanna was 
mounting a horse, she was delivered of a child. That 
event occurred in a lane once named Via Sacra, but now 
known as the shunned street – its location is between the 
Coliseum and St. Clement's, and as you both know, no 
current popes will travel down that street. In the end, to 
avoid a scandal of momentous proportions, Joanna’s 
name was removed from the list of holy pontiffs -- both 
because of her female sex and on account of the… 
delicacy of the matter.” 
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 “A changing of the records made all the easier because 
of the destruction of knowledge that occurred during the 
Dark Ages.” Miriam said gloomily. “And yet, I still believe 
Joanna could have been one of the greatest Church 
leaders of all time. After all, she was the one who--.” 
 “And yet,” I interrupted, “let’s not overlook the 
legendary ending to this tale – after giving birth, she was 
bound by the feet to her horse's tail and dragged through 
the streets and stoned. And until 1485, at the place of 
her supposed grave, it was written: Petre, Pater Patrum, 
Papisse Prodito Partum – ‘O Peter, Father of Fathers, 
Betray the childbearing of the woman pope’.” 
 “Wait, as I recall,” Alan said, “Joanna wasn’t really 
stoned to death?” 
 “Correct,” I advised. “The official unofficial version was 
that she was ‘deposed for incontinence and forced into a 
convent.’ Meanwhile, to keep her quiet the new pope 
made Joanna’s son the Bishop of Hostia. And, in a final 
twist of irony, when Joanna was on her deathbed, she 
instructed that her burial should be in that place where 
she had given birth – the Via Sacra! Ha, oh the miracles 
which God works, eh?”  
 “But what has all this—“ Alan began. 
 “Wait,” I was still laughing. “Don’t forget the sedes 
stercoraria!”  
 “What’s he talking about?” Miriam was annoyed with 
this tangent. 
 “He’s referring to…defecation seats.” Alan stammered. 
“It seems, after Joanna, pope-elects were forced to sit on 
a special throne -- with a hole in it.” 
 “For what purpose?” Miriam asked, confused. 
 “To verify the sex of the pope!” I grinned impishly. 
 “Preposterous!” Miriam gasped. “You two are making 
all this up.” 
 “Ah, I’m afraid John is telling the truth.” Alan blushed. 
“After Joanna, prior to any official announcement, the 
new pope-elect was made to sit upon the sedes 
stercoraria, robes lifted so that his bare bottom touched 
the stone. The chair was hollow, thus, entering from 
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behind, the cardinals were allowed to go underneath 
and…ah, confirm he was indeed a man.” 
 (It’s true. Check it out for yourself. Funny stuff, huh?) 
 “Why that’s just horrible.” Miriam was aghast at the 
thought.  
 “What’s so bad about a little—“ I started off again. 
 “Be that as it may.” Alan raised his voice to drown out 
my bawdy humor. “We must get back to the tale at hand. 
Miriam, regarding what you wrote to Pope Joanna about 
Michael’s war on terror, please, tell us more.” 
 Thankful to be past that last bit of the conversation, 
Miriam advised, “Among other things, I wrote about the 
climax of The Infernal War – a covert attack led by 
Michael against the walls of the underworld.” 
 “Moving the battle lines,” Alan agreed, “from Heaven’s 
Gates -- where they have been since Lucifer’s Fall – to a 
new front: The Doors of Hell! Yes, I remember, now; it 
was a bold tactical move – something I ever wondered 
why Michael didn’t do previously.” 
 “Because that time was never right…until now.”  
 (Damn, if she’s right about this...) 
 “But how can you be sure, Miriam?” Alan asked. 
 “Shortly before I rescued you, Alan, Gabriel revealed 
that Michael is on the move and that Hell itself was 
about to be laid to waste.” 
 “Well, that settles it then, eh?” I chimed in. “If Michael 
is taking matters into his own hands, then what do they 
need us for? I guess we can all relax. Seems like our 
entire existence has been nothing but—“ 
 “John, stop!” Miriam yelled. “You know that even if 
Michael does open the gates of Hell, if the Antichrist 
stops the Second Coming of Jesus in this world, then 
Lucifer can escape Michael and come here. God would be 
driven away and the earth would then become Lucifer’s!” 
 “All hope would be gone.” Alan surmised. “The battle 
would be over, and we would end up be on the losing 
side.” 
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 “Not if we change sides now.” I said in a deadpan tone, 
looking at each of my companions and waiting to see how 
they replied. 
 (I’m a stinker, I know. But an old man’s gotta have 
some fun, neh?) 
  My last jibe did not disappoint – and with both Alan 
and Miriam white-faced, I went for the kill, “Lighten up, 
people. I know we can’t switch sides. But if Michael 
wants to do his thing – fine. And if you two want to stop 
Ma’bus – also fine. Just leave me out of it.” And I clicked 
on the TV – hoping they would finally get the hint. 
 Miriam walked over, rudely snatched the remote (yes, 
the remote that I had just recently learned how to use!), 
and then turned the TV back off. “Stern discipline awaits 
him who leaves the path, John! You’re not listening.” 
 “WHAT?” I roared. “WHAT DO YOU WANT ME TO 
KNOW?” 
 “Don’t you see -- Michael’s offensive is a SECRET 
attack! I wrote about this in my letter to La Papessa. In 
the end, after consulting the scriptures, she marked my 
letter signum eternus and locked it within the most secret 
of the Vatican’s vaults – where it been ever since.” 
 “The Bibliotheca Apostolica?” Alan asked. When Miriam 
shook her head, he wondered, “Then your letter must be 
in The Archives of the Apos---?” 
 “Alan,” Miriam interrupted. “It’s not in The Apostolic 
Penitentiary either.” 
 “Then what other secret vault could you be referring 
to?”  
 “I’m referring to the…the… Sacra Crypta.” Miriam 
whispered.  
 (Bingo! That’s what I was trying to remember when 
Joseph was considering Marrollo for Confuto Penitentiary 
– a post that would give him access to the Sacra Crypta).  
 Alan’s eyes narrowed, “My dear Miriam, remember who 
you’re talking to – you don’t seriously expect me to 
believe that such a warehouse has remained outside of 
MY knowledge for lo these many centuries?” 
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 “I’m not sure what to say, Alan, but The Sacra Crypta 
does indeed exist.” 
 “Then where is it located?” Alan snapped, clearly 
embarrassed.  
 “Beneath the church of Santo Stefano degli Ungheresi.”  
 “Impossible. That church was pulled down in 1776.” 
 “True. But what else do you know about it?”  
 “Santo Stefano was established by Charlemagne in the 
9th century.” Alan recalled. “And I was in attendance 
when Pope Sylvester II later granted it to King Stephen I 
of Hungary back around 1000. In fact, that church was a 
key diplomatic link between Hungary and the Vatican for 
centuries.” 
 “OK. OK.” I tried to move the story along. “What 
happened next?” 
 “Hmm.” Alan tried to remember. “I moved away from 
Rome again around 1100, and by then the church fell 
into some disrepair. In 1776 Pope Pius VI pulled down 
Santo Stefano and built a new sacristy for St. Peter's.” 
 “If you loved it so much, why didn’t you stop this?” I 
teased.  
 “John, as you might recall, we three were tied up 
dealing with Weishaupt at the time. Regardless, Saint 
Stephan’s church was torn down – so now all that 
remains are its Roman columns – which I convinced 
Pius, by letter, to place in the new sacristy of the St. 
Peter's.” 
 “Alan, you’re correct on all of that.” Miriam agreed. “I 
know how much you loved that chapel. However, you 
overlooked one thing.” 
 “Oh, what’s that?” Alan asked, an eyebrow raised in 
disbelief. 
 “There was a secret cellar under Santo Stefano.”  
 “What?!? I’ve been there a thousand times, how could I 
never have known about it? There wasn’t any such 
feature in the original construction.” 
 “She said it was a secret.” I laughed. 
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 Alan’s look at me was pure ice, yet it was Miriam who 
spoke again. “I’m sorry I couldn’t tell you. I was sworn to 
secrecy.” 
 “Who built this vault? Who kept you from telling us?” 
 “The answer to that question is one and the same.” 
Miriam began. 
 But it was I who filled in the blank, “Don’t tell me -- 
Pope Joan?” 
 Miriam bowed her head, while Alan sputtered, “I don’t 
believe it!” 
 “It’s true.” Miriam agreed. “She had the vault built 
specifically to house my letter. The construction was 
completed by a craftsman who was in the employ of the 
Bishop of Hostia – her son. As it turns out that 
contractor was an illiterate mute – making him an ideal 
choice for such a covert job. As far as I know, outside of 
the craftsman, Joanna, and her son, the only other 
person that knew about the vault was me.” 
 “Does anyone have access to that depository now?” 
Alan asked. 
 “Two people.” Miriam advised. “The current pope – for 
among the many articles that come with the Papal 
Throne, a cryptic message about La Papessa’s vault is 
included in his personal artifact collection. However, if 
we surmise that only those popes who have contacted me 
about it have actually read the letter, then the number of 
popes who knew about the vault has been very small 
indeed.” 
 “How many?” Alan asked. 
 “None.” Miriam smiled winsomely, before explaining 
further, “I doubt that any of the popes have ever looked 
at La Papessa’s message or spent any time trying to 
decipher its Bible Code. After all, didn’t we just say that 
Joanna’s reign was discredited? Thus which pope in his 
right mind would want to be caught meddling with her 
affairs? Ah, don’t you see the beautiful tapestry of God’s 
work -- even though La Papessa suffered, it was not for 
nothing – for she protected this knowledge, even until 
this very day!” 
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 “I’d like to believe that, but we can’t be sure.” Alan 
surmised. “Yet you spoke of TWO people -- who is the 
other?” 
 “I believe that would be the Confuto Penitentiary.”  
Miriam speculated. “He is the keeper of the most secret 
items of the Papal Artifacts collection.”  
 (Dammit, she’s on to something. And when Miriam 
gets a whiff, she’s like a bloodhound that won’t stop). 
 “You mean the Major Penitentiary.” Alan corrected. 
 “No. I mean what I said. The Confuto – Supreme – 
Penitentiary.” 
 “I love seeing you two argue.” I interrupted, taking 
another swig of my drink. “Just like an old married 
couple.”   
 Both Alan and Miriam blushed red at that comment, 
and Alan stuttered, “Miriam, there hasn’t been a Confuto 
for over two centuries.”  
 (Ah, but there will be soon). 
 “That’s a good thing!” Miriam advised. “For that’s one 
less we have to worry about. But that still leaves one 
person all the more important to us...” 
 “Benedict.” Alan filled in the blank. 
 “Benedict.” Miriam agreed. 
 “We must see him.”   
 “We must know which side he is really on.”  
  “Well, that settles it then. We three shall go to 
Benedict.” 
 “When do we leave?”  
 “I guess that’s up to John.” Alan looked over at me.  
 I took another long pull on my drink, wiped my mouth 
with the back of my hand, and then leaned back in my 
chair to make it a recliner, “You two are welcome to get 
on up out of here whenever you like. And the sooner the 
better. But as for me, I’m just fine where I am.” 
 “John, how can you say that?” Miriam asked. 
 I didn’t reply. 
 “You know we all must go together,” Alan chimed in.  
 Still I was steadfast in my silence. 
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 “Ma’bus already has my Nail.” Alan reminded. “Yours 
and Miriam’s are the weapons we need to defeat him. We 
can’t afford to let Ma’bus get them too. If he does, he’ll be 
able to perform The Armageddon Rite!” 
 Another taste of my drink, and I licked my lips, “Ah, 
that’s good.” 
 “Jesus needs you.” Miriam urged. “I know you are still 
hurting, but The Lord will restore you again, John -- and 
you will praise Him for it. Don’t you care anymore?” 
 At that, I jumped out of my chair, sending beer cans 
flying, “HE doesn’t care about me, so why should I care 
about him?” And I jumped over to my bookcase, pulled 
out the chest that held my Nail, and threw it at them. “If 
you want that damn thing so bad, you can have it. Go! 
Do whatever you two want to. Go to Benedict – see how 
far that gets you. Visit Ma’bus, if you like. I don’t care; 
just leave me alone to die!” 
 And with that, I forced Alan and Miriam out of my 
house – slamming the door shut on them. 
 Miriam tried banging on the door to get back in, 
“Refrain from anger and turn from wrath, John -- it leads 
only to evil.” 
 “Shut up, Mary! When will you understand -- that 
which is twisted cannot be straightened, that which is 
lacking, cannot be counted.  I am no more than a man 
forgotten and I just want to be left alone!” 
 And so they left – off again to pursue their great 
Commission. 
 As for me...I was alone at last...and finally ready to get 
to back to work -- for The Opus Magnum beckoned… 
  
  



M. C. Stoppa 

186 

Leavin’ on a Jet Plane 
(July 13) 
 
 
 
 
Unfortunately, I did not get to work in peace. In fact, the 
very next day, I had another vision forced upon me – 
ironically it was about Alan and Miriam (gee whiz, how 
do I get rid of these guys?) 
 “Why did we bother to come through JFK?” Miriam 
complained. 
 “Hopefully the delay won’t be much longer.” Alan 
soothed. “Meanwhile, let’s take this time to plan our next 
moves.” 
 “Oh, Alan, always the analytical mind.” But then, as if 
realizing her possible faux pas, Miriam added, “Er. I 
didn’t mean that in a mental telepathy sort of way.” And 
seeing her friend’s face redden further, she stammered, 
“Alan, please know that I did NOT go through your 
private thoughts. I never have in the past and I never 
plan to. You mus--” 
 (Don’t believe her, Alan). 
 “Hush. I trust you, Miriam. But let’s just make a pact 
so we can save ourselves further embarrassment – no 
more telepathy, mental probes, or other mental tricks.” 
 (Amen to that!) 
 Miriam nodded, “If I have anything to say, I’ll say it out 
loud.”  
 “Amen!” (Copy cat). 
 “Alan, how long has it been since we’ve last talked? I 
mean really talked.” (Oh no, when a woman says she 
wants to talk that’s never good). 
 Alan thought for only a moment, “The last time we 
were together -- before you rescued me from Ma’bus -- 
was in 1945 – April 30th to be exact.” 
 “The day Hitler shot himself – alas another antichrist 
theory which didn’t pan out.”   
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 “And yet, I wonder...” Alan mused. ”Unlike most, we 
saw Hitler’s remains – at least what was left of them after 
his men burned his body. Granted, even when we 
determined that Hitler was not in fact our Antichrist, we 
still worked hard to drive him out of his mind in order to 
rid of the world of his evil – and we did succeed in 
pushing him down the suicide path, but don’t forget -- 
Hitler shot himself two days before we thought he 
would.” 
 (I realize this probably all news to you, but actually it’s 
quite true).   
 “So?” 
 “None of us actually saw him take the shot. And while 
we did see his charred corpse, I told you back then I 
wasn’t comfortable with everything.”  
 “But nothing more happened. We agreed the Hitler File 
was closed.”  
 (Actually I agreed with Alan at the time -- I wasn’t 
100% sure Hitler was really dead, but I didn’t feel like 
fighting Miriam, so I didn’t say anything).  
 “What if we were wrong?” 
 “What do you mean?” 
 “What if Hitler never did kill himself?” Alan whispered, 
“Miriam, is it possible Hitler actually stayed alive and has 
now re-emerged as...Ma’bus?!?” 
 The color drained from Miriam’s face, yet before she 
could respond, Alan pressed ahead, “Let me take it a step 
further. Miriam, in the course of the last few decades, I 
have been postulating a new theory -- in the past, 
whenever we’ve been presented with a potential 
antichrist emerging, how did we evaluate that candidate 
to determine if they were truly The Beast?” 
 “I’m not sure I understand -- why are we talking about 
men whom History has proven NOT to be antichrists?” 
 “Has it? Think about the men we were once 
CONVINCED were The Beast: Nero, Attila, Arnulf, 
Weishaupt, and Hitler. I want you to—“ 
 “You forgot Luther.” Miriam interjected. 
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 “Actually, I left him out on purpose. There is no 
question that we were wrong about him and luckily John 
caught our error in time.” (Well, at least someone gives 
me some credit around here. Thank you, Alan). 
 “Agreed. But so what?” 
 “Miriam, what if ALL of them really were The Beast?”  
 “How could that be? They all died – and stopped 
causing problems.” 
 “And yet, in every case there is a nuance that left me 
unsure. Consider Nero’s death – a supposed suicide in 
which he drove a dagger into his own throat – albeit with 
the aid of his personal secretary Epaphroditos. And yet 
Epaphroditos then conveniently disappeared from 
history?” 
 “Even still, Nero’s death seemed pretty convincing.” 
 “Was it? Or did Nero switch with his aide and disappear 
himself?”  
 “But, why? For what purpose?”  (Duh? Miriam, are you 
so obtuse?) 
 “Let’s table that and examine the other candidates. 
Next there was Attila -- his demise is still controversial: 
was it internal bleeding caused by years of heavy 
drinking, or did he die at the hands of his wife Gudrun?” 
 “What does it matter? Either way, he DID die.” Miriam 
rebutted. ”And did you forget that Attila was buried in a 
triple coffin made of gold, inside of silver, inside of iron – 
all to keep him locked inside?” 
 “And supposedly his army then diverted a section of 
the river Tisza over his gravesite – yet all those men were 
later killed by Attila’s son Ellac in order to keep the exact 
location of the gravesite a secret.” 
 (Hmm. I’m starting to see where Alan’s heading. What 
about YOU?) 
 “Attention passengers of Lufthansa Flight 1501 to 
Rome,” came a voice over the Terminal speakers, “Please 
proceed to Gate A31...” 
 “Hey, they changed our gate!” Miriam said. “That’s at 
the other end of the terminal.” And she rose up, hastily 
gathering her belongings.  
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 “Moving on,” Alan continued, as he too rose to go. 
“Arnulf’s death – still a mystery. Same goes for 
Weishaupt. And we already discussed Hitler.” 
 “Ugh, Alan, just spit it out -- what are you trying to 
say?” 
 “Just this, Miriam,” Alan whispered urgently into her 
ear, “what if all of those evil men really were the SAME 
man?  What if we did correctly identify the Beast each 
time, but due to our actions or just some unexpected 
turns of History, Satan chose to delay his rise?” 
 At first Miriam didn’t respond as she scampered 
towards their new gate, but suddenly she stopped in her 
tracks, “Or perhaps the spirit of Satan’s son possessed 
the bodies of those men and merely used each as a 
vessel?”  
 (ARG! Do you see what she’s doing? As always, Miriam 
can’t accept someone else’s idea, so she has to change it 
to make it hers. Just like a woman – never satisfied until 
they have their own way!) 
 “Hmmm...that I can’t answer,” Alan replied, “But one 
thing is sure. Lucifer is a master manipulator – for 
something as important as the rise to power of his son -- 
and his own subsequent release from the prison of Hell -- 
surely, if he felt for even a moment that everything wasn’t 
going exactly as planned, he would pull the plug and 
start over later, right?” 
 “Indeed. For Gabriel always said that once The 
Antichrist attempts The Armageddon Rite, he will have 
one chance at it – just ONE. That was the agreement 
Satan worked out with God. Although why The Lord 
would allow Himself to be bound by such a possib--” 
 “Attention passengers of Lufthansa Flight 1501 to 
Rome,” came the Airport voice again. “All passengers 
should be at Gate A31 ready to board.” 
 “Oh, let’s hurry, Alan. We can talk more on the way to 
Rome!”  
  
 

۞ 
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After they were finally airborne, Alan leaned over to 
Miriam, “Did you bring The Book with you or did you put 
it in your checked bags?”  
 “That’s absurd, you know I could never check that!” 
 “May I see it?” 
 “What, here? Now?” 
 “Nobody knows what it is. Please. I haven’t viewed it in 
centuries...” 
 “But, why do you want to see it? It will only make you 
sad.” 
 “Miriam.” 
 Reaching under the seat in front of her, Miriam pulled 
out a large, leather-bound tome from her carryon. After 
unlocking it, she hefted it over to Alan. He then flipped to 
the latter pages of The Book of Life -- looking for text.  
 “So many lives lost.” Miriam whimpered. “I’ll never 
understand it.“ 
 “Here you go.” Alan slammed the book and shoved it 
back at her.  
 “Er. OK?” Miriam gingerly took it back, fumbling with 
the lock.  
 “How very sad. Miriam, how do you live with carrying 
this burden?” 
 Looking down to hide her tears, she replied, “Ours is 
not to question God’s way. We must continue in faith 
that all will work out, and that...maybe, there will be a 
final redemption when even the lost sheep will come back 
into the fold. At least that is MY hope.” 
 Alan grasped her hand gently, “An admirable hope 
indeed.” 
 Miriam placed her head on Alan’s shoulder, while he 
continued to hold her hand, and as they sat thusly, both 
of them remembered the past...  
 (How do I know their thoughts? Keep reading and see 
for yourself). 
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My vision shifted with theirs, I guess, because after a 
hazy shading, I found myself looking upon a scene I 
hadn’t recalled in many years… 
 There we were, a group of disciples and hangers-on, 
following Jesus of Nazareth as he led us back to Bethany 
– just outside of Jerusalem. We were on a mission to visit 
with Lazarus’ family. There was much confusion among 
the disciples about the purpose of this trip -- some 
among the group tried to keep Jesus from going back 
there because our last visit to The Holy City nearly 
resulted in his death from the Jewish mobs who were 
incensed about his heretical teachings. Others were 
under the impression that Jesus was on his way to cure 
Lazarus of a mysterious illness which his sisters had 
urgently come to tell us about just two days before. Yet, 
only myself, Miriam, and a few others knew the truth – 
Lazarus was already dead. 
 As I looked at the group, I caught a glimpse of myself. 
(Oh how young and strong I once was! Why can’t I relive 
those days again?) Quickly, I looked away – it was no use 
living in the past – especially knowing what I know now. 
Instead I focused my Sight on someone else. 
 “But, I don’t understand, Lord.” I saw Miriam question 
Jesus. “If your friend Lazarus is already dead, why are 
we going back?” 
 “Dear one, why do you not listen to me?” Jesus 
replied. 
 “What am I missing?” 
 “Lazarus IS dead. But, for your sake, he will not stay 
that way.” 
 “MY sake? What do I have to do with anything?” 
 “Lazarus loves you.” 
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 “Lord!” Miriam blushed. “You know my heart beats 
only for you.” 
 “What you want cannot be.” Jesus said gently. “Each 
of us has a different path to walk. You and Lazarus will 
journey together; while I have another road. But fear not. 
I will always be with you.” 
 (Hogwash! I’ve heard that same line countless times – 
it ain’t true). 
 Clearly frustrated that the man she loved was trying to 
pass her off onto someone else, Miriam abruptly stormed 
off to the back of the group to be alone – surely 
wondering if her destiny was still to follow Jesus or if 
instead she was being led down a road to nowhere. 
 Suddenly for me time flashed by… 
 
 

۞ 
 
 
When I got my bearings again I realized a day or more 
must have passed, for we were all at a party – celebrating 
Lazarus’ Resurrection!  
 (Despite my current beef with Jesus, I couldn’t help 
remembering the profound amazement we all 
experienced back when we witnessed Jesus raise Lazarus 
from the dead – do you have any idea what it’s like to see 
a man come out of the grave? Truly Jesus was a miracle 
worker!)  
 Despite the chaotic celebration, I happened to catch a 
glimpse of Miriam sitting alone in a quiet grove. Lazarus 
walked over to her. Not knowing what to say, Miriam 
stuttered, “How...er, how do you feel?” 
 “Better...now.” Lazarus smiled calmly. 
 “I’m glad.” She replied automatically. “Jesus is 
amazing, huh?” 
 “He is. And so are you, Mary.” (Can you be any more 
obvious, Laz?) 
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 “Oh, looks like I need some more wine.” Miriam 
squirmed. “Would you excuse me?” 
 But Lazarus grasped her hand, “Mary, I let you get 
away from me once before. I can’t let that happen again. I 
love you. Stay with me.” 
  “Lazarus, please! This is not the time or the place.” 
 “Mary, don’t you realize I was a dead man less than a 
day ago?” 
 “That’s not a very comforting thought to a girl.” 
 I was experiencing the afterlife!” Lazarus related, his 
eyes peering inwards. “Peace. Love. Fulfillment.” 
 “I don’t understand, why did you come back?” 
 Lazarus looked intently at her. “I came back for YOU, 
Mary.”  
 “But why? Er, I know, I know, you love me.” She 
hissed the words under her breath. “But, it doesn’t make 
sense! If you were already experiencing the afterlife, 
surely the thought of ME could not compare?” 
 “I heard his voice -- The Teacher. Jesus said I needed 
to come back to...to...help you.” 
 “What are you trying to tell me? That Jesus is playing 
matchmaker and he brought you back from the dead to 
save me from being an old maid?” (Ooh, this is not going 
to go over well!). “Why the nerve of th—“ 
 Lazarus touched her hand gently, “It’s not like that, 
Mary.” 
 “Then what is it like?” 
 “I DO love you.” Lazarus said, as a touch of sadness 
entered his words, “However, I know how you feel about 
The Teacher. And about me.” 
 “Well, Lazarus, I...we... you and I, well, we hardly 
know each other.” 
 “Be that as it may. I came back to help you...with your 
mission.”  
 “What are you talking about?” 
 “Wait, are you telling me that The Teacher hasn’t 
discussed your mission with you?” 
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 “Does he want me to lead a new group of disciples?” 
Miriam suddenly perked up. (Ha, always trying to weasel 
her way into leadership).  
 Seeing that she really had no idea what he was talking 
about, Lazarus said, “Perhaps this conversation was not 
the best idea. I’m sorry, I thought Jesus had already 
discussed all this with you.” And he got up to leave. 
 Now it was Miriam’s turn to pull him back down, “Just 
a moment. You can’t walk away now; explain yourself!” 
 Unable to resist the woman he loved, Lazarus 
answered, “Mary, you are going to save the world! And I 
am going to help you!”  
 (Yeah, right. If only it was that easy).  
 
 

۞ 
 
 
At this point, my vision about Lazarus’ Resurrection Day 
faded to black, yet my Sight continued. Once more I 
found myself looking at the present -- as Miriam’s head 
continued to rest upon Alan’s shoulder while their flight 
to Rome wore on. But just as quickly, I remembered 
something else – an inkling of a memory of Alan’s which I 
got just before The Negrido ended back in my workshop a 
few days ago. At the time, I didn’t think much of it, but 
now I realized that it was important -- for, as the 
quirkiness of life sometimes churns out, I realized that 
the piece of Alan’s memory that came back to me 
concerned that same fateful day which I had just relived!  
 I wasn’t really honest with her that day. That’s what 
Alan’s mind kept screaming during The Negrido over and 
over.    
 (OK, it’s time you understand something – even I knew 
that Alan, nee Lazarus, had been harboring a secret from 
Miriam for a long time, and while it might have been 
truthful for Alan to tell Mary that he had heard Jesus’ 
calling to him, asking him to come back and help her in 
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a mission to save the world, I think you’re going to agree 
that Alan was a bit deceptive in the description of the 
afterlife which he related to her).  
 Peace? Love? Fulfillment? Alan’s mind had chided 
himself during my ritual. Ha! More like Uncertainty, 
Regret, and Longing. I made Miriam believe I was in 
Heaven, when in reality I was only in Purgatory! Yet, had I 
told her that Jesus offered me the opportunity to escape 
the sorrow of Purgatory simply by agreeing to come back 
and aid her, how noble would that make me look? 
Certainly it wouldn’t prove how much I loved her! 
 (Do YOU see the problem here? Alan didn’t believe the 
truth was dynamic enough to attract Mary and so he 
embellished it to make his sacrifice appear more noble – 
apparently because he knew he was competing against 
Jesus himself for Mary’s heart. Yet, if I’ve told Alan once, 
I’ve told him a thousand times – chivalry doesn’t pay. But 
he would never listen to me. He always wanted to be the 
Shining Knight come to save the day – unfortunately for 
him, he never played that role well).  
 I remember Alan’s thoughts turning blacker – even as 
my Negrido reached its climax. Where has all my chivalry 
gotten me? Miriam still doesn’t love me. She’s still saving 
herself for The Teacher. How can she do it? What kind of a 
life is that? Oh, why didn’t I just tell Mary the truth? I 
thought when Jesus called me from the grave I would have 
it all – an escape from Purgatory, a chance to be with the 
woman I love, a glorious place in history after fulfilling His 
mission, and upon death – an immediate entrance into 
Heaven!” And still he kept on, Instead nothing has gone 
as expected – we failed in our mission, and more 
importantly to me, I never did get my time with Mary! For 
centuries I did my best to win her heart, but to no avail. 
What more could a man do to prove his love? Alas, she 
never wanted me. 
 As The Negrido wore on, I recall how Alan started 
sinking into a dangerous state of self-loathing -- fighting 
against me pulling him back to life. Yet I couldn’t let him 
win – for that would have meant he found a way to die – 
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without me! In desperation I forced him to drink a poison 
potion -- essentially what you might call a happy pill. I 
know it sounds crazy, but hey, an alchemy master like 
myself has a lot of tricks up his sleeve.  
 (What’s that – why don’t I take my own medicine and 
just be happy? Enough questions!) 
 NO, these are the thoughts of a madman! Alan’s mind 
told himself – after the effects of my special potion began. 
I am Lazarus. Jesus of Nazareth was my friend, my 
teacher, my Lord. I DO BELIEVE! 
 And that was the very moment that I successfully 
pulled Alan out of his stupor, when I knew The Negrido 
had been a success. 
 (Naturally I didn’t tell Miriam all of this. Hey, let her 
wonder a bit, right?) 
 
 

۞ 
 
 
And then, once again my thoughts shifted -- I was back 
watching Alan and Miriam on that plane to Rome.  
 (All this movement in the Sight was making me pretty 
dizzy!) 
 At first glance, both of my friends appeared relaxed. 
But of a sudden, Alan’s eyes opened wide in revelation, 
“My God, She knows!”   
 Miriam stirred but didn’t wake up.  
 Softly Alan continued, “She knows my secret. She 
didn’t need her mental powers to guess it. Jesus must 
have told her way back when. She knows the truth -- and 
she has always known!” 
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Two Roads Diverged 
(July 14-15) 
 
 
 
 
God has set eternity in the hearts of men, yet they cannot 
fathom it. I was sitting on my back porch, wasting 
another day. Off in the distance I spied a pair of raccoons 
nosing around the refuse pile that covered the body of 
my intruder from a month ago. It set me to thinking, 
What is Man? He is nothing but an animal – for his fate is 
the same – all come from the dust and to the dust all 
return. Who knows if the spirit of man goes upward and if 
the spirit of animal down to the earth? It’s all meaningless! 
 I took another sip of my drink (Stone Pale Ale) and got 
ready to ponder further, when suddenly a new vision was 
forced upon me -- a view of my friends as they continued 
on with their pointless escapade... 
 
 

۞ 
 
 
Alan and Miriam were now sitting at a corner table in a 
small cafe in Rome, sipping espresso or some such girly 
drink.  
 “Why didn’t you tell me?” Alan was chagrined. 
 “Alan, it was not my place to tell YOU about your own 
secrets.” Miriam soothed, knowing that he was both 
embarrassed and pained.   
 (Lord, do I really have to sit here and watch this lover’s 
quarrel?) 
 “But, Miriam, what a fool I have been in front of you all 
these years!” 
 “Hush; don’t say such things.” 
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 “So Jesus told you about me?” 
 “Yes. In the same way that The Teacher told you about 
my mission.”  
 “Of course -- for surely if Jesus was willing to tell me 
about your purposes, why did I not realize he would 
explain to you about me? Oh, how bloody stupid I’ve 
been!” 
 “Alan, stop. What’s done is done. I knew eventually 
you would come clean with me before our time was 
through.” 
 “And yet... would it... have been different between us?” 
 Miriam blushed, barely able to whisper, “Oh, Alan, 
who can say? We can’t change the past.” (Now ain’t a 
classic woman’s answer? Ha!) 
 Alan sank into his chair, “I suppose there’s always a 
consequence for the choices we make.” But then, raising 
his head, chin jutting out, he averred, “Miriam, I’m going 
to believe that, had I honored you by telling you the truth 
immediately, then events would have turned out more 
like Jesus promised me – if I had only trusted in him 
completely, rather than trying to figure everything out 
according to my own designs.”  
 Miriam she smiled warmly and reached across the 
table to grasp Alan’s hand, “Thank you, Lazarus.” 
 “But, what about the future? What happens now, 
Mary?” (Sorry, buddy, it’s not happening...) 
 Looking down, she pulled her hand away, “Alan, right 
now we have a mission to complete.” And after a pause, 
she whispered, “I’m sorry, but there is no time for a love 
that might have been.” (Ouch!)  
 I watched as Alan did his best to swallow a (re)broken 
heart. In a stony voice he replied, “Alas, Miriam. You 
speak the truth. Even Solomon echoed your words, ‘No 
man can control the evil times that fall unexpectedly 
upon him.’ Such is the case with us too, neh?” And rising 
from the cafe table, “Well, we best be moving forward 
again. Ready?” 
 “Ready.” Miriam nodded, keeping her head down as 
she arose so that Alan would not see her tears.   
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۞ 
 
 
There was a brief haziness to my Sight, but soon enough 
it returned. Apparently some time had passed, because 
when I saw Alan and Miriam again they were now 
disguised as tourists – complete with obtrusive cameras, 
dollar-store sunglasses, and an armful of sightseeing 
brochures.  
 They were visiting The Vatican – as part of group on a 
tour of Saint Peter’s Basilica. It was amusing to see them 
pretending to listen as the clergyman giving the tour told 
all about the history of the grand structure – pointing out 
the architectural contributions of grand masters like 
Bramante, Michelangelo, and Bernini; explaining how the 
church could seat upwards of 60,000 people for a mass; 
and even giving interesting tidbits of knowledge about 
some of the unique furnishings inside the cathedral. 
  I could tell that Alan was rather enjoying the tour. Oh, 
probably not because the information provided was new 
to him – for in truth, Alan knew far more about this place 
than the young priest who was their guide – but instead 
because the subject of Religious Antiquities was his 
passion. I’m sure that such a discussion allowed his 
mind to escape some of the recent pains that were re-
opened regarding Miriam.  
 Unable to resist, Alan ventured a question – masking 
his voice in a Hungarian accent, “My friend, I noticed 
that you didn’t mention the old church of Santo Stefano 
degli Ungheresi?” 
 Miriam’s face bespoke of her surprise at Alan’s 
unexpected query, yet she quickly masked it.  
 Meanwhile, the tour guide hesitated only a moment 
before advising, “Oh, scusi me please, I didn’t realize you 
were Hungarian. How could I forget to mention your 
country’s national church? Certainly, my friend, Santo 
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Stefano once stood over here.” And he led the group to a 
different area of Saint Peter’s. “In 1776 Santo Stefano was 
torn down in order to make this section of the Grand 
Basilica. My apologies, friend, but surely you’ll agree the 
space was put to good use, eh?”  
 “Of course. Grazie.” Alan smiled. 
 “Shall we move outside to the Piazza?” The guide asked 
the group. 
 As it turned out, Alan and Miriam never did go outside 
with the rest of the tour; instead they loitered inside 
Saint Peter’s, using their talents to get lost in the shuffle 
of life and eventually making their way into a cordoned 
off section known as the Chapel of the Choir. Once 
inside, Miriam shuffled Alan into one of three wooden 
stalls.  
 “We can’t hide here,” Alan protested. “Surely the 
guards will check these stalls before closing.”  
 Miriam merely smiled, pulled a hidden lever under a 
section of molding, and opened a secret inner chamber 
which she proceeded to pull her startled friend into.  
 (Oh, you didn’t know about that hide-away? No 
matter. Surely you realize that The Vatican is filled with 
hidden labyrinths – why there are probably more secret 
meeting places there than anywhere else in the world). 
 Ensconced in their hiding place, Alan and Miriam were 
able to remain on site long after the church closed. 
Although my Sight thankfully did not force me to endure 
the monotony of waiting real-time, I was amused to catch 
one tidbit of their conversation – Alan coaxing Miriam to 
tell him the history of this secret chamber, clearly unable 
to believe that there was yet another piece of religious 
history that he was not aware of. 
 
 

۞ 
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Yet soon enough my vision shifted again and eventually I 
saw Alan and Miriam leave their hiding spot. I would 
guess that it was sometime after midnight. My friends 
were now dressed in black clothing, having ditched their 
bright tourist garb within the choir stall.  
 “It’s after hours, security is tight.” Miriam whispered. 
“I can sense a number of the guards’ minds who are 
patrolling on foot, as well as those operating cameras. I’ll 
do my best to direct their thoughts elsewhere, but you 
must only move when I say so and only go where I tell 
you to. We have one chance at this. May the Lord be with 
us!” 
 Alan merely nodded, yet if he thought they would get 
moving immediately he was wrong – for Miriam merely 
stood in place without moving and her eyes became 
unfocused as her mind turned inward. After long 
moments, I could tell Alan was getting more and more 
worried, yet just as he was getting ready to poke at 
Miriam, suddenly she hissed, “Now. Follow me. Quickly!” 
 Keeping close to the walls, Miriam led Alan out of the 
Chapel of the Choir, past the monuments of Leo XI and 
Innocent XI, on a sharp left in front of the Altar of the 
Transfiguration, and into the Clementine Chapel. Then, 
after pausing in front of the monument to Pius VII and 
hiding briefly behind the railing of the Alter of Saint 
Gregory The Great, she forced Alan to scamper across 
the aisles towards the Altar of The Lie.  
 I managed but a brief glance at one of the mosaics 
which I had always found to be a curious edition to the 
Basilica’s collection – for Cristoforo Roncalli’s altarpiece 
representing the punishment of Ananias and Saphira 
from Acts, Chapter Five was certainly not the most heart-
warming of scenes – after all, Peter was quite unforgiving 
to that pair, wasn’t he? Nonetheless, Miriam didn’t give 
me much time to ponder that mystery, and instead she 
drove Alan behind the altar and right up to the massive 
mosaic, then she took her thumb and pressed hard into 
the left eye of Saphira – immediately a bottom section of 
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the right arch clicked open – revealing another secret 
chamber.  
 (Now that’s interesting -- even I was not aware of this 
secret spot).  
 Miriam then pushed Alan into the cramped darkness, 
“Ssssh! They’re coming.” And she pulled fast the portal 
behind her.  
 <Click. Clop. Click.> Roving footfalls sounded in the 
hallway.  
 Both of my friends held their breath. 
 <CLOP. CLOP.> The steps paused just outside the 
altar. 
 Seconds ticked anxiously by, until at last, <CLOP. 
Click. Click. Click.> The guard moseyed away.  
 At this, Miriam flicked her lighter, igniting a yellow 
glow and revealing that they were not just in a small stall 
like back in the Chapel of the Choir, but instead in a long 
hallway – one that led down into the darkness… 
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“Watch your step.” Miriam advised. “The way is narrow 
and the stone steps are centuries old.  I’d move ahead of 
you, but there’s no room.” 
 She spoke the truth on that last, for Alan had to walk 
sideways in order to squeeze through the hallway – the 
ragged stones snagging at his clothes.  
 After they had descended about twenty stairs, the way 
leveled off, and after another ten paces, Miriam directed, 
“Stop here.” 
 The hallway had reached a triple doorway, giving 
Miriam the opportunity to take the lead. After choosing 
the far left door and going down more stairs, they were 
presented with a new set of doorways  – here she went 
straight ahead. Another ten paces, another set of caves – 
another left and another stairway. On the way, Miriam’s 
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light flashed over the walls, revealing a glimpse of bones 
stacked into carved out sections of the cave. 
 “Catacombs?” Alan gasped. “Something more I didn’t 
know? Ugh!”  
 “They were crafted to look like such -- La Papessa 
wanted to keep everything authentic and we agreed that 
if this vault was ever discovered that having the bones of 
unknown ‘saints’ would surely keep everyone 
preoccupied -- away from the real purpose of this place.” 
She pulled down a cobweb, “Although it seems as if 
nobody has been down this far?” 
 By now the walls and floor had become slick, slowing 
their progress considerably. More than once Alan caught 
Miriam as she lost her balance and I could tell both of 
them were being taxed by this dark maze. Even still, 
onward they went over level, yet slippery ground. Another 
set of doors, and just as Miriam was about to step down 
onto this next stairwell, Alan grabbed her, “Beware, the 
steps are gone!” 
 <tick-tick-trickle.> The pebbles under Miriam’s feet 
scruffed off the shelf, cascading down the hole before her. 
After regaining her balance, she knelt and held her 
lighter out, “Three stairs are missing – leaving a jagged 
chasm. But, I can see the rest of the steps just a short 
jump ahead.” 
 “Miriam, I can’t let you go first on this.” Alan held her 
back. “What happens if you land on the steps but they 
crumble beneath you?” 
 “Don’t underestimate me. I call upon the Lord...now!” 
And she wriggled away from Alan and leapt like a cat 
over the distance.  
 As it turned out, Miriam successfully landed on the 
top step and it held firm beneath her. “Praise God, I’m 
OK,” she called back to Alan. “Wait just a moment while I 
move down to give you room.” And after a pause, “OK, 
come on.” 
 Alan said a quick prayer and then jumped into the 
inky darkness.  
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 <CRACK!> Alan’s weight broke the step he landed on 
and as it crumbled away, he threw himself forward to 
avoid the unknown dangers of the pit; he careened down 
into Miriam – sending them both rolling in a pile down 
the remaining steps 
 “Ouch!” Miriam tried to catch her breath as they came 
to a stop on the damp stones at the bottom of the steps.  
 “Sorry,” Alan rolled off of Miriam, looking back towards 
the steps. “How are we going to get back out? There’s no 
way we can make that leap back UP those missing steps 
– if any steps are still there.” 
 “No time for that. We’ve got to keep moving.” Miriam 
got up and raced ahead, following the only path available 
– a sharp curve to the left. 
 This cave was level – yet even more slippery than 
before because of a slimy mildew which clung to the 
rocks. Eventually they came to yet another triple fork. 
Miriam again chose to go left, yet the cobwebs filling this 
doorway were so thick she actually had to use her flame 
to burn them away. Nonetheless, when they entered the 
next cavern, not only were the walls narrow, but worse 
yet the ceiling grade sloped in upon them and after just a 
few paces, Alan was forced to bend down further and 
further until eventually he was crawling, “Are we almost 
there?” 
 Miriam didn’t reply, but instead pressed ahead. 
Crawling on hands and knees, at last she wriggled her 
way through a tiny opening and then called back, “Don’t 
worry, I can stand up – this room is larger. Come on.” 
 Yet when she flashed the light back to give Alan a 
view, he panicked upon seeing that the opening was the 
size of a watermelon. 
  “I can’t do it!” Alan began to hyperventilate. “I’ll get 
stuck.” 
 “You CAN do it. Just stick your right arm and head 
through first, then I will pull you the rest of the way.”  
 Yet for long moments, Alan hesitated.  
 “Would you rather stay where you are?” Miriam 
coaxed. 
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 Finally, Alan closed his eyes and squeezed into the 
hole before him... 
 Only to get himself stuck!  
 Alan wriggled.  
 He writhed.  
 He huffed and puffed, and all the while the rocks tore 
into his clothes and scratched at the flesh beneath. Yet 
no matter what, he couldn’t get through. “ARRRGH! I’m 
going to die here.” 
 
 

۞ 
 
 
“Hush, you’re not going to die.” Miriam tried to calm Alan 
as he remained stuck in the cave. “You can’t die. 
Remember?” 
 “But that’s even worse!” Alan whined. “I’ll be stuck 
here forever.”   
 “Sshh. Just give me a moment to think.” And after a 
pause, Miriam joked, “Well, look on the bright side, after 
a couple months, you’ll lose a few pounds and maybe 
you can squeak through then.” 
 “Not funny. Just get me out.” 
 Miriam stood for a moment more, and then came up 
with an idea. “Close your eyes.” Then after taking a deep 
breath, she kicked hard three times against the edge of 
the portal under Alan’s arm which was sticking through 
on her side – the rock cracked! After a more kicks, large 
chunks fell away – making the opening wide enough for 
Alan to push his way through. 
 “Thank you, Jesus!” Alan gasped, trying to regain his 
senses. He and Miriam were in another antechamber – 
and although it was only about five feet by six feet, and 
he still had to stoop a bit, this place must have seemed 
like a coliseum compared to the suffocating corridor he 
just came from.  
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 “Don’t worry.” Miriam advised. “The rest of the way 
should be no problem. Er, assuming that nothing else 
has changed.” 
 “Hrmpf.” Alan clenched his teeth. “Let’s just get this 
over with.” 
 Miriam took the only way available – a sharp turn to 
the right – followed this a short way, but then suddenly 
she stopped. 
 “What’s the matter?” Alan asked. 
 Miriam held up the light before her – revealing a blank 
wall. 
 “Did we take a wrong turn?” Alan asked anxiously, 
apparently feeling the weight of the earth above him. Yet 
before that phobia took hold of him, Miriam bent forward 
and pushed at the lower right corner of the wall, causing 
the stones to grate apart.  
 “This wall is moving as well.” Alan remarked casually -
- no longer surprised to see that Miriam had found yet 
another secret cavern. 
 “This is it – The Sacra Crypta. Praise God!” 
 The small room they emerged into was not exactly 
what Alan (or I) had expected to find. “It looks like an 
olde world safe deposit box room.”  
 “Well, your description is not far from the truth.”  
 The walls were filled with a multitude of small 
openings – each covered with a now-corroded iron door – 
these were the safe deposit boxes Alan had referred to 
and nearly every inch seemed to have such a box built 
in.  
 “Hmm. Although this was a nice touch,” Alan joked, 
“it’s well known that during medieval times locksmithing 
technology was not all that secure. I can’t imagine this 
would do much to keep out a determined thief.” 
 “Take a closer look.” Miriam flashed the light over a 
block of the boxes. “As you can see, each door has 
multiple locking systems – to include a spring loaded bolt, 
interlocking wards on the case, and a padlock. Also 
notice that each door has no less than seven key-holes – 
this is significant, because for each box only one keyhole 
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provides access to the interior – choose any of the 
incorrect key holes, and the final security measure is 
triggered.” 
 “What’s that?” 
 “A small capsule is stored within each of the incorrect 
keyholes. If their wards are moved, the capsule will be 
punctured – causing trace amounts of sulfur, naphtha, 
and quicklime to be released inside the box.” 
 “Wait,” Alan interrupted. “That combination of 
chemicals is known as Greek Fire and it’s highly 
combustible!  I recall John telling me how he helped the 
Byzantines perfect its use in the 7th century to help 
defend Constantinople from attacking Arabs.” (That part 
is true – we smoked those Arab bastards!) And pondering 
further, Alan added, “Miriam, do you realize that if a 
liquid fire like that was released into such a small space 
it would burn indefinitely, becoming so pressurized, that 
if and when the doorway ever was opened, the Greek Fire 
would explode outwards, scorching the intruder!”   
 (Wow, I’m pretty impressed). 
 “The consequence of an errant deed.” Miriam 
confirmed, unmoved. 
 “But what about the treasures inside? They would be 
burned up too.” 
 “Only one box actually has anything inside -- the one 
containing my letter to La Papessa.” And here she moved 
over towards the left hand wall and placed her hand on 
the door to one of the boxes. “As you can see, this door is 
still intact, thus my letter is safe.” 
 “But, what if an intruder had pried at the locks on 
your box and failed?” Alan was still incredulous at the 
security system which Miriam and Pope Joan had 
devised. “Your letter would be gone.” 
 “That would have been just as well. After all, I know 
what it says. Remember, we are here to ensure that no one 
else does.” And before Alan could remark again, she 
continued. “Time is running short. This Sacra Crypta is 
located exactly under where the old altar of Saint 
Stephan’s used to be. It is now time for us to retrieve that 
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which La Papessa locked inside.” And she reached into 
her blouse and pulled out a chain, revealing a small key 
– which she then used to unlock the padlock. 
 <Click!> the device opened. Miriam then proceeded to 
turn the dials necessary to unlock the various tumblers 
which released multiple bolts. And finally she used the 
same key that opened the padlock and plunged it into 
one of the seven keyholes – the third from the left. 
Miriam turned the key a full rotation, only to cause the 
tumblers to fall in line with a <HIIIiiiisssss...> 
 At the sound, Alan pulled Miriam backwards, “Greek 
Fire!”  
 Yet Miriam shrugged him off, “Don’t worry. My efforts 
were correct, that was just a small bit of air trapped 
inside.” And she proceeded to open the portal without 
fear. “After all, this box has been locked for centuries.” 
 Then, reaching inside the box, she pulled out a small 
scroll – although it was tiny and non-descript, Alan did 
not make the mistake of underestimating its importance, 
“The Doomsday Missive. Can I finally see it?” 
 “There’s no time.” Miriam stuffed the scroll into her 
blouse and began looking all around the room, as if 
expecting something to happen. 
 “What do you mean no time?” Alan queried.   
 Yet, just then, the floor began to <Rumble>. 
 “Get ready!” Miriam called out above the increasing 
din. And as soon as she said it, the floor tilted down, 
giving way beneath them and sending them falling into 
the darkness below! 
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“YAWWW!” Alan screamed as the floor of the Sacra 
Crytpa gave way, causing he and Miriam to land with a 
<THUD> in the pitch black below. 
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 “Some ride!” Miriam called out. “Are you all right, 
Alan?” 
 “Sure. But some advance warning would have been 
nice. Miriam, I can’t see a thing. How do we get out of 
this mess?” 
 “Easy.” Miriam flicked on her lighter again. “Just go up 
those stairs.” 
 Now that I could see too, it appeared my friends were 
in a roughly hewn cavern; the location where they 
dropped from above was once more closed off and there 
was apparently no other way to go, except up the stairs 
Miriam just illuminated – how convenient, eh?  
 And so, with Miriam leading the way, the pair trudged 
upwards. After a short while they reached a small 
landing – yet this too appeared to end in a blank wall. 
 “So where does this secret doorway take us?” Alan 
joked.  
 “I think you’ll be amused at this one.” Miriam reached 
high on the right wall and pushed in the release 
mechanism for this portal. 
 “Wait a second.” Alan hissed as the door opened. “This 
is the hidden cove behind the wooden stall in the Chapel 
of the Choir! But, Miriam, why in the world did we go 
through that escapade to get to the Sacra Crypta if we 
could have just walked down a flight of stairs? What are 
you trying to do to me? If I didn—“ 
 “Alan, dear, what good would it have done to go down 
these stairs? How would you have gotten into the Sacra 
Crypta? The trap door ceiling can only be released from 
inside the Sacra Crypta.” 
 “So, you’re telling me that had we, or anyone, gone 
down this stairwell from the Chapel of the Choir it would 
have been to no avail?” 
 “The only thing you would have discovered would have 
been that empty chamber below. There is no way to get 
into the Sacra Crypta -- except by that which we 
traversed.” 
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 “I see.” Alan said through pursed lips, perhaps not yet 
ready to let Miriam off the hook for the ordeal he just 
went through. “Well, what now?” 
 “First let’s don our disguises.” Miriam began putting 
on her tourist clothes once more. “Then, we wait till the 
basilica officially opens again.”  
 Unfortunately for me, my vision did not allow me to 
skip ahead this time – instead I had to keep a vigil with 
them -- the time passed by slowly as they waited in that 
cramped room – it was quite boring.  
 At last I watched as Alan followed Miriam out of the 
cubby and into the wooden stall, and then out from there 
and into the Chapel of the Choir. 
 Miriam took a quick walk to the chapel’s entrance and, 
when she felt comfortable that the coast was clear, she 
motioned Alan to follow. I watched as they blended into a 
nearby tour group that was on its way to the piazza. Here 
Alan took a deep breath and even began to crack a smile.  
 Unfortunately his happy attitude was short lived – for 
as the tour group began leaving the atrium to exit the 
basilica, he and Miriam were suddenly awash in a new 
wave of people – a group of monks who surrounded them 
and, covertly yet forcibly, moved my friends towards the 
Patio of Saint Gregory the Illuminator. 
 “What’s going on?” Alan asked the clergymen holding 
his arms.  
 “Resistance is futile.” One of the priests replied 
stoically, as he and his rank continued to maneuver their 
captives into an elevator.  
 “We’ve already seen The Dome.” Miriam suggested. 
 “Don’t worry, madam,” the same priest spoke again, 
“you’re not going Up.” And with that, he inserted a key 
into the elevator panel and and caused the lift to go in a 
direction the public never went – Down. 
 “Oh joy,” Alan quipped, “yet another secret locale. I’ve 
had about enough of all this covert maneuvering for one 
day.” 
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 None of the monks replied to that comment and very 
soon the ride was over, as the priests forced their prey 
out into a dim corridor.  
 “Kneel!” Barked out the monk leader. “Kneel before 
The Hand of God!” (Ah, that’s a bit overdramatic, don’t 
you think?) 
 From out of nowhere a menacing figure emerged – his 
presence oozing of an ancient <power>. He was a mass of 
black robes – layers of heavy fabric obscuring his true 
form; and curiously enough, his face was hidden by a 
venetian mask – a full-face Carne Ricci, with golden 
highlights around the curved mouth and raised 
eyebrows, black fabric folds plumed in all directions 
above the mask’s forehead, and pearls outlined the trim 
work. (Oh no, not this crazy mite again). 
 The cascade of robes that graced the macabre figure 
made it seem as if he were gliding over the walkway; he 
didn’t stop until he was nearly on top of them.  
 Meanwhile, I saw Miriam blanch white and guessed 
that she had just tried using her Psychic Probe but was 
repelled – not a good omen. 
 “Don’t look up to your superior, dog!” Their clergyman 
captor yelled, while his cohorts forced Alan and Miriam 
to bow their heads. 
 At last, the mystery man spoke, “I believe you have 
something that belongs to me?” And he held out his hand 
to Miriam.  
 Miriam kept her head down. “I don’t know what you’re 
talk—“ 
 <SMACK!> One of the monks struck Alan with a 
vicious slap, sending him to the ground in a heap. And 
before he could yelp out in pain, his attacker laid into 
him with multiple kicks to the midsection while the other 
monks struggled to hold him open to more blows – and 
all the while the masked man looked upon the scene in 
stoic silence. 
 “STOP!” Miriam screamed. “STOP!!” And she shook an 
arm free in order to reach into her pocket and pull out 
the Doomsday Missive.  
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 “Ah, good.” The mystery man said as he accepted the 
scroll Miriam held out to him. “I was afraid you were 
going to make me ask you twice. That would not have 
turned out well for your friend here.” 
 For his part, Alan was trying hard to catch his breath. 
The side of his face was torn, his ear on that side was 
puffy and red, and I wouldn’t be surprised if one of his 
ribs was broken from those vicious kicks. Nonetheless, it 
was the look of dejection on his face that caught me most 
– disappointed to see that Miriam had just given up the 
object they had worked so hard to retrieve.  
 The mystery man cast but a glance at the scroll, and 
quickly pulled it into the overhanging sleeve of his right 
arm. “Well and good. Shall we?”  
 “Where are we going?” Miriam asked, as the guards 
forced them up. 
 <SMASH!> At a signal from the robed man, one of the 
monks pummeled Alan with a right cross to the jaw – 
buckling the professor’s knees. Then turning back to 
address Miriam, the masked leader advised, “I’d prefer 
that you not speak unless spoken to. But, since I was of 
a mind to tell you the answer to that question anyway, I’ll 
respond – after all, there IS only one thing to do with 
you...” And he let the thought hang invitingly.  
 Luckily for Alan’s sake, Miriam didn’t take the bait and 
after it became obvious that she was not going to speak 
up – and thus give the monks a chance to further abuse 
Alan – at last the masked man snickered, “I see that you 
learn quickly. In any event, you’ve been caught stealing 
priceless artifacts. The penalty for that offense is Death.” 
And here he paused again, as if he had something 
distasteful in his mouth, before he continued with a sigh. 
“Nonetheless, only the Pope can deliver the verdict. And 
unfortunately it won’t be my puppet Francis; instead 
you’ll be taken to Benedict immediately so he can 
pronounce your fate.” And in a more chipper tone, “After 
that, you’ll be given back to Friar James and his crew. 
They will oversee your...execution.”  
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I watched as Alan and Miriam were led as prisoners 
through the secret corridors of the Vatican underworld. 
After his brutal beating, Alan was nearly unconscious, 
while Miriam’s face was the picture of confusion. It 
seemed clear to me that she didn’t recognize Cardinalate 
Marrollo -- and the fact that his mind had earlier repelled 
her Psychic Probe must have been disconcerting indeed. 
Was she perplexed by a masked man who was addressed 
as ‘His Majesty’ and yet was clearly not the Pope? Who 
was this gang of monks willing to do his every bidding – 
up to and including brutal violence? Most importantly, 
how could she and Alan escape? 
 Whatever Miriam might have thought, I had no way of 
knowing, and before she had time to figure out how to 
escape, suddenly Marrollo turned around in front of a 
service elevator and announced, “Benedict awaits.” 
 As it turned out, Pope Benedict XVI was indeed waiting 
for the prisoners in the conservatory of his private 
residence. And when Marrollo and his crew walked in, I 
noticed Joseph’s smile could not hide an underlying 
hunger.  
 (Hmm, was he was eager to learn more about the 
intruders who had the gaul to try to steal secret 
treasures from St. Peters or was it something more 
sinister?)  
 “So, who are our grave robbers?” The Pope asked 
casually, but when the group of monks separated to 
reveal their prisoners, Joe immediately changed his tone, 
“Get out -- all but Marrollo and the prisoners!” When 
they hesitated he arose, “The Curse of the Angel of Death 
be upon you if you all don’t leave my presence this very 
instant!”  
 The priests hurried out of the room, the fear of God 
written on their faces. Meanwhile, Miriam was left to try 
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to help Alan to get into one of the chairs to rest, after 
which she stood silent, waiting. As for Marrollo, although 
I couldn’t see his visage behind the mask, he seemed 
fairly unfazed as he approached the Pope. “I found this 
on the woman.” And here his left hand emerged from his 
robes as he handed over a small scroll. 
 (Now for some reason I had a fleeting thought that 
something was off about the way which Marrollo had just 
handed over his prize to Joe. Yet before I could consider 
further, the inkling was lost). 
 Marrollo added, “I have fulfilled my duties. You have 
the prisoners and that which they sought. I leave the 
remainder of the matter to you.” 
 Joseph looked long at the Cardinalate, before finally 
nodding his ascent. With the Pope’s approval, Marrollo 
turned around and left – without a further glance at his 
captives. (Strange man, huh?) 
 Once they were alone, Joseph turned towards Miriam 
and Alan, “Do my eyes deceive me? Is it really you?” 
 Miriam answered, “It is, Your Grace.” 
 “How pleasant it is when brothers and sisters come 
together in unity.” Joseph smiled, but then, remembering 
the circumstances, “What happened? You know you have 
full reign of my city; why would you ever need to sneak 
around behind my back? Unless...do you no longer trust 
ME?” 
 “No, it’s not that.” Miriam lied. “Well, you see, it’s just 
that...what we had to do...er, it didn’t really involve...” 
 “Enough!” The Pope slammed his fist. “Let’s cut to the 
heart of the matter. The real reason you are here is... the 
time is now.” And before Miriam could reply, he added, 
“The Beast is Ma’bus.” (Is it? I don’t know anymore). 
 Miriam looked over at Alan, suddenly he appeared to 
have recovered. Sitting up in his chair, he flashed a wink 
to Miriam, then smiled at The Pope.   
  “I can see that you agree.” Joe concluded 
 “But, why do YOU agree, Your Grace?” Alan asked.   
 “Lazarus, how can you doubt that I would be informed 
about this situation? Why, ensuring The Second Coming 
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is a matter of state around here. Come now, I represent 
an entire world of believers. The tapestry of history that 
my Catholic children have lived surely rivals what you, 
Mary, and John have done – despite your long lives.” And 
then, as if realizing it for the first time, “But wait, where 
is John?”  
 “He chose not to come, Your Grace.” Alan explained 
sadly. “We still hold out hope that he will join us, but his 
participation is very much in question. You see, John is 
experiencing a period of doubt.”  
 “We all have our doubts. Frankly, I’m a bit upset with 
you for not coming to me sooner – it made me doubt the 
intelligence proclaiming Ma’bus as The Beast -- for I 
knew that Satan’s son would not emerge with you idling 
in the background. Do you realize that your hesitation 
has allowed Ma’bus extra time to secure his place?”And 
looking at Miriam he grumbled, “How many lives have 
been lost in your Book of Life?”  
 Miriam avoided his glance, “You know the final 
number is only 144,000. It cannot be avoided. And we 
are not there yet.” 
 “Then why do you cry about it? It is what it is. We all 
have our part to play and some of us will be required to 
die for the cause – that’s why it’s called ‘sacrifice.’ All that 
matters is the End Game.” And, with a snicker he added, 
“Ah, but don’t worry about your own hesitation -- 
because I have not been so idle. In fact, I’ve been 
orchestrating events behind the scenes and playing our 
moves to perfection. As a result, the outcome is 
inevitable – why Kasparov himself couldn’t have played a 
better game! So, buck up, friends. Keep your eye on the 
prize and remember what we’re playing for -- our Lord is 
about to return! And WE are responsible for making it 
happen!” (Is Joe really one of the Good Guys or is he just 
playing us?) 
 “Excuse us if we don’t quite share your exuberance.” 
Alan replied. “The game is not over, thus the outcome is 
far from certain.” 
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 “It’s called ‘Faith,’ my friends. Try it for a change.” And 
before they could dispute him, Joe spoke on, “In any 
event, the fact of the matter is that Ma’bus IS The Beast, 
the time IS now, and WE are responsible for stopping 
him.” And after the briefest of pauses to lick his lips, “Am 
I to assume that you have The Nails with you?”  
 (Joe, you sly dog!) 
 Miriam’s gaze fell into her lap, and Alan stuttered to 
reply, “We don’t have all three Nails anymore. Dr. 
Ma’bus... has mine.”  
 “Oh. I’m so sorry. How did it happen?” The Pope was 
clearly fishing.  
 Alan looked to Miriam for support and when she 
nodded, he took that as her approval for him to tell his 
tale, therefore he spent the next candlemark or so 
explaining the highlights of his capture and torture at 
the hands of Ma’bus. He talked about the Fallen Angels, 
about Ma’bus’ devious plans, and even about the terrible 
Chairs of Woe. All the while Joe listened as if hearing the 
information for the first time. (He is such a good actor – I 
guess it goes with the office).  
 (In case you’re wondering, there was no point for 
Miriam to try her Psychic Probe on the Pope -- this wasn’t 
the first time she and Joe had crossed paths – like me, 
she had known him for many years prior to his ascension 
to the papal throne. I remember one of her letters from a 
while back (one that I actually read) in which she 
described meeting an unusual clergyman whose mind 
was closed to her. In the letter, she warned Alan and I to 
keep an eye on this priest named Joseph Ratzinger. I 
didn’t pay it much mind back then (this was perhaps 50 
years ago), but I guess Miriam’s inclination was right. 
And yet, I’m sure that, as she sat before him on this day, 
she was more than a little bitter than she couldn’t sift 
through the Pope’s mental fibers to find out if he was 
really a friend or a foe). 
 Just then I realized that I hadn’t been paying attention 
to the conversation... 
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 “...see that you agree.” Joseph was saying. “But what I 
don’t understand is where are Mary and John’s Nails?” 
 “They are safe.” Miriam averred. 
 “Well, let me see them.”  
 “We don’t have them on us.”  
 “That’s preposterous! Considering what happened with 
Alan’s Nail, I should think that you would have them 
strapped to your side.  Come. Come. No lies. I know you 
have them, let’s see them.” 
 “Miriam speaks the truth.” Alan said. “Don’t worry, 
they are safe.” 
 “As safe as your Budapest bank vault? Alan. Mary. I 
have known you my whole life. I don’t understand what 
has happened between us. Why do you doubt me? What 
have I done to make you think I am not who I really am?” 
(Well for starters, Joe, you’ve been hanging around with 
Mystery. And you’re an open supporter of Ma’bus. And 
then there was my dream about you actually killing 
Ma’bus!) 
 “It’s not you,” Miriam began. 
 “Oh don’t you dare try to give me the it’s not you, it’s 
me speech.” The Pope interrupted. “I think you owe me a 
little more than that.” 
 “What do you want us to say?” Alan squirmed. 
 “I want the truth!” 
 “Then what would YOU do if you were in our position?” 
Miriam’s anger was rising. “Why are you surprised if we 
are hesitant about you if all we see of you in the public 
eye is you paling around with Ma’bus?” And with even 
more passion, “Joseph, surely you know that your 
actions are driving people around the world to follow 
Ma’bus – yet to us it seems as if they were merely sheep 
being led to the slaughter!” 
 “Ah, but most of them are.” The Pope was grinning 
from ear to ear and his eyes were suddenly blazing with 
fire. 
 (What? Joe, say it ain’t so? Are you revealing yourself 
as The Beast?!?) 
  



M. C. Stoppa 

218 
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To be honest, right now I didn’t know what to make of 
the situation because it appeared The Pope was openly 
reveling in the deaths of millions of people! 
 Alan too was appalled. “How dare you?” 
 “Oh come off it, man.” Joseph scoffed. “Don’t be a 
baby. You’ve seen Miriam’s Book of Life. You’ve read your 
friend John’s Revelations. You know that the wheat must 
be separated from the chafe. Yes, even among my own 
Catholic flocks there are many who are not worthy of the 
coming of our Lord.” And pounding his fists on his desk, 
“You know that He is not coming back as a Lamb this 
time, but as a Lion -- to cleanse this world of Sin once 
and for all. Yes, many will perish – and rightly so! Let the 
evil doers be cast into the Fiery Pit -- that is their 
destiny.” Here he took a moment to catch his breath, and 
after a pause, he said in a normal voice, “But, don’t 
worry, all is not lost. Those of us who are The Chosen 
will survive and be glorified with Our Lord. That includes 
you two as well. You have nothing to fear.” 
 (Gee, that makes me feel so much better – NOT!) 
 “Just the same,” Miriam grumbled, “You could have 
done a better job of informing us of your plans.” 
 “Point well made, dear. Nonetheless, you now know.” 
 “OK. So what now?” Alan asked. 
 “Simple – we ensure December 21st goes according to 
OUR plans.” 
 Here Miriam stole a glance at Alan – a fact that did not 
go unnoticed by Joseph who proudly advised, “The whole 
world is anticipating Metzger’s December 21 celebration. 
For the first time in thousands of years, our planet could 
see a peaceful union between Christians, Jews, and 
Muslims!” 
 “But do you really believe this is possible?” Alan 
questioned. 
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 “Not a chance.” Joe relaxed back into his chair. “The 
ceremony is a sham anyway. Ma’bus isn’t going to 
Metzger’s event out of some misguided social calling, but 
instead to reveal himself to the world – as The Beast!” 
 “But, Your Grace, why would YOU want to be there?” 
 And Miriam added, “Don’t you realize that Ma’bus 
plans to kill both you and Metzger? Are you trying to 
martyr yourself?”  
 “Of course not.” Joseph laughed. “But do you think I 
don’t know Ma’bus’ plans? The Beast must destroy 
Peter’s Rock in order to unleash Hell. However, I have my 
own plans.” And he let the bait hang enticingly. 
 “So where do my friends and I fit into your plans?” 
Alan broke the silence. “Are we supposed to be present at 
the ceremony too?” 
 Miriam was clearly appalled that Alan would so 
flippantly reveal secret information. However, she was 
likely more shocked to hear Joe’s reply. 
 “No, Alan, you need not be present. If you’ll simply 
listen to what I’m trying to tell you then you’ll realize that 
I have a way to save you from the Armageddon Rite! In 
fact, it’s one of the reasons I am so happy to see you 
today – to tell you, and Mary, and even John – that you 
have fulfilled your duties.  My friends, your mission is 
over!”  
 “What the hell are you talking about?” Miriam asked 
 “Just this -- for two thousand years you three have 
been the pillar of stability – working long and hard to 
protect Jesus’ Nails. The world thanks you for it. I thank 
you for it. However, you need not guard The Nail’s any 
longer. It is time to give them to me.” (Ah, that gambit 
again, Joe?) 
 “I’m not sure I agree.” Miriam said softly, eyes 
narrowed.  
 “It doesn’t make sense.” Alan added.  
 Joe measured his words, “On the contrary, it makes 
perfect sense. Consider that John the Baptist had the 
duty to prepare the way of the Lord. And when the time 
of destiny arrived – when he met Jesus – John was faced 



M. C. Stoppa 

220 

with a choice: hang on to his fame and reject the Lord as 
his replacement, or understand it was time for History to 
move ahead. As you know John made the right choice – 
and went down in history as one of the greatest prophets 
of all time. In the end, his life was viewed as the bridge 
between the sorrows of the Old Testament and the hope 
of the New Testament. And yet, what would have 
happened had John had not let Jesus take center stage?”  
 (Now that’s an interesting thought. So you’re telling me 
that my mission was merely to be a time wasting lackey 
all this time? Just great).  
 “And so that brings us to you.” Joe continued. “Like 
John, you are a bridge to the future – in this case, you 
are the bridge between the New Testament and The 
Rapture. The question is, will you acc—“ 
 “Wait!” Miriam interrupted. “Why didn’t Gabriel tell me 
any of this?”  
 “He told ME, dear. Remember, your time has passed. I 
know that sounds harsh, but given the dire 
circumstances we don’t have time to mince words. As 
The Rock of Peter -- as Christ’s chosen representative 
mind you -- I am the One whose destiny is NOW. Again, I 
am grateful beyond measure for the diligent duty you 
three have fulfilled. But, you must recognize MY place -- I 
am The Deliverer.” And rising up from his chair, The Pope 
proclaimed, “Even if I am all alone, I will stand in the 
breach against The Beast!! But, I can’t fulfill MY duty – I 
can’t bring about the Deliverance of Our Lord -- unless 
you first acquiesce to me. In the end, it’s a final test of 
faith – will you trust in your own designs, or will you 
allow The Lord’s work to be done?” 
 Mouths agape in disbelief, neither Alan nor Miriam 
could respond. Sensing his victory was secure, Joe 
pushed for a close, “Mary, in the vision which John told 
you about, who is the one to destroy Ma’bus?” (Whoa, 
hold on there, cowboy – how in the Hell did YOU know 
about that?!?) 
 Head bowed, Miriam answered, “You.” 
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 “And how did I accomplish this? By what 
instruments?” 
 There was a long pause; at last Miriam whispered, 
“With our Nails.” 
 “That settles it. So, I will ask you again – will you 
deliver m--” 
 “Just a minute here!” Alan stalled. “With all due 
respect, Your Grace, there is still a most important point 
that has remained a mystery – pardon my pun – but if 
you really want to confirm our trust, help us to 
understand your connection to Teri Abbracciavento. Why 
are you mixed up with Mystery?”  
 Joe was visibly taken aback by that question, but as 
usual, he had an explanation, “Why, I’m surprised that 
you don’t know the answer already.” 
 “We don’t.” Miriam grated. “Please enlighten us.” 
 “It’s simple really. I am using Teri as a double agent 
against Ma’bus.” By now he had recovered his smugness 
and seemed to enjoy telling about his spy games. “It has 
always been a given that Mystery works for The Beast – 
after all, that is her destiny. But, like a fool, Ma’bus over-
played his hand – sending Mystery to me as a self-
proclaimed traitor. Did he really think I would fall for 
such a ruse? Sure, I let Mystery play her games with 
me,” and here he looked away in thought, before catching 
himself, “but only to a point mind you! The fact of the 
matter is this – Teri has given me valuable information 
about Ma’bus; and best of all, she believes that I don’t 
know about her duplicitous dealings.”  
 “So, in essence, Teri is a double double agent?” Alan 
was confused. 
 “Verily -- she wants me to think she is working for me 
as a double agent against Ma’bus, even though she is 
still secretly working for Ma’bus – or at least she believes 
she is. In reality, I’m not sure that Teri really knows 
WHO holds her true allegiance.” (How does he know all 
this???) 
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  “That’s quite a game of reverse psychology.” Miriam 
grinned -- clearly enjoying the vision of a much confused 
Mystery. 
 “Well, I do have some small experience in that field.” 
Joe smiled too. But turning serious, he re-directed, “Let’s 
stop stalling. About those Nails...” 
 Once more Alan and Miriam looked at each another – 
both unsure. At last, in his frustration, The Pope reached 
down to his desk and picked up the small package which 
Cardinalate Marrollo had delivered to him, “Does your 
silence have anything to do with THIS?”  
 Miriam’s eyes lit up at the sight of the scroll, yet before 
she could comment, Joe had slashed the wax seal, began 
to read aloud. As he read, I watched Miriam work hard to 
control her face. And even though I could not read her 
thoughts, I could tell that her mind was literally 
screaming, Alan! Alan! That is NOT my letter to La 
Papessa!  
 (Yet with that my vision ended. At first I was frustrated 
to be left with so many questions, however in the end I 
reminded myself that while all this was rather 
interesting, it didn’t really matter much to me. Instead, I 
was finally free to get back to something important...)  
 
  

End of Book II 
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Magnus Opum 
(July 26) 
 
 
 
 
A long while past, once I knew that Jesus had truly 
deserted me, I, John Salem (better known to the world as 
Saint John the Divine) decided to come up with my own 
mission: to see if there was anything worthwhile for a man 
to do while on this earth.  
 I denied myself nothing. I refused my heart no 
pleasure. I took delight in all my work.  
 Yet time wore on. Eventually, in spite of all my 
accomplishments (and they were many), when I surveyed 
all that my hands had done, just like King Solomon, I 
realized that everything was meaningless – a chasing 
after the wind. Therefore listen to me when I say – there 
is nothing new under the sun. 
 And so I turned to Alchemy… 
 Do you even know what alchemy is?  
 Like most people, you probably think is has something 
to do with transforming common metals into valuable 
gold. Or, like Miriam, you might have heard of the fabled 
Philosopher’s Stone. Or perhaps you know of its 
connection to the mysterious Elixir of Life. And yet, while 
all of those might be a part of this science, Alchemy is so 
much more. 
 Understand that Alchemy is both a philosophy and a 
practice. It is the art of transformation and transmutation 
by which you can create whatever you desire using 
substances which you already have.  I desired to create 
my own death and I believed alchemy could show me the 
way. 
 So how did alchemy become so cliché?  
 The answer is really quite practical. Historically 
alchemy was always a spiritual discipline, but during the 
Middle Ages (especially in Europe), my friends and I 
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found ourselves suddenly at odds with the Christian 
Church – and although I survived more than a few 
sessions with The Inquisition’s rack, my mortal friends 
did not. Since it takes a rather long time to train a new 
alchemy master, we had to convince the church that we 
were NOT trespassing on their spiritual grounds, so we 
convinced them we were merely concerned with the 
transmutation of metals into gold – and once we 
promised them a cut of the gold, they happily left us 
alone.  
  As a result, we played up the physical science nature 
of alchemy over its spiritual goals. Yet to those in the 
know, molecular processes were really just metaphors for 
spiritual transformations and the literal meanings of the 
alchemical formulas we published were actually a way for 
us to hide our true spiritual philosophies. Thus, for the 
public at large, the texts we put out were filled with 
cryptic symbols, unusual diagrams, and mystical 
viewpoints – which contained multiple layers of 
references to other equally cryptic works – and all of 
which had to be laboriously decoded in order to discover 
their true meaning. 
 As I’ve told you before, during my past 2,000 years on 
this planet, I’ve lived under many names. Actually quite a 
few of them have been alchemists. During the late 1400’s 
to mid 1500’s I fancied myself as a fellow named 
Paracelsus and lived all over Europe. Under that pen 
name I published a work called an Alchemical Catechism, 
and one of my most famous quotes is rather applicable to 
our discussion today: "alterius non sit qui suus esse 
potest" which means "let no man that can belong to 
himself be of another."   
 Do you see what I am trying to tell you? If God was not 
willing to help me get control over my own life, then I was 
determined to wrest that control away from Him and do 
it myself! And in time, I realized that the most certain 
way to do that was via The Magnus Opum. 
 And now, today – this very day! – at long last, I was 
about to accomplish a task which no other alchemist in 
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history had ever done! I was about to complete The Great 
Work… 
 
 

۞ 
 
 
This is the Time! I am about to finally do it -- my terrible life 
is about to end! 
 “Let Fire and Azoc suffice.” <Power> was all around me 
as I spoke the words of the Greek master Aristeus while 
at last I neared the completion of the Magnus Opum.  
“The Golden Key rules all, it alone shall open what has 
been shut -- the great Gift of the Divine.” 
 Alone in my workshop, I was not longer just John of 
Salome; instead I was Azoth – Penultimate Master of 
Alchemy!  
 Standing before a small altar in front of the furnace 
near the rear of my garage, I felt the heat biting at my 
back. With the oven door open, flames were licking forth, 
tasting the air – tongues of yellow and red continuously 
snaked out and more than a few flares came into contact 
with my body -- yet to no effect. 
 After working for nearly two weeks without rest, I had 
(again) completed the first two steps of The Great Work – 
during the Negrido I had purified myself by using the fire 
to burn my iniquity away from the inside out; later I had 
attained further enlightenment via the Albedo. Therefore 
as it stood now, at this stage of the rite, my physical body 
was beyond harm from anything in the natural world – 
for, as Azoth, I had again reached the beginning of 
Rubedo  -- wherein I endeavored to achieve the 
unification of the limited with the unlimited – in the 
hopes of breaking the bonds of Death and achieving a 
<oneness> with God himself!  
 This was not the first time, I had reached this stage of 
The Great Work, yet always before my experiments had 
ended in failure. Thankfully, for the past two weeks God 
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had not forced any visions upon me, allowing me the 
freedom to continue my work. I was now more convinced 
than ever that my only hope in breaking the bonds which 
held me captive in this forsaken life was via the 
completion of the Magnus Opum. And so, I had once 
more transformed myself into Azoth and I had been busy 
working through the Rites of The Great Work ever since.  
 “By Life, the Beginnings of things are known. Air is the 
Life of things, therefore the Beginning of things.” I 
continued my chant, my voice growing deeper, richer, 
more alive. “To catch Air is to use the Golden Key of 
Nature, a window to Heaven’s Aeythr!” And here I raised 
my arms on high, drawing Air and Aethyr into myself - 
even as the flames nearly engulfed me! 
 But then, a sudden stillness settled upon the room as 
I lowered my arms. After the incantation, I turned my 
attention back to the altar below and specifically to three 
large tomes open before me. Two were sacred texts of 
Alchemy – one from Aristeus, written centuries before 
Christ’s birth, while the other contained the scientific 
works of Apollonius of Tyana, a contemporary of mine 
(during what would have been my original lifetime). 
Although far from the only references which I used to 
conduct my experiments, these two authors held the 
most esteem in my eyes. As for the third book, it was 
written in my own hand; nearly twice the size of the other 
two books combined – for it contained the sum of MY 
knowledge on the subject of Alchemy – every thought, 
every experiment, every inkling or idea which I ever had 
for the past millennia or more during which I had worked 
The Rites, all of it was written within this book. 
 I made cursory checks of Aristeus and Apollonius – 
scanning through their instructions on the Rite; yet in 
truth, I cast but a hasty glance at each, for I had read 
their texts so many times I knew them by heart and I 
knew they could teach me no more. Therefore, it was to 
the larger volume – to my own work -- that I now turned; 
flipping through its pages, I searched for that one piece 
of knowledge which had always eluded me, seeking the 
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<key> by which I could finally complete The Great Work. 
For I now knew that the secret lay within MY own words 
– of this I was absolutely certain – and yet, I just didn’t 
know WHERE within the journal’s thousands of pages 
that key piece of knowledge might be.  
 Riffling through my notes, I muttered as I read, ...Spirit 
of the Air comes out of the rays of the Sun and the Moon 
without which none can live... 
 “No. Not it.” And I turned ahead a couple hundred 
pages, ... Consider that you must have a permanent Water, 
which congeals in the Fire and is joined with the perfect 
bodies...After this, give in to the Spirit made from the Air... 
 “I’ve done this before too!” But then, as a new thought 
emerged, I flipped back halfway through my book, 
turning over so many pages that I had to use both hands 
to move such a weight of paper. After finding the place I 
sought, I pondered, “Is there more to Air than I have 
imagined?” 
 And suddenly I moved to the very end of the text, to a 
blank page, and scrawled, Air. It is breathed by all living 
things, yet it is not the life of all – why?  
 Unless...unless...you would go back to the First Chaos 
from which God formed all things!  
 “Ah, it is ONLY from the First Chaos that one can draw 
the Truth.” I spoke aloud. Then back to my book, I 
continued writing, Aristeus was wrong! Verily, I do agree 
with him that every species of beings has its own species 
of Air, its own Lifeforce. Yet, he makes no mention as to the 
Principle of each being and I now say this is the real key! 
For regardless of the species, is not the <Essence> of each 
altogether ‘Aerial?’ 
 Again, I began to flit backwards through my manual, 
searching... seeking... at last going back to very first few 
pages – to a time when I wrote well over a thousand years 
past! --...Air is truly Divine, it is the subject of the search of 
all philosophers -- for therein resides Life! 
 “And so it goes – there IS a difference between the Air 
which we breathe, and the Aerial substance which is 
within the Soul.” I was flabbergasted. “Oh, the time I 
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have wasted – to discover that which I had known all 
along!” (I had made The Great Work so much harder 
than it had to be. Now, as I stood there, I realized it was 
the very essence of Simplicity). 
 Working hard to contain my enthusiasm, I looked 
down upon my altar, wherein sat a silver bowl filled with 
mercury -- within the interior of the dish, the color of the 
elixir mixed so well with the metal of the bowl that it was 
impossible to tell where the viscous mineral ended and 
the vessel began. Yet hanging over the lip of the dish 
were twelve golden keys of various shapes and sizes, all 
of them piercing into the mercurial soup. Reaching down, 
I now picked up the Second Key, brimming with 
confidence. 
 Holding the key aloft, I admired it. Silver droplets 
cascaded down – yet not a single one reached the floor, 
for flames from the furnace flashed out and consumed 
them as they fell – surrounding me in a wreath of Fire. 
 “The Golden Key shall open the Door.” I chanted, 
<power> once more filling my words. “Air catches Aire. 
Matter from the Earth is the same as that which is in 
Heaven. This is the infallible Truth!”  
 <Rroom-boom-bOOM-BOOM-BOOM!!> Thunder rolled 
suddenly outside – yet rather than startle me, it only 
caused me to cackle in delight, for I was at last certain 
that I had discovered the <key> to completing the 
Rubedo. In my very soul I could feel that <Oneness> was 
close.  
 Lightening cracked, yet I roared above the din, “I seek 
the Simple, an <essence> universal to all!  I have been 
purified by The Fires of Corruption, I have been 
quenched by Waters of Life, my body is of the detestable 
Earth, yet my Soul is from the Aire, and above all, I am 
The Quintessence!!!” 
 “Deliver me!” 
 “Deliver me now!!” 
 And then, of a sudden, I was no more! 
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I had just completed The Magnus Opum!  
 (I know I can’t do justice to the actual experience, but I 
will try to put into words what happened next...) 
 First I was transmuted into a great white eagle – 
soaring through the skies of the afterlife.  How long this 
went on, I cannot say, it may well have been an Eternity 
of its own, but then... 
 Next I found myself roaring loud and long, as my 
essence powerfully coursed through the blood of a raging 
lion. It was as if I had ALWAYS been this beast – strong, 
majestic, alive! And then... 
 Countless other shapes and lives did I find my Soul 
mixed with – for in a flash I was experiencing the Whole 
of Creation! 
 Yet a breath later I felt myself changed again, yet this 
time it was different – for I had become a being 
indefinable. I felt myself melting... 
  A Blackness overtook me.... 
 Then a Whiteness.... 
 And then... 
 I was Rubedified – perfected! 
 The Celestial Powers infused me! It was both sublime 
and awesome...I was <complete>... I could taste Victory 
over Death, nay, over Life!!! 
 However, in that very instant of my great triumph, 
from Everywhere and from Nowhere, a Voice not my own 
finished the end of Azoth’s Chant, “This is the end of The 
Work; you are all the miracles which have ever been. You 
hold Life... and Death… in the palm of your hand. As the 
Keeper of the Secret, you have the power even to see 
God’s Holy Seat.”  
 There was a pause, one that seemed to span the whole 
of eternity. 
 And then, finally, the Voice asked, “Do you wish to use 
this power or shall you keep it closed within the cabinet 
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of your heart? Speak, else it will remain beneath the Seal 
of Silence -- for you shall not pass this way again.” 
 I remember taking almost no time to answer, 
screaming with all the power of my Soul, “I want to be 
free!”” 
 <There was a brilliant, blinding flash of light!> 
 And... 
 
 

۞ 
 
 
“Nooooo! It can’t be! After all this, I am still here...in 
this...life?” 
 Obviously I was not dead. Instead I found myself 
standing outside on the grounds of my farmland – on the 
very spot where my alchemical workshop had previously 
stood but which now was no more – the garage was gone, 
as if it had never existed.  
 Curiouser still was the fact that I was not alone -- for 
before me stood a man clothed in garments whiter than a 
new snow.  My initial reaction was to shield my eyes from 
the brightness of the light emanating forth from the 
man’s presence. Yet even as I did so, the being before me 
seemed to grow in stature – for this was no man, but 
instead Gabriel -- an Angel of the Lord!  
 And spreading wide his shoulders, the great being 
revealed his Wings – it was a gesture of both Grace and 
Awesome Power and one that forced me to my knees – 
not because I was bowing to the power of Gabriel, but 
instead because of the fact that I knew -- oh how I knew -
- that I was at last utterly and truly defeated. 
 “Folly!” The angel condemned. “Do you dare test God, 
John?” 
 “What choice had I?” My anger rose in vain. “I am 
prisoner in this life, a man who wastes away – like a 
garment eaten by moths.  Jesus left me here alone. He’s 
never coming back!” 
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 “You of all men know that is not true. Where is your 
Patience?” 
 Resisting what I knew to be true, I wheedled, “The 
Patience you require is impossible for any man. Two 
thousand years? Nobody told me I would have to wait so 
long.” 
 “John, with all your knowledge, have you ever stopped 
to reason that perhaps The Christ would have come back 
sooner, if YOU had not tried to take matters into your own 
hands?” 
 Even as he said it, I knew he spoke the truth. And I 
knew that it was something which I had known for a long 
time. Yet I just couldn’t give in, “I don’t understand.” 
 “Ah, but we both know that you understand 
completely: YOU have delayed the Coming of Jesus! Why 
did you forsake The Commission in favor of The Craft? 
Do you not realize that all of the people which you 
surmised to be The Beast were correct? You could have 
ended the reign of The Beast long ago – had YOU not 
tried to play God yourself.”  
 “Then why didn’t anyone stop me? Why didn’t you tell 
me this before?” 
 “You know as well as I that God has given mankind 
the giftcurse of Free Will. Like anyone else, John, you 
were allowed to CHOOSE.”  
 “And I chose The Great Work.” I anguished, finally 
naming my sin. 
 “And because of your choice, all previous potential 
Rises of The Beast were stopped. The Spirit of Satan’s 
son was commanded to return again and again back to 
Hell.” Then, after a pause, “And yet, the Grand Tapestry 
of Our Master is beautiful beyond compare...”   
 Suddenly I gained a new revelation; and through bitter 
laughter I said, “God knew all along that I would 
eventually complete the Magnus Opum. He allowed the 
Wheel of Time to spin events to coincide with my 
completion of The Great Work.” And carrying the thought 
further, I lifted my head in shock, “But that means that 
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Lazarus and Mary were right – The Time of The Beast’s 
final rising is now!” 
 “Correct. However, consider this -- had you never 
taken up The Craft, had The Christ been able to return 
immediately -- as was the initial plan – then His return 
would have been much more...pleasant. Yet, that is no 
longer the case – for now He will come upon the Horse of 
Judgment and the reaping will be harsh. Because of 
YOUR actions, John, what you wrote about in 
Revelations will be fulfilled.” 
 “Noooooo!” I was utterly ashamed. And then, at last, 
after nearly nineteen hundred years, finally, I realized 
that I had been wrong -- about everything. And raising 
my arms up to the heavens, I wailed, “Be merciful to me, 
Oh Lord, for my soul is in anguish. Oh how my eyes grow 
weak with sorrow – they fail me because of all my great 
sins.” And I fell to the ground, “I have sinned! And now 
my guilt festers inside me. Oh, Lord, hear your servant 
John as I attest -- Why didn’t I trust your son Jesus? He 
really DID love me. And yet, I’ve let Him down. I’ve let 
everybody down. All because I didn’t have patience and 
let events unfold on YOUR time - not my own.” Then, to 
Gabriel, “Please, don’t let everyone suffer because of me. 
I’m sorry; so very, TRULY sorry!” 
 (I really was – you must believe me!) 
 Kneeling in the mud, I repented, “Forgive my iniquity, 
Oh Lord, though it is great. Create in me a clean heart, 
so that I may worship thee again. Please forgive me -- if 
only so that I may do your work again.” 
 Gabriel let me wallow in my remorse for a while longer, 
and then, after a time, he advised, “His anger lasts only a 
moment, but his favor lasts a lifetime. He knows that you 
have a broken and contrite heart, therefore, your apology 
has been accepted, John. You are forgiven your sins.”  
 Still lying on the ground, I was unable to speak. 
 Then Gabriel added something else which I have 
known for a long while, but which I refused to believe 
(until now). “But, John, your sins were ALREADY 
forgiven – you just needed to understand that. God loved 
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you before, and He loves you now. He sent His only son 
to show you that love.”  
 And then it was that I could finally feel His Love again! 
 (It was amazing!) 
  
 

۞ 
 
 
As I basked in God’s love, it was like being born again -- 
as if streams of living water welled up within me. Oh how 
I wish you could experience it for yourself. To be loved, to 
be held by Him – it is All and Everything!  
 “My lips shout for joy, Oh God, I, whom you have 
redeemed.” 
 Gabriel let me have some time to relish the moment. 
Then, when he deemed I was ready, he added softly, “And 
yet, this doesn’t change the consequences of your sins. 
These must still be accounted for.” 
 Knowing I could not deny his words, I replied, “The 
Lord disciplines those He loves.” And then fearfully I 
asked, “What, er...consequences?” 
 “As you know, for every action there is a reaction -- for 
every sin, a price. Sometimes even the Innocent must 
suffer.”  
  “My friends will suffer the Armageddon Rite because 
of my sins...” 
 “Indeed. And furthermore, your Vision is no more.” 
  “What? Why?” 
 “John, your Vision was merely a crutch – a blessing 
granted to you out of love by The Lord -- given to help 
you through your time in the desert. Yet now you must 
rebuild your great faith – for you will need all of it and 
more when you confront The Beast on That Fateful Day.” 
 “But, how can I find my friends without my vision? 
Surely you do—“ 
 “Hush, John. You will take no action against The 
Beast until December 21st of this year.” As he spoke, the 
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color drained from my face, for the implications this 
signified for my friends were dire indeed. As if reading my 
mind, Gabriel continued, “Yes, your friends are in grave 
danger. And much disaster will befell this world prior to 
the Fateful Day. Yet, there is nothing you can do about 
that, John, – the consequences will unfold as they will. 
YOUR role is to Repent and Rebuild...Repent and 
Rebuild.” 
 “But, you expect me to just sit here and let everything 
fall apart – even when I might be able to act to stop it?” 
 “John!” Gabriel rose up, causing me to cower down. 
“Destroy your arrogance! Down with your pride! Now is 
not the time for you to act. Now is the time for you to 
accept God’s Plan and let events unfold on HIS time. 
Trust that The Lord is working all things for the Good. All 
you must do, John, is the part which has been assigned 
to you. Stay here, repent and rebuild yourself, and if you 
do as I tell you on December 21st, then...ALL WILL BE 
WELL IN THE END.”   
 And before I could reply, he continued, “Be thankful 
you still have a part to play.” And rising up to his full 
height, the angel proclaimed, “Ready yourself for The 
Last Battle. The time is approaching. On December 21st, 
you will finally open the Scroll of the Illuminated Angels. 
With these wonders YOU will be given the power to 
destroy The Beast and make the way for The Christ to 
return and break the bonds of Evil.” And pointing down 
at me, he cried, “John of Salome -- I charge YOU with 
defeating The Beast!” 
 Suddenly I became overwhelmed with power – with the 
POWER OF THE ONE TRUE GOD!!! 
 (My JOY was Indescribable! Uncontainable! And all I 
could think at that moment was, You are amazing, God! 
All powerful! Untamable! Awestruck I fall to my knees as I 
humbly proclaim - YOU are amazing, God! YOU ARE 
AMAZING, GOD!!) 
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Healing at The Pool 
(July 29) 
 
 
 
 
The next thing I remember was that Gabriel was gone.  In 
fact, although I didn’t know it yet, three days had passed 
since his departure. It might come as no surprise then 
for you to know that I was ravenously hungry, and yet it 
was a <hunger> which went beyond just my stomach – 
for my soul was starving for God. 
 Indeed, as if a veil had been lifted from my eyes, I was 
no longer the same person who had been groveling in 
sorrow before the angel. Nor was I the withered old man 
whose heart was as bitter as gall. And, although my 
outward appearance hadn’t changed, inside I was 
rejoicing that I had become a new – a renewed – John of 
Salome – one cured in body, mind, and spirit.  
 Oh, to be sure, the regret for my actions was still 
there, and Gabriel was correct in his assessment that it 
would take me time to repent and fully rebuild myself 
back to what I was during the time of The Christ; but the 
important thing right now was that my self-destructive 
anger was gone; for I now knew that my time on earth 
was about to come to a close – at last!  Yet, most 
astounding of all, I also realized that even my rejoicing at 
that fact could not compare to the utter ecstasy that was 
mine in realizing that – finally -- I would soon see my 
beloved Jesus of Nazareth once again. 
 My joy was tempered by only one thing: worry about 
my friends. I’d be lying if I didn’t admit that I still felt 
guilty over the tragedy that I knew was coming – one that 
could have been avoided but for my poor choices.   
 However, my renewed faith gave me the confidence to 
know that not only had God completely forgiven me, but 
more importantly, He was still behind me, loving me, 
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holding me up. And, even as I wondered about my 
friends, I prayed for them and for our Commission... 
 Rescue us, O Lord, from Evil, Protect us from the coming 
violence. Do not grant the wicked their desires, O Lord, do 
not let their plans succeed. 
 Ironically, this was one time in which I wished I had 
been given a vision. And even though Gabriel had 
advised me that my <Sight> was now gone, and even 
though I knew that the visions were never under my 
control anyway, in desperation I still tried to tap into The 
Sight.... 
 It didn’t work.  
 Even as I made the attempt, I could feel inside that 
any <power> I might have had in that department was 
now gone. It’s a funny thing -- sometimes when you have 
a special skill or gift, you don’t appreciate it -- until it’s 
too late. You don’t value it --until it is no more.  
 Such was the case with me -- for nearly two thousand 
years I had been blessed with The Sight. Looking back, I 
can see now how it was a crutch – one that often helped 
me to get through the trials of my times. And yet, it was 
something which I never attributed as a blessing from 
God and thus something which I never thanked Him for. 
I wonder why that was?  
 Realizing that my <power> was gone, to say I was more 
than a little scared would be an understatement, “What 
in the hell am I supposed to do to keep tabs on the world 
without The Sight? How can I find out what’s happening 
to Lazarus and Mary? How can I help them?” 
 And yet, I already knew the answers – for like Gabriel 
told me – now was the time during which I would need to 
rebuild my faith. Specifically, without The Sight to guide 
me, I would be forced to rely on God again, to rest in the 
Lord and to wait patiently upon him, to learn to trust 
Him again.  I knew that I would not be able to take any 
action to help my friends until I was once more filled with 
Love for God – for if I tried before I had His blessing, then 
I knew that I would fail.  
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 And yet, more than a little part of me was unsure if I 
could rebuild my faith enough in time for The Fateful 
Day, “Can I save my friends in time? Can I really 
confront and overcome The Beast on December 21st?” 
 Not knowing what else to do, I prayed, “Praised be to 
The Lord. He reached down from on high and drew me 
out of the deep waters. He rescued me from my own 
pride – a villain too strong for me. My enemies will 
confront me on the Day of Disaster, but The Lord shall 
be my support. Exalted be God my Savoir!” 
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Birth of The Dragon 
(August 30th) 
 
 
 
 
Over a month had passed since my repentance and I was 
starting to feel better. It would have been great for me to 
be able to tell you that I was fully recovered, but sadly, 
this was not yet the case. Oh, don’t get me wrong, I knew 
that all my (many) sins had been forgiven, and with the 
mercy of the Lord I was able to put aside the heavy yoke 
of my great guilt. But forgiveness and forgetfulness are 
two different things and although my soul had been 
washed clean, my mind was still dealing with unwanted 
memories. 
 I suppose it would do no harm to share some more of 
my life experiences with you now – perhaps it will help 
me to clear them out of my mind once and for all – call it 
a sort of summer cleaning. And so, with a Guinness in 
hand (a great story-teller’s beer), let me see where to 
begin... 
 What’s that? Why am I still drinking if I’ve repented?  
 My friend, The Bible does not condemn drinking. 
Jesus drank wine, didn’t he? The danger comes with 
over-indulgence – and since my Grand Forgiveness, I’m 
proud to say that I haven’t been drunk… yet. 
 (Congratulations, please). 
 So back to my tale: I suppose I’ve already told you 
enough about my life as John, the Beloved Apostle – both 
when I walked with Jesus of Nazareth as his disciple and 
on through the time when I was exiled to Patmos and 
wrote Revelations. As I mentioned previously, after I left 
Patmos, I also left my original life and disappeared into 
the woodwork of the world. By this time I knew I was 
immortal, yet despite my aged appearance, I still felt 
vigorous inside.  
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 For the next century or so, I wandered around the 
Mediterranean, using various identities; often, I passed 
myself off as a former disciple of John of Salome – thus 
giving myself an excuse for knowing so much about 
myself. During this time I wrote The Apocrypha of John. I 
still remember the opening of that book: "The teaching of 
the Savior and the revelation of things hidden, even these 
things which he taught John, his disciple."  
 Now, I will admit that when I wrote that I was lying, 
but what can I say? I was getting desperate. It had 
already been well over 150 years since Jesus left me and 
I couldn’t understand why He was taking so long to 
return. I convinced myself that I really did see these new 
revelations, but in truth, even as I wrote that book, I 
knew that it was all just a dream of my own creation. I 
was desperate for Jesus’ return and I was willing to do 
anything to create His Second Coming on my own. 
Obviously it didn’t work and that book has (thankfully) 
been lost to obscurity. 
 In any event, the years of the 200’s were a dark time 
for me. It was a century filled with sadness... fear....and 
eventually, intense anger. For I gave in to my self-pity 
and wanted nothing more than to die.  
 Now convinced that The Lord had deserted me -- I 
decided to take matters into my own hands. I created a 
new identity: Zosimos of Panopolis – passing myself off as 
a Greek-Egyptian Gnostic mystic (that’s quite a 
mouthful, huh?) But most importantly, I took up a new 
hobby – Alchemy.  
 As Zosimos, my fervor for science and writing found an 
outlet in Alchemy, such that I quickly became known as 
a master. Furthermore, I published essays that 
attempted to tie my new passion (Alchemy) to my old one 
(Religion). One of theories asserted that the fallen angels 
once known as The Nephilim were responsible for 
teaching the arts of metallurgy to the women they 
married, as recorded in the Book of Enoch and, more 
significantly, the Apocrypha of John – for I couldn’t resist 
trying to add some ‘unbiased’ legitimacy to my work. I 
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explained that the external processes of metallic 
transmutation (lead and copper into silver and gold) was 
actually a mirror of an inner processes of Purification 
and Redemption. 
 The reason I am bringing all this up is to help you 
understand WHY I was so enamored with Alchemy. For I 
believed it to be The Science of Nature’s Balance, once 
that constituted the eternal cycle of birth and death. I 
theorized that this cycle was represented by the symbol 
of the Uro'boros -- the dragon that bites its own tail – and 
I pondered that “self-devouring is the same as self-
destruction.” Therefore I concluded that, in order to 
break the cycle of death, one had to sacrifice himself as 
part of a transformation ritual (this was an early 
precursor to The Magnus Opum).  
 Looking back now, I can see that The Lord was trying 
to reach out to me even then – giving me the secret as to 
how to find Him again, and yet I misread the signs and 
saw only what I wanted to see. As a result, while I 
became quite famous as Zosimos, none of my 
experiments worked to the point that I could destroy 
myself (which of course was my ultimate goal). 
 Just as importantly, it was during my life as Zosimos 
that I became associated with The Brotherhood of the 
EArth.  
 (Now I know that I’ve been promising to tell you more 
about this secret society for most of this book, but I’ll 
have to apologize again, for now is not the time to 
interrupt our discussions with a history lesson about The 
Brotherhood --you could fill up an encyclopedia with 
writings about that group and still not crack the surface).  
 In any case, it was my alchemical research which led 
THEM to discover me – for even back in the early 300’s, 
The Brotherhood was already a society thousands of 
years older than the Christian movement. As I learned 
more about The Brotherhood, I quickly became enamored 
with its doctrine – once that promised to break the bonds 
of this physical world and return my soul to the spiritual 
realm it originally came from. As a result (although I am 
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ashamed to admit it now), I willfully took my oath to the 
Prince of EArth and rose through the ranks of my new 
family.  
 About 350 AD, I faded out my identity as Zosimos and 
disappeared for awhile. Thirty years later I emerged as a 
Roman scientist named Ambrosius and again got The 
Brotherhood to notice me. For the next few decades I 
toiled as a kind of biological engineer for The 
Brotherhood – my task was to create what you would call 
a ‘SuperBug,’ a weapon they could use to control the 
world – but in reality I was still just trying to find a way 
to destroy myself.  
 (If nothing else, I am persistent, eh?) 
  
 

۞ 
 
 
As it turned out, around 410 AD I successfully DID 
destroy myself – or at least my identity as Ambrosius. My 
superbug project for The Brotherhood worked -- wiping 
out an entire colony of people!  
 (I’ll tell you more about that event later, for now just 
remember two words: Tower Bay). Nevertheless, because 
I couldn’t control the virus itself, The Brotherhood 
considered all my work to be a failure and abandoned 
Ambrosius to die. 
 Wallowing in self-pity, I was ripe for Lazarus and Mary 
to again convince me in The Commission and in the early 
450’s, we brought down Attila as The Beast. Obviously 
we were wrong and since we did not bring about Jesus’ 
Second Coming, I again deserted my friends.  
 Eventually I made my way back to the island of Great 
Britain. Although this was the country in which I had 
experienced the failure of Tower Bay, this time around I 
vowed things would be different – and I was correct -- for 
upon this occasion another legendary character was 
born. Now I realize that you probably won’t believe what I 
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tell you next, but it is the truth: from about 490 to 540 
AD, I used The Sight to help bring about the Rise of 
Arthur Pendragon. For you see, I was once known as 
Merlinus Ambrosius (giving me a chance to clear that 
surname).  
 Come on, did Merlin even exist?   
 Look, I’m not going to sit here and have an argument 
with you about whether or not I was really Merlin or if 
there ever was a famed magician by that name. All I can 
tell you is what I’ve experienced in my life, and the 
bottom line is that I am the man who was the source of 
all those legends – and many of them are pretty accurate!  
 Nonetheless, since there is quite a bit of writing about 
my time as Merlin, I won’t recap it all here – expect to say 
that eventually I did allow myself to get duped by a 
woman! Her name was Nimue, but you’d probably know 
her as “The Lady of The Lake.” If you know anything 
about Merlin, then you know that I foolishly allowed 
Nimue to learn some of my magical secrets -- in fact, 
after she thought she had drained me of all of my 
knowledge, she trapped me in a cave in an obscure part 
of western Britain and left me for dead.  
 But let’s be clear here -- I was not so dumb as to NOT 
realize what Nimue was doing. I knew full well what she 
intended, but the fact of the matter was that Nimue had 
become such a powerful Sorceress that I actually let 
myself believe that she might well be able to accomplish 
what I could not – I really thought she might be able to 
kill me once and for all! 
 It didn’t work.  
 Instead, Nimue merely succeeded in leaving me in a 
comatose state. For all intents and purposes, I appeared 
dead (and for a time I actually thought I was dead), but 
eventually Death didn’t take and thus I found myself 
merely stuck in a drafty and dank cave.  
 (In point of fact, I actually stayed in that God-forsaken 
hole for nearly 300 years. And it was not until around 
850 AD that I finally, unceremoniously, emerged – only to 
lose myself again into the wide world).  
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 I lived in obscurity for many decades, but eventually -- 
when The Great Millennium approached -- I once more 
got sucked into believing in the possibility of The 
Commission. Thus, when Lazarus and Mary again 
searched me out, I agreed to help. Together we worked to 
bring down Archbishop Arnulf of Rheims – yet once more 
our efforts proved wrong. 
 After that fiasco I rebelled and delved further to 
Gnosticism – actually becoming a leader in the Cathar 
faith. From about 1050 to 1235 AD I travelled all over 
Europe under a variety of identities and even wrote a 
number of Cathar texts, including The Gospel of the 
Secret Supper -- that heretical book which Mary 
mentioned previously. But, after Pope Gregory IX’s 
Inquisition, I just didn’t feel like fighting The Church 
anymore.  
 For the next two centuries I travelled through The 
Middle East and eventually made my way to India – 
where I lived in peace for over 150 years. Nothing that 
important happened and I neither contended against my 
fate nor accepted it, I simply just existed. Looking back 
now, I will admit that this was probably the most 
peaceful time in my life.  
 Eventually, for reasons I still don’t know, I later found 
myself back in Europe around the mid 1400’s. And by 
the end of that century I had created another new 
identity that would become fairly well known: Paracelsus 
– another master alchemist. 
 I’ll admit now that it was the Sin of Pride which led me 
back to alchemy – always trying to do that which God 
would not: take my own life. 
 I lived as Paracelsus until the mid 1500’s and under 
that identity I wrote a number of books on alchemy and 
medicine, including my famous Alchemical Catechism. 
That was also a period during which I resisted joining up 
with Lazarus and Mary when they wanted to declare 
Martin Luther as The Antichrist – clearly he was NOT 
and after The Church covertly poisoned him to an early 
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death, my friends agreed they were wrong and (more 
importantly) left me alone. 
 The latter part of the Sixteenth Century saw me travel 
to North America – where I was content to work my way 
around the new American colonies as a travelling doctor, 
curing both settler and native alike. Those were hard 
years from a physical standpoint, but rewarding in a 
strange sense that I still can’t put my finger on. 
Interestingly enough, in that lawless setting, I was 
murdered on the road more than once, but this was 
nothing new in my life, as I had long since grown 
accustomed to experiencing those little snatches of death 
– unfortunately I always eventually woke up.  
 In the late 1780’s, I became associated with a fellow 
named Adam Weishaupt – the founder of the Bavarian 
Illuminati Movement and the man who, as the real George 
Washington, actually became the first President of the 
United States.  
 (Now that’s a LONG story and I don’t have time to tell 
it here – read up on some Illuminati history and learn 
about that coup for yourself).  
 In any case, after I helped George (nee Adam) fake his 
own death in 1799, I moved back to Europe with him to 
help him (as Adam W.) take this Illuminati secret society 
underground so it could really do some work. However, 
Adam betrayed me and had me exiled from his little club. 
Thus, when Mary and Lazarus came to me in the late 
1820’s with a theory that Adam was the antichrist, I was 
all too happy to help them get rid of him!  
 (Does any of this even interest you? I suppose I should 
have asked that first. Well, I’m just about done, so we 
might as well finish, huh?) 
 In the 1800’s, I returned to alchemy and worked as a 
French scientist named Fulcanelli. Among other things I 
published three pretty important books on the subject: 
The Mystery of the Cathedrals, Dwellings of the 
Philosophers, and End of the World’s Glory (the last one 
released after my ‘death’).  
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 In the early 1940’s, my friends became so passionate 
that Hitler was The Beast, that I too got caught up with 
them. But, alas, as with all our previous attempts, our 
Commission was a sham. And so I lost myself to the 
world once more.   
 Returning to my roots, I called myself John Salom and 
decided to throw it all to pot and retire to an obscure part 
of the northeastern United States – Williamsport, 
Pennsylvania. And, even though I dabbled again as a 
Brother, for the most part, I used my obscurity to focus 
on The Great Work. And the rest, as they say, is 
History... 
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I Am The Vine 
(October 10th) 
 
 
 
 
More than a month passed, and while the world 
continued to deteriorate around me, I was immune to 
most of these events as I remained in solitude on my 
farm. I hope that you won’t find me hypocritical if I tell 
you that during this time I became engrossed again with 
a passion for reading The Bible.  
 (I also discovered another great brew: Goose Island 
Bourbon Stout – this stuff is amazing, beer and bourbon, 
what could be better?) 
 But I digress – let’s get back to The Bible. Now I realize 
that I might have told you quite a few times in the past 
that I didn’t believe in its words anymore and that it was 
filled with lies – but please remember that this was the 
old me talking. No, not the original me, mind you, but the 
bitter old me – more specifically, the near demon that 
needed to be exorcised from me! Thankfully, Gabriel 
helped me to do just that on July 26th (what I am calling 
my new birth day) and as a result, the true John was 
back. 
 Before I go any further, I feel like I must tell you some 
important spiritual truths. After all, our Lord is soon to 
return and I want to ensure that YOU will be saved along 
with me! Therefore, listen well then to my words – I 
promise, if you simply LISTEN, you will understand the 
very essence of Jesus’ teachings and you WILL be saved 
at the Last Resurrection. 
 I am the vine; you are the branches... 
 That’s from my gospel, Chapter 15. Please, do yourself 
a favor, and turn to that section and read with me.  
 Are you there yet? Are you familiar with these verses? 
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 I encourage you to bind these words around your 
neck, write them upon the tablet of your heart, for they 
will save your soul. 
 These then are the words of The Messiah, Jesus of 
Nazareth, on the night before his crucifixion and death. 
We sat with him in the Garden of Gethsemane as he 
spoke thusly... 
 I am the vine; you are the branches. If a man remains in 
me and I in him, he will bear much fruit; apart from me you 
can do nothing. If anyone does not remain in me, he is like 
a branch that is thrown away and withers; such branches 
are picked up, thrown into the fire and burned. If you 
remain in me and my words remain in you, ask whatever 
you wish, and it will be given you. This is to my Father's 
glory, that you bear much fruit, showing yourselves to be 
my disciples.  
    As the Father has loved me, so have I loved you. Now 
remain in my love. If you obey my commands, you will 
remain in my love, just as I have obeyed my Father's 
commands and remain in his love. I have told you this so 
that my joy may be in you and that your joy may be 
complete, [therefore] love each other as I have loved you.  
 Greater love has no one than this -- that he lay down his 
life for his friends. You are my friends if you do what I 
command. I no longer call you servants, because a servant 
does not know his master's business. Instead, I have 
called you friends, for everything that I learned from my 
Father I have made known to you. You did not choose me, 
but I chose you and appointed you to go and bear fruit—
fruit that will last. Then the Father will give you whatever 
you ask in my name.  
 This is my command: Love one another. 
 My friends, do you understand? This IS the secret! 
 Oh how I am truly humbled by Christ’s words...  
 Of all people, I should have known this and never have 
forgotten it. Nonetheless, Jesus told us that surely there 
is no man upon this earth that is always righteous and 
never sins (save Him alone) – and like you I am a sinner 
too. And yet, when I reread what I wrote back then, I am 
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amazed at the simplicity of it all. Our purpose in life is to 
love and serve one another – for thereby do we give glory 
to God, our creator. And the best way we can accomplish 
our mission is to live ‘in’ Jesus Christ. It’s really that 
simple. 
 So, tell me now, do YOU want to recognize Jesus 
Christ as your Lord and Savior? If so, are you willing to 
abide in him? 
 Will you accept that you are a mere branch that 
requires the Vine of Jesus to bring you life AND the 
careful pruning of God as the Divine Gardener to help 
you flourish? 
 Are you ready to allow Jesus into your life? 
 If so, all He asks of you is to bear much fruit for Him. 
 How do you do that, you ask?  
 Well, He already gave you the answer: Love one 
another. 
 My friends, if you do that, you will fulfill your purpose 
in life – you will bring glory to your creator and you will 
then be rewarded with the Gift of Eternal Life!  
 Welcome, my brothers and sisters, to a Life of 
Everlasting Joy!! 
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White Warrior 
(November 1) 
 
 
 
 
What’s going on with my friends, or with Pope Benedict, 
Chairman Ma’bus, or any of the other host of lackeys who 
used to haunt my visions?  
 Good question. It’s been months since I last ‘saw’ any 
of them, yet without my Sight, I’ve been reduced to a 
commoner for news. Unfortunately I can’t bear to turn on 
the TV – it only reminds me how the Phillies perished 
during the earthquake that sank California back in June; 
and that’s too painful to remember.  
 Look, I realize that I haven’t done a very good job of 
keeping you apprised of world events. In my defense, the 
happenings of history do tend to move in repetitious 
cycles, and after 2,000 years it all runs together.  
 But even I knew that times were different now – and I 
believe that the rest of the world was finally starting to 
believe that too.  
 Oh sure, throughout my life I’ve seen the charlatans 
who’ve proclaimed ‘the end of the world is at hand,’ and 
like you, I’ve pooh-poohed them – after all, most of them 
were crackpots. And I too have heard the many learned 
men throughout the centuries who have tried to reason 
out the end of days by associating whatever world 
catastrophe with my predictions in Revelations, or 
perhaps that kook Nostradamus, or the Mayan 
Cataclysm, or something else – again, fools all. But, there 
was something different this time. 
 To begin with, I knew that the Two Witnesses had 
already been prophesying for over three years, and if 
what I wrote in Revelations was correct, then I knew that 
they didn’t have much time left (whether the world had 
been listening or not). And while The Beast may have had 
Elijah and Enoch hidden from view for the last couple 
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years, when it came time to serve his own purposes, he 
revealed them to all – causing the world to finally 
understand the word FEAR. 
 Since then, broadcasts and YouTube videos of the 
prophets had become an obsession – with everybody and 
their brother giving their opinion of what it all meant. 
Add to that that on two more occasions, the prophets 
appeared ‘live’ and released new warnings of impending 
doom – both of which came true – and you can imagine 
the hysteria that surrounded them. I tried to look at 
things from the world’s perspective -- how would the 
common man view them?  
 With fear and hatred. 
 Yes, I was certain of that – for consider that regardless 
of whether the Two Witnesses were merely doing their 
divine duty, the fact of the matter is that they were 
(unfortunately) correct about everything which they 
predicted. Therefore, all of the terrible misfortune which 
the world had experienced these last few years (and 
especially these last few months), why all of it was 
associated with Elijah and Enoch! It was only natural 
that the world wished them dead. Unfortunately for The 
Prophets, today the world got its wish... 
 For whatever reason, I got the urge to flip on the tube. 
Oh, I knew there was no chance of a baseball game – for 
all sporting events had long been cancelled. Furthermore, 
I had heard that most cable stations were now defunct – 
after all, people no longer had time for watching The 
Travel Channel or QVC – instead only a few national 
networks were left, and those were now devoted to 
delivering news and public service announcements.   
 Thus, without television as their opiate, people were 
just trying to survive the next catastrophe. Everybody 
knew it was coming, they just didn’t know when or what. 
And whenever I rode into Williamsport to pick up 
groceries, I could sense that all were certain that their 
meaningless, mundane lives were about to end. (Would 
you be surprised to learn that churches the world over 
were filled with suddenly devout believers?) 
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 In any case, there I sat, on my recliner (WITHOUT a 
drink, mind you), and with the TV remote gripped 
nervously in my hands. 
 <CLICK> 
 “....refugees moving from China into India,” said an 
announcer, as the TV panned over a limitless line of 
forsaken wanderers moving along a dusty road, “There is 
nowhere for them to—“ 
 <CLICK> 
 “...join the National Relief Effort,” pleaded a young lady 
on a public service commercial, “come to Nevada, help us 
make—“ 
 <CLICK> 
 “...Help is on the way. So remember, if you are—“ 
 <CLICK> 
 “Ah, it’s meaningless!” I turned the TV off again. Yet, 
even as I was about to get up and go back to bed, 
something pulled me back.  
 <CLICK> <CLICK> 
 I turned to channel 13 – thankfully it was still on the 
air. Once again I saw nothing more than an ordinary 
newscast – talking about still more destruction. For 
nearly thirty minutes I watched, appalled at the 
devastation. 
 “Why, Lord?” I began to cry. “Where is the Good 
Shepherd?” 
 And then, even as the signal blurred on my TV, I 
realized what was coming – The Two Witnesses. 
 Once more I watched Elijah and Enoch as they 
languished in their dank cell – by now they were even 
more disgusting looking than the last time I saw them. 
As they lay there in apparent sleep, I was certain that an 
awful, new prophecy was about to come forth. 
 Time dragged by in the moments that preceded their 
resurrection. 
 And then, suddenly Enoch opened his empty eye 
sockets and began to groan as he raised himself upright, 
slobber running from his toothless maw, “We are the 
Olive Trees.”  
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 His words seemed to revive Elijah and, as if on cue, he 
thrust out his hands, “The Two Lamp stands – giving the 
only true light to the world.” 
 “Today is the day.” Enoch smiled. 
 “It has been 1,260 days since we returned.” Elijah 
confirmed. 
 Again I knew what was about to happen, “Revelations 
11. He’s going to murder them. And worse yet, he’ll be a 
hero for it!” 
 The scene on the TV couldn’t have unfolded any more 
scripted than if I had been the director: for at that 
moment the camera panned over to the prison door. 
Silently the portal opened and in walked a lone man. 
Clothed all in white and armed with a scimitar – the 
curved blade polished to a blinding brightness-- the 
man’s face was shrouded by a heavy turban, one which 
covered his entire face, and even though his eyes looked 
familiar, I could not make out for certain who he was.  
 (Benedict? Ma’bus? Marrollo? I just didn’t know. Yet 
one thing I was sure about – this was The Beast!) 
 The prophets must have sensed the presence of the 
intruder as well. And, surely they must have known what 
was about to happen, for I watched as Enoch raised his 
arms protectively... 
 ...only to be viscously cut down! 
 For his part, Elijah did not resist, instead he simply 
lay back down, smiled, and then waited to be destroyed. 
The Beast kindly obliged -- splattering Elijah’s blood 
across the walls. For this was a holy war and, although I 
knew that the world over was likely rejoicing at the 
pseudo-deliverance just provided by this mystery man, in 
reality, I nearly retched.  
 (Don’t you see? Satan’s Son had taken one step closer 
to Victory!) 
 <CLICK> 
 I couldn’t bear to watch any more. 
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Be Careful What You 
Wish For 
(November 2-4) 
 
 
 
 
Nevertheless, the next day, I turned on the TV again – 
only to learn that the actions of the “White Warrior” were 
being attributed to Ghaz al-Ridwan Ma’bus and that the 
world was indeed hailing him a Savior. 
 Unable to look away, I saw multiple broadcasts that 
showed the mutilated bodies of the Two Witnesses strung 
up on gallows outside Ma’bus’ palace complex in 
Baghdad – the streets filled with people of all 
nationalities rejoicing at their death.  
 “Fools!” I allowed myself to curse. “Do you actually 
believe your punishment is over just because The 
Witnesses are not here? Pah, the world must pay the 
consequences for its sins!”  
 Obviously no one cared for my words – instead the 
crowds only grew with each newscast I saw. Always did 
the people call for Ma’bus to appear and lead them in a 
celebration; yet he was nowhere to be found – the official 
story being that he was deep in prayer, asking God to 
purify him after being used as the instrument of divine 
retribution. 
 “Ha, I’ll bet he’s already gone.”  
 And then, certain that I was not going to miss 
anything new, I turned off the set and went back to 
reading my Bible... 
 
 

۞ 
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A couple days later, around mid afternoon, I believe I 
might have been one of the very few people in the world 
who was not surprised by what happened next. 
 I turned on the TV, suffering through more 
propaganda about how great Ma’bus was. World leaders 
were voluntarily gave up their command (at the demand 
of their own citizens!) and asked to become a part of 
Ma’bus Union of Many Allied Nations – multiple reports 
even talked about the US soon joining UMAN. Even Pope 
Benedict appeared on air – he too hailed Ma’bus as The 
One True World Leader and recommended all nations 
join UMAN in order to restore order to a world in 
upheaval.  
 And then, suddenly, it happened. 
 Right in the middle of a speech from Rabbi Metzger, 
the broadcast was interrupted, and after a bit of herky-
jerkiness, the camera focused once more upon the bodies 
of the Two Witnesses. 
 Naked and horribly mutilated, they were nothing more 
than bags of broken bones, caked over with dried blood, 
other bodily juices, and various refuse which had been 
heaped upon them. Their faces were bloated and bruised. 
Their eyes still those lifeless, hollow holes. Yet, I knew 
that this was NOT going to be the final destiny of Elijah 
and Enoch. 
 And then, even as I watched, I saw Life suddenly 
breathed into the Two Prophets! First, their chests 
expanded, and with a great <WHOOSH> they gasped 
forth the terrible miasma of Death which had held grip 
over them these past three and a half days. The 
onlookers in attendance -- who had just been celebrating 
the prophets demise – suddenly received a bit of divine 
retribution -- as a horrible boiling disease began to burn 
them alive! 
 Chaos was the scene now as the crowds rushed to 
escape their fate, however in spite of their tragedy, my 
eyes (and the camera) were locked on The Prophets. I 
watched in wonder as their bodies were first shrouded by 
a mysterious light. And then, mere moments later, I saw 
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Elijah and Enoch as they once were – with their bodies 
restored, they seemed to float in the air, held up by a 
divine hand.  
 Even their eyes were back in place, yet as I watched, 
they cast not a glance at the world below, but instead 
they peered upwards, ever upwards. Finally, as if in 
response to their unspoken request, the Heavens opened 
above them and the Two Prophets rose up. Their 
ascension was excruciatingly slow, yet Time seemed to be 
at a standstill, and in the end, after the clouds moved 
back into place, I braced myself for what was to come. 
Yet even I was not prepared for the terrible <BLASTS> of 
the angelic trumpets that bellowed forth! 
 Again and again and again -- no less than six full 
trumpet blasts rang out all over the world!  
 Now, at the conclusion of the prophets’ ascent, the 
onsite camera image scattered and then appeared to 
burst into flames -- leaving the broadcast on my TV 
suddenly black; however I didn’t need to wait until future 
news reports told me what I already knew – a divine 
earthquake had just occurred. Seven Thousand were 
dead. Ma’bus’ palace just leveled (even though I knew he 
was already gone).  
 “The Second Woe.” I wept. “And the Third One is 
coming.” 
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The Brotherhood 
(Nov 13) 
 
 
 
 
My friends, I am a sinner. I’ve said it before and I’ll say it 
again. Even though I have been forgiven of my sins and 
had my soul washed white as snow, still, so long as I live 
in this life, I just cannot seem to break the bonds of sin 
that hold me – for I am a mere human and thus I am 
tainted with the blemish of Adam’s Sin.  
 Oh, don’t get me wrong, I am completely confident that 
the sacrifice of Jesus Christ has absolved me of my sins 
and that when I finally do die I will be welcomed into 
Heaven and given the gift of eternal life. But, that doesn’t 
change the fact that I have been a sinner in the past and 
I fear that I am doomed to continue to sin again. 
 It’s not that I WANT to sin – I really don’t. And I’m not 
merely giving up and giving in – I DO resist temptation 
when it comes my way. Understand that, now that I have 
been born again (to use an apt cliché), I truly strive to be 
a righteous man and walk in the ways of Jesus Himself. 
Unfortunately, I continue to fall short, for Temptation is 
often a sweet, irresistible fruit and sadly it is not until 
AFTER you take a bite that you realize it wasn’t what you 
expected – and you know as well as I that Satan doesn’t 
give refunds on the fruit we buy from him, neh? 
 So why am I telling you all this?  
 It just so happens that upon this day I was about to 
sin again – I KNEW it and yet I just couldn’t help myself!  
 Don’t you just hate it when you KNOW you are going 
to sin, but you do it anyway? I usually try to come up 
with some logical reason why it would be all right for me 
to accept the temptation.  But, friends, I can tell you 
from 2,000 years of experience – sin is NOT logical and it 
IS evil – and if you succumb to your temptation, 
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essentially you are reducing yourself to a loaf of bread 
and you’re letting the devil eat his fill of your soul.  
 It’s not good.  
 It’s wrong.  
 And yet, I continue to do it!  
 Why? I just don’t know. 
 In any case, today was no different and I just couldn’t 
help myself -- I was about to sin.  
 Let me remind you of what Gabriel told me when he 
last visited me: “...Now is NOT the time for you to act. 
Now is the time for you to accept God’s Plan and let 
events unfold on HIS time.”  (It’s not that I forgot what 
he told me – I remembered it all too well. And yet simply I 
chose not obey!) 
 You see, for the last couple months, while I really was 
repenting and rebuilding my faith – meditating on God’s 
great works, praying night and day, reading my Bible, 
and even volunteering at the Williamsport Community 
Center – I was also engaging in another, more covert, 
activity: I was renewing my Brotherhood ties in an effort to 
find out about my friends.  
 Now I don’t believe that contacting a few of my 
Brothers to get some news was in and of itself a sin (let’s 
call that more of a grey area). And yes, even though I had 
faith that Gabriel assured me that all would be well if I 
simply waited for the right time to act and then merely 
did my part; in my mind, he was referring to the grand 
scheme of things and even though I knew this is what 
mattered most, I could not shake the terrible guilt that 
gripped me over Lazarus and Mary – for Gabriel so much 
as told me they would suffer greatly because of MY 
failures. Knowing this, I just couldn’t sit back and do 
nothing -- I had to try to save them. 
 Therefore I chose to take action. Unfortunately doing 
so meant I would no longer be waiting on God’s timing. 
 What I am about to tell you now is the consequence of 
my sin... 
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۞ 
 
 
<KKKkkrrraaaACCKKKK!!> Lightning tore the sky, 
flashing its brilliance through the skeletal remains of 
Whitby Abbey. 
 Positioned precariously atop of the cliffs of Northern 
Yorkshire, the magnificent ruins of the abandoned 
church were the perfect setting for the sinister meeting 
that was occurring in the cathedral’s underbelly.  
 <Ka-boOOM!> Nature continued to rail her disapproval 
as The Brotherhood of the EArth shared a secret conclave 
for its top echelon of members. 
 (How do I know this? Because I was there). 
 Although we hadn’t used this venue in many decades, 
tonight’s meeting was taking place in the shadowy 
recesses beneath the church – in a venue unbeknownst 
to most of the world – for despite the popularity of 
Whitby Abbey, few knew the truth about its former 
history and the fact that it was itself built upon the ruins 
of the much older colony of Tower Bay -- an ancient 
Roman settlement that was a site of unspeakable doom. 
 Among the guests this evening, perhaps I alone truly 
understood why this subterranean domain emanated 
such an evil aura – for I had been instrumental in 
bringing it about.  
 Recall that I had joined The Brotherhood during my 
days as Zosimos of Panopolis. As I told you before, it was 
my prowess at Alchemy which led The Brotherhood to 
discover me in the first place. And even though I never 
rose above the rank of the Third School during my time 
as Zosimos, both my passion for alchemy and my 
addiction to The Brotherhood continued on with future 
identities.  
 Around 380 AD, I emerged as a Roman scientist 
named Ambrosius and again got The Brotherhood to 
notice me – like I told you before, once you know the 
drill, you can get invited into the club again pretty easily; 
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at least that’s the way it has always been for me. And so, 
for the next two decades, with my growing knowledge 
about alchemy and physical science, as well as my 
deteriorating concern for mankind, The Brotherhood 
agreed to fund Ambrosius’ research concerning what I 
described to the Inner Circle as an “invisible weapon -- 
capable of controlling the world.”  
 Now, at this point in history, the concept of biological 
warfare was rudimentary at best, but the idea of being in 
control of a secret weapon that could allow for world 
domination was enough for me to secure all the 
resources I desired from The Brotherhood – so long as I 
eventually delivered on my promises.  
 After nearly a decade of additional development, 
eventually my team and I were ready for testing. 
Unfortunately for the citizens of Tower Bay, theirs was 
colony chosen as the site of our live (albeit clandestine) 
experiment.  Now, the actual specifics of the experiment 
are long since lost to history, but suffice it to say that the 
biological devastation that resulted from my project was 
both horrifying and extreme – even I did not expect such 
potent results – for the entire town fell prey to the 
disease.  
 It was the winter of 409 when we released The Scourge. 
The first subjects exposed to the virus – guests at a 
dinner party which I hosted as a ruse to deliver the agent 
– came down with burning fevers within just a few days. 
By the end of that week, their symptoms included 
headaches, nausea and vomiting. Even as they spread 
their sickness to other townsfolk, that first group 
deteriorated further – they began coughing up blood-
tinged sputum and soon developed pus-filled patches on 
their skin. In just two weeks, most of the first infectees 
were bleeding out from their noses, mouths, and other 
bodily orifices, and every one of them suffered a 
gruesome death.  
 Meanwhile the sickness quickly raged throughout 
Tower Bay and, with no cure available to stop it, the 
colony was unable to resist the virus’s deadly force. In 
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less than one month, Tower Bay was completely wiped 
out – including my support staff. And in the end, of all 
those living at Tower Bay, only I survived (which was 
decidedly not my plan – I was supposed to go too!) 
  Now it’s important to understand that Tower Bay was 
an isolated locale during this time in history and an 
especially hard winter that year meant that travel to and 
from the colony was impossible -- initially, this was 
considered ideal because it meant that we could conduct 
our experiment without threat of outside interference 
upon our test subjects. In hindsight, Tower Bay’s 
isolation likely saved the entire human race! For had 
anyone been able to escape, they would have carried The 
Scourge with them and it would have spread without 
contain.  
 As it was, within a month, I was alone at Tower Bay 
and in my bitterness at the failure of my experiment, I 
grew to quickly despise The Scourge Project. As a result, 
while the winter raged on, I used the remaining time of 
isolation to destroy all remnants of my work – burning 
my notes, despoiling the project plans, and dismantling 
its materials. I even destroyed the infrastructure of Tower 
Bay – razing it to the ground. And finally, I proceeded to 
reverse my results by developing a substance which (I 
thought) would destroy The Scourge forever.  
 I called my reversal agent Formula 409 and I deployed 
this agent in an attempt to eradicate The Scourge.  
 “Nothing can withstand the germ-killing power of 
Formula 409!” I remember boasting as I sprayed this 
potent clean-up agent everywhere around the site. “If not 
for Formula 409, there would be no Year 410!” 
 And yet, while I was able to force The Scourge to go to 
ground, unbeknownst to me, I did not in fact destroy it. 
As fate would have it, I became a silent carrier of the 
virus and unknowingly brought it with me to many of the 
places I would later live – for The Scourge would later re-
emerge throughout Europe in the form of a population-
trimming disease later known as The Black Death or 
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simply The Plague. (Yup, chalk another boo-boo up for 
Ol’ John – I guess I really pulled a stinker there, huh?).  
 In any event, by the time the spring of 410 arrived – 
and with it the agents of The Brotherhood who were sent 
to follow-up with me – The Scourge had disappeared – at 
least for a time -- as proven by the fact that the 
newcomers to the scene did not get sick. But for my part, 
I reported that not only was the experiment a failure, but 
worse yet, a fire had burned down the town – destroying 
all our project materials and killing everyone but me. To 
add weight to this lie, I had inflicted terrible burns upon 
my body as evidence of the unexpected fire – and as a 
kind of self-punishment for my own failures. 
 The agents proceeded to rescue me – taking me a safe-
house in northern France; there, as Ambrosius, I was 
repeatedly interviewed (read: torture) by some of the 
members of the Brotherhood’s Inner Circle as they 
sought to understand why I was unable to deliver the 
biological weapon which they were by now salivating for.  
I stuck to my fabricated story and no amount of torture 
ever made me reveal the truth. Eventually I was left as a 
shell of a man – withered of mind and scorched of body -- 
and soon enough I was taken away and dumped at the 
doorstep of a hillside nunnery in Poitiers, France – The 
Brotherhood exiling me to die as payment for my colossal 
failure.  
 (Those were the darkest days of my life...) 
  
 

۞ 
 
 
Ironically, the Annals of the Brotherhood reflect only a 
small footnote about Tower Bay, and the official version 
of events describes only the lie which I told them. None 
knew about the real results – expect me (and now YOU). 
Obviously I did not really die from my horrific burns – in 
fact my needs were well cared for by the Sisters of the 
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Holy Cross and I remained with them in seclusion at 
Poitiers for the next thirty years -- during which that 
generation of The Brotherhood eventually passed from 
this world.  
 After I recovered, I was so soured by this experience 
with The Brotherhood, that I didn’t seek a renewed 
alliance with them for over 500 years -- instead pursuing 
another path to enlightenment (ala Merlin’s alleged 
sorcery – which in truth really wasn’t magic at all, just a 
bit of good old fashioned science and mathematics, all 
aided by my ability to see the future via The Sight. 
Magic? Sorcery? Pah! Don’t get me started…) 
 As for the evils that occurred here at the former site of 
Tower Bay, they too have become forgotten legends, for 
History marches on and, as always, the earth eventually 
repairs itself. And even though I (as Merlin) later became 
trapped in a crystal cave by the witch Nimue, future 
generations came back to this locale and a new 
settlement called Streoneshalh was built here in the 650’s 
by the Anglo-Saxon King Oswiu. It was Oswiu who built 
the original Abbey -- that church lasting until 867, when 
it fell to Viking attack. (I can confirm the Viking raid 
because I was back on the surface by that time). The 
abbey was refounded in the late 1070’s and flourished in 
Yorkshire until 1540, but then Henry VIII’s Dissolution of 
the Monasteries doctrine signified the beginning of its end 
– opening the way for the abbey to fall into disrepair and 
allowing for miners to pilfer its stones. 
 As far as The Brotherhood is concerned, it was 
Lazarus who later encouraged me to (re)connect with 
them – although Lazarus never knew about my earlier 
associations. He first recruited me sometime around mid 
960’s. I knew that he had been keeping tabs on The 
Brotherhood since the fall of Rome, but this was not 
unusual for him because he’s been a member of many 
elite secret societies (remember, he loves the cloak and 
dagger crowd). And yet, although Lazarus also took all 
the same oaths of allegiance which I did (at least where 
The Brotherhood was concerned), unlike me, I like to 
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believe that Lazarus never really wavered in his true 
allegiance to Christianity.  
 In any event, I let Lazarus recruit me back into the 
Brotherhood – if only because I had nothing else to do – 
and after I confirmed that there was no chance anyone 
could associate me with the past failures of Ambrosius, I 
continued to insinuate myself into their ranks -- yet 
always under a different persona. (Obviously when one is 
immortal, one has all the time in the world to create new 
identities – complete with a full lifetime of back story. 
Furthermore, my knowledge of the alchemical arts 
allowed me to subtly modify my appearance – a priceless 
skill that helped me sell each new identity. In fact, I 
guarded my secrets so well that even Lazarus did not 
know all of my alter egos). 
 But what’s important now is that, for over 1,000 years 
I have remained abreast of The Brotherhood’s activities. 
As a result, learning about the meeting tonight had taken 
me very little effort – despite the fact that I hadn’t been 
all that active lately, and that the world as a whole was 
completely unaware of this secret conference.  
 And so I sat – or rather, Baron Von Bodenwerner sat – 
for he was one of the current identities which I had been 
cultivating over the last few decades. As Von 
Bodenwerner, I was a quasi upper-level member of the 
Brotherhood, and my purported specialty was Ancient 
Physical Sciences – Archeology Division.  
 A debonair, middle-aged, German nobleman, my Von 
Bodenwerner was fair of skin, clean of facial hair, and 
had a shock of carefully manicured auburn hair. The 
onyx-lined monocle I wore perfectly suited the stark, 
faux-military outfits I usually sported.  
 The Baron was a fun character for me to play and the 
common story was that I had made a name for myself 
within the Brotherhood by showcasing an unparalleled 
knowledge of the biological weapons used by ancient 
civilizations -- this (obviously) was much appealing to 
The Inner Circle – for like I told you before, they were 
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always looking to unlock the secrets of world-controlling 
weapons.   
 As The Baron, I had continued to elevate myself 
through the ranks and was now a member of the Seventh 
School of the EA Mystery – the highest (known) rank for a 
Brother outside of the mysterious Inner Circle (of which I 
had never been privy too – hey, you can’t win them all, 
right?) And yet, The Inner Circle knew The Baron quite 
well – for although my overt specialization was ancient 
sciences, my true task was much more sinister – for they 
had appointed me the clandestine chief of Operation 
DoomsDay Bug. 
 Given my previous experience with The Brotherhood 
back during the Tower Bay incident, the fact that the 
Inner Circle had approached me as Baron Von 
Bodenwerner in the mid 1980’s and had asked me to 
lead this new research team, well even I was not willing 
to accept this as a mere coincidence. And yet, what could 
I do? One does not say “No” to The Brotherhood! And so I 
did the best I could to balance their desires versus my 
own goals. Needless to say, I had my hands full – but I 
toiled mostly behind the scenes and this suited my 
overall plans just perfectly. 
 Nevertheless, although I had been able to learn about 
this meeting fairly easily, had I not been a member of the 
Seventh School I would not have been granted access. 
And of all my current identities, only the Baron was a 
member of the Brotherhood at that level, thus another 
reason why I had to choose his persona on this occasion.  
 For I knew that this would be no run of the mill 
Brotherhood meeting – it’s agenda included none of the 
faux satanic orgies expected by the early Seekers, nor did 
it promise a discussion of the wild conspiracies of the 
supposedly in-the-know middle level members. Instead, 
to put it plainly, this was slated as a policy making 
meeting for those individuals who determined the fate of 
the world… 
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۞ 
 
As my dinner arrived, I, Baron Von Bodenwerner, 
remained brooding in silence – smoldering within the 
black Brotherhood robes that covered my World War I 
era German nobility garb. I was drinking a beer called 
Vielle Bon Secours. (If you’ve never heard of it, it’s 
probably because you can’t afford it because actually this 
brew tops the list of the world’s most expensive beer -- 
costing around $1,000) per bottle).  
 Meanwhile, from veiled lids, I took in the sights while 
sitting ram-rod straight in my ornately carved chair.  
 “…of all the animals revered in ancient societies, none 
were as important as the snake.”  From a dais in the 
center of the room, a speaker continued to read from The 
Book of the Tree of Knowledge of Good and Evil while we 
Brothers dined. The speaker’s words flowed like honey, in 
half-chanting tones that bathed the room with his 
mellifluous voice. No one in the world could command a 
stage like this gentleman – for he had a supernatural 
aura about him. Even had I not been able to see his face, 
I would have known him from his <voce> alone – for 
there could be only one person capable of commanding 
the scene like this – Ghaz al’ Ridwan Ma’bus.  
 Trying to force myself to be unimpressed, I turned my 
attention to my meal -- meticulously carving into the 
blood red meat that draped my plate: venison – 
completely rare, having been freshly killed and butchered 
just hours before. While the meat was intensely good, I 
didn’t care much for the rest of the items on my plate: a 
radiant display of uncooked root vegetables, warm but 
unleavened bread, and bright field greens. And while I 
knew that this has been the standard Brotherhood Meal 
for the last century-- for it signified ‘an eternal 
connection to the Living Earth’ – it still didn’t make it any 
more appetizing. 
 I did my best to pay as little attention as possible to 
Ma’bus’ speech – for although most of the Brothers were 
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captivated by Ma’bus’ oratory style, the fact of the matter 
was that the Dinner Reading was standard fare for every 
Brotherhood meeting for those who had reached the 
enlightenment of the Fifth School of The Serpent Incarnate 
onward.  “Lest they should ever forget” was the theme of 
this famous discourse and it recanted the primary 
theology of our group – as, for security purposes, we have 
always been told that there was only ONE copy of The 
Book and thus this oral history was the only way in 
which we Brothers were given access to the tenants of 
our religion.  
 Tuning out the speaker, I smiled inside as I recalled 
the ruses The Brotherhood used to dupe the lower levels 
of membership – for, like any secret society, The 
Brotherhood of the EArth had an assortment of ranks – 
each one holding a new set of illuminating knowledge for 
the advancing member. Although the actual specifics for 
most of the early ranks had changed over the years – and 
the hazing associated with them – the basic premise of 
level advancement had remained the same: satisfy the 
desire to belong of the new recruits – give them 
something exciting to feel a part of and then see who 
proved themselves by completing the supposedly 
important (yet in reality quite meaningless) “world-
saving” projects. Those that excelled were chosen to move 
along The Path to Enlightenment – a sham of a concept for 
those of us in the know, but a Key Principle for new 
Seekers to aspire to. Those that failed in their tasks were 
either disposed of (if they posed a threat to The 
Brotherhood from their ineptitude) or allowed to continue 
to toil in those early ranks (if they were deemed 
harmless).  In this manner, was the Brotherhood able to 
build a steady stream of recruits, ever develop new 
talent, and weed out those individuals who didn’t fit the 
bill.  
 As Ma’bus spoke, I could feel his silky words enticing 
me to. I tried to resist but his <presence> called out to 
me, beckoning... 
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 In desperation I turned my mind inwards, searching 
for a distraction; the first thing that came to me was the 
memory of when I myself reached the Third School of the 
Rite of Inanna.  
 A little remembered myth figure of Mesopotamia, 
Inanna was goddess of fertility and war, but The 
Brotherhood bastardized her memory by setting her up 
as the “Queen of Anu” – supplying mystical information 
to the wannabe brothers who reached this rank. 
Attainment of the Third School was the time during 
which The Brotherhood offered the opportunity for 
enlightenment through sexual immortality (a common 
cliché sought by members of secret societies throughout 
history). Nevertheless the Brotherhood too attempted to 
satisfy this innate fleshly desire. 
 For my part, I experienced my first Third School 
initiation in the year 327 – under the identity of Zosimos 
-- in a secret chamber beneath the Great Sphinx of 
Egypt. What started as a typical roman style orgy – with 
Brothers encouraged to engage in debauchery of all kinds 
amidst a sea of flesh – took on a rather unique twist 
when a vat of lukewarm olive oil was poured into the 
brothel pit where our orgy was taking place. Even more 
unusual was the fact that the oil carried with it a sea of 
serpents. All of us had been told by our upper-level 
mentors to “expect the unexpected” and to go with the 
flow – being advised to allow our bodies to literally mold 
and melt with whatever we encountered as the oil carried 
us around the orgy pit. The snakes, they advised us, 
were all non-venomous and their purpose was to 
heighten our sensations in such a way as to allow us to 
experience such waves of pleasure that we would leave 
our earthly bodies and catch a glimpse of the true spirit 
world. My Brotherhood coach had made it clear that we 
would be judged for our sexual conquests by the Inner 
Circle who would be watching us from concealed 
locations in the shadows of the great room.  
 (I realize this is pretty appalling stuff for me to reveal  – 
especially given the fact that I have experienced this 
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Third School Initiation in some similar form MANY times, 
yet as I told you before, this was the old me and back 
then I wasn’t concerned about committing any number of 
sins such as this. Obviously, I would never allow myself 
to engage in such debauchery again – and I sure hope 
that YOU don’t either! Hmm, this makes me wonder -- 
how did Lazarus ever get past this rank? Surely he 
wouldn’t have done...?) 
 OK, let’s be clear on something – I knew what I was 
getting into and I knew this whole charade was merely a 
mythological archetype that tapped into the whole 
satanic rituals require sexual immorality motif, but I must 
admit that, between the bonfires that ringed the orgy pit, 
the religious prostitutes who offered their bodies as living 
sacrifices, the pseudo-boiling oil, and the multitude of 
snakes, this rite really did fulfill its mission – I really was 
able to transcend (for a time) my flesh and escape into a 
world of spiritual pleasure. 
 And had the ritual stopped there, it would have been 
enough. However, The Brotherhood was not known for 
just satisfying clichés and using borrowed rituals. 
Instead, unbeknownst to me and my fellow orgy 
participants, mid-way through the debauchery, another 
wave of oil was released – this a bit more heated and, 
instead of the clear olive oil, this new oil was burned 
black. This last fact was important for it served to mask 
the nature of the second wave of serpents carried within 
its viscosity – black mambas – the most deadly snakes 
known to man at the time. 
 While the second vats of oil were poured in, the tribal 
drummers on the sidelines picked up their intensity and 
further worked us into an uncontrolled frenzy. Thus, 
when the mambas struck, the screams of their victims 
failed to instill panic into the rest of us – for trust me 
when I tell you that the pleasure and pain of sexual 
immorality cascaded in waves throughout the throng in a 
manner that was indescribably powerful.  
 I learned later that only a handful of mambas were 
released into the orgy pit, but this was intentional, for 
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that small number was more than enough – after all, a 
single mamba can strike in rapid succession – sometimes 
up to twelve times in a row. 
 Obviously The Brotherhood did not want to murder all 
of us prospective Third School members; instead the 
deadly snakes were released so they could act on behalf 
of the Goddess Inanna and weed out those of us 
unworthy of her knowledge – as any who were fatally 
bitten were later said to have been discovered with the 
Mark of Mortality and thus deemed unfit to continue as 
Brothers.  
 For my part, I can tell you that I was in fact bitten by 
one of the venomous snakes -- twice! I was first aware of 
the fifteen foot, steel-colored mamba after it had already 
delivered a deadly bite to the shrine prostitute with 
whom I was presently entangled – as the mamba’s 
venomous neurotoxin quickly worked its way through the 
woman’s body, I saw her begin to convulse and scream; 
and minutes later she was glassy eyed and paralyzed. 
Then it was that I felt the snake writhing around my own 
heel! 
 Quelling my nausea, I looked the mamba dead in the 
eye -- and the mamba stared back.  
 Even today I cannot escape the dreaded image of the 
mamba’s inky black mouth as it opened its jaws to 
expose Death, just before it viciously tore into my heel – 
pumping nearly 100 mg of venom into me!. 
 What was it like?  
 Well, immediately my body seized up as the mamba’s 
toxins surged through me. After the initial pain that 
gripped my heel grew numb, I felt a tingling sensation in 
my mouth and arms. The snake struck again – this time 
biting into my calf – and I thought that perhaps this was 
the hand of Divine Providence at work – punishing me for 
my sins and sending me to Hell.  
 But then, just as suddenly as it appeared, the mamba 
vanished -- carried off by the swirling oils. Yet, I 
continued to suffer – I lost my sense of where I was, 
experienced double vision, confusion, and quickly lost 
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muscle control. Another Brother came over and 
attempted to body up to me, but I vomited on him and 
that sent the lecherous man reeling away in disgust. As 
the mamba’s cardio-toxin took further effect, I began to 
foam at the mouth, and then of a sudden, my heart 
stopped. At this point, my body sank down into the 
murky oils and I truly tasted – albeit ever so briefly – 
Death. 
 Inanna’s orgy carried on – how much longer I never 
knew – but eventually the fleshly desires of the Brothers 
were sated and at last the oils were drained from the 
brothel pits. Exhausted beyond compare, none of the 
Brothers or the shrine prostitutes were lucid when the 
servants came to clean up the mass of humanity and 
serpents that remained in the pit. The mambas and the 
rest of the non-venomous snakes were rounded up, and 
so too were us men and women – carried off to various 
recovery rooms. At first I guess I was going to be thrown 
in with a pile of the dead, but just as I was about to be 
tossed, I awoke... before passing out yet again. After 
being confirmed alive, I too was taken to nurses for 
recovery.  
 Although I came oh so close to Death as a result of the 
mamba’s bites, because of my cursed immortality, I 
managed to survive and was thus proclaimed as a worthy 
member of the Third School. Of the hundred persons 
who were engaged in the orgy, I never knew how many 
had perished – but more than a few Brothers who I once 
knew, I never saw again. 
 Strange Days, I thought to myself as looked back upon 
that wild day, (for none of my future Third School 
initiations were ever so intense.) For a brief moment, I 
felt my own desires arise again as I remembered the 
insanely beautiful women who helped us complete the 
rite, but I combated that temptation by recalling my 
newfound repentance – and cursing under my breath, I 
denounced my own lecherous desires and reminded 
myself that such debauchery was surely the way to the 



M. C. Stoppa 

272 

eternal grave and not the afterlife with Christ which I 
desired again.  
 To further get the sinful images out of my mind, I 
turned my attention back to Ma’bus, who was still 
speaking on the dais...  
 
 

۞ 
 
 
“…and we are dedicated to the attainment of Spiritual 
Freedom.” The Brothers as a whole were chanting.  
 For my part, I had forgotten the first few words and 
mumbled the rest in half-hearted tones. 
 “We oppose the enslavement of our spirits.” Ma’bus 
cantered. 
 “We seek to liberate the human race,” I replied along 
with the rest.  
 “Let us turn our attention to Prince EA.” Ma’bus 
advised, speaking in his normal tones now that the initial 
canter was over. “While Anu initiated the evolutionary 
chain which sparked life on this planet, it was EA who 
used Anu’s Neanderthals as the base for a new creation. 
‘Let us upgrade them into our own image,’ EA suggested 
to his fellow Elohim -- and so EA created Homo Sapiens 
and thus became the Father of Modern Man.” 
 (OK, let me warn you, this is all a bunch of garbage in 
my opinion. I recommend you skip this section, but some 
of you have been begging me to tell you Brotherhood 
Theology so if you want it, here it is).  
  “And yet, EA did much more than merely create us.” 
Ma’bus continued. “For was it not EA who protected us 
against the Nephilim – those fallen angels who sought to 
make us slaves to the Elohim’s design? Indeed. And 
furthermore, recall that it was EA who formed our 
organization and gave this Brotherhood the mission to 
educate the human race in TRUTH, and to liberate it from 
bondage. 
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 “What bondage, you ask?” Ma’bus was on a roll now. 
“Judaism. Christianity. Islam. All world religions. These 
are bondage of our souls! For wasn’t it EA who also gave 
us the original Tree of Life? Verily, Oh My Brothers, listen 
to me, for even in early Mesopotamian glyphs – artistry of 
OUR forefathers, mind you – we witness that it was EA 
who first showed us a snake wrapped around the trunk 
of a tree – an image later stolen by the Hebrew’s. And yet 
these pre-Biblical works reveal much more,” and here he 
pointed over to a giant tapestry hanging on a far wall, 
“notice, to the right of the tree is the half-moon symbol of 
EA; to the left is the planet symbol of Anu. Here The 
Great Mystery is revealed; for it describes Anu’s palace in 
the heavens, while EA rules the earth. Don’t you see? EA 
is Prince of Earth!” 
 Then, turning back to The Book, Ma’bus chanted, 
“And so EA shared The Knowledge of Life with early man, 
saying,  ‘Adama, thou art going before the King; the road 
to Heaven thou wilt take. When thou hast approached 
the Pearly Gates, there thou whilst meet Anu, The Bearer 
of Life.’”   
 Looking at the crowd again, Ma’bus explained, “Prince 
EA was trying to teach early man the way to spiritual 
freedom. And yet, Adama – on behalf of all Mankind – 
failed. As a result of Adama’s Fall, Anu rejected the entire 
Human Race. It was Anu who would have allowed Man to 
be destroyed, but it was Prince EA who stopped that 
destruction! Unable to bring mankind easily into our true 
potential as spiritual beings, EA came up with a new 
plan – even if all of men could not be made acceptable to 
Anu, perhaps a select few could; thus EA strove to find a 
way to illuminate a portion of Mankind and provide us 
with salvation – thereby glorifying Anu and uniting 
creation.  
 “These select few became EA’s Chosen People – later 
we became known as The Brotherhood of the EArth – for 
WE are the Sons of Prince EA and it is OUR destiny to sit 
in glory with Anu in his heavenly kingdom!” 
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 “For EA! For Anu! ” Called out one of the Brothers and 
the rest of us in the crowd repeated his words back, 
clapping and cheering. 
 “Yes, Oh My Brothers, let your hearts rejoice!”  Ma’bus 
cheered us on. “For EA is our savior. Who is Jesus of 
Nazareth compared to EA? Who is Yahweh compared to 
Anu? For is not Yahweh merely one of the lesser Elohim, 
a mere spawn of Anu? Most assuredly I say to you, the 
world has been misled, it is WE who know the real 
TRUTH: for the one whom the Jews revere is really the 
TRUE EVIL BEING!” 
 (It’s quite a warped theology, huh? Hey, I told you to 
skip ahead). 
 “You know this to be true.” Ma’bus pressed on. “You 
need only to read about the destruction showcased in the 
Hebrew’s Old Testament to verify this for yourselves. 
What truly benevolent God would authorize such 
atrocities against Mankind – supposedly his beloved 
creation? Again I tell you that were it not for EA, 
Mankind would have been destroyed already! 
 “And yet, even EA is not all powerful. Yahweh, Siva, 
Buddha, and other Elohim were successful in their own 
designs – for they succeeded in cutting the earth off from 
the rest of the spiritual world. They made our planet a 
prison world, where our spiritual beings have become 
enslaved within our corporal bodies – all for their own 
pleasures. And yet, WE cannot just sit back and do 
nothing. All of us are Brothers because we are dedicated 
to saving this world – for EA…for Anu!” 
 “For EA!” the Brotherhood chanted back. “For Anu!” 
 “Because of The Brotherhood, EA is not alone in his 
quest.” Ma’bus was reaching a crescendo now. “We will 
fight alongside EA until the very end! We will break the 
bonds of the Elohim! And lo, the Time of the Last Battle 
is fast approaching. Oh My Brothers, ready yourselves, 
for December 21st, this very year, NOW IS THE TIME 
when we shall see EA achieve his great victory once and 
for all!!” 
 “Now is the time!” Shouted back the assembly. 
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 “EA saves!” Others rejoiced. 
 “For EA! For Anu!” I called out with the rest to keep my 
cover. 
 Now, I think it’s important to point out that, all along I 
had dutifully been rising at the appropriate times with 
the rest of my brethren and rattling out the necessary 
chants and replies, but on the whole, my mind was 
wandering around the room. All around me sat powerful, 
high-ranking world leaders – some of the them were 
regulars in the public eye, others chose to do their work 
behind the scenes, yet regardless of their fame or lack of 
it, none were known to the world for their associations 
here – for membership within these ranks was only for 
the select and privileged few.  
 Lifting high my bejeweled stein in response to a toast, I 
gladly took a long pull on my beer -- smiling inside as 
glanced at a pair of conspirators who sat to my right. 
Mortal enemies, eh? Looks to me as if they’re tittering 
schoolgirls! I snickered as I watched two well known 
world adversaries eating with one another like long-time 
friends. Ah, but The Brotherhood knows no political 
bounds.  
 Yet I wasn’t here just to hobnob with handful 
dignitaries. Instead, I took the trouble of disguising 
myself as The Baron for three very important reasons – 
first off, I knew that Chairman Ma’bus would be here and 
I wanted to know what he was up to. Secondly, as I 
rightly guessed, Pope Benedict was also in attendance – 
in fact he was presently seated at the head table, just 
behind the dais upon which Ma’bus was still orating. 
And most importantly of all, there was another hope 
which had brought me calling; but as yet, it was a hope 
unfulfilled, and worse yet, it was not one that I could 
safely inquire about.  
 And so, with naught else to do, I prepared to relax into 
the Baron’s persona and let the events of the evening 
unfold. Yet, I didn’t get a chance to relax for long, 
because just then Pope Benedict arose and stepped 
forward next to Ma’bus, “An incredible speech, as always, 
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Brother Ma’bus.” Then, after a nod from the dictator 
himself, The Pope addressed the crowd, “And now, Oh 
My Brothers, let’s get down to business. As you know, 
big things are afoot tonight -- EA Himself will be joining 
us in the flesh!”  
 The crowd erupted at that news – for this was 
momentous indeed.  
 Yet before I could process this news, The Pope spoke 
again, “My friends, I wish we could proceed forward with 
our Main Event, but unfortunately we have a minor 
housekeeping matter to attend to.” 
 I look another sip of my beer (not too much mind you, 
just enough to be sociable), as I thought, Well, this is 
interesting. What’s Joe driving at? 
 “As some of you may know,” The Pope continued, “we 
have a traitor in our midst.” And he pointed in my 
direction! 
  
 

۞ 
 
 
Was I busted? 
 It sure seemed that way because the Pope was 
pointing towards me and talking about finding a traitor 
and all eyes were suddenly turned my way. 
 Luckily for me, I did not get a chance to try to defend 
myself, for in my shock I did a most ignoble thing – I 
actually spit out my beer! 
 Now this is one occasion where drinking alcohol 
clearly saved me – for even as I tried to recover my wits, a 
waiter was already beside me with a towel, cleaning my 
robes and helping me to save face.  
 As it turned out, I need not have worried too much – 
for the crowd was not looking at ME, nor was Pope 
Benedict really pointing at me. (Heck, I don’t think 
anyone even noticed my faux pas with the beer).  In 
reality, they were all looking at the wall behind me – or 
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more specifically at one of the many dark hallways that 
were carved into the stone wall  -- the one indicated by 
The Pope just happened to be behind the section I was 
sitting in. (Gee, I guess I have a guilty conscience, huh?) 
 Joe’s next words then uncovered the mystery, “My 
Brothers, down that particular hallway is a room which 
holds inside it two...rats.” Here he paused for effect. “And 
one of them is our former Brother -- Professor Alan 
Zarus.”  
 Gasps went up from the crowd and I too tried to act 
surprised (but you know by now this was the REAL 
reason why I was here tonight). 
 “With him is his...girlfriend – Miriam Magdala.” The 
Pope spoke on. “If you don’t know her, don’t worry – she’s 
not important.” And then with an ominous snicker, “And 
she won’t be around much longer anyway.” 
 A Brother at my side, one Colonel McGubbins, 
prodded me with an elbow and a wink, smiling knowingly 
at the pope’s dark humor. For my part, I ignored 
McGubbins (he always was a bit of a lout) and instead 
turned inwards to my own thoughts. 
 If Lazarus and Mary really were in some makeshift 
holding cell here in Whitby Abbey, then the fact that they 
were on site while a Brotherhood meeting was taking 
place was more than enough to seal their fate. 
 Yet even as I began to plot how to rescue my friends, 
Joe soon began reading a list of my friend’s so-called 
crimes against The Brotherhood’ – with the crowd 
catcalling in reply.  
 When Benedict finished, Ma’bus again took the stage. I 
was not surprised when he recommended that Alan 
Zarus be impeached, nor by the loud cheers that 
answered him.  
 “They’re taking a vote.” McGubbins’ lascivious anxiety 
was showing as he gave me an unnecessary commentary 
between his own applause. Then, after only a short 
pause, “It’s unanimous!” 
 I watched as the crowd looked to Ma’bus for further 
guidance.  
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 McGubbins smiled and pretended surprise, “Oh my, 
how unfortunate for Brother Zarus -- Ma’bus just flashed 
a thumbs down!” 
 I wondered if my friends could hear the jeers filling the 
room? Yet, more importantly, I wondered what Ma’bus 
had in mind – could he be contemplating another bout 
with the Chairs of Woe? 
 By now, the crowd was working itself into a frenzy, 
and as we reached the height of our blood-thirsty 
passion, Pope Benedict again took the stage, “Brothers,” 
He raised his arms, “I know you are anxious to destroy 
these traitors, however let’s not forget the REAL reason 
why we are gathered here today.”  
 We waited with baited breath – what else could there 
be? 
 “We have the privilege to witness a sight never before 
seen upon this earth.” Joe proclaimed. “For today – 
TODAY! -- we shall see the birth of Our Savoir!”  
 Now The Brothers cheered even more wildly than 
before. 
 “The Coming of the King.” McaGubbins babbled out. 
“Halleluiah!” 
 “That’s right, good sir.” The Pope acknowledged 
McGubbins, causing the fool to get an even bigger ego, 
yet before the latter could puff himself up further, Joe 
bellowed, “Halleluiah indeed -- for I call you all to bear 
witness to the Coronation Ceremony of Ghaz al’ Ridwan 
Ma’bus as... EA Incarnate!” 
 At that I nearly spit out my beer – again. This is 
unprecedented!  
 I’ve been a Brother off and on for nearly 1,700 years, 
yet I’ve never actually seen anyone crowned as EA 
Incarnate. Truth be told, I always thought it was just a 
made up rank, for the moniker which Joe proposed for 
Ma’bus was the equivalent of calling him a god on earth. 
According to my knowledge of Brotherhood lore, the last 
known EA Incarnate lived more than 5,000 years ago – 
yet no source ever revealed who this early persona might 
have been and some said it was a being from another 
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planet (do we have any Alien Astronaut theorists in the 
house?) 
 EA Incarnate? I mouthed the words. Oh no. This is not 
good. 
 Even still, I kept my wits about me and used the 
commotion of the wild celebration that followed to leave 
my seat and make my way down that dark hallway where 
(I hoped) my friends were being kept.  
 (Unfortunately I didn’t know that Colonel McGubbins 
followed me – that bastard). 
 
 

۞ 
 
 
“What are we going to d—“ Miriam stopped short as their 
door to her cell opened and a trio of Brothers entered in 
upon her and Alan.  
 “You?” Alan spat in disgust when he saw The Brother 
in command. “What are you doing here? Did you just 
come to catch a glimpse of us because we are doomed? 
Or are you going to experiment on us? Is that it? Well, let 
m—“ 
 “Alan,” Miriam interrupted, “do you know this man?” 
 Before Alan could reply, the Brother in question (that 
would be ME) turned to the two guards and advised, 
“Leave me alone with them please. Don’t worry; it’s quite 
all right. Yes, please just go stand outside the door. And 
remember, we are not to be disturbed.” 
 After the door closed, I turned back to face the 
captives, yet before I could explain, Alan answered 
Miriam’s question, “Although the world at large has 
probably never heard of him, this man is well known 
among the Brotherhood elite. He specializes in genetic 
engineering....more like genetic atrocities! Miriam, let me 
introduce you to... Baron Von Bodenwerner.” 
 Miriam eyed me rather curiously and I could tell she 
was making an attempt to infiltrate my mind, but after a 
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brief pause she merely asked, “What are you doing here, 
Baron?” 
 For my part, although I was overcome with emotion at 
seeing my friends again, the facial alterations made 
possible by my alchemy covered my real expressions, 
thus a stoic silence was the only reply I gave them at 
first.  
 At last, I whispered urgently, “Are they secret? Are 
they safe?” 
 Perplexed by this mysterious question, Alan replied, 
“What in the world are you talking about?” 
 “Lazarus! Miriam! It’s ME – John!” 
 Both Alan and Miriam took a step back at my strange 
revelation, but I moved closer to them within the 
cramped room, “Stop. Listen. It’s me, John of Salome. I’m 
in disguise. This is merely one of my identities.” 
 “What are you talking about, Von Bodenwerner?” Alan 
was unamused. 
 “Shhh!” I motioned to the door. “I use alchemy to alter 
my appearance. I have a number of different identities 
that I use to infiltrate The Brotherhood... and other 
organizations -- but that’s not important. Listen, what 
matters right now is that I’m here to rescue you.” 
 “Are you honestly trying to coax us into believing that 
you are John of Salome?” Alan scoffed. “That’s 
preposterous. I don’t care if you are claiming ‘disguise’. 
The fact is that I’ve known you as Baron Von 
Bodenwerner for decades. You’re a scoundrel. Why the 
horrible things you’ve done. As waylaid as John was, 
even he wouldn’t have overseen some of the ghastly 
experiments that I’ve heard YOU were responsible for. 
What you did at Tikrit back in—“ 
 “Don’t believe everything you’ve heard. Most of those 
infamous discoveries were just propaganda I fed the 
Inner Circle – to throw them off track on developing the 
real thing. Come on, man, think! Haven’t you ever 
wondered why a true superbug was never fully developed 
which could provide the Brotherhood with total control of 
their New World Order?” 
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 “Er?” Alan stammered. 
 “Because I was the head man in charge of everything! 
Why, I’ve been misleading the Brotherhood scientists for 
years. It’s only because of me that they keep getting 
FARTHER away from the truth. Indeed, left to their own 
devices, the Brotherhood’s genetic engineers would have 
profiled a DoomsDay Bug long ago.” 
 “But, wait a second,” Miriam jumped in, “If you really 
are John that doesn’t make sense either. I mean, why are 
you here? John made it pretty clear that he wanted 
nothing to with us...or Jesus.” 
 “Exactly.” Alan added, “So what’s changed?” 
 I lowered my head in shame and took a moment to 
answer. “The cords of death entangled me and I was 
overcome by trouble and sorrow.” Here I raised my head 
and looked to them for understanding, “But then I called 
at last on the name of our Deliverer and proclaimed, ‘Oh 
Lord, save me!’ And in my hour of need, He replied, ‘Be at 
rest once more, John. I am with you always.’ So I asked 
myself, ‘How can I repay the Lord for his goodness to 
me?’ And the answer was clear – by finally fulfilling my 
vows to Him and uniting with you to do his work; thereby 
glorifying his name.” 
 And before either of them could process this, I 
continued, “Lazarus, Mary, I’ve repented of my sins. I 
was wrong. You were right. Gabriel reminded me of my 
mission. I’m here now and I’m going to rescue you.” 
 A newfound hope was evident on their faces – therefore 
I repeated my earlier question, “Are they safe? Do you 
still have The Nails?” 
 But at that point the smiles fell from Alan and Miriam, 
and I didn’t need to hear them answer to know that it 
was not good. 
 Even still, Alan advised, “After we left you, we went to 
Rome. We found Miriam’s Letter to La Papessa. 
Unfortunately Cardinalate Marrollo found us.” 
 “He forced us to see Benedict.” Miriam took up the 
tale. “We thought Marrollo gave The Pope La Papessa’s 
letter and that Marrollo was working for Benedict.” 
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 “The good news – at the time anyway,” Alan added, 
“was that Benedict convinced us that he was NOT The 
Second Helper and that all of his overtures to support 
Ma’bus in the world spotlight were just a ruse – meant to 
allow him to keep tabs on Ma’bus. Sort of a keep your 
friends close and your enemies closer type of a deal.” 
 “Well, given what went on out there tonight, I’m not 
sure we can trust Benedict anymore.” I replied. “This is a 
VERY private meeting and he would have had no reason 
to show his support for Ma’bus... unless he really meant 
it.” 
 “That’s what we feared.” Miriam agreed. “We could 
hear all the shouting when they were sentencing us.” 
 “OK. OK. But what happened with you and Benedict?” 
I tried to change the subject. 
 “Naturally he wanted our Nails.” Alan answered. “We 
told him we would go get them and bring them back, but 
after we left him we chased after Marrollo instead. For 
although I could do nothing to stop him, I realized that 
Marrollo never gave La Papessa’s letter to Benedict but 
instead used a slight of hand to slip him a worthless re-
creation.” 
 “So you noticed that ruse too, eh?” I smiled. But when 
he didn’t understand, I added, “Never mind, please 
continue.” 
 “So anyway, when we learned that he did not in fact 
give La Papessa’s letter to Benedict, we surmised that 
Marrollo was actually in league with Ma’bus.” 
 “And we reasoned that if Benedict was not the Second 
Helper, then Marrollo must be!” Miriam added. 
 “So we chased Marrollo to Baghdad.” Alan continued. 
“Miriam used her mind tricks to help us to infiltrate 
Ma’bus’ palace. She tracked down both of our villains 
and then we stormed in upon them in one of Ma’bus’ 
private chambers -- ready to send The Beast and his 
Helper back to the Fiery Pits! But then...” 
 A long pause. 
 “And then?” I prompted (regretting the fact that my 
power of Sight had been taken from me!) 
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 “To this day, I still am not sure what was really was 
going on there.” Miriam eyes were distant. But it was a 
scene I will never forget…” 
  “Well, did you find Ma’bus in there or not?” I asked 
urgently.  
 “Oh, we found Ma’bus...” Alan explained, “And 
Marrollo... and they were indeed in the Chairman’s 
chambers. Furthermore, they were quite... distracted – 
which allowed us to sneak in on them. But they were not 
in fact alone – Mystery was there too.” 
 “Mystery, why?” I asked. 
 “Marrollo was crucifying her to an upside down cross 
right there within Ma’bus’ bedroom!” Miriam blurted. 
“And all the while, Ma’bus was looking on and laughing.” 
 “Oh how Mystery writhed in agony upon that cross.” 
Alan closed his eyes tight against the image. “Regardless 
of the fact that she was an evil wench, the sight itself was 
horrible. The blood...the screaming...her eyes...” 
 “Yes. Yes. I get the picture.” I replied anxiously. Then, 
running back to the door to listen, I barked, “We’re 
running out of time here. What happened next?” 
 “This is where it gets confusing.” Miriam answered. “As 
we barged in, Ma’bus was handing Marrollo the case 
which held Alan’s Nail. Marrollo was wearing some sort 
of glove which apparently allowed him to pick up The 
Nail and he grabbed it just as Ma’bus turned around to 
face us. And then it was as if we all got caught up in a 
sea of emotional mystery.” 
 “What do you mean by that?” 
 “It’s hard to explain.” Alan said. “Mystery was barely 
alive and when she saw us barge in, for a brief moment, 
a ray of hope crossed her face. But when she recognized 
us, and especially when she laid eyes on Miriam, she 
knew we would NOT be saving her from her fate.” Here I 
noticed that Miriam couldn’t help but smile even as Alan 
spoke on. “As for Ma’bus, he stopped laughing and 
instead began to rain down curses upon us.” 



M. C. Stoppa 

284 

 “But none of this sounds too surprising to me.” I 
interrupted. “They reacted just as I would have 
expected.” 
 “Let me finish. You are correct -- Mystery and Ma’bus 
didn’t do anything which surprised us.” 
 “It was Marrollo!” Miriam couldn’t resist. “As he was 
holding The Nail, and while Ma’bus was facing us -- with 
his back towards Marrollo – I caught hold of Marrollo’s 
eyes – if only for a moment. And... I caught a glimpse into 
his mind and the <thought> I saw there was amazing!” 
 Nobody said a word as Miriam took a moment to 
collect herself, “I would swear on my life that, in that 
moment, Marrollo was contemplating using The Nail to 
stab Ma’bus.” 
 “What?” I blurted out – a bit too loud. 
 At that, there was a knock at the door from the guards 
outside and one of them called in urgently, “Baron, is 
everything all right?” 
 I ran to the door, “Yes, yes. All is fine. Please. Leave us 
alone for another minute or so.” Then back to my friends 
I hissed, “Finish the story, then we must leave.”  
 Yet Miriam was now lost in thought so Alan took up 
the tale, “I don’t possess Miriam’s abilities, so I can’t 
vouch for what she saw in her mind. All I can say is there 
was something strange going on – as if we were part of 
History in motion. Nevertheless, our Moment of Truth 
passed and suddenly Marrollo bolted out of the room – 
still carrying The Nail. Even still, we hadn’t come all that 
way for him anyway – for the man we wanted was right 
before our eyes and finally we had him. 
  “Despite his flailings against us,” Alan continued, 
“Ma’bus wasn’t much of a physical opponent. The two of 
us overpowered him and drove him back towards the 
cross upon which Mystery was still hanging. Her blood 
rained down upon Ma’bus as we pinned him there – and 
yet, even then, I could tell he wasn’t really afraid of us.” 
 “Until we pulled out our Nails.” Miriam said. “Then 
fear – true Primal FEAR – was suddenly evident in Ma’bus 
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visage. It was as if, for the first time in eons, The Beast 
knew he was facing Destruction.” 
 “He began to wail in some awful, guttural language,” 
Alan shuddered, “it was a dialect older than anything I 
had ever heard – Evil in every way. If I had to guess, I 
would say it dated back to Babel itself, or perhaps even 
earlier, say--“ 
 “Alan, we’re getting off topic.” Miriam chided. “The 
bottom line is this -- regardless of what Ma’bus was 
saying, suddenly he KNEW he was facing Death. But we 
didn’t give him any more time to think of a way out – 
instead, Alan and I plunged our Nails into his chest!” 
 “But...but...this doesn’t make sense?” I was angry that 
I couldn’t understand. “I just told you Ma’bus is out 
there; I saw him with my own eyes.” And then, asking a 
question I thought I would never ask, with my faith 
nearly faltering, I whispered, “Didn’t your Nails have any 
effect on him?” 
 “Of course they did.” Miriam advised . “Or at least, we 
all thought they did – Ma’bus included. Because when we 
drove our spikes into him, Ma’bus must have felt their 
<power>. His face became a Mask of Terror and then he 
began to writhe so badly that Alan and I were driven 
backwards. Our Nails remained lodged within Ma’bus’ 
midsection even as he fell to the floor and continued 
convulsing! By now there was naught we could do but 
watch... and hope.” 
 “John, I tell you I really thought we had done it.” Alan 
agreed. “I thought we had finally destroyed The Beast!” 
 “Well, obviously not.” I muttered. “So what went 
wrong?” 
 “All of this happened so fast, mind you. But, like I said 
before, it was as if a Moment of Truth, a History 
Opportunity if you will, had come and gone, and alas the 
result was another escape for Ma’bus – for though we 
witnessed the demon fall, so too did we see him rise back 
up – in triumph.” 
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 “It was awful.” Miriam lamented. “Even as we watched, 
Ma’bus rose, as if from the dead, and of a sudden, he 
bolted up, full of power.” 
 “At that very moment,” Alan added, “the door to the 
room burst open again, and Marrollo came barging into 
the room too.” 
 “Everything was still in slow motion except for 
Ma’bus.” Miriam labored, remembering, “As he surged 
with power, our Nails that were lodged within him came 
bursting forth! They flew outwards, whizzing past our 
heads as we barely had time to duck.” 
 “And they slammed into Marrollo.” I surmised, as if 
seeing this unfold in my mind’s eye. 
 “How did you know?” Miriam gasped. 
 “It was inevitable, given the fabric of your story.” And 
trying to allay my fears with humor, “After all, I’m a 
writer, remember?” 
 “In any case, you are correct.” Alan replied. “Impaled 
with OUR nails, Marrollo slumped against the wall, even 
as the guards surrounded us.” 
 “Suddenly we realized that it was WE who had failed.” 
Miriam lamented. “For we tried to kill Ma’bus with only 
TWO of the Nails and our Folly was to try to accomplish 
our mission in our own way instead of waiting for you to 
join us again.” (Even as she said these words, I felt my 
spine tingle – knowing that I was presently committing 
the same hasty sin. Oh, Lord, forgive me. But what can I 
do now? I’m here, so I have to move forward right?)  
 “But that wasn’t the worst of it.” Alan broke my 
thoughts. 
 “Oh?” I asked. 
 “Worse than anything was hearing Ma’bus’ diabolical 
cackling.” Alan covered his ears at the memory. “It was 
triumphant, evil, and insane. And even as the palace 
guards apprehended us, Ma’bus stood there and kept 
laughing.” 
 “It was a sound I’ll never forget.” Miriam added, she 
too visibly shaken at the memory. 
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 “Hehehehehahaha! Hehehehehahaha!” As if on cue, 
suddenly a cacophonous echo carried into the room 
through the door – a sound which caused all three of us 
to cower in fear. 
 “My God, that’s the laugh!” Alan gasped. 
 “Lord, save us!” Miriam’s face was white as snow. 
 For my part, I knew it was a signal that I had failed – 
again. 
 <BOOM!> The door to the room burst inward. 
 “Hehehehehahaha! Hehehehehahaha!”  Ma’bus’ 
laughter filled the room as he stood in the doorway, 
followed closely by Pope Benedict and my little friend 
Colonel McGubbins! “Hehehehehahaha! 
Hehehehehahaha!”   
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Alekhine’s Defense 
(Dec 20) 
 
 
 
 
“I just don’t understand.” Alan lamented to Miriam and I. 
“Tomorrow is the big day. Would the Lord really have 
brought us all this way, only to leave us at the very end?” 
 We were sitting under the shade of an olive tree, within 
one of the many interior courtyards of Chairman Ma’bus’ 
palace – despite the earthquake that had occurred here 
in Baghdad after the death of Elijah and Enoch, 
amazingly Ma’bus’ stronghold was still in good condition. 
Ever since our capture at Whitby Abbey, this locale had 
become our prison. 
 There was no longer any question in my mind about 
who was The Beast – it was Ghaz al-Ridwan Ma’bus. As 
for Pope Benedict being The Second Helper – 
unfortunately, given recent events, it seemed we had to 
conclude that as well. As you can imagine, this was not a 
happy time for us, and yet there was nothing we could do 
but wait for our fate to unfold. 
 While we knew that guards watched our every move, 
on the whole we had been left to ourselves – we could 
venture most anywhere we pleased within our section of 
the palace and our every needs were met; however we 
simply could not leave.  
 On most days, we usually ended up in this little 
garden, debating our fate – for there was not much else 
to do, and the garden was lush and beautiful. That being 
said, none of us could truly take solace in these confines, 
as the beauty of the place only made Ma’bus’ fast 
approaching victory all the more retched – for we all 
knew that when The Beast rose to power at last, all that 
was good and beautiful in this world would vanish 
forever.  
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 “The Lord helps those who help themselves, Laz.” 
Miriam replied, her next words cutting like a knife into 
my heart. “In the end, it was WE who failed – not Him. 
Had we just been patient and stuck to His plan, 
everything would have worked out. It’s just like Gabriel 
always told me – we were given a choice. Unfortunately 
we made the wrong decision. As a result, Ma’bus not only 
has all three of our Nails, but he also now possesses my 
Book of Life, and John’s sacred scrolls.” 
 “We’ll see.” I muttered, my anger having returned in 
the last few weeks – especially after Ma’bus robbed me of 
the Scroll of the Illuminated Angels – one of the keys he 
would eventually need to complete his Armageddon Rite. 
“Damn shame if you ask me. What a waste.” 
 “But is that really it?” Alan asked again. “Are we just 
going to give up and accept fate? Are we done fighting?” 
 “Our Moment of Truth has passed.” Miriam replied. 
“We failed in our mission. If the world is to be saved, it 
will not be from our actions.” 
 “She’s correct.” I agreed, feeling small in my faith. “All 
we three can do is wait it out. We are mere bystanders 
now. If there is still anyone left to help, the task of saving 
the world will become their job now.” 
 “But who could it be?” Alan wondered. “Is there 
anyone left who has the power to oppose The B—“ 
 He was interrupted by some activity off to our right – 
as guards parted to allow one of the interior gates to 
open. The haze of the sun’s rays beamed suddenly 
brighter, obscuring the doorway -- as if Nature herself 
was contending the way.  
 The moment lingered...  
 And then, forging through the gate came Pope 
Benedict, followed a moment later by Chairman Ma’bus. 
 “Ah, I thought we would find you here,” Ma’bus called 
out jovially, as he shuffled ahead to take the lead. 
Meanwhile a pair of servants rushed forward to set down 
two more chairs around our group, others set up a 
cabana to temper the afternoon’s heat, whilst still others 
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emerged with an array of tempting delicacies to offer as 
refreshments. 
 As our captors took their seats, it was Ma’bus who 
continued talking, “Well, my friends, I’m sure you’re 
aware that tomorrow is your day of doom. Have you given 
any further consideration to the generous offer I made 
you?” 
  “Fool!” I lashed out at Ma’bus. “Do you really think any 
of us would betray our Savior to follow a false god such 
as you? Hell, even if we contemplated such a mistake, 
everyone knows you wouldn’t honor your word.” 
 Although Benedict was beet red with embarrassment, 
Ma’bus took it all in stride. He stared humorously at me 
for a few moments, before replying, “John, oh John, you 
were his beloved once, right?”  
 “I am his beloved still and—“ 
 “Please.” Mabus interrupted, holding up a hand, 
knowing I was not sure if I really believed my words. 
“Save yourself the embarrassment. Everybody here 
knows the truth – the one you put your faith in has 
abandoned you. News flash, John, he’s NOT coming 
back. By crikey, man, I would think after two thousand 
years you would finally get it!” 
 “Whether it be two thousand or two hundred 
thousand,” Alan spoke up, “any amount of time is like a 
mere drop in the bucket to our God.” 
 “Ah, perhaps so,” Ma’bus turned his attention now to 
Alan. “However, such is not the case for you three, eh? 
After all, while your lord may be able to ride out Time 
however he chooses, none of you can say the same. Each 
of you has had to endure every excruciating second of 
your miserable, do-nothing lives upon this forsaken 
world. You can’t hide it from me; it’s written all over your 
faces – you KNOW that in spite of all the time you’ve 
been given, in the end, you’ve failed in your mission. Two 
thousand years down the drain. All the pain, all the 
misfortune, now all for naught. I can see how much that 
bothers you...and rightly so. You failed your master! 
What good are you to him now?” 
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 “We will always have a place with our Lord.” Miriam 
replied, hands in her lap, and eyes looking down. 
 “Ooohhh. And you say that with such confidence.” 
Ma’bus scoffed. “Get real, sister. Nobody is buying your 
mumbo jumbo and you shouldn’t be selling it. Look, the 
fact of the matter is that you really did have a chance to 
defeat me, but I knew you couldn’t do it.” 
 “And why is that?” Miriam foolishly debated. 
 “First off, you made poor decisions. I mean, think 
about it – you were given a blueprint for success on how 
to overcome me and yet you couldn’t follow a simple set 
of directions. Instead you tried to do things your own 
way. Secondly, we all know that you three have never 
really been able to work together as a team. And worse 
still, you kept secrets from each other. How’s that for a 
start?” And here he paused to let each of us wallow in 
our shame, before adding, “Whatever you MAY have had 
with your god, it’s gone now. His time has passed. It’s MY 
time now.” 
 “You are a fool, Ma’bus.” I tried using my anger to 
resist him. 
 “Am I now?” He grinned at me. “If that’s so, then what 
does that make you? After all, you’re all here. I have your 
Nails. I have your sacred scrolls. In fact, you’ve basically 
done everything I orchestrated.” And seeing the look of 
confusion on our faces, he happily explained. “Don’t you 
see. I’ve been pulling the strings all along. Surely, John, 
you know that the assailants who harassed you for lo 
these many years were all sent by me. And, Lazarus, 
we’ve already discussed how Mystery was sent to beguile 
you – with much success I might add. And Mary, oh 
Mary, where do you think all your premonitions came 
from? Certainly not from Above. No indeed, I sent them 
to you. Although I rather love what you did with them – 
1492 is coming for you? This is the way you tried to 
disguise your warning? By making a clever code with a 
reference to Columbus? Well, you might have added your 
own touch, but the information was still from me.” 
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 “I don’t believe you.” Miriam stamped her foot in 
protest. 
 “No matter. I can go on. Although I didn’t create the 
prophets, I can attest that they were sent back because 
of me – so in a way I am responsible for them too. And of 
course, there can be no disputing that I was the one who 
had them killed – after all, the world still views me as a 
savior for that, right?” Then, turning back to Miriam, he 
asked, “My darling, who do you think pulled you out of 
Acedia?” 
 Caught off guard at this unexpected memory, Miriam 
blanched, unable to respond.  
 “Ah, don’t trouble yourself.” Ma’bus cajoled. “I will let 
you in on a little secret – I rescued you and Lazarus. After 
all, I brought him into that world, so only I could really 
let him out. I just wanted you to come here so that you 
could take Lazarus back to John to be cured -- then we 
could further things along a bit. So, now where does that 
take us – ah yes, Mary and Lazarus go to Rome, fail to 
show Benedict any courtesy by advising him you’ve 
arrived, and instead you secretly dig in the Vatican’s 
most sacred vault – and for what? A worthless letter to a 
popess who never should have been? Why did you work 
so hard to protect that? It told me nothing! So, score one 
for your side, I let Marrollo reveal himself in order to 
capture your treasure.  But...no matter...for my plans 
proceeded regardless. You followed him like puppies – 
right into my hands.” Then, turning back to me, “And, 
naturally, you felt the shame that was to be expected for 
deserting your friends. I knew Gabriel Big-Mouth would 
tell you, and that you would come running – most likely 
in one of your inane disguises. But, the Baron again? 
Come on, John, you could do better than that.” 
 “You expect me to believe that you are omnipotent 
now?” I replied.  
 “Would you like me to go back further in time?” 
Ma’bus slithered. “Shall we discuss Tower Bay? Hmmm?” 
 “You’ve made your point!” I snarled. “Wha—“ 
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 “You know you can never truly win!” Miriam yelled out, 
pointing at The Beast. “Regardless of what happens on 
this world, in the end, you are doomed to failure.” 
 “Oh, Mary, you speak of things so far over your head 
it’s comical.” Ma’bus enjoyed the banter. “You really don’t 
get it, do you? So I’ve told you about a few strings that I 
pulled concerning you three and this petty little world. 
But, can’t you see that the War is to be won with each 
individual battle? Of course, my father and I are not fool 
enough to believe that we will control all of Creation at 
once – in fact, we may never accomplish that feat. And 
yet, it doesn’t matter – not to me, and certainly not to 
you.” And here, Ma’bus’ smile twisted into such a 
fiendish grin that even Benedict was a bit taken aback. 
“Here is the essence of it all...this world is all of your 
existence; once I take ownership everything in it becomes 
mine to possess – that includes you...and your eternal 
souls.  As you chew on that, consider this as well -- it 
doesn’t really matter to me whether I eventually get 
EVERY world in creation or not. What I enjoy is the game 
itself. Don’t you see, my father and I, we simply don’t 
want the War to end!” 
 Although none of us took the bait, Ma’bus happily 
babbled on, “The Quest for Souls is what WE live for. If 
we had All and Everything, what fun would that be? Oh, 
you might think that we could rejoice in being able to 
torture all of the souls that your god created, but in 
truth, there is very little enjoyment to be had there – 
once we win a soul and send it to the Fiery Pits – to use 
your metaphor – well really, there’s not much more to do. 
The soul is lost. And there’s not much fun in torturing a 
forsaken soul. We leave that to the lesser demons – let 
them get their jollies, right? But don’t you see, the 
Pleasure for me is in the Temptation. I enjoy it most of all 
when there is a chance that I might lose – yes, it’s true, 
for that’s what makes me work all the harder. THAT, my 
friends, is truly living!” And by now Ma’bus’ eyes literally 
glowed with the Fires of Hell. 
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 Alan, ever the professor, tried to find a way to counter. 
“Hmm. If what you say is true, then why would you ever 
want to win? Why wouldn’t you let the temptation 
continue indefinitely upon each world? Why move 
towards a Doomsday like you are doing here on Earth?” 
 “An excellent question.” The Beast replied. “Thanks for 
asking. You see, every world eventually reaches its... 
what did you call it before...’Moment of Truth?’ Think of 
it as if the world was like a nuclear reactor reaching a 
critical mass. After so many years of Temptation, 
countered by so many futile attempts to be Saved, why 
eventually the world can’t take it anymore and reaches a 
point of no return – this is when one side must step up 
and claim victory. As I said, it’s really just a formality in 
most cases – like with your Earth. After all, surely you’ll 
agree that your world has become so full of debauchery 
that my victory has been certain for centuries. I’ve just 
been drawing it out a bit in order to squeeze out every 
last ounce of enjoyment.” And with that sinister smile, he 
prattled on, “Alas, but the time has come to finally end 
this game too, for as you know, tomorrow is the Day of 
Deliverance.” 
 “What does that mean?” I barked, knowing full well 
what he was driving at, but not wanting to believe it. 
 “Oh. I thought you knew?” Ma’bus pretended surprise, 
humoring me. “Why, you of all people should recognize 
what I’m talking about. It’s the end of the world as you 
know it, but I’ll be fine. And so will anyone who sides 
with me.” And after a pause he tried again, “In fact, 
amazing as it may sound, you three still have a chance to 
save yourselves. Please, for your sakes, don’t choose 
poorly again.” 
 Perplexed looks covered our faces, yet this time Ma’bus 
did not explain further. Instead, it was now Benedict who 
spoke up. He appeared to be using a great effort to 
control himself, as if tasting a long-awaited victory. 
“What The Beast is trying to say is that you can either 
accept the failure of your present fate, curse God, and 
join the rest of the Lost Souls who will be sent to eternal 
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torture in The Fiery Pits or you can join me and side with 
the winning team – all you must do is worship...The One 
True God...upon the Day of Deliverance – do that and you 
will be Saved.” For the briefest of moments I got the 
sense that The Pope had just played a daring gambit on 
us all, yet before I could consider further he continued, 
“Oh, perhaps not the kind of saving that you always 
envisioned, but it will be the opportunity for a new life 
nonetheless. Choose to side with my team and you three 
will have a place in the next life!” 
 I noticed that even Ma’bus was impressed with the 
passion in Benedict’s voice and he sat back for a moment 
to apprise his second in command. 
 “Preposterous!” I shouted, breaking the mood. “Even if 
we did believe you, we know you don’t care about us, and 
we’d be the ultimate fools if we trusted YOU!” 
 It was Ma’bus who replied, “Trust is overrated. You 
should know that best of all, John.” And with his eyes 
boring a hole into me, he added, “Did your trust in Jesus 
ever bring you anything but sorrow?”  
 Although I tried to call upon my newfound courage, 
truth be told, Ma’bus’ low blow battered my fortitude. I 
was forced to lower my eyes and bow my head. I knew 
that I should have offered up a prayer in this time of 
need, but I was just too ashamed to do so – after all, 
none of this would be happening if not for MY blunders. 
 With that damn half-cocked grin, Ma’bus then turned 
his attention back to Alan. “Regret. It’s written all over 
your face, Lazarus. Regret that you didn’t tell the truth 
long ago. You wonder how much different your life could 
have been, neh? If you had told the truth to the one 
person who mattered most, would SHE have loved you? 
Had you—“ 
 “Enough!” Miriam rose from her seat again. “Stop 
berating him. You have no—“ But her words were cut 
short when two of the dictator’s ever-present guards 
forcibly silenced her, ramming her back into her seat. 
Meanwhile another group ran up behind Alan and I to 
ensure we didn’t interfere. 
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  “Don’t worry, dear, I’ll get to you in good time.” 
Ma’bus laughed, before turning back to Alan, “The 
answer to the question you have always wanted to know 
is...YES. Mary of Magdala would have loved you and you 
would have enjoyed a happy, NORMAL life with her, 
raising a family of your own together...had it not been for 
the interference of your so-called friend Jesus.”  
 This time it was everything the guards could do to 
contain Miriam as she struggled mightily to get free, 
while Alan’s visage bespoke his horror and, of course, his 
terrible regret.  
 And still The Beast toyed with them. “Trust. It’s a 
funny thing -- sometimes we don’t understand why we 
give away our trust so easily....or why others never seem 
to give theirs to us. So you trusted The Nazarene. Yet, 
Miriam never really trusted you because of the secret you 
kept from her. And yet, the ironic thing is that what you 
were guarding was never a secret at all, because Jesus 
had already told Miriam all about it – therefore, don’t you 
see, Jesus betrayed your trust, Alan. And all the while 
you have tried to protect him, but for what? For what?” 
 Biting on one of her captive’s hands, Miriam managed 
to break free enough to call out, “Don’t listen to him, 
Alan. You know the tru-“ But her words were cut off as 
the guard regained control of her.  
 Whether Alan ever heard Miriam was a moot point, 
since it was evident to all that he was believing Ma’bus’ 
every word – after all, The Beast was only telling of 
secrets locked deep inside Alan’s own mind.  
 And so, Ma’bus succeeded in cracking Alan’s faith as 
well. In fact, the guards barely had to put forth any effort 
to hold him, for he was awash with tears as his body 
slumped into his chair. 
 There was only one nut left to crack and I watched 
helplessly as The Beast turned his attention to Miriam. 
“And now to my little harlot. Please don’t even try to 
pretend to be the innocent virgin to me.”  
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 Anger and embarrassment flushed Miriam as she 
continued her struggle to break free and two more men 
had to come over to help contain her.  
 “I know the game you’ve been playing in front of 
Lazarus,” Ma’bus goaded her. “You told him you were 
saving yourself for Him, right? Yet we both know the 
truth, Sister-- you’ve seen more action than a group of 
navy men who’ve been at sea for a year! The things you 
have done would have made Caligula blush. Oh, sure, 
you pretend to be the good girl, but all along, you’ve 
never told your friends about your true nature – about 
how you have defiled yourself in every conceivable way – 
all because you’ve blamed yourself for Jesus’ failure to 
return to you – because you believe in your heart that he 
could never love you and that’s why he is staying away. 
And so, you’ve rejected Alan...and all the rest...making 
them all think that you’re saving yourself for a higher 
purpose, when in reality, it’s YOU who are the most 
despicable of all!” 
 Even before Ma’bus finished, Miriam had already 
stopped struggling – when Ma’bus made his crack about 
the lecherous roman emperor, I saw Miriam catch Alan’s 
eye – it was obvious that Alan believed The Beast. Thus, 
by the time that Ma’bus further stung her with his words 
about Jesus choosing to stay away from her, it was 
obvious to me that Miriam too was ready for The End. 
 Seeing that he had succeeded in crushing his enemies, 
Ma’bus kept his smile to himself and added slyly, “So it 
seems we can all finally agree on something -- you three 
have all been betrayed by The Nazarene. There can be no 
denying that. And yet, while I admire your trust in him, it 
doesn’t matter now, does it? Instead, what matters is 
‘what have you done for me lately,’ or more importantly, 
‘what can you do for me NOW?’ As I said, only through 
me can you have a place in this world going forward. And 
despite your previous attempts to destroy me, it is I who 
am the gracious one – for I don’t hold your tenacity 
against you, instead I give you credit for it. In fact...” 
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 Although Ma’bus kept talking, I have no idea what he 
said next. By now I was at the lowest point of my life – 
totally ashamed of my sins and ready to give up. I felt a 
Blackness closing around me again… overpowering me… 
suffocating me. 
 And just when I thought it was about to completely 
overwhelm me, in desperation my soul cried out for God, 
I know that my Redeemer Lives! Awake and rise to our 
defense! Contend for us, Lord! Contend for us! 
 Immediately the Blackness left me. 
 But for the time being nothing else happened.  
 Then I realized that Ma’bus was still speaking, “...and 
in exchange, I offer you my hand, and the chance at a 
new beginning. Therefore, if you want to LIVE, join me.” 
 And that, my friends, was where Ma’bus made his fatal 
error! 
 Suddenly I was the one smiling – for in that moment, I 
had been granted the briefest of visions – a new 
revelation if you will – a gracious prophecy from my Lord 
that assured me that all would be well in the end.  
 (I wish I could tell you what I saw, but that would 
rather ruin the suspense. Sorry...)   
 Mistaking the grin he saw on my face, Ma’bus nodded 
encouragingly, “Well it seems that one of you at least has 
some sense. I knew it would be you who came over to me 
first, John. You are a wise man.” 
 “But you are not.” I replied calmly. “And you never 
were.” 
 Taken aback at the affront, Ma’bus’ visage quickly 
changed into a scowl, “What are you talking about, fool? 
Enough of these games! Are you going to join me and 
live...or keep your misguided trust and die?” 
 “Don’t you see?” I stood up, my back now tall and my 
shoulders straight, while Alan and Miriam raised their 
heads to look upon their suddenly confident friend. 
“What you call ‘living’ is naught but an illusion. A fantasy 
world where all who remain are either forsaken in The 
Fiery Pits, or are lackeys serving your every whim in a 
world without hope. But that’s not ‘living’ at all. And 
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don’t try to tell me that one of these options is better 
than the other – for we both know that you will 
eventually destroy all those who remain – for that is your 
nature, it is the essence of who YOU are.” 
 “Fool, if you fail to chose, then you will be smote back 
into the dust! Is that what you want?” 
 “It is all I have wanted for over a thousand years -- 
from the dust I came, and to the dust I shall return. It is 
MY destiny.” 
 “How could you be content to simply rot into 
Nothingness?” 
 “What’s done is done – all men must learn to stand by 
their deeds.” I was speaking not just to Ma’bus but also 
to my friends – trying to inspire them take heart. “We 
three are no exception. And yet, while every man 
throughout history has carried within him the seeds of 
his own death – it hasn’t been the same for us. In spite of 
our successes, yea, and our failures, we have been forced 
to live on – it’s unnatural. We want only what all other 
men have been granted – no more, no less: we want a 
term to our lives. After all, every light has a shadow and 
every life a death. We have lived in the light of life for too 
long and now we merely want the shadow of death to 
finally fall where it should.”  
 “But what about being reunited with your master?” 
Ma’bus baited. “What if he rejects you?” 
 “I am not worthy.” I replied without batting an eye. “I 
never have been. None of us are. And yet I still stand by 
my deeds, for there is nothing left for us to do. All we 
want is for all of this to finally be over.” 
 Clearly not expecting this turn of events, Ma’bus 
looked towards Alan and Miriam; when he saw that they 
agreed, he couldn’t help but smile. “My word, talk about 
making my job easy.” 
 Meanwhile, as Ma’bus looked to my friends, I noticed 
another pair of eyes practically boring a hole into me – 
Pope Benedict’s. Glancing over at him, I caught him 
watching me, but he refused to look me in the eyes and 
before I could learn more Ma’bus was talking again, 
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“Well, if that is what you really want, then far be it from 
me to keep you from your desires.” 
 His demeanor changing, The Beast explained how he 
would be the Instrument of Fate which would destroy us, 
“Al-haram al-quds� ash-shar�f – The Noble Sanctuary of 
Al-Aqsa, there on The Temple Mount – this is the site of 
your destiny. December 21   – this is the day of your 
destiny. The Armageddon Ritual - this will be the 
revelation of your destiny. Do I need to explain the 
horrors you will endure?” 
 It was Miriam who spoke now – calmly and without 
emotion. “We will be crucified. You’ll use duplicates of 
the nails to crucify us and then pierce each of us with 
one of Jesus’s Nails that will be attached to a spear. This 
will deliver the death blow – through our sides and up 
into our hearts. Then we will experience...The End.” 
 Eyebrows raised just slightly, Ma’bus let his teeth 
show. “I’m impressed...as always. You are correct again, 
Mary. The very nails which the Jews used to kill The 
Nazarene, will be the instruments of your death as well. 
Jesus Christ’s power will destroy you. Ironic, huh?” 
 “Why do you bother to tell us all this?” Alan asked. 
“We already told you, we WANT to die. You can’t scare us 
with these threats.” 
 “Ah, but I am not trying to scare you. I merely want 
you to fully understand how you will serve me.” 
 Seeing Alan apparently perplexed by this statement, 
Ma’bus advised, “Oh, don’t worry, you shall all get your 
wish -- you will die. But what I’m not sure that any of 
you realize is that, all along, I needed more than just 
your Nails – I needed each of you.” And he took a moment 
to let that sink in. “Recall that, on every world, the 
victory of my father and I cannot be complete without the 
participation of the people. In the case of this Earth, the 
Nails which killed Jesus Christ are imbibed with much 
power – but even that power is not enough to bring about 
my victory. YOUR crucifixion and death – this is the real 
key. For when Christ’s Nails destroy the immortality that 
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flows through your veins, the Nails will be imparted with 
more <power> than ever before! 
 “After you die, I will proceed to enter The Dome.” 
Ma’bus arose, full of pride. “There I will destroy The Book 
of Life. After that I will open The Sakhrah. For, as you 
may or may not know, my servant Muhammad 
descended to his Eternity through The Sakhrah Stone.” 
 “If you move the Foundation Stone,” I interrupted, “if 
you dare to set foot onto the Holiest of Holies, it is YOU 
who will be the fool -- open it and God will smite you 
down!” 
 “I think not.” Ma’bus waved my warning aside. “And 
when I DO move the Foundation Stone, the souls of the 
dead who are gathered in the Well of Souls beneath shall 
emerge to pray for The Last Judgment. And with their 
help, when I return from The Dome, I shall be filled with 
enough <power> to break the Angels’ Seals – and thereby 
will I destroy the work of The Christ once and for all!” 
 “After The Beast opens The Sakhrah Stone within The 
Dome of The Rock, and when he emerges back to The 
Altar of The Most High God, the Fallen Angels will be 
unleashed to bring their doom upon the world. But by 
then you three will already have passed,” the voice was 
Benedict’s and it came so unexpectedly that even Ma’bus 
jerked his head to look. “The Scroll of the Illuminated 
Angels will be waiting for him upon The Altar. By that 
time, I will have gathered The Nails together and installed 
them into the Crown That Rains Blood. The Crown will 
be imparted with your blood, and when I place it upon 
EA Ma’bus’ head, that is the moment when the destiny of 
this world will be determined. For then, He shall open 
The Angels’ Seals and... our Savior will be revealed at 
last!” 
 Ma’bus looked Benedict up and down, but the Pope 
merely bowed his head, spent.  
 After a time, The Beast finished, “Indeed. Benedict 
speaks the truth. For when the Armageddon Ritual is 
completed and the Angels’ Seals lay bare, I will release all 
of the Sin back into the world which Jesus Christ took 
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away with his death. Every offense, every malice, all the 
Evil this world has ever known will return...to Me! It will 
be a glorious day indeed! And that, my friends, is the 
destiny which YOU will experience.” 
 Miriam and Lazarus were speechless, yet I tried to 
remain confident, “The Lord is good, his Love endures 
forever.” 
 “But in your case,” Ma’bus chuckled, “only until 
tomorrow.” And with that, he arose and walked away. For 
his part, Benedict gave us a brief look of pity, but showed 
nothing else as he hurried to follow behind The Beast.  
 (And so I wondered – is this really the end?)  
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Golgotha Revisited 
(December 21) 
 
 
 
 
<BOOOM! DOOM!> <BOOM! DOOM!>  
 Giant drums continued to pound – shaking the rocks 
of The Temple Mount and thundering as harbingers of 
what was to come.  
 <BOOOM! DOOM!> <BOOM! BOOM!> <DOOM!> 
 Although it was midday, the sky boiled a mixture of 
black and blood red. And still the drums sounded, now 
louder than ever. 
 <BOOOM! DOOM!> <BOOM! BOOM!> <DOOM!> 
 They had been banging so loud and for so long that I 
could no longer remember a time without their 
triumphant cacophony.  
 And yet, somehow I knew that Mother Nature still 
contended, fighting against The Rhythm of The Beast – 
even if none others were left to fight – for the sandy 
ground rebelled as it belched forth dusty waves – storms 
which pummeled Ma’bus, his Chosen Ones, their many 
victims whose bodies littered these hillsides, and my 
friends and I as well. 
 Yet the Earth’s resistance was to no avail. For this was 
the Day of The Beast! 
 <BOOOM! DOOM!> <BOOM! BOOM!> <DOOM!> 
 Hanging from my cross, I lifted my head with what 
meager energy I had left. Blinking my eyes against the 
pummeling dust, I looked out over the site that was 
about to witness my death. 
 It’s amazing what goes through your mind when you 
know you are about to die. As odd as it might sound, for 
me, I found myself awash in memories about Har haBáyit 
– site of the Great Temple on Mount Moriah and what 
appeared to be the place of my ignominious demise. 
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 The Muslims call this place Al-haram al-quds� ash-
shar�f – for it is the site of their Noble Sanctuary 
wherein lies the mosque of Al-Aqsa. But regardless of 
whether you call this place by its Islamic name or its 
Jewish one, the fact of the matter is that this location 
within the Old City of Jerusalem was one of the most 
contested religious sites in the world. And now, here on 
December 21, I realized that this place would be famous 
for something even more important still – for it was about 
to become the locale of Ma’bus’ Glory. 
 <BOOOM! DOOM!> <BOOM! BOOM!> <DOOM!> 
 As a former Jew, I still believed that the Foundation 
Stone at Har haBáyit was the very site upon which the 
world expanded into its present form, and that it was 
from here that Yahweh gathered the dust He used to 
create Adam. I also believe that this was where God once 
chose to rest His Divine Presence inside the Temple of 
Solomon.  
 Even if you don’t believe what I do, you can’t argue 
that Jerusalem itself is rich with history. Long ago it was 
simply called Salem and was ruled by Melchizedek – a 
mysterious warrior king who even Abraham cowed to. 
Later it was known as Jebus – the captured city which 
King David renamed Jerusalem. It was David who 
decided to this would be the spot of God’s Temple – a 
project his son Solomon completed nearly 1,000 years 
before Christ. Yet the Babylonians later sacked the city 
in 586 B.C – destroying Solomon’s Temple and stealing 
its treasures – some say that Nebuchadnezzar II even 
carried away the legendary Ark of the Covenant. Yet I 
knew better.  
 Today we shall see if Solomon did right to hide it in The 
Well.  
 <BOOOM! DOOM!> <BOOM! BOOM!> <DOOM!> 
 The Temple was rebuilt and eventually King Herod 
expanded it -- just before my original lifetime. I 
personally witnessed the Temple’s second destruction -- 
at the hands of the Roman Emperor Vespasian. I knew 
that my Jewish brothers still believed that a Third 



The Untold Revelations of John 

   305 

Temple would eventually be built and that this would 
mark the coming of their Messiah. 
 Ah, but my former brothers failed to realize that Jesus, 
The Christ, was the Final Temple. I thought, even as I felt 
the weight of my body pull against the nails that held my 
wrists against the splintered wood of my cross.  
 Although the second temple had been destroyed by 
Vespasian, I remembered when Emperor Julian II 
ordered the Temple rebuilt in the 360’s -- sparing no 
expense he commissioned this task to Alypius of Antioch.  
 “Pah! I knew Alypius would fail.” I muttered deliriously 
-- tasting blood and bile -- even as my mind wandered 
further.  
 Oh sure, Alypius set vigorously to work – but his team 
was stopped when mysterious balls of fire broke out near 
the foundations. Eventually, after repeated scorchings, 
Alypius and his team could approach no more, thus he 
gave up the attempt. Now whether this was divine 
intervention, a natural phenomena such as an 
earthquake, or just human sabotage, I can’t say, but the 
fact is this Temple never again rose higher than Alypius’ 
foundations.  
 (How could it? For as I already said, Christ was the 
Third Temple). 
 But then came Constantine’s mother. My head lolled 
as the drool spilled from my mouth. Saint Helena – she 
commissioned the building of the Church of St. Cyrus on 
the site. 
  And all was well – until the Muslims arrived! I grimaced 
as pain shot up my legs. Caliph Omar – I’ll never forget 
him. He tore down Helena’s church and replaced it with al-
Aqsa -- the cursed Dome of the Rock. Gathering the 
awfulness in my mouth, I spit towards the East – 
towards Mecca.   
 <BOOOM! DOOM!> <BOOM! BOOM!> <DOOM!> 
 Although I dismissed it as mere myth, I knew that 
Islamic scholars claimed that Caliph Omar did not just 
tear down the Christian Church and replace it with a 
mosque out of spite, but instead because this land they 
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named al-haram al-quds� ash-shar�f was the location of 
Muhammad's supposed ascent to heaven.  
 But I lived in Jerusalem during the entire time they claim 
that Muhammad travelled here, and I can tell you that he 
never came. It’s all a lie! Caliph was nothing but a 
scoundrel -- he knew that The Foundation Stone was The 
Holiest of Holies to The Jews and he built his Dome there 
as the ultimate insult to his rivals! And with that effort, the 
pains of my present situation drove me to near 
unconsciousness. 
 Through the murkiness, my visions of the past 
continued. I remember how I tried to influence the 
destruction of al-Aqsa – without success. The closest I 
came was when I had worked with the Knights Templar, 
shortly after The Crusades – I was helping the knights 
plan their excavations of an ancient tunnel system – one 
that ran from beneath the Templar’s Jerusalem 
headquarters to, among other locations, the Temple 
Mount. My plan was to undermine the foundations of al-
Aqsa, but eventually the knights scrapped my idea – 
calling it too risky because it had the potential to not 
only destroy al-Aqsa, but also the entire fortifications of 
Har haBáyit. Instead, the knights used my designs to 
build a vast underground network, from which they 
unearthed countless religious antiquities – artifacts 
which they pillaged away to their European strongholds.  
 Eventually then, the Templar’s time passed and their 
tunnels were sealed. Leaving my desires for revenge to 
wait. 
 <BOOOM! DOOM!> <BOOM! BOOM!> <DOOM!> 
 And now, even though the Temple Mount officially 
returned to Israeli control in 1967, Muslim leaders still 
boasted in the fact that The Dome of the Rock was off-
limits to any non-Muslim -- in exchange for promises of 
peace in the Arab-Israeli world.  
 Ha! But the joke is on them. What the Muslims never 
knew was that the Jews wouldn’t have allowed their 
people to the site of the Dome anyway – for the Foundation 
Stone is there and anyone other than the High Priest who 
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steps upon that site is committing eternal suicide of the 
soul!   
 <BOOOM! DOOM!> <BOOM! BOOM!> <DOOM!> 
 And so, the Dome at al-Aqsa remained, even unto this 
day, waiting, ever waiting… waiting for Ma’bus.   
 But my head jerked up as I suddenly remembered, The 
Well of Souls! It lies beneath The Dome. If Ma’bus moves 
The Foundation Stone, The Well shall be opened – for the 
first time since Solomon hid the ark there. For the first time 
since… but my strength failed me again.  
 <BOOOM! DOOM!> <BOOM! BOOM!> <DOOM!> 
 My unconscious mind remembered -- a natural cave, 
The Well of Souls was originally accessible only by a 
narrow hole in the rock of this plateau. It was I who 
inspired The Templar’s to hack open an entrance to the 
cave – yet they would go no further. And so, the 
foundation stone of The Dome – The Sakhrah – remained 
untouched.  
 “If you open it, you’ll unleash The Abyss of Chaos!” I 
wailed, not realizing that I was suddenly screaming aloud 
-- my voice carrying even above The Drums. 
 <BOOOM! DOOM!> <BO--> The drums stopped. The 
Chosen looked up at me. Pope Benedict, also present, 
looked up at me. And Ma’bus, standing at the Altar Of 
the One True God – upon which lay the gored body of 
Rabbi Yona Metzger – yes, Ma’bus, The Beast, also 
looked up at me. 
 There was Silence -- as if all of creation was waiting for 
me to die.  
 Yet as I looked over to my left and saw Lazarus and 
Mary languishing on their own crosses, I knew that my 
friends were not yet dead either.  
 Then looking down at Ma’bus, I saw that The Beast 
also realized this fact…and smiled. 
  
 

۞ 
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Even as my life continued to ebb away on the cross, still I 
knew that my death would not come easy.  
 With a nod, Ma’bus signaled The Pope. 
 I watched as Benedict picked up one of three spears 
that were lying before the altar. Each of the weapons had 
one of the Nails of Jesus affixed to its head as a killing 
blade. 
 Spear in hand, Benedict then proceeded to walk over 
towards the cross upon which Lazarus hung. Standing 
beneath his limp body, Benedict waited only for a 
moment – as Lazarus’ blood dripped down and stained 
his white robe – and then he slammed his pike up and 
into Lazarus’ side. 
 “YAAAAAAAAAR!” Lazarus suddenly came to life, his 
arms and legs nearly ripping themselves away from the 
cross. 
 Closing my eyes against the gruesome sight, I failed to 
see that Lazarus’ screams woke Mary from her own 
snatch of death. My ears then ached as I heard Miriam 
too begin to wail, and I opened my eyes in time to catch a 
glimpse of Benedict as he stoically twisted his spear up 
and into Lazarus’ heart – an action which abruptly ended 
Lazarus’ screams.  
 My God, he’s dead! I realized, suddenly panicking. It’s 
finally going to happen? But alas, Lord, I am NOT ready 
yet! I screamed inside my head, suddenly afraid at the 
unknown of Death. 
 In the silence that followed, I looked over at our 
Deliverer – Pope Benedict’s face was as hard as stone as 
he looked at the Nail dripping with Lazarus’s blood at the 
end of his lance.  
 <BOOOM! DOOM!> <BOOM! BOOM!> <DOOM!>  
 The drums started up again at a signal from Ma’bus.  
 I watched as Benedict looked over at The Beast. And 
then, I saw him take a deep breath before doing 
something which I have never seen anyone other than 
myself or my two friends do – Benedict reached up and 
took hold of The Nail. 
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 “You Fool!” I roared, even as Mary screamed again. 
 Yet, Benedict did not die. In fact, if nothing else, he 
seemed suddenly more alive! 
 At that, Ma’bus danced around triumphantly – surely 
reading this as a sign of his coming victory. 
 For his part, Benedict’s face remained hard as stone 
while he proceeded to tear the Nail off of the spear. 
Discarding the staff, he affixed the dripping Nail to his 
belt. After which, I watched him proceed to confidently 
walk back towards the Altar and pick up another pike, 
before heading over towards his next victim. 
 Mary’s screams bespoke of sheer terror. Unable to look 
away this time, I watched Benedict prepare to deliver a 
death blow to her as well. 
 “Oh, Babylon,” I roared out, suddenly finding new 
strength. “You will be destroyed!” 
 Hearing me quote from Psalm 137, for a moment 
Benedict paused, and I watched a strange shadow pass 
over his face. 
 “Happy is the one who pays you back for what you 
have done.” I tried to goad him away from Mary. “You 
shall be smashed against the rocks upon this very day.” 
Then, looking up to heaven, I cried, “Father, do not 
forsake us now!” 
 Yet, The Lord did not come to save for the day and the 
skies only roiled blacker than before – for the moment 
had not yet arrived, and I knew that the Prophecies -- my 
own prophecies – were still waiting to be fulfilled.  
 Pope Benedict knew this as well, and therefore he took 
only a moment to prepare himself to forge on – after 
which he pushed his spear into Mary’s heart – killing her 
as well.  
 Unable to control myself, I vomitted up the last of the 
bile from my stomach – its acidity scorching my throat 
and mouth. Tears streamed down my face as I wailed in 
regret, “Their torture is because of me. My friends are 
paying the price of my sins!”  
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 Yet Fate no longer cared about my feelings and in 
truth I knew that what was happening went far beyond 
my small part in this Divine Event.  
 And so, with two bloody Nails hanging from his corded 
belt and his robe now blotched red, Pope Benedict began 
to approach me with the final Nail. His face was the 
picture of Grim Death. 
 I looked up to the heavens – striving to see through the 
black clouds – and roared, “Give thanks to the Lord for 
He is good, His love endures forever.” 
 <BOOOM! DOOM!> <BOOM! BOOM!> <DOOM!>  
 But still the instrument of my fate walked inexorably 
towards me. 
 “Yea, though I walk through the Valley of the Shadow 
of Death, I will fear no evil.” I strained to keep my head 
looking up to the sky. “I will fear no evil – for you are 
close beside me.” Then, sensing Benedict was now below 
me, I screamed down at him, “He will prepare a feast for 
me, in the presence of my enemies. He honors—“ 
 <SWOOOSH!> Benedict’s lance impaled my side! 
 “YAAAAAAAAWWWWWWP!” I wailed – shocked that the 
unimaginable intensity of the pain! 
 It was a feeling beyond the limits of endurance, even 
for an immortal, and as Jesus’ Nail entered into me, I felt 
the nails in my wrists and feet burning anew. Fresh 
blood oozed forth from a myriad of tiny holes that ringed 
the crown of my head. My back ripped open against the 
splintered wood of the cross – tearing from unseen lashes 
that slashed into me. My knees swelled up, my legs 
ached, and my shoulders protested against the weight of 
a cross I had never carried but suddenly felt as if I did. In 
my mind’s eye, I saw Jesus of Nazareth, and at last, I 
understood the full extent of all the horror which my 
master had suffered nearly two thousand years ago at 
this very place.  
 And I wept. 
 “My Lord, I love you.” I prayed, suddenly no longer 
afraid. 
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 The sands of time dripped slowly, and my Deliverer 
pushed his spear further into me – up and to the left – 
towards my heart.  
 The blood now dripping even from my eyeballs, I could 
no longer see Benedict beneath me, yet it mattered not. 
Nothing mattered anymore. The only thing I cared about 
was that I could finally say my peace, “Jesus, I repent of 
my sins. I make you my Lord and Savior – again. I know I 
am your Beloved. Surely your goodness has pursued me 
all the days of my Life.”  
 As the Nail began to touch my heart, as last I saw The 
Light. 
 It shined down upon me as I smiled victoriously, “I will 
live forever in the house of the Lord. Prai—“ 
 <BOOOM! DOOM!> <BOOM! BOOM!> <DOOM!> 
   
 

۞ 
 
 
As I left my earthly body, I was granted one final vision, 
and since you’ve come this far with me, I imagine you’ll 
want to hear about this too... 
 What I saw next was something which was 
undoubtedly unseen by everyone else -- Benedict’s visage 
was awash with of horror (not victory!) as he punctured 
my heart and released my life-force. Indeed, as he bowed 
his head and pulled the pike back out of me he was 
shaking; it was everything The Pope could do to pull my 
Nail off of the spear and add it to his belt – finally giving 
him control of all three of The Nails of Jesus.  
 Yet here he paused.  
 Standing below my now-dead body as it hung limply 
on the cross above, he took a long moment to collect 
himself, before finally turning around and walking back 
towards Ma’bus…and towards his Final Destiny. 
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 By now the red-streaked skies were roiling even worse 
than before and a Heavenly Thunder had replaced the 
booming of the earthly drums.  
 “I am the Hand of God!” Pope Benedict screamed as he 
continued his inexorable walk to The Altar. 
 Had Ma’bus heard that proclamation perhaps events 
might have turned out differently on this day; fortunately 
Ma’bus did not hear the Pope’s cry -- for he had already 
gone into The Dome to pursue his own designs. I also 
doubt any of The Chosen on the hillsides could hear The 
Pope’s words -- even if they had been paying attention to 
him – because everyone was instead waiting for Ma’bus 
to re-emerge from The Well of Souls. 
 It seemed that Ma’bus was well on his way to 
completing The Armageddon Rite – and thereby gaining 
control of the world.  
 It was truly a Dark Day from my perspective and 
Nature seemed to agree with me – for the landscape was 
buffeted anew with a viscous sand storm. And yet, as if it 
was a bright summer’s day in a dewy meadow, The Pope 
seemed unaffected by the raging weather. I watched as 
he reached The Altar and then began to remove each of 
The Nails from his belt. Then, using the care of a master 
craftsman, he installed The Nails within The Crown That 
Rains Blood – preparing it for The Beast.  
 After this he waited. And I with him. 
 Time passed slowly – yet whether it was thousand 
years or just a single day, I couldn’t say. During the 
interim, The Chosen engaged in debaucheries galore  – 
committing every sin imaginable and likely inventing new 
ones, and what they did to the bodies of the murdered 
innocents that littered the ground around them was 
unspeakably disturbing.  Things got so out of control 
that had I the power to end my vision, I might well have 
done so.   
 At last, Ma’bus emerged from The Dome of the Rock. 
Yet, gone was any last vestige of his humanity – for this 
was no longer Dr. Ghaz al-Ridwan Ma’bus, Director of 
the Union of Many Allied Nations and de facto World 
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President – instead the creature that emerged from its 
confrontation at The Well of Souls was undoubtedly but 
one thing: The Beast – Satan’s Son! 
 <EVIL> in its purest form emanated from the monster 
that made its way slowly back towards the Altar of the 
One True God. By now, I knew that It must have 
successfully broken open The Foundation Stone and 
then had been able to throw The Book of Life into The 
Well. That meant that to complete The Armageddon Rite 
It only needed to utilize one more item -- The Scroll of the 
Illuminated Angels – which It now carried in Its talons.  
 With utter confidence, the creature clove its way 
across the span between the now sundered Foundation 
Stone and The Altar – obviously intent on destroying the 
latter as well.   
 With the scaly-tail of a dragon, its giant body 
resembled that of a leopard, yet It was poised on 
humongous bear-like feet that skirted twenty foot wide 
sections of earth. Yet none of these other features 
matched the fear-inspiring sight of Its seven heads – each 
with a different visage: Nero, Attila, Arnulf, Weishaupt, 
Hitler, Ma’bus, and the last a formless black slate. Worse 
yet, each face depicted a different portrayal of the Seven 
Deadly Sins – it was the Chairs of Woe come to life -- as 
one head showed victorious Pride, another soul-
destroying Wrath, a third unquenchable Lust, and so on 
down the line through Gluttony, Greed, Sloth, and Envy. 
Yet regardless of which Sin they showcased, all of the 
heads spewed forth a black waterfall of evil words in that 
deep, guttural language of The Abyss. 
 Suddenly, even the mood of The Chosen shifted and 
those wayward souls who were once so confident in their 
choice to follow Ma’bus now appeared to realize that The 
Beast was not only NOT going to allow them to share in 
Its glory, but instead was intent on destroying them as 
well!  
 Wailing began. Sorrow followed. Doubt. Regret. Horror! 
Yet for them, it was too late. 
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 The thunder still rolled, threatening to bring down the 
heavens. The windstorm raged on, now whipping dusts 
and debris all around. And soon enough, the landscape 
began to erupt at the feet of The Chosen – sending flames 
of fire shooting up to devour them.  
 And then, suddenly, from out of the fires came forth 
the Seven Angels – those pitiful creatures who had been 
so mercilessly tortured by Ma’bus. They had been 
released (yet by whom I did not know), and each of them 
held their Golden Bowls again – the cauldrons boiling 
over with the brimstone of retribution. 
 Despite their previous tortures, I could see that at 
least two of the Angels had been restored to their Glory, 
and hovering over the cowering disciples of Ma’bus, they 
released the contents of their smoking Bowls – pouring 
forth horrible judgments upon the evil doers! 
 (Praise God! Praise God indeed!)  
 
 

۞ 
 
 
With the Seven Angels now on the scene, The Chosen 
tried to scatter, cursing God and running for their lives.  
 Yet it was too late. 
 The First Angel pummeled them with a plague of 
ulcerated sores, and even as they were cowering from the 
effects of the First Bowl, the Second Angel released his 
wrath too – causing the earth around The Chosen to 
become a soul-sucking mud which began engulf them.  
 After delivering the contents of their Bowls, the first 
two Angels flew off to the Unknown and as I watched 
them leave, I was filled with a sense of Hope that perhaps 
God would act to save our world after all – for it seemed 
as if the tide was turning to The Good. 
 However, my faith was quickly shaken when I looked 
over at The Beast – for rather than be upset with the 
destruction of some of Its disciples, It apparently enjoyed 
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seeing them suffer – as if their pain was making The 
Beast even more powerful. 
 Worse yet, when I looked upon the five remaining 
Angels, I noticed with chagrin that none of them 
appeared restored to their glory. Instead each labored on 
foot towards the Temple Mount – and all the while, The 
Beast continued looking on in victory. 
 Could it be that The Angels were on The Beast’s side 
after all?  
 Angel Three, awash in its own blood, raged long and 
loud as it poured forth its own Bowl – a festering miasma 
which slammed into The Chosen and tormented them 
anew.  Yet before Ma’bus’ people had time to feel these 
new pains, suddenly The Fourth Bowl was poured – yet 
this Angel’s wrath rose upwards – intensifying the sun’s 
heat, and boiling the evil doers alive in a cauldron of the 
earth’s bloody mud.  
 The Chosen wailed against God – and The Beast 
rejoiced! 
 How long it was before the Fifth Angel poured out his 
Bowl, I could not say, but when he did it was as if the 
world had ended – for immediately the Sun was blotted 
out and the world was cast into Darkness – much to the 
delight of The Chosen – for it appeared to offer them a 
measure of relief. Yet The Beast pleasured in this too, 
and all I could decipher was that perhaps this was 
because The Darkness was Its abode and It sensed 
Victory was closer than ever? 
 My fears were confirmed when the Sixth Angel 
commanded the scene – for the release of the Wrath of 
the Sixth Bowl actually caused the restoration of The 
Chosen to their power and glory – as if they had never 
suffered any pains to begin with!  
 Suddenly things looked worse than ever and then it 
was that The Beast rose up to its full power as It 
surveyed the scene: all seven of Its heads smiled wickedly 
as It looked with glee upon of Its followers, now regaled 
anew and cursing against The Christ and his father 
Yahweh.   
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 Now while all of this had been happening, Pope 
Benedict had remained behind The Altar of The One True 
God – and I could see that he was afraid -- very afraid. 
However, even as my own immortal soul shivered at the 
sight of Satan’s Son, I could sense an unseen force was 
keeping The Pope upright and at the ready as he 
struggled to remain standing at The Altar. 
 “I cannot falter now.” The Pope whispered to himself. “I 
am—“ 
 “CROWN ME!” The Beast commanded The Pope, Its 
voice reverberating down to the very bowels of the earth. 
It was the head that showed Ma’bus’ face (the one which 
also portrayed Arrogant Pride) which had spoken and it 
was this head which the creature bent down – snaking 
its dragon-like neck down to hover over the body of Rabbi 
Metzger upon The Altar. Meanwhile, It also made ready 
to break the seal of the Scroll of the Illuminated Angels – 
as soon as it gained the divine power to do so. 
 And now The Chosen screamed and began to beat 
their drums all the louder, confident again that they were 
on the winning side. 
 Unable even to take a breath, Pope Benedict carefully 
placed The Crown That Rains Blood upon The Beast.  
 Immediately even more <POWER> flowed through The 
Beast’s massive body! Six of his heads wailed in victory, 
whilst the one that was once Ma’bus proclaimed, “I will 
ascend to heaven and set my throne above the stars! I 
will be greater than The Most High! For this world is now 
mine and all that is in it I now claim!”   
 And then, It took the final step towards completing The 
Armaggedon Rite – the last obstacle between It and World 
Domination! – as It attempted to rend open the seal of 
the Angels’ Scroll... 
  
 

۞ 
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There was a resounding <CRACK!>, as if the foundations 
of the world were being ripped open! 
 The Chosen were thrown in all directions as the earth 
rumbled around them. The Beast continued Its 
monumental efforts to break The Seal, even as stones of 
The Altar grated apart. The Pope held on to The Altar for 
dear life, yet when he looked up at The Beast, his faith 
appeared to weaken, and as The Beast ripped at The 
Scroll, The Pope started to cower down. 
 “You are The One Daniel spoke about,” Benedict 
wailed, “The Abomination That Causes Desolation!”   
 And yet, despite that momentary lapse, The Pope did 
not falter... 
 And The Seal did NOT open! 
 The Beast was utterly shocked and in a rage It looked 
down at Benedict, “You!” The visage of Ma’bus snarled, 
“Have you not given me your blessing and power?” And 
with bloodlust It reached out a talon to strike The Pope.  
 “Pride goeth before destruction!” The Pope replied, 
defying The Beast to the amazement of all (including me). 
Then, with a movement so fast that it must surely have 
been divinely aided, Benedict snatched The Scroll of the 
Illuminated Angels away from The Beast and pointing at 
the Abomination, he boldly leveled this condemnation 
during what had now become our world’s Moment of 
Truth. “In your arrogance you threaten – laying claims to 
heaven itself -- BUT, you have never understood your 
final destiny – for now you shall be cast down, suddenly 
and completely swept away by the terrors of your own 
creation!” 
 And as if on cue, the final Angel burst forth upon the 
mount – and threw the contents of its own Golden Bowl 
directly upon The Beast!  
 The heavens opened up just then – spewing giant 
hailstones upon The Abomination and pounding down 
into The Chosen as well. And then, The Crown That 
Rains Blood began to take a stronger hold over The Beast 
– imbibing It with a <POWER> so terrible that it was 
surely far beyond anything It had expected.  
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 Out of control, The Beast’s heads began to belch forth 
a sulfurous death -- destroying every living thing in sight 
– including The Chosen. 
 Realizing Its grand victory was about to be lost, It 
lashed out again towards The Pope – yet once more The 
Rock of Peter did not crack. Instead, filled with faith, 
Benedict held aloft The Scroll and shouted confidently to 
the Heavens, “Rise to my defense; contend for me, my 
Lord!” 
  I watched then as a chasm opened beneath the feet of 
the Beast and foul smelling flames burst forth, scorching 
Its flesh. 
 “NOOOOOOOOO!” The Beast refused to give up, 
cursing in The Tongues of The Abyss. “The Legions shall 
not be destroyed!” 
 Yet it was The Pope who could taste victory now and 
more confident than ever, he raised his arms to God 
Most High, and completely ignored the rampaging 
monster before him, “Shout for joy to the Lord all the 
earth! Know that He is God. We are the sheep of his 
pasture. Enter His gates with Thanksgiving. For the Lord 
is good and his love endures forever!” 
 As if under Benedict’s command, the flames of Hell 
licked higher, literally pulling The Beast back into the 
Fiery Pits from which It first came. Those same fires also 
spilled forth onto the surrounding landscape, purging it 
of <evil>. And when they finally recoiled back into the 
chasm, the flames brought with them all of The Beast’s 
unfortunate followers as well.  
 Nonetheless, still The Beast clung to the surface, and 
in a last ditch effort, it lashed forth with its great tail and 
tried to coil it around The Pope, seeking to pull him down 
to Death as well. 
 But it was not to be. 
 For Evil was doomed to fail on this Day of Destiny, and 
as the dragon’s tail shot out, the Fires of Hell spewed 
higher still -- as if they were the hands of a army of 
demons who hungrily pulled at The Beast – causing the 
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effort of Its tail to fall pitifully short, by a mere few inches 
– and leaving Benedict unscathed.  
 In the end, The Beast was vanquished into the Depths. 
And then the black gash in the earth slammed shut with 
a resounding <BOOOOM!!>  
 Through it all, Pope Benedict had remained untouched 
-- as had the bodies of my friends and I while we still 
hung lifeless upon our crosses.  
 Looking down at the altar, The Pope whispered to 
himself, “Be strong and do not fear; your God has come 
with divine retribution to save you.” And then, at last, 
Benedict looked over to us, and sobbed, “I have prayed 
for you for so long, my friends. Please, be still before the 
Lord. I’m so sorry, but there was no other way. And yet, I 
know that you are in a better place and that it is well for 
your souls.” Finally, looking up to Heavens, “In You our 
fathers put their trust. They trusted You and You 
delivered them. Thank you, Father...” 
 Suddenly, there was a blinding light from Above and 
then my vision became awash with Whiteness... 
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EPILOGUE: 
 
 
 
 
The race is not always to the swift, or the battle to the 
strong, for time and chance happen to us all – yet life is 
meaningless unless you know The Lord... 
 For surely you realize that this is NOT the end, but 
instead only The Beginning. 
 From afar I saw a road begin to take shape upon the 
devastated landscape – a highway of hope, and 
immediately I knew its name – for it had already been 
foretold by Isaiah as The Way of Holiness.  
 All around the road, the earth was still smoldering 
from where it had been scorched by the Fires of Hell, but 
the newly forming highway was unblemished and soon 
the grounds in the immediate vicinity of the roadway 
began to be transformed as well. From afar I saw people 
walking upon The Way -- at first I wondered who they 
could be for I remembered that all of the wicked peoples 
had already been taken away and I knew they were not 
meant for The Way. But then I realized that only the 
Redeemed would walk upon this highway, and only those 
ransomed by Christ could return.  
 Led by the Victorious Angels, the ranks of the pilgrims 
grew and as they approached Zion; I could hear them 
rejoicing. Their white garments were gleaming with 
splendor; and yet still their numbers swelled. Although 
too many for me to count, I knew their number 
regardless: 144,000. 
 Joy had overtaken them as they returned to the source 
of Life and stood in front of The Great Altar. 
 There stood Pope Benedict – encouraging his flock to 
come forward and receive their Salvation. I wondered 
how I could have ever doubted his loyalty to Christ, for 
although my friends and I never did complete our 
Commission (at least not in the way we always 
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envisioned it), Benedict had emerged as the true 
champion. 
 But then the blinding Whiteness washed out that 
scene and I was instead left with a multitude of hazy 
images. Struggling to make sense of it, I caught only a 
glimpse of a few faces – yet all were smiling and at peace: 
Lazarus, Mary, Benedict, and even myself.  
 Indeed, even as I gazed upon the beautiful faces of my 
friends, and even as I basked in the wonder that was my 
own restored visage, there is one more thing that I 
cannot fail to mention -- for above and around and in 
each face there was also one other, it was a face I have 
been waiting to see for nearly 2,000 years. It was a vision 
which overwhelmed me with Joy! It was a glorious 
<presence> which my soul ran to with all its might. It 
was He who accepted me completely -- in peace – at last. 
 And His voice rang out through all the earth, “Behold, 
I have returned! I am the Alpha and the Omega. Whoever 
is thirsty, let him come and taste of the Water of Life…” 
 
They will proclaim His righteousness forever….for He has 
done it! 
 
Rejoice -- for it is today that The Lord blesses you with His 
mighty presence! 
 
The grace of the Lord be with you all. 
 
Amen and Amen! 
  
 

The End of Book III 
And 

The End of The Untold Revelations of John 
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You have reached the 

 END  

 

Have you enjoyed what you've read? 

 If so, would you please be so kind as to post a positive review 
on Amazon telling others that you liked this book? Your review 
would be a tremendous aid in helping to spread the good word 
about this book so others will discover it too. Thank you. 

 

God Bless you and Happy Reading. 

 

Michael 
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