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Chapter 1

 


 


           
By the end of the twentieth century, the prophesy of Jesus Christ’s
return to earth was all but common knowledge.  People knew
that it was going to happen but they just didn’t know when. 
The year I came into being on this Earth was1977 on a date that
should have been marked on every calendar in the world as my birth,
but for some reason, remained as just another Christmas day. 
Being born on December the twenty-fifth was intended to keep at
least that much the same for the sake for continuity. The problem
was, that was the only thing that would be the same.  The only
thing.  This time around no one brought frankincense, no one
broughtmyrrh, and certainly no one brought any gold; although in
this modern world that would have been very much appreciated. Worse
than that was the fact that this time around, my mother’s husband
was convinced that she had been unfaithful to him.  Knowing
that he would not understand, nor would he believe the truth, she
tried desperately to make him believe the only lie that seemed even
remotely possible.  She tried telling him that the baby was
his.  Having been sterile from birth, and having been told so
countless times by any number of fertility doctors, Joe didn’t
believe it.  Not even for one minute.  On the eve before
he left, my mother thought for one fleeting moment that she should
tell him where my seed had really come from.  Then, she
reconsidered, thinking that a husband might, just might,
return to an unfaithful wife, but he’d never come back to a crazy
one.  For some reason or another, I was thinking about all of
this as I was sitting inside the state penitentiary looking through
a very depressing set of steel bars.  The florescent lights
were humming in an otherwise silent space where all I could do now,
was wait.










Chapter 2

 


 

“Yeah, right”, was the response I would expect to have gotten
from anyone on this planet if I had just walked up to them and told
them that I was the Son of God returned to Earth.   
Before arriving here I’m not quite sure what I had expected. 
I guess I figured that I would have been heralded into being,
flocked to, leaned on, listened to and learned from.  This
however was not the case.  It was only my mother and I who
knew my true identity, my true purpose and my real reason for being
here.  True, the fact that no one else knew these things was
going to make it all that much more difficult my goals, but I
figured that was supposed to be the point this time.


           
Being just sage and wise wasn’t going to convince anyone of
anything.  This planet was full of wise and learned
people.  At first, I thought that pulling off a miracle or two
probably wouldn’t have hurt, but I soon realized that if men like
David Copperfield could make the entire Statue of Liberty
disappear, then any miracle I performed would surely be seen as
some sort of parlor trick. 


           
For quite a few years in my youth, I had dedicated a great deal of
time to committing the Holy Bible to memory.  That way, if
someone ever asked me to quote from it in order to prove myself,
I’d be more than up to the task.  The ironic thing of course
was that not a single thing in it seemed even remotely familiar to
me.  Great story though


           
I soon realized that quoting scripture was not going to prove who I
was to anyone.  Nor was doing good deeds, telling great tales
or just being selfless and kind.  The only thing these people
would ever believe is what they saw with their very own eyes. 
I had been explaining this very same thing to Father Nathaniel
Montgomery while we sat together in his office at St. Eulalia’s
church just before I wrapped my hands around his throat and began
to squeeze.


           
As soon as the life drained from his limbs, Father Montgomery’s
body began collapsing to the floor.  I held him up as best I
could, then gently guided him onto the plush oriental rug that
crooked just in front of his giant mahogany desk.  Why the
clergy had to surround themselves with such impressive things, I
could never quite figure out, but for now it mattered very little
as I put my thumbs to his eyelids and began pushing them
back.  His eyes had not yet rolled back into his head which,
for my current purpose, was absolutely perfect.  I knelt
there, my legs straddling his waist, looking deep into his vacant
brown eyes.  Before too long, I closed his eyelids, leaned
down to kiss him gently on the forehead, then, with more purpose
than I’ve ever summoned before, I slapped him across the face and
stood up still straddling his body.


           
“Did you see it?”, I asked him as his eyelids fluttered open to
reveal two teary and bloodshot eyes.  “Did you see me?”.


           
For a few brief moments the Father did not speak, but as I leaned
down towards him again, I heard the word I knew that I would.

“Yes”. 

And there it was, the beginning.


           
Twenty-eight years earlier my mother had named me Jesus Christ, but
I never did feel quite up to the name.  For all this time, I
had insisted that people call me James.  It was a more common
name with much simpler expectations.  Now though, for the very
first time in my entire life, as I stood there looking into the
Father’s eyes, he looking back into mine, I actually began to feel
like I might be able to live up to that name.   










Chapter 3

 


 

 


           
As we sat together in our oversized and slightly worn brown leather
chairs, Father Montgomery began to softly paw at his right check;
the one I had slapped a few just minutes earlier.  I smiled as
he recounted to me all of the things I knew that he would.  He
told me that he had seen the Kingdom of Heaven.  He said he
had felt the love of God.  He also said that now more than
ever, he knew that his own life had meaning and purpose.  Then
he said to me

“…and you.  I saw you too. You are divine.  I
understand now.”

It was the first time that someone on this earth besides my
mother had seen me as I truly am.  The gift of these visions I
had bestowed on the Father was coming back to me in spades. 
The feeling I was getting from being “seen” for the very first time
was almost indescribable.

As a wave of contentment began to wash over me, I sat back in my
chair and studied the egg and dart crown molding along the
ceiling.


           
“Will you tell your congregation of this?” I asked.


           
Not hearing a response immediately, I returned my gaze from the
molding to the face of Father Montgomery.  His eyes were still
bloodshot, but to me, they looked like the eyes of a child; wide
and wondrous. 


           
“This is something they really need to see for themselves” he
replied.


           
It was not the answer I had been hoping to hear, but it was the
answer I somehow knew he would give.  Seeing is believing, at
least for these people and in this time.


           
Father Montgomery reached for his Bexley PCA pen that lay flat on
his desk atop a small block of black marble indented ever so
slightly on the top.  The pen was a beautiful reddish black
wood grain rimmed with gold and monogrammed with his
initials.  This particular pen was created in very limited
edition and was only sold at an obscenely high price to raise money
for some charity or another.  How Father Montgomery had come
into possession of this collectable pen, he never did say.  He
was however quite proud of the treasure. 

He held it in his right hand as he reached into one of the
drawers of his desk and pulled out a leather bound booklet that he
usually used to make notes in for his sermons.  First putting
pen to paper, he then looked up at me for an instant to say, “I’d
like to write down what I just experienced…so I don’t forget”.


           
Nodding, I sat back in my chair once again thinking of the
future.  What would I do next?  Who else could I show
this miracle to?  Once the congregation of Father Montgomery’s
church believed, then what?  I felt within me a confidence
that I had never felt before.  The way that the Father now
looked at me, the way that he now felt about me, maybe that in
itself would give me the power I needed to show this world what
they needed to see.










Chapter 4

 


 

 


           
“Do you trust me?”, I asked Sarah as I looked into her green eyes
and reached for her right hand with both of mine.


           
“Of course I do”, was her reply.


           
Sarah was the woman who had introduced me to Father Montgomery just
three years ago.  I was now twenty eight and she was twenty
five.  She was a very beautiful woman despite the fact that
she looked much  older than her years should have allowed
for.  This was probably due to the fact that she had spent a
good deal of time living on the streets.  She had married very
young.  Too young.  Too young to be with such terrible
man.  Some men take trophy wives to show off and flaunt to the
world.  Other men take pet wives that they treat as
dogs.  They belittle them, break their wonderful spirits and
train them to obey or suffer the consequences.  Sarah had been
a pet for nearly five years before deciding that having nothing at
all was better than what she had with Mark; her bastard of a
husband.


           
She had spent months going in and out of different shelters,
surviving on state charity and doing her absolute best to stay out
of trouble.  At age twenty-four, her striking visage had been
framed by long reddish brown hair that shone in the sun and looked
to be softer than the petals of a lily.  At twenty-four and a
half, after just six months of living on the streets, her hair had
turned black and gone lifeless.  Once long and beautiful it
now only reached just past her ears and hung off her scalp like
spider webs long abandoned by their weavers.    She
had cut her hair with a razor blade one night after yet another man
had offered to “take care of her”.


           
Often times in the shelters, she would encounter different men who,
although appearing to be in rather similar circumstances to her
own, had tried their best to convince her that she’d be better off
with them than alone.  She’d heard that whole wrap before
though.  It was a very similar thing that Mark had told her
just before they got married, and just before the beatings
started.


           
How to make them stop?  How to make them leave her
alone?  She was no Sampson, but without her hair, at least
some of her allure was gone.  Alone at last, she could finally
focus on herself.  With time to reflect and time to
introspect, she went from receiving soup and meals at the shelters,
to handing them out in just six short weeks.  It was there
where I had met her.


           
“Good” I said in response to Sarah’s affirmation of her trust for
me.  “Then I need to show you something.”


           
I brought her hand to my face and kissed the top of it, then softly
laid her hand back onto her lap.  Then, I reached for her face
with both of my hands, first touching it with just my fingertips,
then pressing both palms to her cheeks and holding her there as a
sculptor might hold a soft clay vase just before lowering it to the
kiln.  I leaned in close to her and whispered,


           
“I am going to show you God.  I am going to show you who I
really am.”

Quickly, I then slid my fingers down her soft, cool cheeks and
onto her neck where I began to squeeze.  She struggled at
first, reaching for my wrists, but I held both my hands and my gaze
firm, focusing on her ever-widening green eyes and telling her once
again to “trust me”.


           
She let go of my wrists as I laid her down onto the thick carpet
that we had been seated on.  I was glad the carpet was so
soft.  The last thing I wanted to do was hurt her, and the
softness of the rug made her landing on the floor that much
easier.  I put her head down on the rug, still looking into
her eyes and said “I am going to show you heaven and it will be
beautiful”, 


           
After just another moment, her body went limp and I released my
grip on her throat.  I stood up for an instant then knelt back
down, putting my thumbs to her eyelids just as I had done with
Father Montgomery earlier that day.  I opened her eyes and saw
within them the innocence that must have left her the day she had
met Mark.  I let her lay there for just a few more moments
before leaning in to give her a kiss on the forehead.  Then, I
let her eyes close and slapped her back to Earth with a swift yet
careful left palm to the cheek.


           
“Did you see God?  Did you see me?”,  I asked still
kneeling over her.


           
“Yes.  I did”, she whispered.










Chapter 5

 


 


           
It was rather unfortunate that the only way I could show people
these visions was through such violence.  I remember thinking
this very thing the moment I begun to wrap my hands around Father
Montgomery’s neck just yesterday.  I knew that things would be
so much easier if I could just take people to what I wanted to show
them, instead of having to send them there on this potentially very
dangerous journey. 


           
“It was beautiful”, Sarah croaked as she struggled to regain her
natural voice.  “Why didn’t you tell me before?”


           
“You never would have believed me” I said


           
“True…I guess”, she replied as she sat up fully and ran her fingers
through what used to be her long locks of hair.  “So why
now?  Why did you show me this now?”


           
“Because I could, I guess.  Because it’s time”.


           
“Time?”, she asked.


           
“It’s time to show the world that I have come and time to spread
the truth.  The Divine Word has been jumbled and lost for far
too long and now’s the perfect time to set it straight.”


           
 At this, Sarah looked puzzled.  I’m not quite sure
whether it was my words that confused her, or whether it was the
situation as a whole that was perplexing.  Either way, she
looked bewildered to say the least.


           
“I don’t know how I’m going to do it”, I said, anticipating her
next question.  “I just know that it’s why I’m here and it
must be done”.


           
We sat close to each other on the rug of her living room for the
next few hours as I tried my best to explain things to her.  I
did so not just for her benefit, but for mine as well. 
Talking things out was even helping me to understand them a little
bit better. 


           
“This world has become lost”, I told her.  “Egocentric,
self-centered, self absorbed, self-righteous and forgetful.”


           
“Forgetful?”, she asked.


           
“People have forgotten that there is more to this world than just
themselves”.


           
“Tell me about it”, she said with a look of knowing all too well
what I meant.


           
“It’s time to remind everyone that they are not alone.”


           
As the evening went on, Sarah asked less questions and just let me
talk.  Only just past midnight did she ask one question that,
when it came to her mind, seemed to leave her both pale and
cold. 


           
“No.  I’m not here for the rapture”, I replied to the question
she had not yet asked with a broad smile on my face.  “All
those stories that have been told over the past two millennia about
Jesus coming back and raising up the good as the wicked burn behind
are just that, stories.  I’m not here for any divine
rapture.  I’m just here to put things right.”


           
As we talked, I felt more and more of the confidence that I had
begun to feel in Father Montgomery’s office.  Having someone
actually listen to me, believe me and trust in every word that I
spoke was an amazing feeling. 


           
We talked all night long and with each passing minute, Sarah’s
faith in me seemed to grow as did my own confidence in
myself.  For twenty-eight years, I walked this earth not sure
if my purpose would ever be fulfilled, but now, these last
twenty-four hours seemed to be casting all that doubt away. 
For all the time that I had known Sarah, her eyes had revealed to
me nothing but doubt.  She doubted herself, she doubted the
world and doubted the possibility of anything better for herself
within it.  Now though, for the very first time, I saw a
flicker of hope within her eyes.  I couldn’t wait to help that
flicker grow to a fire.


           
I realized of course that I wasn’t going to be able to walk the
Earth, half strangling to death every person I encountered in order
to show them the splendors of heaven and teach them the lessons I
knew they needed to learn.  That’s why the Father, Sarah and
myself developed a slightly different plan.  Over the next few
months we started holding small meeting groups at the Father’s
Church.  These groups usually consisted of anywhere between
seven to thirteen people, all of whom were interested in “learning
more about what religion had to offer them”.  Once again the
irony of the Father’s tagline for these meetings did not elude
me.  People came to learn more about religion, but what they
ended up learning was so much more than what religion alone could
possibly have offered them. 
      


           
“In all of my fifty two years, thirty six of them in the service of
the Lord, I have never learned so much as I did in one single day
from this man”, is often how Father Montgomery would open up the
meetings to the small yet interested flock of attendees. 


           
The first time we would meet with a group, Father Montgomery would
do most of the talking, only working me into the discussion every
now and then.  As time went on though, and as people returned
for their second, third and fourth meetings, the Father would
slowly but surely begin to step aside and let me do more of the
talking.  Eventually, by the fourth or fifty meeting, Father
Montgomery would end up taking a seat at the front of the room next
to Sarah, who attended ever single meeting, while I lead the
group.


           
Seeing is believing, and both Sarah and the Father had seen the
truth.  It was through their infectious enthusiasm for my
teachings and their complete conviction in my words that the groups
would listen so intently.  The congregation trusted Father
Montgomery and listened intently when he had something important to
say.  For them, just seeing how excited he was about me,
excited them as well.  His trust became theirs and the same
was true for his faith in me and my message.   

For months, I spoke at these meetings, periodically combining
two or three smaller groups into one larger one.  By the time
the group sizes were reaching forty to fifty people each, I decided
it was time to show them a little bit more.


           
“Is there anyone here that would like to see in one instant, and
with complete clarity, what it is I have been telling you about for
these past few months?”, I asked after a long moment of silence
during a meeting in early December 2005.


           
All looked interested, yet none raised their hand.  I think
that maybe they were expecting me to break out a slide projector,
show them a movie or something like that.  I needed to be a
bit more specific.


           
“I need one volunteer.  Someone who trusts me completely”, I
said. 


           
Both Sarah and the Father knew what was coming next.  They
rose from their seated positions at the front of the room to stand
by me side.


           
“This will be the most amazing experience of your life”, the Father
declared to the crowd.


           
“Come”, I said to a man seated in the second row who was trying
desperately to catch my eye.


           
His name was Adam Leture.  A man in his early forties, I knew
of him only from what Father Montgomery had told me before. 
He came from a modest home but had done very well for himself
starting up his own political consulting firm.  He had joined
the church six years earlier while looking for comfort after losing
his wife to breast cancer.


           
“Come Adam,” I said taking a few steps in his direction. 
“Come.” 

He rose from his seat, surveyed the room, then recaptured my eye
as he made his way towards me. 

“I am going to show you the Kingdom of Heaven.  Do not be
afraid”, I said quietly to him as he stood nervously between
myself, the Father and Sarah.  “Relax and have faith”.


           
What followed next was a very similar set of actions that had taken
place between myself and the Father, then myself and Sarah those
many months ago.  At first, the crowd looked more confused
than scared; maybe even more interested than shocked.  This
was good.  A loud murmur however did arise as I put my hands
firmly around Adam’s throat.  At this, the Father asked in a
very quiet but firm tone of voice that the group be silent. 
He told them to trust me.


           
As soon as I brought Adam back, I lowered my head to his and asked
softly, “Did you see it?  Did you see me?”


           
“Yes.” he replied.  “Yes I did.”


           
At this, I decided to leave the room and told the Father, Sarah and
Adam to relay to the group what they had all seen during their
individual experiences.  I know not exactly what they said
after I left the room, but I do know that the next time we met, the
group was larger and even more eager to learn than ever before.


           
I repeated this process three more times over the next ten days,
allowing almost two hundred people to witness the whole
ordeal.  After Adam came Lindsay Lerner, then Marcus Dumont
and Peter Gillum.  I had been planning to do it for a seventh
time until one day someone from the press decided to show up at the
Father’s house on Sunday February the fifth, 2006.










Chapter 6

 


 

 


           
Father Nathaniel Montgomery lived in a rather large Victorian style
home that was located on the grounds of his church.  The
three-floor home had been donated to St. Eulalia’s by a very
wealthy couple some twenty years ago.  Upon retirement, the
couple had decided to relocate from the often-cold climate of the
northeast to a more temperate part of the United States. 
Instead of selling their home though, they had it disassembled,
removed from it’s lot and transported to the grounds of St.
Eulalia’s Church.  Before that time Father Montgomery had been
making due with a very modest living space located on the top floor
of St. Eulalia’s.  His living quarters within the church had
once served as a storage area, but upon Father Montgomery’s
commission to the church had been converted into a studio style
apartment.  His bedroom was also his living room, as it was it
his dining room as well.  The kitchen and bathroom were
located to either side of this multi-purposed main room and could
best be described as postage stamp in size. The space was tight, to
say the least, but it didn’t really matter much.  Back then,
Father Montgomery had lived quite modestly, keeping only the very
barest of essentials in his possession.

Now, having much more space to live in, the Father had offered
me a room on the top floor of his house and told me to “make it
your own”, although  I believe what he really wanted to say
was, “try not to mess it up too much.”  The Father was a very
particular man who liked everything in his home and in his church
to be just so.  Things always had to look presentable, or
better yet, impressive if at all possible.  I was in the midst
of tidying up my room and thinking about this evening’s upcoming
meeting when the Father knocked on my old oak door.


           
“There’s someone here to see you” he said while letting himself
into the room.


           
“Who is it?” I asked.


           
“Someone who claims to be very interested in you.”


           
Offering only that as a response, I guessed that the Father had
some sort of surprise waiting for me downstairs.  Wanting not
to spoil it for him, I asked no further questions and made ready to
greet the guest downstairs.  Slipping on a pair of shoes and
buttoning up my shirt, I left behind my newly neatened bedroom and
began walking with the Father down the old, creaky, wooden
stairs.  With just half a flight of stairs to go until we
reached the foyer, Father Montgomery told me that the man waiting
to greet me was a member of the press.  Seeing a slight
expression of shock or maybe just dismay take over my face, the
Father told me not to worry.  He then said, “this could be
very good for us.”


           
Having very little time to contemplate his words, I found myself
standing in the foyer before I could even formulate a
response.  There, I saw a man sitting just below an oil
painting that Father Montgomery had hung on the wall in such a
place that it was the first thing you saw when you entered the
house.  It was a painting of him up on the pulpit done in an
older style such that it matched quite nicely with the architecture
and style of the Victorian house.  Still puzzling over why
Father Montgomery thought it might “be good for us” to meet with a
member of the press, I reached out my hand to greet the
visitor.


           
“I’ve heard a lot about you,” the man said in a quirky high-pitched
voice while returning a firm handshake.  “My name is Jack
Whittamore.  I’m a reporter with the Town Crier.”


           
I knew that the press was going to come knocking eventually. 
Keeping anything secret or even quiet in this day and age was
virtually impossible.  Knowing the eventuality of their
arrival, I had reconciled myself with their involvement and had
even thought that maybe I could somehow use it to my advantage some
day.  I had thought it possible that the press could
eventually be a good tool that I could use to help spread my
message.  It would have to be the right person, the right
outlet and at the right time though, and I could tell right away
that Mr. Jack Whittamore was offering none of these.


           
“I’d like to ask you some questions about these so-called
enlightening stranglings you’ve been performing” Whittamore
said.


           
“Enlightening stranglings?”  I asked while turning my queried
gaze to Father Montgomery.


           
“The whole town’s been talking about it” the reporter
replied.  “I’d love to hear your side of the story
though.”


           
The good news about what Mr. Whittamore had just said was that the
whole town was talking about my meetings.  That meant that my
message was really starting to spread.  The bad news was, that
Mr. Whittamore was asking for “my side of the story.”  That
was never a good sign.


           
“What exactly would you like to know?” I asked, although to be
honest, I had already made up my mind to avoid answering directly
as many of his questions as possible.  I was just curious to
see where he wanted to go with this.


           
“Well I think I know everything I need to know about the meetings
at the church-”


           
“But you’ve never been to one,” I said interrupting the man.


           
“Yeah but I think a great way to finish up my story would be to
actually experience one of these stranglings for myself.  It
doesn’t hurt does it?  Do I need to do anything to prepare for
it?” 

The reporter had completely ignored my previous comment and was
now beginning to take off his coat, as if to make himself
comfortable for a strangling.


           
“I’m afraid I can’t do that for you Mr. Whittamore” I said
interrupting his current chatter.


           
“Why not?” was the reply shot back in my direction.  Not just
from the reporter, but from Father Montgomery as well. 


           
Surprised, I replied to them both by saying simply “That’s just not
how it’s done.”


           
Bidding the man a good day I made my way back over to the large oak
staircase and started the ascent to my room.  From one flight
up I could hear Father Montgomery apologizing to the reporter and
offering to answer any questions that he might have himself. 
Again, the man reiterated,


           
“I think I’ve got all I need for the story.  I was just hoping
to polish it off by being able to recount one of those
strangle-thingies.”


           
Father Montgomery apologized once again for not being able to be of
more help, then walked the man out.


           
“I’m confused,” Father Montgomery said to me minutes later as he
pushed his way into my room.


           
“No you’re not.  You’re just hasty” was my reply.  “I
understand your desire to share what you’ve learned with the world,
but you know just as well as I do that we can’t do it like
that.”


           
“Well-” the Father responded looking as if he were searching for a
rebottle.


           
“I’m sure you understand that, Father” I said cutting him off
before he could reply.  “Jack Whittamore was not looking for
the truth or for God.  He was just looking for a story.”


           
“You’re right” the Father.  “I’m sorry.”


           
Looking into his eyes for the brief moment before he lowered them
to the ground, I could tell that he really was sorry.  I
understood completely his desire for haste and forgave it without
another thought.

“It’s quite all right” I said.


           
“You’re still coming over to the church at eight though, right?”
the Father asked in reference to a meeting we were going to hold in
less than an hour.


           
“Of course” I replied with a smile to let him know that I
absolutely was not upset with him.


           
“Great.  I’ll see you soon then.” He replied.


           
As the Father stepped back out of my room I asked him to close the
door behind him.  I always prepared better for meetings with a
little bit of privacy, and if possible, maybe even some
silence.










Chapter 7

 


 

 


           
CHOKED UP ABOUT RELIGION


           
That was the headline in the Town Crier the very next
morning.  The article filled up a little less than half of
page seven in the forty-two page single fold newspaper. 


           
“He completely missed the point!” Father Montgomery exclaimed as he
dropped the paper onto the kitchen counter.


           
“Did you think he was actually going to get it?” I asked.


           
“Well, no, but I didn’t expect this.”


           
I took the paper from the counter and read about a “priest and his
intriguing friend that were…teaching religion by half-killing
parishioners and then bringing them back to life.”  The
article had a quote in it from Adam Leture, the first man I had
shown the visions to after the Father and Sarah.  His quote
read:

“It was absolutely the most amazing experience of my life. 
He opened my mind and my heart to God and it really changed
me.”

Immediately after the quote, the reporter noted that Mr. Leture
admitted that his windpipe had been temporarily collapsed during
the incident.  He went on to say that it did indeed cause
“some discomfort for a day or two.”

“He doesn’t even talk about the discussions.” Father Montgomery
interrupted as I was still reading.  “It’s like people are
lining up just to get strangled by some Looney Toon and that’s all
it is!”

“Thanks” I said sarcastically.

“No,” the Father replied.  “I’m not saying that’s what
we’re doing.  I’m saying that how he portrayed it as.”

“I know”, I said in reply.  “I’m just kidding with
you.”

Continuing on toward the end of the article, I found another
passage that read:

“For your chance to see God, make sure your life insurance forms
are all filled out and ask for Father Nathaniel Montgomery and his
friend James over at St. Eulalia’s Church.  No tokens or
tickets required.”

“You see that!” Father Montgomery exclaimed as he saw me
finishing the article.  “He compares us to an amusement park
ride!”

Just then, the doorbell rang and the front door to the house
opened up.  It had to be Sarah.  She always announced her
arrival by sounding the pleasant chimes of the doorbell, then just
letting herself in.  Moments later she came through the
doorway of the kitchen and was greeted by the Father waving the
paper in her face.

“Have you seen this?” he said sill in an uproar.  “He
completely missed the point!”

“No kidding” Sarah replied.  “What are we going to do about
this?” she asked turning a concerned look in my direction.

“We’re going to keep doing what we’ve been doing.” I calmly
replied.  “Although I expect we might have a little more
company doing it now.”

“Well we can’t continue with the….uh….the st-” Father Montgomery
stopped short of saying the words “stranglings”.  He’d never
used that word before, but Mr. Whittamore’s article had apparently
put it in his head.  I saw the word start to form but he
quickly changed it to “things.” 

“We can’t keep doing those things any more” he said.

“We don’t have to do that right now.  That’s not
all this is about you know” I said.  “You know that
Father.”

“I know, I know” he said.  “I’m just so upset.  How
could someone try to bastardize what we’re doing here like
this?”

“I expected this to happen and I’m sure on some level you did
too, Father.  Listen,” I said.  “Our next meeting is
Wednesday night, two days from now.  I’d like to suggest that
we open up the main hall of the church for this one.”

In the past, we’d only been using the smaller annex rooms of the
church for our meetings.  They were a bit more comfortable, a
lot more intimate and certainly less intimidating.  With the
interest that Mr. Whittamore’s article was sure to drum up, I
figured that the main hall would be a more functional area to
address the larger crowd I was now anticipating.  I suggested
the idea thinking that the Father would have to check with the
local Archdiocese first.  I wasn’t sure if he had the
authority to hand over his dues to just anyone, but apparently, he
did; or at least he thought he did.   

 “O-kay” he replied without even taking a moment to think
about it.

“Great” I said, relieved that the matter had been resolved so
quickly and easily.  “Why don’t you contact someone from each
of the groups we’ve been meeting with and tell them all that their
night has been moved to Wednesday.  Tell them we’d appreciate
it if they could spread the word too.  Let’s try and get as
many of our regulars there on Wednesday night as possible. 
I’d love to have their support.”

Father Montgomery nodded as Sarah pulled up a chair at the small
kitchen table right next to me.

“You too Sarah” I said.  “Why don’t you help the Father
make some calls.  Make sure to contact Adam Leture and the
other three I’ve shown the visions to as well.  I’d really
like to have them all there as well.”

Having sat down for only a second, Sarah popped right back up as
if a spring were on her chair.  She gave me a tight-lipped
attempt at a smile then left the room saying not a word but looking
quite determined. 

Apparently, Sarah had read Mr. Whittamore’s article just before
coming over to the Father’s house.  She wanted desperately to
do something in response to it.  I could sense as much and
knew that telling her to make the phone calls would give her
purpose, and at the very least, made her feel like she was doing
something constructive.  It also gave me some time to
think.

The moment I saw Jack Whittamore sitting in the foyer, I knew
right then and there that things were about to change.  At
present, I had six people who knew with absolute certainty who I
was and why I had come to Earth.  The Father, Sarah, Adam
Leture along with Lindsay Lerner, Marcus Dumont and Peter Gillum
had absolute faith in me.  The sheer energy that these people
brought to their respective meetings, along with their newfound and
steadfast belief in what it is I was teaching them, was a huge aid
in helping me to spread the word.  The change that each and
every one of them had experienced after I showed them the visions
was not just within, but it was outwardly visible as well.  It
was infectious.  It was impossible for someone to sit in a
room with any one of them and not feel the light that was now
emanated from within them.  Perhaps getting them all together
in one big room would make the meeting on Wednesday night all that
much more possible. 










Chapter 8

 


 

 


           
As Sarah approached the Father’s study, she could hear him wrapping
up a phone call.


           
“Wait for me” she called out as she quickened her pace then entered
the room.  “Don’t start without me.”


           
“I didn’t.” Father Montgomery replied with a somewhat sullen and
rather distant tone.  “That was Daniel Edenborough of
Edenborough Price.”


           
“Ok,” Sarah replied a bit confused.


           
“Edenborough and Price is the PR firm that represents the
Archdiocese.  The Cardinal is …” he paused for a moment while
he searched for the appropriate word.  “…upset about the
article in the paper.”


           
“Why?” Sarah asked.


           
“Apparently he’s upset about it for quite a few reasons” the Father
replied  “The least of which is not the fact that this whole
thing came as a bit of a surprise to him.”


           
“You never told him about James?” Sarah asked.


           
“No” the Father replied shaking his and looking down at his
desk.  “I was afraid he wouldn’t’ approve.”


           
“You didn’t think he’d understand how amazing this is?” Sarah
asked.  “Wouldn’t he realize how lucky we are to have met
James?  How lucky we are to have him right here, right
now?”


           
“I dunno” the Father said shaking his head again.  “Maybe if
I’d been able to present it in a proper light.  Maybe if he’d
been able to meet James for himself before this article came
out.  Maybe then he would have understood.  All the
Cardinal knows now though is that an article has come out in the
local paper making one of his churches look pretty bad.  He’s
none too thrilled that I’ve been letting someone, in Mr.
Whittamore’s words, strangle people, in his church.

“But-” Sarah began to say but was interrupted by the phone
ringing.


           
Father Montgomery put up a finger as if to say “hold on”, then
reached for the old rotary phone.  “Hello.  Yes. 
Yes.   Of course.  We’d be honored.  I look
forward to it.  I know.”  Father Montgomery hung up the
phone and turned back to Sarah.


           
“What is it?” she exclaimed growing tired of not knowing what was
going on.


           
“Mr. Edenborough said he’d like to visit us on Wednesday…as would
the Cardinal.”


           
“Do they want to see James speak?” Sarah asked with a renewed sense
of excitement in her voice.


           
“Not exactly” the Father replied.


           
“What do you mean, not exactly?”


           
“Well, like I said before, the Cardinal isn’t exactly thrilled with
this whole situation right now.”


           
“Well after he sees James speak I’m sure he’ll understand” Sarah
said quite confidently.


           
“Well that’s the thing” the Father replied.  “He’s not coming
here to see James speak.  He’s not coming to the church at
all.  He’s coming here, to the house, to have a word with
me.”


           
“A word?” Sarah said, mocking the Father’s reply.  “This is
ridiculous.  I’m telling James.”


           
Frustrated at the situation and intent on bringing James up to
speed on it, Sarah turned and started to make her way back to the
kitchen.


           
“Wait!” the Father called out as he attempted to chase after
her.  “I can deal with this, Sarah.  Wait!”


           
Sarah was already half way to the kitchen before the Father could
even get out from behind his desk.  His efforts were being
thwarted first by his large leather swivel chair that rarely if
ever allowed him to rise from it on the first try, and then by his
giant cherry wood desk that took up so much of the room that he had
to squeeze past it to get out.


           
“Wait!” he called out one last time but it was already too
late.


           
By the time Father Montgomery made it to the kitchen, having lost
even more time trying to readjust his belt buckle that had gotten
caught on the desk and been twisted all off kilter, Sarah was
already finishing up her rant about, “…that ridiculous Cardinal and
that corporate jerk Mr. Edenburgle.”


           
“First of all, his name is Edenborough.  Daniel Edenborough”
the Father interjected as he finished returning his belt buckle to
a full frontal position.  “And the Cardinal is not
ridiculous.”


           
“I know, I know but this whole thing is crazy though.” Sarah
said.  “The Cardinal should feel privileged to even have the
opportunity to hear James speak, but instead, what does he wanna
do?  He wants to prevent him from speaking.  What kind of
sense does that make?”


           
“First of all,” the Father said.  “The Cardinal shouldn’t have
to feel privileged to do anything.”


           
This was apparently the Father’s way of saying that it was he who
reported to the Cardinal, and not the other way around.  “and
second of all, the Cardinal can actually do anything he wants with
this church. It is his, after all.”

Now that the prospect of actually coming face to face with the
man was at hand, Father Montgomery seemed to be far more
deferential to the Cardinal than he had been previously.  His
earlier disregard for the Cardinal and his authority was evident in
many respects, not the least of which was his failure to consult
with him on whether or not James should be allowed to speak in the
main hall at St. Eulalia’s on Wednesday night.  Father
Montgomery was now thinking that he may have made a rather large
mistake in this regard. 


           
“My apologies to the Cardinal” Sarah said in a tone that made it
difficult to determine whether she was being sincere or
sarcastic.  “but what are we going to do now?”


           
James, having just been brought up to speed on everything by Sarah
while the Father was fumbling with his belt, chair and desk, did
his best to formulate a response.


           
“I’m sure there’s no reason to panic” he said.  “I’d be
willing to bet that the only reason the Cardinal wants to prevent
me from speaking is because he doesn’t understand exactly what’s
going on.  He has, after all,” James continued to say while
turning his glance to the Father “been kept quite in the dark about
all of this.  The whole thing must seem, at the very least,
rather bizarre right now.  I’m sure that once I have a chance
to speak with the man though, that I’ll be able to iron everything
out.”

James sat back in his kitchen chair confident that he’d put
Sarah and the Father’s minds at ease, for now at least. “Now
please,” he continued to say.  “Can the two of you go and make
those calls I asked you to make.  It’s very important to
me.”


           
“But what if Wednesday night doesn't happen?” Sarah asked with a
look of genuine concern on her face.


           
“Have faith” James said as a little smile crept across his
face. 


           
Both Sarah and the Father joined him in the grin.  They did
have faith.  A lot of it.  Both were relieved quite a bit
to hear him speak so confidently about his prospects in the future
meeting with the Cardinal.  Neither however, were completely
convinced.  Trepidation would still linger within both of them
until such a time that the matter was completely resolved. 
Until then, all they could do was what James asked.  Taking
their leave, both Sarah and the Father returned to his study to
make the calls James had asked them to make.


           
Alone in the kitchen, James was now left to wonder whether or not
he’d be able to keep his promise of convincing the Cardinal to let
him speak.  While in the presence of those who had faith in
him, James was supremely confident, but in the face of doubters,
things became far more difficult.  The Cardinal would be
arriving at the Father’s house with more than just doubt in his
heart, James feared he would also be bringing with him fear and
anger.  These were two emotions that would be difficult to
conquer.  Worried, but not daunted by the prospects of the
task at hand, James sat back in his chair and began to think.










Chapter 9

 


 

 


           
It was now Wednesday February the eighth.  Many in our
community looked at today as just another cold Wednesday where
windshields had to be scraped and jackets had to be buttoned up
nice and tight.  I however looked at this day as another rung
in a ladder that I absolutely had to climb.  When the doorbell
chimed a few minutes just past nine, I was already in the foyer
looking my best and appearing to be far calmer than I actually
was.


           
Father Montgomery opened the door to an entourage of men in suits;
most of whom looked to be nothing but business.  First through
the door was a man who I later determined was Daniel
Edenborough.  Behind him came his business partner Walter
Price and behind him were two more men who towered over everyone
else.  The two giants were apparently security for the
Cardinal.  They walked through the door, right past me and
immediately started poking around the different rooms of the house,
not saying a word to either the Father or myself.  Next
through the door, initially being hidden behind the large security
men, was a professional looking yet rather attractive woman who
looked to be maybe in her mid-thirties.  She was holding an
enormous brown briefcase that looked far too large for a woman of
her size to be carrying. She wrestled it through the doorway and
made room for our final guest, Cardinal John Bilio.


           
“Your Lordship” Father Montgomery said greeting the Cardinal into
his home.  “We are so pleased to receive you.”


           
“The only reason I’m even making this trip is because Mr.
Edenborough believes that we can salvage this situation with some
positive spin.” The Cardinal replied as coldly as he possibly could
have.  “If it were not for his council, I would have simply
demanded that you stop this nonsense and that would have been the
end.  Understand?”


           
The Cardinal spoke forcibly.  He looked to be not much older
than Father Montgomery although his hair was completely grey. 
His appointment to the College of Cardinals had come only quite
recently, yet many in the church believed it was an appointment
long overdue.  Cardinal Bilio had known from a very early age
exactly what it was he wanted to do with the rest of his
life.  While other children drew pictures of firemen and
sports stars on career day, little John Bilio was sketching out a
figure all in black with a little white square on the collar. 
He felt, what they refer to in the profession as “the calling”, at
a very young age.  His reputation in the church was that of an
extremely learned man, but one who was often difficult to work
for.  He was, by all accounts, the worst kind of
micro-manager, which may have been the reason as to why he insisted
on attending this meeting in person today.


           
“Where can we sit?” Mr. Edenborough asked from the position he had
taken up at the corner of the foyer.


           
“Follow me.” Father Montgomery replied as he walked out of the
foyer and in the direction of an adjacent sitting room.  The
two large security men reappeared in the foyer as if out of thin
air and were first to follow the Father into the large room. 
Next were the PR men, one of whom grabbed the briefcase from the
over-burdened woman, and finally, came Cardinal Bilio.  He
walked right past me, not even acknowledging me one bit as he
entered the room.  I hadn’t taken but two steps to follow him
when the Mr. Edenborough looked back in my direction and spoke with
authority,

“Not you.”

From some twenty feet away I could see the shock on Father
Montgomery’s face as one of the security men was coming back in my
direction.  He put one of his large meaty hands on my shoulder
and asked, “Do you have any breakfast food in the house?  I’m
starved.”

With only the slightest bit of force, he directed me away from
the sitting room and back out into the foyer. 

“Michelle, why don’t you come with us and get some food too” he
said looking back in the direction of the woman who seemed now to
have grown a full two inches after having been relieved of the
heavy briefcase.


           
Before I even had time to protest, the man was walking me back to
the kitchen, which he had apparently already scouted out while
doing his initial walk-through of the house.  Michelle
followed behind us still saying not a word.


           
“Got any coffee?” the man asked pulling a chair out from the
table.  “Have a seat I’ll pour it myself.” He said this while
reaching for the pot that was already on the counter.


           
The seat he pulled out was apparently for me.  As to why he
asked if we had any coffee when he clearly knew full well that we
did, I have no idea. 


           
“You can have a seat too, Michelle” he said looking at the
woman.  “You want some coffee too?” he asked while pulling a
chair out for her.


           
“No thanks.  I’m good” she replied. 


           
The woman sat down next to me as the man poured himself a cup of
the two hour old coffee, and then, strangely enough, walked back
out of the room the way we had just come in.


           
“What’s going on here?” I asked the woman whose name was apparently
Michelle.


           
 “Why don’t you tell me” She replied.


           
Her eyes seemed to search me as if she were trying to formulate an
answer to her question without my even having to hear it. 


           
“You’ve made quite an impression on the community” she continued to
say.   “Why is it that you think people are listening to
you and not just calling the men in white coats to come take you
away?”


           
It would appear that my initial assessment of Michelle had been a
bit off.  At first, when she had walked through the door,
burdened by the briefcase and saying not a word, I took her for the
Cardinal’s assistant.  The way the security guard bossed her
around, told her where to go and where to sit, made me think she
would be of little consequence to the days proceedings. 
However, in hearing her ask just those two little questions, I was
beginning to think that maybe she had been brought here just to
talk to me.


           
“Why would you say such a thing?” I asked her.


           
She did not reply.  In fact, she didn’t answer many of my
questions at all.  Instead, she grilled me for the next ten
minutes or so, only pausing once when the doorbell chimed and the
front door opened.  She waited for a moment to see if anyone
would be coming into the kitchen, and when they did not, the
grilling continued.

“Maybe where you come from, religion is a joke, a toy, or
something to be played with, but I can assure you it is no such
thing to me.  Cardinal Bilio, the Archdiocese and myself in
particular take a great deal of offense to you and what you’ve been
doing here” she said in the most accusatory tone of voice I believe
she could muster. 


           
Just then, there was a long pause during which time she once again
looked as if she were trying to divine an answer from my body
language.  She studied me quite intently but never directly
made eye contact with me for more than a fraction of a second at a
time. 


           
“I understand your fears,” I said to her, reaching a hand out to
put it on her shoulder.


           
“Don’t touch me!” she screamed as she leapt back in her chair
knocking it against the stove and making a horrible racket. 
“Don’t you dare put your hands on me!  I don’t buy into your
bullshit for one second and if you even think about
wrapping your horrible hands around my neck, I’ll have every lawyer
in this town on you faster than you can say heaven help me!”


           
This was slightly unexpected.


           
Michelle stood at the table steaming for just another moment or so
until she turned to the door and walked, or rather, stormed
out.


           
“Excuse me!” I heard her say as she turned the corner.


           
I looked to the doorway to see who it was she was talking to, and
then saw Sarah enter into the room. 


           
“Looks like your meeting went just as well as ours” she said having
apparently just come from the sitting room.  I gathered that
it must have been her that had rung the bell during my grill
session with Michelle. 

“The Cardinal didn’t scream or anything like that lady just did,
but it doesn’t look like he’s going to let you speak tonight. 
He would however like to offer you some help.”


           
“Help?” I asked.


           
“He thinks you need help, and by help, I think he means the kind
that unstable people need.  He and the PR guys think it would
look good for the church if they could help you.”


           
Sarah said most of this while retrieving the chair that Michelle
had just tossed to the floor.  I think she was embarrassed, or
maybe ashamed to have to say it to my face.  I smiled though,
and then began to chuckle a little bit.


           
“What are you laughing at?” she asked.  “The Cardinal thinks
you’re a crazy man, and you’re laughing?  Maybe he’s
right.”


           
As my chuckle turned into an outright laugh, Sarah grew more and
more indignant and confused by my
response.       

“I haven’t even spoken to the man yet” I said composing myself
as best I could.  “All he knows about me is what he’s been
told.  Let me speak with him.”


           
“I don’t think he-” Sarah started to protest but I stood from my
chair and looked straight into her eyes.  I was about to say
something reassuring again but found that I did not need to. 
The look I gave her said it all. 

Have faith.


           
I walked out of the kitchen and made my way to the sitting room
where I could see that Michelle had taken a seat directly next to
the Cardinal.


           
“Thank you for your offer, Cardinal” I said as I approached the
room.


           
All looked in my direction, apparently quite surprised to see me
standing there.

“Your offer for help,” I said again.  “thank you.”

As I entered the room, both security guards began walking
towards me thereby putting themselves between me and the
Cardinal. 


           
“The Cardinal does not wish to speak with you” one said.


           
“I would love to speak with him though” I replied.  “Your
Lordship, a moment of your time is all I request” I said trying to
peer between the two men in order to catch the Cardinal’s
eye. 


           
One of the two men took a step towards me as the other looked back
to see if the Cardinal had any instructions for him.  Their
movements caused for one brief moment a gap to appear between them,
just large enough for me to see the Cardinal through.


           
“Please” I said to Cardinal Bilio looking him right in the
eye.  “Just a moment is all I request”


           
“Fine, fine” he replied.  “But just for a moment.”


           
I stepped further into the room and pulled up a chair close to the
Cardinal.  Quickly surveying the room, I could tell that
Michelle was still angry, the Father was concerned, the PR men were
confused and the security men were more nervous than ever.


           
“Alone?” I said to the Cardinal in a soft and gentle tone of
voice.


           
“Well…” he thought for a moment.  “Alone” he said
finally. 

Then, waving for everyone in the room to leave, he
continued.  “Leave us.  But don’t go too far.”


           
The prior expressions of everyone in the room seemed to intensify
as the Cardinal made his decision.  Michelle especially seemed
like she was about ready to burst.


           
“We’ll be right here if you need us your Eminence” one of the
security guards called back as he set himself up in the threshold
to the room.


           
“It’s fine, it’s fine.”, the Cardinal replied.


           
As soon as everyone finished clearing out, and I was finally alone
with the Cardinal, I began to
speak.           

“Thank you for your time” I said.  “I’m honored to meet
you.”


           
Dismissing my pleasantries the Cardinal got right to the
point.  “So what exactly do you have to say to me?”


           
I sat with him there in that room for nearly twenty minutes. 
He asked a lot of questions and, unlike Michelle, he seemed to be
asking them with sincere interest and a genuine concern for the
well being of the church and it’s parishioners.  I respected
that greatly and did my best to answer each and every one of them
as best I could.  Michelle’s questions had come from a place
full of fear and hatred.  The Cardinal seemed to have none of
that.  The conversation was very pleasant.


           
“He’s not strangling you in there, is he?” Michelle called into the
room after a long while.  Her discontent with the situation
was apparently growing.


           
“Michelle!” the Cardinal barked back, then promptly returned to the
conversation at hand.


           
“I’ll allow you to speak tonight, but only if you promise to adhere
strictly to the following conditions.  One.  You in no
way are to present yourself as a spokesperson or representative of
the church.  Two.  You are to make it clear to everyone
in attendance that the meeting is being held in the church only
because it is a convenient and comfortable location, and that your
presence within it in no way represents the church’s direct or
tacit supports of anything you may have to say within it.  And
three, you will put your hands on no one.  Absolutely no one
while you are there.”


           
 The Cardinal spoke with a level of authority and intelligence
that would have been hard to argue with, even if I had chosen to do
so.  I did not though.  There was no reason to.  His
requests were quite reasonable and I was more than pleased to have
born witness to, if not been the facilitator of, his having a
change of heart.  All it took was a little bit of faith on his
part, and the next step in my very important journey was about to
be taken.










Chapter 10

 


 

 


           
When the day had begun, Cardinal John Bilio had certain
expectations about how it would go.  He was expecting to show
up at the house of Father Nathaniel Montgomery where he would be
received reverently and would then speak authoritatively on the
matter of the article which he just read in the newspaper. 
For the first part of the day at least, reality was matching his
expectations almost exactly.  The Cardinal was speaking, the
Father was listening and all was going according to plan.


           
“I refuse to allow the newspapers, or any other media outlet for
that matter, to make a mockery of any one of my churches” the
Cardinal was saying to Father Montgomery.  “The clean
reputation of the Roman Catholic Church in these parts is my
responsibility, and I will not let you sully it by allowing some
stranger to conduct meetings within the walls of St. Eulalia’s,
especially” he continued “if that stranger is one who is prone to
violence.” 

The Father wanted desperately to defend both himself and James,
but upon his arrival, the Cardinal had made it quite clear that he
did not come here today to listen to any rebuttals.  All the
Father could do was listen.


           
“What were you thinking?” The Cardinal asked but left no time for a
response.  “I’ll tell you what you were thinking” he
said.  “You weren’t.  You just weren’t thinking, and
that’s why I’ve had to bring these two men with me here today,
Nathaniel.  They apparently have to do your thinking for
you.”

As the Cardinal began making his introductions of Edenborough
and Price, his tone was becoming both definitive and
aggravated. 

“Mr. Edenborough,” he said.  “has a plan he believes just
might be able to help salvage this situation and, God help both he
and you, it better work.”


           
At this, Mr. Edenborough opened up the large briefcase he had taken
from Michelle and laid it flat on the floor in front of him. 
One half of it was stuffed with electronic equipment including two
digital cameras, an audio recorder, a small handheld video camera
and a very small  laptop computer.  The rest of the
briefcase was stuffed with newspaper clippings and magazine
articles that Mr. Edenborough went on to explain were full of
stories about misguided souls that had been taken in by various
churches around the country and brought back to God.


           
“This is the kind of story I’d like to run with for your new
friend, Nathaniel”, Mr. Edenborough said as he picked up one of the
newspaper clippings and brought it across the room to Father
Montgomery.  “It’s a story about a man who claimed he had
descended from heaven to rid the world of non-conformists.  He
spent weeks wandering the streets of Boston screaming at the top of
his lungs that those who did not conform or fit into society should
not have the privilege of walking amongst the rest of us.  He
was offering what he referred to as, salvation, until eventually a
Priest in the area by the name of Father O’Hurley took him
in.  Father O’Hurley helped the man to find the proper medical
attention he so desperately needed and after some time, when the
man was released from his medical care, Father O’Hurley took him in
once again and given a job at the church doing maintenance and
other such odd jobs.  I think we can do something very similar
to this with your friend James, Nathaniel.”


           
Edenborough finished up his little dissertation with a big smile on
his face.  He was obviously quite proud of his plan and was
looking to the Cardinal for some sign of approval. 


           
“I like it” Cardinal Bilio said. 

Father Montgomery however was mortified.  He was trying
desperately to fight the urge he was feeling to scream out loud
about how ridiculous this whole thing was.  The only thing
that kept his outburst from happening at first was the fact that he
had no idea where to begin with it.  Should he first point out
the lunacy of comparing this homeless man from Boston with James,
or would he rather begin by explaining why it was them and not
James who needed the kind of medical attention that they were
suggesting.  He was struggling to determine which argument to
bring forth first when the doorbell rang and interrupted his
already cluttered train of thought.  He turned to the foyer to
see Sarah letting herself into the house.


           
“This must be the girl” Cardinal Bilio said as Sarah entered the
room.  “His first female victim.  I believe Mr.
Edenborough has a plan for you too.  Why don’t you have a
seat.”


           
Confused, Sarah did what the Cardinal told her to and took a seat
near Father Montgomery.  Once she was seated, Mr. Edenborough
continued to elaborate on his plan of “reclamation” and explained
how the “damage control could actually be implemented in a rather
simple way.”  He explained that Michelle DeFouter, the woman
who was now in the kitchen with James, had been brought along to do
an informal evaluation of James.  Edenborough told them that
at this very moment, she was trying to figure out why it is that
James claimed to be the Son of God.  He said that soon, she
would hopefully be able to recommend some form of treatment for
him.


           
Michelle was an extremely intelligent woman who held degrees in
clinical psychology, theology and business.  She was a devout
Catholic and a loyal employee and former parishioner of then Father
John Bilio.  She had been in the employ of the Roman Catholic
Church ever since the age of eighteen.  At that age, she was
working only part time for the church and was going to school the
rest of the time.  Her extensive schooling had been paid for
by the church with no expectations of repayment than her complete
and devout service to the Lord. 

The evaluation she was making today was supposed to prove out
that this alleged Son of God was simply delusional, or at the very
least, confused.  Then plan was then supposed to be for
Michelle to give Father Montgomery instructions on how best to deal
with James as he underwent the proper treatment they were going to
prescribe.


           
“Treatment?” Sarah asked just before a very loud bang was heard to
be coming from the kitchen.


           
“Treatment.” Mr. Edenborough replied ignoring the ruckus. 
“We’re going to put him in the best hospital and in the care of the
best doctor we can possibly find” he said.  “Then, we’ll feed
the story to every paper that will run it saying that the Roman
Catholic Church has spared no expense and will do absolutely
everything and anything it can to help take care of this poor lost
soul.”


           
Hearing James described as a “poor lost soul” was about all that
Sarah and the Father could take.  The two of them were on the
verge of obliterating their silence when Michelle came storming
into the room.


           
“I have all I need from him” she barked as she entered the room and
found herself a seat as close to the Cardinal as she could. 
“All I need and more.”


           
Curiosity and concern were now getting the better of Sarah as she
abandoned her prior plan of screaming at Mr. Edenborough and
instead left the room to find out what had just happened in the
kitchen.  She was gone for only a minute or so until Cardinal
Bilio saw “the poor lost soul” coming his way through the
foyer.  As the strange man approached, Cardinal Bilio
experienced none of the feelings he had been expecting to feel when
confronted by James.  He had ignored him earlier in the foyer
because he had anticipated feeling an intense disgust for him and
did not want to put himself in such a mood so early in the
day.  He had expected even to hate James, as he seemed to the
Cardinal to be a complete desecration of everything he believed
in.   Cardinal Bilio expected to feel just about anything
but what it was that he was actually feeling right now. 

Compassion, intrigue and interest dominated the Cardinal’s
thoughts as James caught his eye.


           
While the two of them were sitting together in their soft, felt
covered, green and brown chairs, the Cardinal began to feel all of
his prior fears and prejudices about James starting to melt
away.  He even began to feel ashamed of what Mr. Edenborough
had said about James and was upset with himself for actually having
agreeing with it.  James’ words were gentle and his tone was
sincere.  The Cardinal could see now why Father Montgomery had
trusted him so very much.  They sat together for only twenty
minutes, yet somewhere in that short period of time, Cardinal Bilio
began to feel his own sort of trust for James; this man who claimed
to be the Son of God.  Such a man should have repulsed someone
in the Cardinal’s position, yet there was nothing repulsive about
him. 

Quite to the contrary, he was almost magnetic.  There was
something in his eyes that helped to plant those first seeds of
trust with the Cardinal.  Those seeds would not yet grow into
the kind of trust that Father Montgomery had for James, but it was
enough to earn him his meeting later that night at St.
Eulalia’s. 

Once the two men finished speaking, they emerged from the
sitting room to find that almost everyone in the house was now
gathered in the foyer save one of the security guards.  The
security guard that was there, had managed to keep everyone at the
far end of the foyer and out of earshot of the Cardinal and James,
so it was very unlikely that any of them could have heard what the
tow of them had been saying.  Michelle continued to look as
irate as ever while the two PR men actually appeared to have calmed
down quite a bit.  Sarah was standing close to the Father with
both her arms wrapped around one of his.  The two of them had
looked quite anxious until the moment that the Cardinal and James
emerged from the sitting room smiling.  Seeing this, Sarah let
go of the Father’s arm and the two of them sighed a collective
breath of relief.

“It was an honor to meet you, your Eminence” James said as he
lead the Cardinal to the door.


           
“A pleasure” the Cardinal replied.  “We’ll see you tonight
then.  I look forward to hearing you speak.”


           
Hearing this, Michelle’s face turned a deeper shade of red than it
had been all morning long; which was saying a lot.  She bit
her tongue though and decided to wait for everyone to leave before
saying anything. 


           
First out the door were Edenborough and Price who each retreated to
their separate cars.  Emerging from the back of the house and
holding two corn muffins, both in just one of his giant hands, was
the security guard that had been missing from the foyer just a few
moments earlier.  He first handed one of the muffins to the
other guard, then walked out door and waited on the landing for the
Cardinal to emerge. 


           
“Goodbye” the Father called as the Cardinal headed out the
door.  “We’ll see you tonight.”


           
Michelle was the only visitor who still remained in the
house.  She’d been waiting for everyone to leave so that she
could say something to James.  Now having the opportunity, she
took two menacing steps towards him and spoke.


           
“I don’t know what you did to him in there, but you’re a fraud and
I’m going to prove it.”


           
“The pleasure was all mine” James replied in a voice loud enough so
that the Cardinal could hear him from outside house on the
walkway.


           
With a scowl on her face and two clenched fists to match, Michelle
finally made her way out the door and towards the car she and the
Cardinal had arrived in.  Stuffing the Father’s muffins into
their mouths, the two security guards opened the rear doors, waited
for Michelle and the Cardinal to get in, then got in the front
seats and drove away.


           
On the car ride back to the Archdiocese, the Cardinal said very
little but it was clear to Michelle that he had been taken in by
this ridiculous stranger.  At first, she had hoped that the
Cardinal allowing him to speak this evening was part of some plan
he had that would expose James as a complete nut-job.  This
thought occurred to her for just a moment and it actually pleased
her.  She imagined James getting up on the pulpit, ranting and
raving for a few minutes until she and the Cardinal had to step up
in front of the whole congregation and remove him from the
dues.  It would be a very public humiliation and one the
church, along with Edenborough and Price, could capitalize on quite
easily.  The problem was, that was not the plan.  There
was no plan and Michelle knew it.  The only plan the Cardinal
had was to let James speak.  She was enraged.  She was
also perplexed and couldn’t fathom how the Cardinal could have had
a rational conversation with someone claiming to be Jesus Christ,
let alone allow him to speak in one of his churches.  Neither
Michelle nor the Cardinal said a word during the whole ride back to
the Archdiocese, yet both knew exactly what the other was
thinking.  It was the first time that any real sort of tension
had ever entered into their very long and professional
relationship.

﻿










Chapter 11

 


 

 


           
By the time Wednesday evening rolled around it was clear that the
calls Sarah and the Father had made yesterday achieved their
intended goal.  Surveying the church, it was easy to see that
word of the special meeting had spread as the number of people
packing the pews was enormous.  It was more than just the
typical parishioners that were in attendance though.  
Many who had read Mr. Whittamore’s article in the paper on Monday
had also heard of this special meeting and were, at the very least,
curious to see what this intriguing character would do having been
given such a stage as this one.


           
The unfamiliar faces in the crowd actually worried Sarah quite a
bit.  She had seen how James and the Father had been handling
the meetings over the past few months; introducing newcomers to
James both slowly and deliberately.  By the time James was
hosting any one of the meetings by himself, those in attendance had
already built up a great deal of trust and respect for him. 
Having so many people in attendance here tonight that were going to
see James for the very first time was completely different from the
way things had been handled in the past.  Would they be ready
for what he was going to say?  Were they prepared for what he
had to offer?  Sarah had her doubts, or at least, her
concerns.  She was in the Father’s office at the church,
thinking about all of this and pacing back and forth, when James
walked in to find her.


           
“Don’t worry”, he said, sensing her apprehension and believing he
knew exactly what was causing it.  “New faces are good. 
I look forward to speaking with them.”

Out in the main hall of the church, Cardinal Bilio and Michelle
DeFauter had arrived just a few moments earlier, escorted by the
Cardinal’s security detail.  Taking a seat in the very first
pew, they were both quickly greeted by Father Montgomery who came
running over to help seat them.

“It’s an honor to have you here tonight” the Father said.

Michelle was scowling and making a show of not acknowledging the
Father, never minding the fact that he wasn’t addressing her
anyway.


           
“Do you know what exactly he’ll be speaking about tonight?” the
Cardinal asked.


           
“Well…” Father Montgomery paused, taking a moment to look over at
Michelle who had just now given up ignoring him and was instead
staring him down.  “not really” he said, a bit embarrassed
that he did know the answer. 


           
The Father wished he had a better reply for Cardinal Bilio than
“not really”, but it’s all he could come up with.  James had
not told the Father what he was going to speak about tonight, and
the Father hadn’t bothered to ask.  He had become so excited
about the fact that the meeting was actually going to happen that
the details of it, like what it was about, hadn’t seemed all that
important to him, until now that is.


           
Cardinal Bilio looked at first to be a bit concerned with this
reply, or lack thereof, but then just smiled.


           
“Well, a book is always better when no one spoils the ending for
you” he finally replied. 


           
Michelle huffed at the Cardinal’s reply.  She had been hoping
against hope that the Cardinal would be upset that Father
Montgomery had no idea what James was going to talk about. 
She thought it would have been great if the Cardinal had said
something like “well I suggest you find out”, or maybe, “you better
pray he says nothing inappropriate.  It’ll cost you your job
if he does.”


           
The Cardinal of course said nothing of the sort.  Michelle had
to settle for his most lenient of warnings, which was more of a
reminder really.

“So long as he remembers what we talked about this morning.”

The Father was relieved and Michelle was upset.  That was
nothing new really, so far as this day had been going. 


           
A few minutes before eight o’clock, none other than Jack

Whittamore came strolling into the church and found himself a
spot in a pew near the back of the room.  He would not be the
only member of the press in attendance tonight.  Soon after he
found his seat and set up his little tape recorder, a bunch of
other media types started coming into the room and doing the same
thing.  Some had little recorders and others had big ones with
shotgun microphones attached.  Still others had video cameras
and cameramen trailing them.


           
James and Sarah had since left the Father’s office and were looking
out at the main hall to see just how many people were going to be
in attendance.  At first impressed by the packed house, James
was then troubled by the amount of media setting up their equipment
in the room.  James sent Sarah to get the Father, who was busy
making his rounds about the parishioners, to convey his dismay
about the press.


           
“We’re not ready for this just yet” James told the Father once
Sarah had finally fetched him.  “I need you to tell them that
they can take all the notes they want, but there will be no
recording tonight.”


           
A look of disappointment shot across the Father’s face.  It
was similar to the one James noticed when he walked away from Mr.
Whittamore’s request for a strangling the other day.  He
didn’t argue the point though.  He simply turned to Sarah and,
with her help, set about getting the crowd’s attention. 
Together, they explained that there would be no recording of the
evening’s processions whatsoever. 


           
“No cameras.  No video recorders.  No tape recorders” the
Father announced.  “This is a house of God, not the Boston
Garden.”

A groan went up in the room from each and every man and woman
holding an electronic device as Sarah began to echo the Father’s
sentiments.


           
“We ask that anyone carrying such devices please leave the church
immediately and return only after putting them in your cars, trucks
or whatever you came in.”


           
Sarah and the Father started making their way up and down the main
aisle of the church in order to start enforcing their rule when
they were joined, much to their surprise, by the Cardinal’s
security guards.


           
“I can’t believe you’re encouraging them like this” Michelle
muttered to the Cardinal soon after he gave the order to his guards
to help Sarah and the Father.


           
“Certainly you don’t think people should be allowed to tape the
proceedings tonight, do you Michelle?” the Cardinal asked.


           
“I don’t see why it would matter” she replied. 


           
The Cardinal looked away seeming to disregard her discontent and
turned his attention to the security guards to make sure they were
doing what they were told.


           
“Them, near the back!” the Cardinal shouted pointing at a group of
reporters near the back of the hall who were trying to hide their
recorders in their coats and under their arms.  “Made sure you
get those fellas!”


           
A few minutes passed and many who had left the church with
equipment came back in carrying not much more than a pen and pad of
paper.  Some did not return at all, yet the church was still
nearly full.  The chatter in the room halted abruptly as James
appeared from an entrance just to the left of the dais.  All
eyes were upon him as he made his way to the pulpit.  The
shoosh that originally came over the crowd when he appeared started
to break with each step he took.

“That’s him” people started to say.  Whispers of “there he
is” and “is he going to talk now?” started flying through the
air. 


           
The whispers became a hum, the hum a full clamor.  Then, the
very moment James took center stage at the pulpit, the room fell
instantly silent. 










Chapter 12

 


 


           
As I waited in the small room just behind the main hall, I was,
quite understandably, more nervous than I’d been before any of my
other meetings.  I was also extremely excited.  My whole
life, I had been carrying around this knowledge, this message, and
finally I was being given an opportunity to share it with so many
people.


           
After walking down the hallway to the edge of the main hall, I
noticed that the room was filling in quite nicely with a lot of
parishioners but there were also a lot of media types in attendance
as well.  I didn’t have a problem with the media being there
per say but I did have reservations about allowing anyone to record
what I was about to say tonight.

At this point, I felt that my message would best be received as
a personal one.  I was sure that something would be lost on
the viewers or listeners if the message were to be transmitted over
a television screen or radio speaker.  I also did not want to
be mistaken for a Jerry Falwell or Pat Robertson type.  Using
the mass media at this early stage would have certainly put me into
their category as one of those money hungry televangelists. 
For now, it would have to stay personal. 


           
I didn’t bother explaining all of my reasons to the Father, but I
did ask for his assistance in clearing the room of recording
devices.  First enlisting Sarah’s help and then being joined
by the Cardinal’s security guards, the Father completed the task
with nothing more than a piteous look that he gave me at
first.  The look he gave me combined with the way he acted
around Jack Whittamore lead me to believe that the Father was
enjoying all this attention and wouldn’t have minded getting a
little bit more. 

Having taken care of all those who were carrying recording
devices and then reseating them, the Father came to tell me that
everything was set to go. 


           
“Thank you” I said then took a deep breath as I started the short
walk out to my destiny.


           
“If anyone has come here tonight to watch me wrap my hands around
someone’s throat, please, go home” I said to the room that fell
silent upon my arrival at the pulpit.  “That is not why I have
asked you all to be here tonight.  If you have come tonight
to  learn the truth and hear my message
…welcome.”          


           
Having addressed the large crowd as such I paused, both allowing
time for anyone wanting to leave to do so, and also giving my heart
some time to stop beating so furiously.  During this little
respite, I caught the eye of the Cardinal who was actually exhaling
a long sigh of relief.  He had trusted me enough to give me
this stage tonight, yet I think he may have been a bit worried as
to what exactly I was going to do with it.  Hearing that there
would be no stranglings tonight seemed to relieve him
greatly. 


           
As I noticed the Cardinal letting out his breath, I also heard a
murmur start to rise up from the crowd.  After announcing that
no one would be strangled tonight, it looked like maybe one hundred
and fifty or so of the one thousand people in attendance started
heading towards the main exit at the back of the church.  The
fact that so many had come here tonight just to see me strangle
someone was not all that surprising.  The fact that none of
the people leaving were the media folks was however a bit of a
surprise.  I guessed that some of them were hoping that my
first statement was a bluff and they were going to stick around to
see if they could call it.  Others I suppose, were here for
the story, no matter what it was going to be. 


           
Once everyone settled down again, I took another few moments to
seek out my most important guests in the crowd.  I took a
second or two to make eye contact with Adam, Lindsay, Marcus, Peter
and of course the Father and Sarah.  Having connected with
each of them, I began to smile as their energy filled me with
strength.  I was now ready to start delivering the message I
had been waiting my whole life to deliver.

I must have begun speaking somewhere around 8:20 and while I
felt like I had enough energy, strength, material and interest from
the crowd to go for on for three full days, I decided to wrap
things up just a little bit before ten o’clock.  The reporters
had been scribbling furiously for the entire duration of my talk
and I could tell that their wrists were just about to give
way.  The other parishioners I felt would need some time to go
home and digest what it was I had laid out for them. 

As I bid them all goodnight, I felt overwhelmed by the love in
the room.  What had started out as a crowd dominated by sheer
curiosity had now become a crowd quite taken in by the message I
brought them; most of them at least.


           
During the entire night I could actually feel the frozen glare of
Michelle DeFouter trying to penetrate my skull.  I did my best
to block it out but was always conscious of it.  She was right
there in the front row next to Cardinal Bilio doing her best to
break my concentration.  There were other doubters in the room
too of course.  Five or six maybe if I had to guess, but it
was Michelle who was by far the darkest of clouds.  This small
amount of negativity however was no match for the amazing and
uplifting spirit that had dominated the evening.  It was an
elegant success.


           
Before retreating from the main hall I decided to spend some time
beside the dais just in front of the hallway leading to the back of
church.  From there, I was able to observe the room for a
while without actually having to be in plain view of everyone
myself.  First and foremost, I saw the Father making a b-line
over to Cardinal Bilio.  He approached him with an
outstretched arm and greeted him with a warm two-handed
handshake.  The two of them seemed to be exchanging a great
many compliments and pleasantries as the Father especially beamed
from ear to ear.  I was warmed to see him so happy.  My
contented feeling however was disturbed momentarily as I felt that
dark gaze being directed at me one again.  Michelle was
standing just to the right of the two men, and while I had not
noticed it at first, she was once again trying to bore a hole in
the side of my head with her stare.  As I finally turned to
catch her eye, she mouthed something to me.  At first, all I
could make out was that it was an “f” word.  Then I realized,
it was “fraud”.  Ignoring her, I reabsorbed myself in the love
that had filled the room.  Enjoying it for just another minute
or so I then turned around and headed down a marble hallway that
lead to the back of the church.  Before I got too far, I heard
footsteps echoing behind me and quickly coming my way. 
Through the faint glow of the electric candles hung high on the
walls I couldn’t quite make out who it was. 


           
“Beautiful” the voice called out.

It was Sarah.  She came closer and I could see that she was
wiping tears from her face. 

“Absolutely beautiful” she repeated


           
She too had obviously been moved by the spirit of the evening and
the tears she wept were ones of joy.  Saying no more to one
another, we walked together out the back of the church and made our
way through the cold night air, across the lawn and to the Father’s
house.  Once inside, Sarah walked ahead of me, turning on the
lights and leading the way to the kitchen.


           
I took a seat at the table as Sarah prepared our favorite winter
night treat, hot chocolate.  She took down the Cadbury cocoa
mix from the bottom shelf and began recounting to me her favorite
parts of the evening.  We went through two cups of cocoa each
and talked for what must have been at least a half an hour when it
finally struck me that the Father had not yet returned home.


           
“Where do you think he is?” Sarah asked.


           
“I assume he’s still back in the church.  Why though is the
better question” I said.


           
Sarah took another minute or two to clean up our cocoa mugs then we
made our way back over to the church.  Just as we suspected,
the Father was still there.  We were however surprised to see
that a good number of parishioners were also still in the church as
well.


           
It looked almost as though the Father was throwing some sort of
after-party of sorts.  He had apparently told people to help
themselves to the refrigerator in the kitchen just behind the main
hall as a large number of them were sipping apple cider and popping
open cans of Coke.  The Father was talking to a group of about
six or seven people when Sarah and I arrived.  From a
distance, we could hear him speaking.


           
“Yes, James and I have known each other for quite some time” he
said. 

Then, spotting me out of the corner of his eye he said “…and
here he is now.”


           
The reason that I’d left the meeting so abruptly in the first place
was because I thought it best that, for this first meeting, those
in attendance spent time discussing what they had just heard
amongst themselves.  I had even suggested to them that they
take some time to reflect inwardly on my message.  It was for
this reason that I was just a bit surprised to see the Father
holding court the way he was.

 “Come on over James” he called out after drawing the
attention of everyone in the room to me and Sarah.


           
“Truly I would love to, Father, but the evening has taken too much
out of me and I really need to sleep” I called back.  “You
could probably do with some rest yourself”


           
I was hoping he’d take the hint.


           
“I’ll be home in just a minute, James” he replied.  “It’s too
bad you took so long to come back.  You just missed
the Cardinal.”


           
“Next time maybe” I said nodding and grinning to both him and the
crowd. 


           
“All right then” he replied.  “See you soon.”


           
Sarah, who looked just as perplexed with the whole situation as I
was, turned and started heading back to the Father’s house with me
but was stricken with a very large yawn.

“I think I need to go get some rest myself” she said.


           
“Not a bad idea” I replied.  “It’s been a very long day.”


           
Sarah gave me a big hug goodnight, then bid the Father adieu as she
made her way out the main door.


           
Nodding goodnight once again to the Father and his crowd, I turned
and walked down the long marble hall to the back of the
church.  Back at the Father’s house I was sitting in the
kitchen nibbling on some mini-marshmallows that Sarah had left out
when she made our hot chocolate.  Finally, after another
twenty minutes or so, I heard the Father come back into the
house.


           
“What an amazing evening, James” he said as he came walking back
into the kitchen.  “Absolutely amazing.”


           
He picked up the bag of mini-marshmallows and threw a few of the
sweet treats into his mouth as he began doing what Sarah had in
recounting his favorite parts of the evening to
me.     

Throughout the whole night, no one looked to be more moved and
more interested than the Father.  During my trip back to the
church afterwards, no one looked to be having a better time than
he.  The Father really did seem to be enjoying himself and all
this attention. 


           
With continuing exuberance, he put down the bag of
mini-marshmallows and began making himself a cup of his own hot
chocolate.

“The Cardinal was so impressed with you, James,” the Father said
while searching for the Cadbury cocoa mix.  “that he suggested
maybe we could even speak at other churches in the area.”


           
“We could huh?” I asked while slightly raising an eyebrow as I said
the word “we”.


           
“He’d of course have to clear it through the church hierarchy, but
I think it would be an amazing honor.  Don’t you?”


           
“It would be an honor” I said  “and it would also be a great
opportunity for us to spread the message.  Don’t you
think?”


           
“Oh of course, of course” he replied while sitting down with his
cup.


           
I was trying my best to impart the importance of the message over
any personal honor that spreading it would bring us, but I don’t
think he was getting the point.


           
“The Cardinal said he’d call me tomorrow morning and let me know if
he’s been able to clear things for us.  The Cardinal!” he said
sounding almost giddy.  “He’s going to call me!”


           
Ignoring the Father’s continued focus on himself and chalking it up
to the fact that he’d never received much personal acclaim in his
career as a Priest, I simply continued the conversation by
saying,  “Even if he doesn’t allow us to speak in other
churches, Father, there are plenty of other ways to spread the
message.  The people that were at the church with us tonight
will surely tell other people who will tell even more people, and
soon, they’ll be coming from all over to hear the message.  If
the word continues to spread as I hope it will, I don’t think it
will matter whether we’re in a church  or in an old abandoned
warehouse.  I’m sure they’ll be able to find us.”


           
I had said this while the Father was in mid-sip of his hot
chocolate.  As soon as I finished, he paused.  His eyes
stayed focused on the rippling dark chocolate colored milk as if he
were scrutinizing it for some reason.


           
“Yes” he finally said while still looking down into the cup. 
“Yes.  They probably would”.


           
He looked up at me for a moment, just long enough to let all the
ripples in his drink settle down, then reached for some more
mini-marshmallows which he dropped into the cup and began sipping
again.










Chapter 13

 


 


           
At seven AM sharp the next morning, Cardinal Bilio, true to his
word, was on the phone with the Vatican in Rome where it was
already one in the afternoon.  After exchanging a few
pleasantries, the Cardinal began getting to his point but was
rudely interrupted.

“I know, I know Cardinal.  Michelle DeFauter has already
told me everything” the voice from Rome said.  “Honestly
Cardinal, I’m a bit surprised that you would have allowed such a
thing to happen.”


           
Taken completely by surprise, the Cardinal had no idea how to
respond.  How had the Vatican already heard of James’ meeting
and why were they so upset about it?

“I…uh,” the Cardinal fumbled for something to say.  “ I uh,
felt that James had something to offer to the parishioners
and-”


           
“and you handed over the pulpit to a complete stranger” the voice
interrupted.


           
“well….yes” the Cardinal replied.  “but if you heard what he
had to say, you’d understand why.”


           
“Well,” the voice replied in a tone indicating there would be no
reprieve from the tongue-lashing.  “Reading from the article
Michelle DeFauter faxed over to me this morning, I’m glad that
all he did was say things.  Honestly Cardinal, you
allowed a man whose been strangling people to hold court at one of
your churches?  I can’t for the life of me figure out what you
were thinking.”


           
“I apologize” the Cardinal said abandoning all hope of trying to
engage the man in a persuasive conversation.  He was at too
much of a disadvantage to argue any sort of point.  For one,
he was taken completely off guard by the fact that Michelle had
already been in touch with Rome.  Secondly, the Cardinal knew
in the back of his mind that he was wrong.  Having spoken to
James at the Father’s house and then having seen him speak at the
church, the Cardinal had indeed fallen slightly awe stricken. 
Now though, reality was slapping Cardinal Bilio right in the face
as he realized what he had done was completely improper and
inappropriate according to the rules and regulations of the
church.  Deciding that retreat and a show of remorse would be
his best course of action for now, the Father continued.

“I’m sorry.  It will never happen again.”


           
“No.  It won’t” the voice replied.  “and Cardinal, I’ve
given Michelle instructions to proceed with the plan your PR men
had proposed.  It’s now more important than ever to get a hold
of this story before it really gets away from us.”


           
The next sound the Cardinal heard was a dial tone, which was
actually fine for now as he had found himself otherwise completely
speechless.  He hung up the phone and sat back in his chair,
staring blankly at the bookshelves on the far wall of his
office.  He scrutinized each one of the books on the shelves
hoping that maybe one of them would tell him what to do next. 
Failing to find an answer on the bindings of his books, he finally
picked up the phone and dialed the extension of Michelle
DeFauter.


           
“Yes your Eminence” she said in a cheerful voice on the other end
of the line.  “I’ll be right there”. 

Michelle actually worked in the office right next to the
Cardinal’s.  Normally, if he wanted to get in touch with her,
he’d just walk over there himself or, sometimes he’d just yell for
her to come over.  Currently though he found himself lacking
in strength to either walk or holler.  Dialing the phone was
about all he could manage.


           
“When did you call the Vatican?” he asked as soon as Michelle
appeared in his doorway.


           
For some reason he expected her to be surprised.  After all,
she had just gone behind his back and called the Vatican without
telling him about it.  She was not surprised though.  She
didn’t even miss a beat before replying.  

“I guess it must have been about three in the morning our
time.”


           
“Why?” he asked exuding every single ounce of puzzlement that was
inside him at the moment.


           
“John,” she began to say in an exceedingly condescending tone of
voice, not to mention, omitting any sort of formal address.
 “I’d hate to see you taken in by this charlatan any more than
you’ve already been.  Your reputation, your very position
within the church could be in jeopardy if you continue such a
relationship with this…this James person.”


           
Michelle, who to this point had still been standing near the
doorway of the Cardinal’s office, now approached his desk and put
her hand on one of the back of one of the guest chairs.


           
The Cardinal sat still as a stone as she approached, then erupted
just as she was about to sit down.

“Michelle!” he barked, taking Michelle quite by
surprise. 

Halfway through her motion to sit down in the chair she jumped
back up at hearing his voice.  It took her just a moment to
recompose herself as she first tugged at her blouse in a redundant
effort to straighten it out then once again moved to sit down in
the chair directly across from him.


           
The Cardinal’s first instinct had been to lash out at Michelle and
castigate her for usurping the traditional chain of command and
going over his head directly to the Vatican.  Known more for
being a wise man than a rash one though, he stopped short of
continuing any such rant and continued more calmly.


           
“Michelle,” he said in a softer and more calm tone of voice. 
“I wish you had come to me with this first before calling
Rome.”


           
“I tried to your Lordship” she replied still maintaining a slightly
condescending tone of voice.  “But you weren’t listening to me
and, thinking the situation dire, I felt that I had to do something
to shock you back to
reality.”        


           
“Well you’ve certainly shocked me” the Cardinal replied while
rolling his eyes.  “I’ll give you that much at least.”


           
“I only wanted to look out for you, Cardinal” Michelle replied
taking on a softer, more sincere tone of voice.  “You’ve
worked so hard to get to where you are now that I couldn’t bare the
thought of you losing it all because of all this nonsense.  I
don’t know what that man said to you at Father Montgomery’s to make
you think otherwise, but I know that in your heart of hearts, you
realize that allowing him to speak at the church was wrong.”


           
“Ok Michelle” the Cardinal said in a tone that made it seem like he
would have rather said “OK I get the point now shut
up.”  

Either way, she took his meaning and allowed him to respond.

“I guess I just need some time to think” he said after a moment
of pondering the wood grain of his desk and running his left hand
over the top of his grey hair.  “I just need some time to
think” he said again then used his left hand to wave Michelle
off. 

“Please don’t be angry with me your Eminence” she said as if
pleading forgiveness.  “I only wanted what was best for
you.  I’m sorry I called the Vatican and-”


           
“Please,” the Cardinal said interrupting her as he repeated his
hand gesture that told her to leave.  ‘I have to think.”


           
Taking his meaning, Michelle retreated from the room but tried
desperately to catch the Cardinal’s eye as he left.  He
refused to look up though.  His eyes remained focused on his
desk as he waved her off yet again. 

Michelle backed out of his office and retreated to hers as he
ran both of his fingers through his hair while still looking
down.  Now alone in his office, the Cardinal spun around in
his swivel chair to find himself looking right at the nativity
painting he had hung on the wall behind his desk.  Staring at
it, contemplating it, he thought for a very long time before
picking up the phone to call Father Montgomery.


           
“No” he said to the anxious Priest who had been awaiting this phone
call since well before sun-up this morning.  “I don’t think it
will be possible to have James speak at any other churches right
now, Nathaniel”


           
“Why not?” the Father replied echoing the very same level of
confusion that Cardinal Bilio had experienced on the phone with the
Vatican not too long ago.


           
“It’s just not proper” the Cardinal replied.  

While staring at the painting in his office, Cardinal Bilio had
managed to reconcile some things in his mind.  He decided that
it was indeed improper to allow a man not of the cloth to speak as
James had at any of his churches.  He knew the rules of the
church and respected it’s hierarchy.  It was for this reason
that he had to deny James the pulpit at any more of his
churches. 

The Cardinal did believe however that James was indeed a very
good man.  Regardless of Michelle’s opinion or what those in
the press were saying about him, the Cardinal could see it in his
eyes.  James was  sincere as well as engaging.  His
words last night seemed inspired if not wholly divine.  It was
for these reasons that the Cardinal decided that he would not
subject James to the public relations  “treatment” that
the

Vatican commanded.  The Cardinal realized of course that
this was going to be a very difficult tight rope for him to
walk.  So difficult in fact that he knew he would not be able
to walk it for very long.  He only hoped that he could stay on
it long enough for James to make an even bigger impression on
people than he already had.  If James could reach enough
people, and do so with as much conviction as he had done last
night, then maybe the Vatican would have no choice but to
listen. 


           
Continuing his explanation to Father Montgomery, the Cardinal said,
“According to the doctrine of the Roman Catholic Church and the
Vatican, it’s just not proper for me to allow James to speak at any
other churches.  However,” the Cardinal began to say in a tone
that seemed very different from everything else he had said to this
point.  “I want you to listen to me very carefully,
Nathaniel.  I would like to afford James the opportunity to
continue speaking.  More than that, I would like to afford
more people in the community the opportunity to hear him
speak.  That’s why I’d like to work with you on something I’m
sure the Vatican might not exactly approve of.”


           
Cardinal Bilio spoke as softly as he could so that no one in the
halls of the Archdiocese could possibly hear him.  The plan he
began to lay out for Father Montgomery was one of a far more
clandestine nature than the Father had been expecting or hoping to
hear.  Father Montgomery had actually been hoping to, as he
had put it in his own mind, maximize his association with James to
possibly further his position within the church.  First and
foremost in his motives were to help James spread his message and
thereby better the world, but if in doing so he were also able to
help himself a little bit, the Father saw nothing wrong with
that.  Realizing however that he would not be able to do both
of these things at this particular time, he dedicated himself to
accomplishing at least one of the goals; that being to help
James. 

The Cardinal’s plan, as Father Montgomery understood it,
consisted of Sarah, James and the Father holding more meeting
within the confines of St. Eulalia’s.  The meetings would all
have to be informal, as the Cardinal could no longer openly condone
them.  They would also have to be small and held only at times
that did not conflict with any other mass or service at the
church.  Finally, the meetings could not be promoted in any
church publication or on any church bulletin board.  The only
way to promote them would be through word of mouth.  Mum, as
they say, would have to be the word.

The Cardinal went on to explain that he would do his best to try
and hold off his PR men for as long as possible.  The idea, as
it occurred to him earlier, was to buy James the amount of time he
would need to build up a solid and outstanding reputation within
the community.  If he were able to do this, the Cardinal was
sure that the Vatican would have no reason, nor any footing, to try
and tarnish him as they wanted to do right now.  

It was a plan that on many different levels Father Montgomery
was reluctant to follow.  He had always been very loyal to the
church.  With only the very rare exception had he ever made
waves and never been had he ever been the proverbial squeaky
wheel.  To undertake in something so off the beaten path as
this was far from his nature.  Having experienced what he had
with James though, the Father knew this was something he had to
do.  He had to make it work. 

The Cardinal finished outlining his plan and asked if the Father
had any questions.  Having none at this time, he said nothing
more and the two of them hung up.  Setting aside his
disappointment at having to help James in such a surreptitious way,
the Father turned his thoughts to what good he was going to be able
to accomplish.  Helping James would be the greatest and most
important thing he had ever done.   He knew who James was
and now he knew his mission: to help spread the message no matter
who the foe or what the obstacles. 

While thinking about how he was going to break the news to
James, another thought occurred to Father Montgomery that troubled
him quite a bit.  He remembered talking to James last night
after the meeting and hearing him say something about it not
mattering weather they held the meetings in churches or old
abandoned warehouses.  The suggestion had troubled him the
first time he heard it, but now it worried him even more as it
seemed more likely that it could be an option. True the Father had
set aside some of his personal reasons for helping James, but he
was not going to lose him to warehouses or anything else for that
matter.  He made up his mind that he had to convince James
that the only effective way to get people to listen to him would be
through the churches.  Granted, he would not have the full
backing of the church’s hierarchy, but simply being within the
walls of a church would help in lending some credence and
credibility to his words.  James was a wise man in many ways,
but he also seemed to rely on the Father for a great deal of
advice.  It was for this reason that Father Montgomery
believed he would be able to convince James to stay at St.
Eulalia’s; to stay with him. 










Chapter 14

 


 


           
The Father broke the news to me as if it were the end of the
world.  He actually tap danced around it for quite some time
before finally being able to tell me straight out what it was that
the Cardinal had just relayed to him. 


           
“It’s o-kay” I said, trying to reassure him with my calm demeanor
and sure tone of voice.


           
“It’s not o-kay” he replied, obviously still quite agitated. 
“For over two thousand years people have been waiting for your
return.  They’ve been waiting to hear your words and learn
from your teachings.  Now, here you are, and what does the
very institution that claims to hold your teachings sacred
do?  Shun you.  That’s what they do.  They shun you
and want to get you some proper treatment.  Unbelievable!”


           
It was clear to me that the Father had forgotten that just over six
months ago, he too had viewed me as no more than a wandering,
misdirected young man.  It took an extraordinary vision and
months of listening for him to even begin to understand who I was
and why I was here. 

That aside, I had thought that the possibility of actually being
allowed to speak at other churches was a remote one at best. 
The Roman Catholic Church was rigid, as are all churches I
suppose.  I hadn’t assumed for even one minute that they would
be very keen on the idea of letting some “stranger” preach on their
pulpit with any regularity.  The fact that Cardinal Bilio had
allowed it to happen last night seemed to be a mini-miracle unto
itself. 


           
“Father, we don’t need the churches to spread the message you
know.  All we need are the people.”


           
“Yes” he said “and no.  Yes we do need the people and no we
can’t do it without the church.”


           
His contradictory and confusing grammar not withstanding, I
believed I took his meaning, but still I had to ask, “what?”


           
“Two thousand years ago it was easy to get people to listen to
you.  The institutions and beliefs were not so rigid and
ingrained as they are today.  If you had something good to
say, people would listen.  Now, these days, you need to work
within the framework of something the people already trust and
believe in.  You’ve experienced this yourself, James. 
How many years has it been that you’ve had to stay completely
silent about who you are and what it is you’ve had to say? 
All that time no one believed you.  No one would listen. 
Then finally, you met me, and I gave you my church as a
forum.  Then, and only then did people start to listen.”


           
The Father delivered this speech as if he’d practiced it a great
many times in front of a mirror.  His arms were waving and his
expressions seemed choreographed quite perfectly to the
words.  He delivered it with such conviction and with such
theater that I almost forgot to actually listen to the words. 
After taking a moment to absorb what it was he had just said
though, I did reply. 


           
“You’re right”

The Father had left out the fact that it was not his church
alone that had brought credence to my message, but rather, it was
the gift of my visions that had set the whole thing in
motion.  That point also not withstanding, the Father did have
a good point.  Seeing the way that the reporter Jack
Whittamore had treated me, and knowing the way the world was today,
I knew that just going out the streets and preaching in warehouses
was not going to cut it.  The church did lend a great deal of
credibility to my words. I thought this all over and said
again,

“You’re right.”


           
He looked shocked to hear my response; as if he’d been expecting to
get more of an argument from me on the matter.  His initial
expression of shock wore off though, and what took over actually
seemed to look something like disappointment.  If I had to
guess, I would say that maybe he had another great speech prepared
that he was ready to use, but now had no cause to use it.  I
smiled, he just asked “So what do we do now?”


           
The Father, having recovered from his brief disappointment, went on
to tell me about the Cardinal’s plan whereby I would be allowed to
speak within the walls of St. Eulalia’s but not to such a large
group as the one we had had here last night.  That part of the
plan did actually disappoint me a great deal.  Speaking to a
larger group was not only a faster and more effective way to spread
the message, but it was also a great deal easier.  Looking out
into the audience and seeing so many eager faces, anchored by the
faith exuded from the ones I had touched, gave me so much
strength.  Every time I would look upon a smaller group, I
felt as if I were fighting a small battle; the battle against
disbelief and hundreds of years of contradictory teachings.  I
was about to relay my disappointment when the doorbell rang. 
The front door opened and Sarah came walking in.


           
“What an amazing night” she said looking more exuberant than I had
seen her in quite some time. 


           
“The Cardinal was very impressed” the Father said in response.


           
“No…I mean yes” Sarah fumbled.  “Yes it was an amazing evening
you put on last night James, but after I left the church…that was
amazing too.”


           
“What happened?” I asked.


           
“Well, after I left the church, I saw that there were still a ton
of people gathered in the parking lot.  They were all talking
about how amazing they felt and how much they’d learned. 
Then, as I went to pass by them, one of them stopped me.  He
was like, you’re Sarah right?  He was this really nice guy,
and at first I was talking just to him, then a whole bunch of other
people came over and everyone was so interested and they were all
so nice.”


           
“What were they interested in?” I asked.


           
“Well, you mostly, James.  They were asking what you were
like, how long I’d known you for and a bunch of ‘em wanted to know
what it was like when you strang-” she stopped herself.  “what
it was like when I saw the visions you showed me.”


           
“What did you tell them?” I asked.


           
“Well, you know, it’s hard to describe the visions but I did the
best I could.  Everyone was so nice and so interested
though.  Oh, and you wanna hear the funny thing?” she asked
with wide eyes anticipating our positive response.


           
“Sure” I replied.


           
“All those guys that had come into the church with cameras and
stuff, got them out of their cars and were taking all sorts of
pictures of the church and me and stuff.  Of me!  It was
silly but it was fun.”


           
Sarah, having worked herself up a great deal while recanting the
story to us, now looked like she needed to catch her breath. 
She took off her coat, hat and mittens, tossed them on the bench in
the foyer then walked into the sitting room where she flopped
herself down on the couch. 


           
“Whew” she said looking quite exasperated.


           
The Father and I were silent.  We took turns exchanging
confused glances with one another and then looking over at Sarah
trying to figure out exactly how to respond.


           
“Pictures huh?” I asked after a long period of silent
befuddlement. 


           
“Tons of ‘em!” she exclaimed still out of breath and throwing her
hands up in the air.


           
“Oh goodness” the Father muttered, although, I think if he were
prone to profanity “goodness” might have come out as a much shorter
word that began with an “s”.


           
The fact that people were taking pictures of Sarah and the church
wasn’t a big deal unto itself.  What was worrying the Father
and I was the articles that were sure to be accompanying these
pictures in the papers. 

  “What kind of a man, after hearing what it was you had to
say, goes out to the parking lot and starts snapping pictures of
Sarah and the church?” the Father asked rhetorically.  “I’ll
tell you what kind of man.  One looking for a story.  One
looking to make headlines just like Jack Whittamore did.”


           
Hearing this, Sarah’s mood quickly turned from one of one of glee
to one of deep concern.


           
“No, no it wasn’t like that” she said.  “I mean…I don’t think
it was.  I think they were just genuinely interested and
excited.”


           
“Perhaps” the Father said.  “I guess we’ll just have to keep
an eye on the papers to find out.”


           
Sarah stood up from the couch and in doing so left every bit of
excitement she had come into the house with there upon it. 
Her grand smile turned to two timid lips and her once joyous eyes
now looked as if they were asking forgiveness.


           
“I’m sorry, James” she said.  “I just got so wrapped up in all
the attention.  I guess I wasn’t thinking.”


           
“It’s o-kay Sarah” I said.  “Perhaps the Father and I
shouldn’t be so cynical.  The media’s not all
bad.  I’m sure something good will come of this.”


           
I said these words not just to reassure Sarah, but also because I
believed, or maybe just hoped, that they would be true. 


           
“I’m going out” the Father said to us as he opened the door to the
coatroom that was under the stairs and retrieved his long black
coat.  “I’ll go get some newspapers and see what it is that
the Jack Whittamore’s of the world have written about us.”










Chapter 15

 


 

 

Son of Who?

 

Holy Moly

 

A Truly Blessed Event

 

Who’s Your Daddy?

 

A Trick in the Oldest
Book

 

He’s Baaaaack

 

 


           
Most of the headlines in the papers that the Father brought back
were sensational, to say the least.  Unfortunately, most of
the stories that followed those headlines were also sensationalized
exaggerations of the truth.  I was now able to say with a
great deal of certainty that most of the media types in the
audience last night were not there for any other reason but to get
a story, and while I was hoping that some of them would actually
hear my words and possibly even be touched by them, for the most
part, that hope was proving to have been a futile one.  Sarah
did however manage to find one bright light in this otherwise dark
cloud of negative news.

“Look,” she said while scanning one of the papers.  “This
one says: no matter who he really is, his words were divine…a
message you absolutely must hear.”


           
“Yeah,” the Father replied “but this one says- He’s better fit
for a padded room than a house of God, or, as he called it- Daddy’s
house.”


           
“I never said that!” I started.


           
“No, but that’s never stopped them from printing anything before”
the Father replied. 


           
We sat in the sitting room scanning through the papers for a few
minutes until we were interrupted by the phone ringing.


           
Reaching for the cordless phone sitting atop one of the end tables
next to the couch, Sarah picked it up and answered.

“Hello…Well um…he’s not available right now.  May I take a
message?”


           
“Who is it?” I asked.


           
“Yes this is Sarah.” She continued, ignoring my question. 
“Well I…I…”


           
“Who is it?” the Father asked in a voice louder than I just
had.


           
“It’s Howie Carr’s producer”


           
“The radio talk show host?” the Father asked.


           
“She wants to know if I can go on the air with Howie to talk about
James.”


           
“No!” the Father said authoritatively, walking over to Sarah,
taking the phone out of her hand and slamming it down onto it’s
base.  “We’re not giving interviews right now.”


           
“I know, I know” Sarah sheepishly replied.  “I wasn’t actually
going to go on with him, I just didn’t want to be so…rude.”


           
The Father picked the phone back up, pressed the ON button, then
set it back down on the arm of the couch.


           
“There” he said.  “Now you don’t have to worry about being
rude”. 


           
Just before the phone had rang, I was scanning through the article
written by none other than Jack Whittamore. 


           
“Look at this” I said, reading from the article.  “…an
anonymous source from the Archdiocese who attended the meeting last
night said that Father Nathaniel Montgomery had been, without the
knowledge of anyone at the Archdiocese, for several months allowing
James to hold court in his church.  It was only through some
form of coercion that James had forced the Cardinal to allow him to
speak at St. Eulalia’s on Wednesday night… As soon as the
Archdiocese believes that the Cardinal is safe, James will be dealt
with and given the proper treatment that someone as delusional as
himself requires.”


           
“Michelle” Sarah said with a scowl.


           
All three of us had our lips pursed, ready to let loose some vile
name to better describe her with but it was Father Montgomery spoke
first.


           
“Boy…that’s not good.”


           
“No it’s not” I concurred.


           
It was now more clear than ever before that this really was going
to be a battle.  I had honestly hoped that it would not turn
out this way, but apparently it was unavoidable.  I would not
go so far as to call this a battle between good and evil, but
rather, a battle between good and the uninformed.


           
Last night I had spoken to approximately 850 people. 
Accounting for the press, who apparently were just there for the
story and also accounting for the small amount of doubters that I
sensed in the room, I guessed that I had probably reached about 800
people.  Even if each and every one of those people told
someone who told someone else about how uplifting and enlightening
their experience was, I don’t think that number would match up to
the amount of people reached by the combined circulation of the
newspapers that we were currently holding in our hands.  If I
was going to be able to maintain any amount of credibility, we were
clearly going to have to step up our efforts.  We couldn’t
continue to allow the press to stomp all over me like this.


           
“How stead fast was the Cardinal about not allowing me to address
large groups within the church?” I asked the Father.


           
“He was pretty adamant about it, and don’t start thinking again
about taking your message to the streets.  If you start
roaming around town trying to rally up support now, you’ll end up
looking like the loony bird they’re trying to make you out to
be.  Now more than ever you need to be allied with the church,
or at the very least with me and St. Eulalia’s”


           
It was clear that my options were, at best, very limited right
now.  I was afraid that all I would be able to do in response
to these terrible newspaper articles was to follow the Cardinal’s
plan and speak to people only in very small groups.  I knew
that this would not be enough though.  For every one person I
spoke to and touched the heart of in a meeting, another thousand
newspaper readers and talk show listeners would hear about that
crazy man at St. Eulalia’s church claiming to be the Son of
God.  I needed to do more.  The only question now was,
what?










Chapter 16

 


 


           
On Thursday morning February the ninth, I awoke to a
revelation.  As I had reckoned the day before, we indeed had
found ourselves in the midst of a battle.  My opponent in this
battle had heretofore been faceless and nameless, revealing itself
only as doubt that had prevented me from coming forth.  Now
though, a monolithic institution incapable of change or compromise
was standing in the way of progress, as such institutions always
do.  Along with that were people like Michelle DeFauter and
Jack Whittamore who refused to see the truth even when it was
standing here right in front of them.  Seeing now who it was
that I was up against, my path became more clear than ever
before.

  The first part of my revelation was a realization that I
was is a battle I could not win; unless of course something
changed.  The second part of the revelation had to do with
that change and how to bring it about.


           
I rose from my bed and went down to the second floor to wake Father
Montgomery.  Seeing that his bedroom door was already ajar and
that he was not within, I made my way downstairs where I found him
in his office. 


           
“Call Sarah” I said to him getting straight to business.  “I
have something I need to discuss with the two of you.”


           
The Father looked to have been lost in thought when I came into the
room.  He was sitting at his desk but facing a blank wall on
the side of the room.  It looked as though he had started to
get dressed earlier in the morning but then abandoned the
endeavor.  He had on his slacks and dress socks, but wore no
shoes and had no belt on.  He was also wearing a sleeveless
white t-shirt but had no collared shirt over that.  The
ensemble was finished off by a long blue bathrobe which I had never
seen him wear outside of his bedroom or the bathroom
before. 

Disheveled and distant, my request to call Sarah seemed to bring
him back to Earth.


           
“Absolutely” he said shaking his head as if to snap out of his
fog.  “Right away.”


           
I went back up to my bedroom where I changed from my nightwear into
slacks and a shirt.  I sat on my bed trying to plan out
exactly what it was I needed to say to Sarah and the Father. 
About a half an hour later, I heard the doorbell ring. 


           
“Hello?” I heard Sarah call from two floors down.


           
“I’ll meet you in the sitting room” I called over the banister and
down to the foyer.  “The Father is in his office.”


           
Gathering my thoughts and then tying my shoes, I made my way down
the creaky stairs to find Sarah and the Father both waiting for me
in the sitting room.


           
Looking much more awake and alert than he had a half hour earlier,
the Father was first with a question.


           
“What’s going on?”


           
He asked the question before I could even get all the way down the
stairs.  I waited until I actually was in the sitting room
before giving my response.

“I know this is a question I’ve asked of the two of you before,
but I need to know once again.  Do the two of you trust me
completely?”


           
Without hesitation both the Father and Sarah nodded almost in
unison and said “yes”.


           
“Do you believe as I do that spreading the message I carry is of
utmost importance?” I asked.


           
“Absolutely” the Father replied as Sarah nodded n agreement.


           
“Well, in order to do so I believe that we’ll have to go about
things in a slightly different way.  I think what we have to
do is, as they say, take things to the next level.”


           
“What do you mean?” Sarah asked.


           
“I’ll explain” was my reply.


           
For the next twenty minutes I laid out for Sarah and the Father
what it was that had been revealed to me in my sleep.  Just
being who I was and knowing what I knew was not going to be
enough.  This was a modern world full of modern doubts,
prejudice and contrarian beliefs.  In order to engage this
world completely, I was going to have to enlist far more aid than I
already had from Sarah and Father Montgomery. 

The Cardinal was not fighting us, but we did not have his full
support either.  If people like Michelle were going to be
using the media to attack our cause, we needed to find a way to
fight back, or at least to defend ourselves.


           
I told the two of them that we would need to ask for more from
people like Adam, Lindsay, Marcus and Peter than just their
faith.  We needed them to take an active role in helping to
spread the message.  As a political consultant, Adam had many
connections in the media.  Lindsay was a legal assistant whose
knowledge of the law could come in quite handy.  Peter was an
accountant and Marcus was a financial advisor.  Their talents
would come into play as I was now sure that we would need more than
just a group of loyal supporters; we would need an actual
organization. 

We needed structure.  We needed goals and the means to
achieve them.  That meant that we would also need money.


           
I think the plan I laid out for Sarah and the Father went well
beyond anything they were expecting to hear me say.  Both of
them sat silently on the couch, the Father looking contemplative
and introspective while Sarah sat, mouth agape, looking as if she
were playing back in her mind what it was I had just said.


           
“What do you think?” I asked looking first at Father
Montgomery.


           
“I think…” he paused.  “I think it’s what we have to do.”


           
“Good” I replied, then turned my attention to Sarah.  “I’d
like you to get Adam, Lindsay, Marcus and Peter on the phone if you
could please.  Tell them I’d like to meet with them this
evening here at the house.”


           
Sarah nodded and asked if she should start making the calls right
now.


           
I told her “yes” and she retreated to the Father’s study.


           
“What should I do?” the Father
asked.           

“I need you to be in the church today, Father, to start looking
for friends.”


           
“Friends?” he asked.


           
“Two types of people are going to come to the church today” I
said.  “The first kind will be those looking to find out what
they can about that crazy story they just read in the
papers.  The other kind will be those who are genuinely
interested in learning more about my message.  That type of
visitor will be someone who either came to the meeting on Wednesday
night, was referred by someone who was at the meeting, or, by some
miracle, is someone actually capable of reading through the lies
and exaggerations of the media to see the truth.  I need you
to discern the two, turn away the former type of visitor and
welcome the latter.  Once we have enough people who are truly
interested in learning more, I’d like you to start organizing them
into small meeting groups as soon as possible.”


           
I hoped to start conducting these meetings sooner rather than later
for two reasons.  One was that I needed to spread my message
as quickly as I could in order to combat the tide of negative press
I was currently getting.  The other reason was to see if I
could find within these groups, people that might be willing to
help me in going forward.  I would need to find people of
faith.  I would need devoted people, ones not afraid to make a
commitment to something they believed in.  I knew that showing
people the visions was the surest and quickest way to make them
believe and I knew that was going to have to be part of the
plan.    


           
The revelation I had last night was very clear.  I needed more
structure.  I needed an organization.  Such a world as
this one would not listen to just one man unless he had a whole
machine behind him.  The Father was right.  I couldn’t
just wander the streets and start speaking at any old location that
would have me.  I needed to turn my message into an
institution.  That was the only thing that people would
trust. 


           
“I apologize if everything seems to be happening so fast,
Father.  I realize that I may be putting you in a rather
precarious position with the church, but your help means everything
to me right now.  You were right when you said that nothing
was happening for me until I met you, and now more than ever, I
need your help.  Together I think we can make this
happen.”


           
The last part of what I said was meant to be sort of a pep talk for
the Father.  I was pretty sure it was going to work and was
thereby somewhat surprised when he did not respond.


           
“Father” I said, trying to get his attention.


           
“….yes” he said. 


           
I think the sheer scope and magnitude of my plan had taken him a
bit by surprise.  He looked now almost as distant as he had
when I found him in his study this morning.


           
“What do you think?” I asked him.


           
He stared blankly at me for a second, then finally replied.


           
‘You’re right.  You’re absolutely right  I’ll head over
to the church right away.”


           
With that, the Father stood up and started walking towards the
front door of the house.  

 “Father” I called to him.

“Yes”

“I need you at the church today but… it might be best if you
were there fully dressed”

He stopped short of the front door then looked down at himself
to see he was still wearing that half-an-outfit he had been wearing
all morning long.  He smiled, shook his head, then turned
around and headed up the old wooden staircase.










Chapter 17

 


 

Six days and twenty hours after Cardinal Bilio had last spoken
with the Vatican, his telephone rang.  It was now Wednesday
February the fifteenth, a little past three in the morning and the
Cardinal was waken from a very deep sleep by a phone call from
Rome.

“I’ve been keeping an eye on your situation Cardinal, and it
does not look to me like you have things under control.”


           
The Cardinal was still in bed, tucked tightly beneath four layers
of covers and a big goose down comforter.  He would have
replied, had he the faculties to do so, but sleep was still getting
the better of him.  All he could do was listen.

“Not only have you failed to begin implementing the plan that
you were supposed to with your PR men, but now I’m reading stories
in complete contradiction to what I should be seeing.  What
are you doing over there John?”

The Cardinal had been preparing himself for the eventuality of
this phone call all week long.  He had hoped that he would be
ready for it when it came.  At 3:06 in the morning though, all
of his excuses and reasons why were somewhere else, and not in his
mind.  Still, he did his best to form a response.

“I explained to Father Montgomery-” he began to say then cleared
his throat.  “that he was not to allow James to speak in his
church any longer.  To my knowledge, I mean, as far as I know,
he has not gone against me.”

“Well he’s speaking somewhere John, and whether it’s in the
church, in Nathaniel’s house or on a fire hydrant in the middle of
downtown, I want it stopped.  People all over your area know
that this ridiculous man has had, or still has, a relationship with
one of your churches…and, he’s claiming to be Jesus
Christ!” 

The voice on the other end of the line had been growing with
anger and intensity throughout the entire conversation.  At
this point, it was so loud that the Cardinal had to hold the phone
almost at arms length.  “He thinks he’s Jesus Christ, John,
and as far as the public can tell, maybe you do too!  Put a
stop to it!  Now!”

Just as had happened last week, the conversation ended abruptly
and with Cardinal Bilio listening to a dial tone.

In the week since the Cardinal had last spoken to the Vatican,
much had been happening over at St. Eulalia’s.  Six days ago
James had laid out his new plan to Father Montgomery and
Sarah.  That day alone, he spoke to four separate groups of
seven people each, all of whom were very interested in what it was
he had to say.  That night, he had met with Adam, Marcus,
Lindsay and Peter where he told them all about his plans for moving
things forward.  The favor he asked of them was by no means a
small one.  He explained to them that the task of helping to
spread his message could eventually become a full time job for
anyone willing to become so dedicated to the task. 
Understanding that a full time task, even one so important as this
one was, had to be rewarded with some form of compensation, James
told the small group that he hoped to somehow fund his organization
for this very purpose.  Anyone devoting their time, effort and
talents to the group would hopefully be compensated for doing
so. 

Only modestly reluctant at first, their love for James and their
utmost trust in his vision for them eventually prevailed. 

When Adam Leture’s wife died, he had collected on a rather
sizable life insurance policy.  Not necessarily needing the
money for himself at the time, he had instead set up a trust that
was currently yielding funds to a charity that helped fund breast
cancer research.  Adam explained that he could easily reassign
the funds to help with the start-up costs for James’ new
organization.  He had even joked that it would be a nice tax
write-off for him.


           
Along with financial backing, Adam also offered to use his
connections in the media to help get some positive press out on
James.  This is exactly what James had been hoping for.
Marcus, the financial advisor, offered to set up the organization
as a legal non-profit entity so that they would be able to accept
donations.  Peter was more than happy to offer his accounting
skills in order to get the books in order while Lindsay, with her
legal expertise, was put in charge of a slightly larger
project. 

James asked her to set up a sort of legal watchdog unit within
the new organization to help fend off any attacks he may suffer
from the media, the church or the public at large.  James
wanted it known that his organization would not be easily pushed
around or intimidated and that slander and defamation of character
were not tactics that he would suffer.  Lindsay was asked to
enlist the help of other legal types in this effort and was told
that she, along with anyone else who came on board, would be
immediately compensated for their work.


           
It was a very comprehensive plan and a rather enormous undertaking
at that.  James knew though, as did all those who met with him
that night, that it was something that absolutely had to be
done.  He wanted the whole world to hear his message,
unencumbered by the negativity that people like Michelle DeFauter
and Jack Whittamore wanted to thrust upon it.  He knew that,
if given the proper resources, he would be able to change the
world.  There was no price tag too high or amount of effort
too great that anyone could assign to such a lofty and wonderful
goal as that. 

On that same evening, James’ new organization was born.  He
called it  Sua Nuntius; Latin for “His Message”.  James
would be in charge and had the full support of Father Montgomery,
Sarah, Adam, Lindsay, Marcus and Peter.  Seven people strong
that night, Sua Nuntius would grow rapidly thereafter.


           
The very next day James spoke to four more groups of seven people
in one of the side rooms at St. Eulalia’s.  Over the course of
just one week, James would speak to twenty-four groups consisting
of seven people in each.  Out of those one hundred and sixty
eight people, he had shown the visions to four more of them. 
This whole process was moving along much faster than even James had
thought it would.


           
Cardinal Bilio was unaware of the exact details of what had been
going on over at St. Eulalia’s, but had been seeing articles in the
papers about James during that whole week.  He had also been
listening to the local talk radio shows discussing him and had to,
on eight separate occasions, decline commenting on James to a
number of different media outlets.  The Cardinal had spent
most of the week dodging phone calls from Daniel Edenborough having
his secretary explain to Edenborough that he was “too wrapped up in
the forced sale of many of his local churches to deal with such a
trivial matter as this one right now.”


           
A rash of sex scandals in the church had recently been levied
against Priests in the Cardinal’s area and the Archdiocese was now
being forced to sell off many of it’s churches in order to pay
legal fees and make settlements with victims.  The matter had
been taking up a good deal of the Cardinal’s time lately but Mr.
Edenborough was champing at the bit to start his campaign of
“saving the poor delusional James”.  All Edenborough needed in
order to begin this campaign was to hear the word “go” from the
Cardinal, but it was a command he had not yet gotten. 

It was this lack of communication with Daniel Edenborough that
had lead to Edenborough’s calling Michelle DeFauter, which lead in
turn to her calling the Vatican, which had resulted in the phone
call the Cardinal had just received this morning from
Rome. 


           
Wanting desperately to bury his head in the pillows of his bed and
wait until this whole thing somehow blew over, Cardinal Bilio
instead found himself reaching for the phone to call Father
Montgomery at this absurd hour of three o’clock of the
morning. 


           
“Hello?”


           
What Father Montgomery really wanted to say was “Who in the hell is
this?”, but for now, “Hello” would have to do.


           
“Nathanial, it’s me” the Cardinal began.  “I don’t think I can
hold the dogs off any longer.”


           
“Dogs?”  Having been woken from a very deep sleep and still
being buried under his silk sheets, the Father was not quite up to
the mental task of understanding the Cardinal’s metaphors yet.


           
“The PR men, Edenborough and Price.  I can’t hold them off any
longer.  The Vatican just called and they want me to start
getting some stories out there on James as soon as possible. 
They’re afraid, Nathaniel.  They’re afraid of our having any
affiliation with James.  They say it looks bad for the church
and that it has to stop immediately.  I’m afraid I can’t hold
it off any more.”


           
The panicked tone of the Cardinal’s voice had done a great deal to
help wake the Father from his sleep.  He was now sitting up in
his bed listening intently to the Cardinal ramble on about his
predicament.


           
“Don’t worry, Cardinal.  We’re ready for them.”


           
“What do you mean, ready for them?” the Cardinal asked, a little
concerned about what he’d hear in response.


           
“James and I have some people working for us now and anything
Edenborough and Price want to print will have to go through some
checks and balances first.”


           
“What do you mean, checks and balances?”


           
“Well, you see Cardinal,” the Father began to explain.  “If
those PR men wanna try anything sneaky or put anything out there
that’s not true, the people we have working for us now will make
sure that Edenborough and Price are held personally responsible for
the slander.  Let’s just say it’s going to be harder to push
us around than they thought.”


           
The Father had obviously been given a great deal of confidence by
James’ new organization.  He was almost proud now to puff out
his chest and say “bring it on”.  True that Sua Nuntius was
still just a week old and it was in a very infantile stage, but it
was the Father’s faith in James that was also helping to bolster
this new confidence.


           
“What have you done, Nathaniel?” the Cardinal asked.  “…and
who do you think you are?” he continued suddenly switching to a
tone of great indignance.  “I understand your faith and love
in this man, James, but you must also understand your place in the
church.  Nathaniel, you are in no position to take a stand
against the Vatican, and if you do, you better not put me in the
middle of it.”


           
Father Montgomery was on the verge of rebutting the Cardinal when
he paused for a moment to reflect upon his words.  In all the
excitement about James and this new organization, the Father had
actually begun to lose a little bit of perspective on his position
within the church.  He was, in point of fact, a priest for the
Roman Catholic Church called St. Eulalia’s.  His orders were
to come directly from the Cardinal whose orders came directly from
Rome.  This was a tradition and institution that Father
Montgomery had respected almost his entire adult life, yet there
was something that James, in a very short amount of time, had done
to make him lose sight of this almost completely.


           
“Your Eminence…” the Father began having taken this moment to
reflect.  “I…I…” he paused again having been struck by another
bout of conscience.  “I’m going to need to call you back.”


           
Without waiting for a response the Father hung up the phone. 
Throwing back the covers of his bed, the cool night air enveloped
his body causing him to break out in goose bumps.


           
“What do I do?” he said aloud to no one in particular; or maybe to
someone very specific indeed.


           
The Father was indeed in a very tight place.  He wanted more
than anything in the world to help James and to help others to hear
what he had to say.  He believed completely in him, yet it was
that very belief that was causing conflict with everything else he
had ever believed I before.  For the first time in this whole
ordeal, the Father was realizing that he might actually have to
make a very difficult decision. 


           
He got out of bed and began pacing about the room, pondering the
possibilities of the predicament.  Finally, he turned to the
crucifix hung above his bed, knelt on the floor before it, and
decided to ask God for guidance. 










Chapter 18

 


 


           
Nathaniel Montgomery always knew what he wanted to do with his
life, yet he had always hoped that he’d never have to make all the
sacrifices necessary to do it.  After high school and just
before entering the seminary, he had met a young woman named
Cathy.  She was everything he had ever dreamed he would find
in a woman.  She was beautiful, vivacious, caring and most
importantly of all, she was absolutely in love with him.  For
two months he postponed entering the seminary, thinking that he
might, just might, give that dream up to choose Cathy
instead.  Eventually though, he did enter the seminary. 
What he did not do was break up with Cathy.  Their
relationship lasted only three more months, but Nathaniel would
have let it last for much longer had he not been found out when he
was. 

One of the priests at the seminary saw he and Cathy kissing
goodnight near the very far edge of the campus one evening. 
The priest, Father Sebastian Ellerwood promised Nathaniel that he
would not report him and have him expelled from the seminary so
long as Nathaniel would promise to end his relationship with the
girl post haste.  It was then, and only then when he
absolutely had to, that Nathaniel finally make a
decision. 


           
By no means did his initial lack of commitment to the church or
it’s rules indicate that Nathaniel Montgomery would be an
uncommitted or disloyal servant of God.  He loved God and he
loved the church.  After he finally made the decision to break
up with Cathy he never looked back.  He made the church his
whole life and his service to God his only passion.  If he
were never forced to make that choice though, if he didn’t have to
break up with Cathy, he would have liked to have had them
both.  Nathaniel Montgomery was a man who, as they say, always
wanted to have his cake and eat it too. 


           
He prayed upon his current dilemma for quite some time and when he
finally rose from his knees, he felt confident that he was going to
do the right thing.  The speech the Cardinal had given to him
had shaken him quite a bit.  The hour was early and Father
Montgomery had not been prepared to fend off such barbs as those
the Cardinal had been tossing his way.  During the
conversation, Father Montgomery was afraid that he was in fact
positioning himself against the church.  The Cardinal made it
seem to him that by choosing to back James, he was choosing to turn
his back on the church.  Upon reflection and within his
prayers though, Father Montgomery realized that this was not the
case.  After all, the church wouldn’t even exist if it were
not for James; or at least for who James used to be.  The
Father decided that in standing by James he would eventually be
helping the church.  Unfortunately for him, no one else in the
church would see it that way, at least not yet.  That didn’t
matter though.  Father Montgomery was sure of it.


           
As the Cardinal had been walking a tight rope in trying to both
protect James and obey the Vatican, the Father would now be walking
a very similar unsteady path.  On one side, he would be doing
everything he could to help James.  On the other side, he
would be trying his best to make it look like he was not disobeying
the church. 

The conundrum was this.  If the Father disobeyed the
church, he could quite possibly lose everything he had including
his church, his home and his very livelihood.  If he abandoned
James, he would feel as if he were abandoning the Lord, his soul
and everyone else on Earth who needed to hear this message. 
To lose either of these two things was not an option for Father
Montgomery.  Once again, he would chose to have his sacrament
and eat it too. 










Chapter 19

 


 


           
It had been only two months and one week since I formed Sua Nuntius
and the number of people interested in the organization and
attending the meetings was enormous.  The message I was
bringing to people was spreading like wild fire, as I knew it
would, and people were coming to St. Eulalia’s from all around to
hear me speak.  In the two weeks following the creation of Sua
Nuntius, the Father and I had confined conducting our meetings in
the small rooms on the side of the church.  Eventually though,
the number of people coming to the church each day had become too
large, and the small rooms were no longer able to accommodate
us.  For the past seven weeks, Father Montgomery had been
allowing me to speak in the main hall just as I had done on
Wednesday February the eighth.  I spoke once each on Mondays
and Thursdays, and twice each on Saturday and Sunday.  The
date was now Sunday April the sixteenth, Easter Sunday, and I was
preparing myself for quite possibly the largest group I had spoken
to yet.


           
“I’m sorry to hear that the Cardinal won’t be attending today” I
said to the Father as we sat at the breakfast table sipping our
orange juice.


           
“He’s too afraid to come” the Father replied with an odd smirk on
his face.  “Everyone in the church is afraid.  This whole
stance of the Vatican’s is absolutely ridiculous.”


           
“The stance” that the Father was referring to was the Vatican’s
absolute refusal to accept anything it was that I had to say. 
Moreover, their “stance” also included their belief that I was a
person who still desperately needed “help”.  The ironic thing
about this of course was the fact that Cardinal Bilio had actually
come to three of my meetings since the first one nine weeks
ago.  He came, but never in quite the same capacity that he
had the first time.  He attended not only without Michelle,
but without anyone associated with the Archdiocese.  He would
come wearing street clothes and did his best just to blend in with
the crowd.  I could tell that he badly wanted to lend me his
public support, but that, he felt, was something he just could not
do. 


           
“Shut us down on Easter Sunday…hah!” the Father said mocking what
the Cardinal had apparently relayed to him earlier in the
week.  “If the Vatican is so worried about bad press and bad
PR, maybe they should think twice before making threats like
that.”


           
Just about eight weeks ago the Father had told me to brace myself
for some bad press.  Apparently, the Cardinal had somehow been
preventing Edenborough and Price from attacking me and for quite
some time.  Circumstances changed though, and the Cardinal had
informed the Father that he would no longer be able to provide me
with such protection.   Orders had come straight from the
Vatican to start with the campaign before “things could get any
more out of control than they already were.”  Unfortunately
for them, things already had. 

Adam Leture, working on behalf of Sua Nuntius had done an
amazing job of getting some great positive press out about me and
the organization.  I had, within the first three days of the
existence of Sua Nuntius, decided to set up a charitable
contributions department within it.  Together, Adam, Sarah the
Father and I quickly targeted a small number of goals for this now
branch of the organization.  Of course, we had not yet the
time, money or resources to follow through with any of these plans,
but Adam made sure that the charitable intensions of Sua Nuntius
were well known within the community.  Lindsay, along with two
lawyers she had recruited to the group, drafted legal documents
that they had hand delivered to the offices of Edenborough and
Price.  The documents put the PR firm on notice that if they
intended to leak or release any stories about me to the media that
the stories had better be true.  If they were not, or if any
other misdoings could be traced back to their offices, Edenborough
and Price were informed that there would be “legal
ramifications”.

With the reservoir of good will and respect that I had been
building up during my meetings both large and small, combined with
the charitable intentions of Sua Nuntius and the watch-dog unit
within it, the Vatican found itself in a very difficult
situation.  The time at which they could have easily
besmirched my character and my reputation had already come and
gone.  The Cardinal’s stalling of Edenborough and Price had
made sure of that.  Now, if anyone were to put out any stories
to the effect that I was “crazy” or “unstable”, their motives would
be quite transparent.  Any attack on me or Sua Nuntius at this
point and time would be viewed as just that; an attack.  The
only option the church was left with now was to try and distance
itself from me and hope that somehow, and at some time, I would
make a mistake.

“I’ve had guest speakers on Easter Sunday before” the Father
continued to say, “but by George, you’ll be the best one
ever.  A little note from the Vatican can’t stop us, huh
James?”

The Father’s voice had that new cocky tone he’d been using so
frequently over the past couple of weeks.  It was a defiant
tone that was unfortunately laced with a great deal of
hubris.  I’d spoken to him before about pride, but to little
avail.  He was proud of what we were doing.  Proud of
what we accomplishing and didn’t seem to care who knew it.

The note the Father was referring to had apparently been sent to
the Cardinal directly from Rome.  It read something to the
effect that they knew of the Father’s intentions to let me speak at
St. Eulalia’s on Easter Sunday and that neither the Father nor the
Cardinal had the right or the authority to let such a thing
happen.  They had apparently made some sort of threats upon
which the Father never elaborated.  He instead laughed and
continued making plans for the Easter ceremonies.

The Father’s whole mood and manor had been changing in regard to
what we were doing on a quite regular basis.  Immediately
after my first big speech at St. Eulalia’s, he seemed to be both
excited and nervous.  I believe he was excited about the
success of the meeting and the acceptance of my message by so many
people.  His nervousness came I think from the fact that the
hierarchy of his church was not completely behind him, me, or
especially my message.  For two days straight, he paced around
the house wearing his bathrobe and seeming to be lost in
thought.  Then suddenly, on the third day, he awoke with the
same fire I had seen in him the night of my first big
meeting.  More than just that original fire, I also saw a
spark of defiance.  His fear of the hierarchy seemed to have
suddenly faded away and was thereafter replaced by an even greater
faith in me than I had ever seen before. 

I did not mistake his exuberance in our work for any possible
intentions of him leaving the church.  That was never his
intention and I would never have expected it.  He loved the
church far too much for that.  Instead, he seemed to have
reconciled himself with the fact that the church would never be
behind me the way he was.  It no longer seemed to matter to
him like it did in the beginning.

 “Do you know what you're going to say today?” the Father
asked as he rose from his chair and made his way over to the
sink.  “Of course you do” he continued without giving me time
to reply.  “Of course!” he repeated with a big radiant
smile.  “I’m going to go upstairs and get ready.  See you
in a few.”

The whole conversation this morning went kind of like
that.  The Father would talk, then talk some more.  I
would listen, then he’d talk again.  He was obviously very
excited.

Sarah had come over to the house earlier in the day and was now
getting things ready over at the church.  We were having
loudspeakers set up outside the building so that anyone who could
not find seats within St. Eulalia’s would still be able to hear my
words from outside.  We were expecting quite a turn out
today.

From the kitchen window, I could see some of the hustle and
bustle that was going on around the church.  An early spring
breeze danced through the trees and added to the commotion of the
volunteers setting up folding chairs and men laying speaker wire
around the church.  I could see Sarah far off in the distance
pointing this way and that, directing men and women all over the
place, the whole time beaming like never before.  I couldn’t
wait to get up on the pulpit.  I couldn’t wait to tell
everyone the good news we had for them today. 










Chapter 20

 


 

I was up in my room deciding on what to wear when the doorbell
rang and the front door opened.  Moments later, as expected,
Sarah appeared in my doorway bringing with her a buzz that
instantly energized the air in my room.

“I’ve got good news and I’ve got news to be expected” she said
panting a little and trying to catch her breath after having just
bounded up the three flights of stairs.

“What’s the good news?” I asked.

“The good news is that we’ve got everything almost all set up
outside.  Extra seats, speakers, parking…all set to go.”

“Great” I said with an approving and appreciative smile.

“Wanna take a stab at what the news to be expected is?” she
asked with a crooked grin.

“Protesters?” I asked, though I knew full well that’s what the
answer was.

“With the Queen Bee herself, Michelle DeFauter leading the way”
Sarah replied.

Almost as quickly as I had set up Sua Nuntius, Michelle DeFauter
had organized a counter-group that was, in her words, “appalled and
offended by my assertions, claims and practices.”  Michelle
was very open about her distaste and dislike for my message and my
teachings.  Her constant protests and public decrying of Sua
Nuntius had won her much favor with almost all of her
superiors.  All but Cardinal Bilio that is.  Privately he
was quite upset with her actions and wanted desperately to tell her
so.  Her views being more in line with the Vatican’s than his
though, he decided to keep his mouth shut on the matter.

Ever since Michelle had set up a direct line of communication
with the Vatican, ever since the night of my first speech when she
went behind the Cardinal’s back and called them before anyone else
could, things had become a little complicated over at the
Archdiocese.  Michelle now spoke regularly with the Vatican
who were more than happy to receive her reports about my
activities.  They appreciated her work and applauded her
protesting efforts as well.  The Cardinal found himself quite
out of the loop when it came to the matter and didn’t like it one
bit.

Six days a week I spoke to groups of people to whom I brought my
message, and six days a week, protesters would come to the church
to hold up signs and shout their clever rhyming rants. 
Fortunately I had made at a few friends on the local police force
who made sure that the protesters were never even within shouting
distance of the church.  Officer Kenny Murray, a man to whom I
had shown the visions nearly five weeks back, had spray painted a
line at the very far end of the church parking lot.  He
informed the protesters that since this was America, they were
welcome to their open forum for protest.  The only rule was
that they had to stay behind his spray painted line.  He said
it was for “the safety” of everyone involved even though everyone
on both sides knew full well whose side he was on.  Their near
constant presence at the church didn’t do a whole lot to hamper my
meetings, but they did provide a lot of photo-ops for those in the
media who were still looking to write negative stories about me and
Sua Nuntius. 

Today was no different from any other.  We expected full
well that Michelle and her nay-sayers would be showing
up. 

“How many are there?” I asked.

“A few more than usual” Sarah replied. “but they’re still too
far off to really be heard.”

“Even with the extended seating?  Will those who are
sitting outside be able to hear them?” I asked

“I actually sat down in one of the farthest chairs to test that
out,” Sarah replied.  “and, well, could hear them clamoring
off in the distance but I couldn’t really make out what they were
saying.  They were basically just background noise.”

“That’s fine” I said.  “Thank you so much, Sarah.”

I looked at the clock radio on my night stand and saw that we
were just a couple of hours away from the start of the day’s
ceremonies.  I slipped on a pair of shoes and asked Sarah if
she would head downstairs with me.

“You must be starved” I said to her as we walked down the stairs
together.  “I could see you outside through the window buzzing
all over the place like a little humming bird.”

She smiled, ran her right hand through her still short, dark
hair, and blushed a little.

“No rest for the good” she said with a smile.  This was
Sarah’s adorable attempt at making a witty little joke I guess.

I laughed and put my hand on her shoulder as we walked down the
stairs together. 

“There are donuts in the kitchen and some muffins too.” I
said.  “You really should take a little break and grab a bite
to eat.”

“I’ll take a muffin to go” she replied “I need to get back to
the church to make sure everything’s all set to go.”

Having already eaten with the Father earlier this morning, and
having just finished getting dressed upstairs, I really had nothing
to do in the house but wait now.  The Father had disappeared
into his room for a shower quite some time ago and I really was
starting to get a little lonely.  This was a big day and
having someone to talk to before the ceremonies began would have
been nice.  Sarah was on a mission though, and could not be
stopped.  As we reached the bottom of the stairs she quickened
her pace leaving me behind as she darted off to the kitchen. 
A moment later, she returned, muffin in hand and ready to leave me
once again. 

“I’ll see you in a little bit, James” she called back. 
“I’d love to stay but I really am needed over at the church. 
See you soon though.”

She took a big bite of the muffin, turned to give me an awkward
mouth-full-of-muffin smile, then proceeded to dash out the door,
across the lawn and over to the church.  Her energy seemed
endless lately.  She was always going here or there, talking
to this person or that, and basically just making sure that
everyone was doing what they were supposed to.  She didn’t act
bossy though.  She wasn’t your typical work place supervisor
who was constantly hanging over your shoulder and annoying
you.  Quite to the contrary, people loved it when she was
around.  Her energy was contagious.  It made everyone
around her happy to just be there.  Some of the parishioners
had actually nicknamed her Bunny after that television commercial
spokes-bunny who never seemed to run out of energy thanks to his
battery. 

I looked out the window long enough to see her disappear through
the back door of the church, then made my way into the sitting
room.  As I took a seat on the couch, I could faintly hear the
Father talking on what I assumed was the phone one floor above
me.  Restless and still hoping for some company, I was glad to
hear when the Father said “goodbye”.  A moment later, I heard
him closing his bedroom door and heading over to the staircase.

“James” he called from the top of the stairs.

“I’m in the sitting room” I hollered back.

“O-kay, well, I’m going to head over to the church now” he
called back.

“Why are you going over so early?” I asked as he finished coming
down the stairs then disappeared to the back of the foyer.

“Huh?” was the Father’s muffled reply.

I got up from the couch and walked out into the foyer to see
where he had gone.  At first, I didn’t see him, but then I
noticed that the door to the closet beneath the stairs was open and
I guessed that he must have been within.

“I said” raising my voice a little so that he could hear me from
deep within the closet, “why are you going over so early?”

“Oh’ the Father replied emerging from the closet with his best
long coat draped over his arm.  “I’m going to go greet the
parishioners as they come in.”

“Oh” I said, rather disappointed.  “You didn’t want to stay
here and keep me company?”

“Well of course, I’d love to, but then what kind of a host would
I be at the church?”  The Father said this while throwing on
his coat; obviously not even taking one moment to ponder my request
for company.  “The people are expecting me to be there. 
I really should go.”

With that, the Father flipped down the collar of his coat and
headed to the front door.

“See you in a little bit” he called back.  He closed the
door behind him then disappeared across the lawn just as Sarah had
done a few minutes before.

Alone again, I decided to make my way to the room the Father
called “the TV room”.  Located on the first floor at the back
of the house it was thus named because, amongst some chairs and
shelves full of nick-nacks and other such clutter, it had a
twenty-seven inch television in it.  We rarely watched it and
as a result the screen badly needed a dusting.  Not caring
about the quality of the picture though, I hit the power button and
found an uncluttered seat pointing in the direction of the
set.  For an hour and a half I sat there watching the Easter
Day parade and thinking about what it was I was going to say
today.  As a gigantic Sponge Bob balloon made it’s way down
Fifth Avenue, I turned off the tube and decided to head over to the
church.

Over the past ninety minutes, the church and all the chairs that
had been set up outside of it had been filled.  The doldrums
set upon me by that boring parade instantly faded away as I saw the
amazing turnout.  I strolled across the lawn then came into
the church through the back door where I was met by an alter
boy.   I asked him to find and fetch the Father for me
then waited as he dashed down the hall in search of Father
Montgomery.   

Moments later, the Father appeared at the end of the
hallway.  Behind him was something I did not expect to
see.  Three people, trailing the Father like a line of little
ducklings were all heading towards me.

“James” the Father said in greeting.  “I’d like you to meet
Sam Hiller and his wife Judy.  Sam has recently made a very
sizable contribution to Sua Nuntius and is very excited to make
your acquaintance today.”

Not having expected this even a little bit, I felt rather
awkward as the Father stepped aside to make room in the hallway for
the introduction.

“Very pleased to meet you, sir” the extremely well dressed man
said extending a hand to me.

“Pleased to meet you too” I replied in the least awkward tone of
voice I could muster.

“My wife and I absolutely love hearing you speak.  It’s
really changed our lives.”

“I’m glad to hear that” I said.  “I’m very glad.”

Before I had any more time to repeat myself again or look any
more confused than I already did, the Father began to introduce to
me the third person that had been trailing him down the hall.

“Oh, and James,” he began.  “This is Michael Manning. 
Michael’s another generous contributor to Sua Nuntius who has been
to seven of our meetings before.  He’s also seen you show the
visions to four different people.

“Your timing must be impeccable” I said to the portly red faced
man.  “I don’t do that every time you know.”

“I know” he said extending his plump sweat glazed hand. 
“I’ve been very lucky.”

“Michael would really love to receive the visions himself you
know, James.” The Father said abruptly. 

His words hung in the air for a second then slowly left us
echoing down the marble hall.  Shocked and horrified that the
Father would suggest such a thing, I was trying my best to
formulate a response as the pudgy little man stared at me with eyes
full of anticipation.

“I don’t…exactly….” Stuttering, I was trying desperately to come
up with something gracious to say in response.  “I don’t
really give the visions by appointment Mr. Manning.  I kind of
just feel who would best be suited for them and choose the person
that way.”

“How do you know if a person is right?” Mr. Manning asked,
clearly not sensing even one iota of the discomfort that was now
hung in the air thick as a fog. 

“I…I just do” was my awkward response.

“Well, maybe you’ll be the lucky man today” the Father
interjected putting his hand on Mr. Manning's big round
shoulder.

“I sure hope so” he replied wiping his sweaty brow with the cuff
of his silken pinstriped suit jacket.  His eyes were wider
than ever and filled with the wonder of a child.  I did not
blame him one bit for the request the Father had just made, as I
was sure it was the Father and not he who had suggested it. 
Father Montgomery should have known better than this.  He
surely knew how inappropriate it was to try and set up
visions-by-appointment or even to bring guests to me before a
meeting.  At least, I thought he did. 

I glared at the Father for a moment, trying to convey my
discontent with the situation, then finally composed myself well
enough to extend a hand first to Mr. Hiller, then to his wife and
finally to the shiny Mr. Manning.

“It was very nice to meet the three of you.  I very much
appreciate your coming today.”

“-and we also appreciate your contributions” the Father
interjected.  “Isn't that right James?”

“Anything that helps Sua Nuntius to accomplish it’s goals is
most appreciated” I replied.  “I really must get ready now
though.”

The three visitors finally took my rather blunt hint and nodded
their salutations as the Father lead them back down the
hallway. 

“That was odd” I uttered to myself as they disappeared out of
sight.

It was an awkward moment to say the least, but it was one I
managed to put out of my mind quite easily as I began speaking to
the enormous crowd.  In fact, by the time I was reaching the
end of my speech, that meeting in the hall seemed like nothing more
than a hazy dream.

“Some of you know, and some of you may not” I said to the crowd
as I was wrapping things up and preparing to share the good news
with them.  “In just a few short weeks, my organization, Sua
Nuntius, has managed to raise enough funds in order to purchase our
very own building.”

I smiled wide as the words passed through my lips and continued
beaming as the crowd started to applaud. 

That was actually the first time I had ever mentioned my
organization while up on the pulpit.  Originally, most of the
people attending the meetings were members of Father Montgomery’s
congregation.  As time went on though, people started coming
from all around to hear me speak.  In the beginning, I thought
it inappropriate to speak the name of another organization while
still within the walls of St. Eulalia’s.  Now that I had so
many of my own people in attendance though, I thought it would be a
bit more acceptable to do so.

“Your interest in my message has touched my heart” I began to
say as the applause from the crowd died down a little bit. 
“Your faith in me has warmed my soul.  I’m sure you are all
aware though that there are those out there who do not share your
belief in me and my message.  There are those who would have
me silenced.”  I paused for a moment as a slight murmur rose
up in the audience followed by some boo’s.  “Father Montgomery
has been bold enough and kind enough to let us gather here for
quite some time, but now, Sua Nuntius needs a home of it’s
own.  A place where we can be free of the doubt and negativity
that some would cast upon us.  A place built on nothing but
faith and a place we can call our own.  By this time next
week, we will be opening the doors to the all new Domus Sua
Nuntius- the House of His Message.”

I stepped back from the microphone to absorb the overwhelming
sense of joy that was now flooding the room.  Cheering and
applause filled the room.  Through the open doors at the back
of the church I could see hundreds of parishioners outside rising
from their seats and cheering as loudly as they could. 
Further off in the distance, I could see Michelle DeFauter’s
protesters clamoring to find out what had just happened.  They
were out of earshot even of the speakers, but were well aware that
something big was happening.

“My many thanks to everyone who has made this possible.” I
continued to say.  “I love each and every one of you very much
and can’t wait to start welcoming even more of you into the fold
next week.”

Applause broke out yet again as I began searching the crowd for
the one to whom I would show the visions. 

“Now,” I said in an attempt to silence the crowd from their
boisterous applause.  “I would like one of you to join me up
here on the dais.”

I studied the crowd for another few seconds, finding Mr.
Manning, passing right over him, then spotting two beautiful green
eyes staring at me from half way back in the church on a pew to my
left.  The eyes reminded me of Sarah’s.  They had that
same sense of hope in them that hers now seemed to have.  I
locked eyes with the woman who was already looking right at me, and
asked her to come forth.










Chapter 21

 


 


           
Our Easter gathering at St. Eulalia’s made headlines yet
again.  You would think the papers would get tired of writing
about me eventually, but once the media gets a hold of a story,
they don’t seem to want to let go until the story’s either done or
dead.  Fortunately, I was neither. 


           
A great many papers were, thanks in large part to the efforts of
Adam Leture, still focusing on the positive aspects of Sua
Nuntius.  Those papers reported on what a massive turnout we
had at the church on Easter and went on to talk more about the good
work that Sua Nuntius was doing within the community.  A good
example of our charitable endeavors included our opening up of the
church after the Easter ceremonies to the poor, hungry and
underprivileged of the community.  We allowed them in and
served to them a hearty Easter brunch.  One paper even had
right on the front page a very nice photo of the Father and I
serving eggs and fruit to a beautiful family of four.

Other papers of course glossed right over the positive aspects
of the day and focused instead on the protesters that were gathered
outside.  They had quotes from staunch members of other
churches that refused to hear me speak and pictures of protesters
holding up clever little signs like “False Profit” and longer
clever signs like “I know Jesus Christ, and you sir, are no Jesus
Christ”. 


           
I used to read all the stories in all of the papers that I could
find, but now, they were becoming so numerous and also so
repetitive that I only bothered to skim the headlines.  One in
particular caught my eye that read: James Puts Archdiocese in a
Real Choke Hold.  I’d seen a great many witty uses of the
word “choke” over the past few weeks, but it was the picture
beneath the headline that really caught my attention.  A black
and white version of the green-eyed girl to whom I had shown the
visions yesterday was above the fold and sitting atop a caption
that read “Meredith Bilio, niece of Cardinal John Bilio was James’
latest choke victim at an Easter Sunday gathering.”


           
“I told you beforehand that you should have chosen Mr. Manning.”
The Father said from out of nowhere.  He had apparently just
strolled into the kitchen without me noticing and had seen me
reading the story. “Tell me you didn’t know it was his niece,
James.  Please.”


           
“I had no idea.”  I said. “ I honestly didn’t.  “The only
thing I knew about her was that her eyes spoke to me.  I chose
her for no other reason than that.”


           
“Well,” the Father began.  “choosing her was either the most
clever thing you’ve done yet, or one of the biggest mistakes you’ve
ever made.  I guess only time will tell on that one.”


           
Just then, the phone rang.


           
“That time might be now” the Father said.  “I have a hunch
this might be the Cardinal.”


           
The Father walked out of the kitchen and made his way back to his
office where he answered his old black and gold rotary phone. 
I followed him in to see if his hunch was right.


           
“Hello?” He began.  “Yes Cardinal.  We were just talking
about you.”


           
The Father pulled the phone away from his face and made a gesture
with his hand while mouthing the words “I told you
so”.      “No, I was actually just talking
to James about that and…well…yes your eminence.”  The Father
once again pulled the phone away from his face but this time held
it out to me.  “He’d like to speak to you” he said.


           
“Hello?” I said, not knowing what to expect next. 


           
“Far be it for me to compare myself to Job” the Cardinal
began.  “but James, are you testing me or something?”


           
“If I am sir, it was by no design of my own.”


           
A long silence ensued as I waited for the Cardinal’s reply. 
As none came, I guessed that he either mistook my meaning or simply
did not understand it.     I was about to
elaborate when he beat me to the punch.

 “What?” he asked.


           
“What I mean to say is, that I had no idea the girl was your
niece.  It may have been a power greater than you or I that
drew my eye to hers, or maybe it was just pure coincidence. 
Either way it was certainly no devious plan of mine to have chosen
her.  It just happened.”


           
“But why?” the Cardinal asked in a calmer tone than I had honestly
expected.


           
“I’m not sure yet” was all I could say in return. 


           
“Well, while you figure that out, I have to explain yet again to
the Vatican my apparent complicity and assumed mishandling of this
whole situation.”


           
“Well I can promise you Cardinal that my intentions were never to
get you in trouble.  As I said, choosing your niece was not
intentional.  I didn’t even know you had a niece.”


           
“Intentions aside” the Cardinal said “I have to make another call
to the Vatican in a moment, and I just wanted to give you the heads
up on something.”


           
“On what?” I asked.


           
“Well, now that my own niece has apparently become a part of your
flock, the only way I can even begin to save face with the church
is to start following along with their game plan without any
questions.”


           
“Game plan?” I asked.


           
“It’s the same it’s always been James.  Discredit you and your
organization to make sure we don’t lose any more parishioners than
we already have.”


           
“That’s what this is about?” I asked, being a bit shocked by the
blunt and honest nature of his reply.  “It’s about
parishioners?”


           
“It’s about money, James” he said in reply.  “If we lose
parishioners, then we start to lose money.  If we lose money,
then we start to lose churches.  If that happens, then we lose
more money and with no money we have no power.”


           
“And all this time I thought you were worried about me challenging
your sacred doctrines” I said.


           
“Well there’s that too,” the Cardinal responded.  “but it’s
mostly about money and power.”


           
“I guess it always is” I said.  “So what now?”


           
“Now, I hang up the phone, pretend I never called you, dial the
Vatican and tell them I’ll do whatever they ask just so long as
they don’t revoke my position or excommunicate me from the church
for disobeying them for the last two months straight.”


           
“They wouldn’t do that” I said.


           
“I’d prefer not to find out” the Cardinal replied.  “But
James…”


           
“Yes”


           
“I hope your past is clean and your present is too.  People
are gonna start digging around, and for your sake, I hope they
don’t find anything.”


           
“Cardinal,” I said in a softening tone of voice.  “You still
believe in me, don’t you?”


           
“I do James” the Cardinal replied with no hesitation.  “I
really do, and I really hope you come out on the winning side of
this one.  I just can’t afford for it to be at my expense
right now.  I hope you understand.”


           
I let a silence establish itself on the line for a moment or two,
then reassured the Cardinal that I did understand. 


           
“Thank you James” he replied.  “Tell Nathaniel I’ll call him
later today.  I have some more business to discuss with him
later on.”


           
“O-kay” I said, then listened as the Cardinal hung up the
phone.


           
The Father had been pacing back and forth behind his desk so much
that by the time I finished speaking with the Cardinal, he was
actually out of breath.


           
“So?” he said with the exasperation of a man who seemed like he
might actually pop if not given an explanation immediately.


           
“So, what?” I said, playing with him a little bit.


           
“So what did he say?!” 

The poor Father really did look like he was about to explode
from the anticipation.


           
As I explained what the Cardinal has just relayed to me, the
Father’s face grew more and more sullen with each passing
sentence.  The Cardinal’s response seemed to come, for some
reason, as a bit of a shock to him.  For my part, I never
really thought that the Roman Catholic Church would be a very good
ally in my effort to spread the message.  I had merely been
hoping that they would not get in the way too much.  The
Father on the other hand I think had been expecting the hierarchy
of his church to, at some point, pull a complete one-eighty and
start touting me as their next messiah.  That was wishful
thinking to say the least


           
“So what do we do next?” the Father asked while ringing his hands
so hard that they were starting to turn white.


           
“Well,” I began quite calmly.  “ This afternoon we go over to
the new Domus Sua Nuntius, meet with the guy from Verizon, watch
him install the phones and the internet, then have our final
meeting with the contractor.”


           
“But what do I do?” the Father said seeming more
exasperated than he had with his prior question.


           
“You come with me?” I said as plainly as I
could.


           
“I don’t think you’re understanding the gravity of this situation,
James” the Father said.  “The Cardinal’s not behind you any
more.  That means that the church is not behind you, which
very well could mean that I can’t be with you any more either.”


           
“What?  Why?” I asked, not quite following his logic tree.


           
“Well, if the Cardinal’s not with us, and the church isn’t with us,
that means that I have to be with the Cardinal and the church and
not with you.”


           
The Father’s dizzying explanation was going nowhere until he paused
for a moment, took a breath, and continued a bit more
rationally.


           
“What I’m saying James, is that while you’re off in the new
building with your new flock, the Cardinal may very well want me
back here at St. Eulalia’s.”


           
“Maybe” I said.  “But that doesn’t mean you won’t be with me
any more.  You’ll always be with me Father, at least in spirit
if not in person every minute of every day.”


           
“So you don’t mind the fact that I won’t be by your side any
longer?” the Father asked as his tone changed from concerned to
accusatory.


           
“I didn’t say that” I replied.


           
“You don’t mind that the Cardinal is going to cut me out, after
everything I’ve done for you?”


           
“Father,” I said, hoping somehow that I would be able to quell this
new paranoia.  “No one's trying to cut you out of
anything.  Whenever you don’t have to be at St. Eulalia’s, you
can be with me at Domus Sua Nuntius or anywhere else I happen to
be.  Plus, there’s always another option.”

           
“What’s that?” he asked with eyes full of doubt.


           
“You could always quit the church and make the move to Sua Nuntius
with me full time.”


           
“Quit the church huh?”  he said sarcastically as if it were
the most preposterous thing he’d ever heard.  “So I guess you
and I will just pack up the house, throw everything into boxes,
drive it over to the new place and leave a note on the wall here
saying – dear parishioners, Father Montgomery’s abandoned you
all”


           
I chose not to respond to the Father’s tirade for quite some time
hoping that sanity might somehow find it’s way back into his
head.  He continued pacing around behind his desk waiting for
my reply, but seeing that one was not forthcoming, he finally broke
the silence himself.


           
“Is that what you think I should do?  Just pack up here and
we’ll go live together over in the warehouse.?”


           
“The warehouse” the Father was referring to was actually Domus Sua
Nuntius.  The building was indeed an old warehouse we were
converting to a new place of worship.  I had chosen such a
building intentionally.  I felt that a Spartan design was much
more appropriate than the gothic glamour seen in so many churches
today.  Instead of admiring beautiful stained glass windows
and elegant crown moldings, I wanted people to focus on the real
reason they were there; to learn the message. 

To be honest, I hadn’t really intended on living there.  I
was actually thinking I would just be able to stay here at the
house with the Father. 


           
“No” I finally said in response to his sarcastic question.  “I
don’t expect you pack up your house and move into the
warehouse.  I was just saying that you do have options.”


           
“Well that’s a ridiculous option” he said in a huff.


           
Seeing that this conversation was going nowhere, I decided to wrap
things up and hope that time would heal the Father’s mood.


           
“Fine” I said “but we still have to get ready to go over to Domus
now.  Sarah is probably already there and I don’t want to keep
her waiting for too long.”


           
The father did not respond.  Instead he just stood there with
his arms crossed like a little boy who wasn’t getting his way.


           
“Father,” I said in one last attempt to calm him down.  “worst
case scenario is that you miss a couple of my meetings a
week.  We’ll still be able to do everything else together just
like we have been.”


           
“I hope so” he said, finally looking like his wits were coming back
to him.


           
“Now go take your shower” I said.  “I’d like to leave in a
half an hour.”










Chapter 22

 


 


           
The date was now Saturday April the  twenty-second and the
offices of Edenborough and Price were open for a rare weekend work
session.  Most of the lights in the office were still off but
the conference room was well lit for Daniel Edenborough, Walter
Price, two of their best spin men and Michelle DeFauter.


           
Domus Sua Nuntius was set to open up tomorrow and James was going
to hold two meetings; one in the morning and one in the late
afternoon.  The building was huge.  It was estimated that
up to two thousand eight hundred people would be able to fit
comfortably within it’s pews.  That was close to three times
the size of St. Eulalia’s.  The new Domus was actually going
to be able to hold three hundred more people than the Basilica of
St. Peter in New York City.  The Archdiocese feared that if
James were even going to come close to being able to fill up that
building on a regular basis, that it would turn many of the local
Roman Catholic Churches in the area into the empty relics they
hoped they’d never become.


           
“The two of you are useless!  Your whole company is
useless!”  The screeching tones of Michelle DeFauter could be
heard echoing it’s way not just through the mostly empty offices of
Edenborough and Price, but even out into the parking lot. 
Three birds perched high up on a power line outside the window of
the conference room jumped at the sound of it and flew off into the
cool night air.


           
“Well, what do you suggest we do, Michelle?” Daniel Edenborough
asked still maintaining his usual cool and composed demeanor. 
“We’ve looked into the man’s past and found a whole bunch of
nothing, which we could normally spin into something, but unless
you and the Archdiocese want a law suit on your hands, I wouldn’t
suggest it.”


           
“We’ve looked at his books,” Walter Price started in “and  all
we’ve found is that every donation coming in and every penny going
out is accounted for and properly documented.”


           
Edenborough piped back up to say “We can’t find a single thing
wrong with this guy or his organization.  He may not be Jesus
Christ, but hell, staying as clean as he’s been is a friggin’
miracle if I’ve ever seen one.”


           
Edenborough’s joke went over like a ton of bricks with
Michelle.

“Oh that’s very clever, Dan” she said, her words
dripping with sarcasm.  “If you could have used just a little
bit of that cleverness to get this job done then maybe you’d still
have a job.”


           
Shocked to hear her words, both Edenborough and Price sat up
straight and pushed back from the table in their rolling chairs a
little bit.


           
“What do you mean?” Price asked.


           
“I mean, that the Vatican has given me the authority to suspend or
terminate your contract when and if the time should arrive that
your work becomes ineffective…and guess what?” Michelle’s eyes
scanned the two men as she prepared to break the bad news to
them.  “That time is right now gentlemen.”

           
“But you can’t do that!” Edenborough said hitting the table with
his fist.  “We have a contract.”


           
“No kidding Dan,” Michelle replied with a callous glint in her eye
and a devious smirk on her face. “and if you took the time to read
it, you might have noticed the ineffectual clause in it.  You
haven’t done squat for us in months.  I’d say that’s pretty
damn ineffective.”


           
Michelle gathered her things, stood up and was about to walk away
when Edenborough reached out and grabbed her by the arm.


           
“You can’t fire us you little bitch.  You don’t have the
authority” he said.  “What will the Cardinal say when I call
him and tell him how you’ve acted over here today?”


           
Edenborough was obviously trying to put a little scare into
Michelle, but it wasn’t going to work.


           
“The Cardinal will nod, smile and defer to my judgment,
Dan.  The Cardinal’s not the point man on this
project any more.  I am.  You got a problem with
that?  Take it up with the Vatican.”


           
Michelle stood as tall as she could and spoke much louder than the
size of the room required.  She wanted everyone to know that
she was the one in charge because, well, she was.  She’d
undercut the Cardinal so much over the past few weeks that the
Vatican no longer felt that they could trust him when it came to
James.  So on this matter, on this day and in this office,
Michelle did indeed have the final word.


           
She shook her arm free of Edenborough’s grasp, took two steps
toward the doorway, then turned around to face the table of stunned
men.

“If you want your contract back, I suggest you come up with
something on James.  Something  good.”


           
Back over at Father Montgomery’s house, the mood was actually
rather similar.  James was out at Domus Sua Nuntius with Sarah
making all the final preparations necessary for the big day
tomorrow.  Meanwhile the father was in his office on the phone
with Cardinal Bilio.


           
“Under no circumstances should you be at Domus with James tomorrow,
Nathaniel” the Cardinal was saying.  “Not in the morning, not
in the afternoon, and not in the evening.”


           
“That’s ridiculous” the Father replied.  “You want me to hold
a mass at nine, one at ten, and one at eleven tomorrow morning,
right?”


           
“Yes” the Cardinal replied.


           
“So fine.  If I do all that, then I’ll end up missing James’
ten o’clock meeting, right?”


           
“Yes Nathaniel” the Cardinal replied growing a bit impatient. 
“We’ve already discussed that.”


           
“Right, but if I’m done at noon, why can’t I go to the afternoon
session at Domus?”


           
“Because, I don’t want you to” the Cardinal replied being almost at
the end of his rope.  “Because the Vatican doesn’t want you
to.  Because…” he paused, then came back to simply say,
“because!”


           
“So I can’t go, and you’re not going to go” the Father replied
still badgering the point.  “That’s some real appreciation
you’re showing for the man upon whom our whole religion is based on
Cardinal!”  The Father’s tone was getting a bit out of
control, and to the Cardinal’s ear, so were his words.


           
“All right, that’s enough, Nathaniel” he said cutting him
short.  “You know I have as much respect for James as you
do-”


           
“Not hardly” the Father rudely interrupted.


           
“I have as much respect for him as anyone in my position
possibly could, but these are the rules and if you want to stay as
a priest in my church, then you’re gonna have to start
obeying them!”  The Cardinal’s tone was now matching the
Father’s in intensity.

  Thinking that if his threat was as serious as it sounded,
the Father finally decided to back down. 


           
“Fine” the he said.  “That’s fine your Eminence.  I’ll
hold three masses tomorrow…here… at St. Eulalia’s”


           
“Good” the Cardinal replied.


           
“But don’t think anyone’s gonna show up” the Father blurted out
trying to get the last word in.  The line however, was already
dead. 


           
Father Montgomery hung up the phone then sat back in his chair,
sinking into it as if the bones of his body had just turned to
gelatin.  For a long while, he sat there not knowing weather
he should scream or cry.  The anger within him was matched
equally by his disappointment and the two emotions were battling
within him to see which would come out first.  Then, as the
Father reached out for his precious Bexley pen, just so he’d have
something to fiddle with, he muttered out loud “screw it”, then sat
up straight in his chair.

Before either anger or sadness could completely overtake him,
the Father had actually made a decision.  He’d go along with
the Cardinal in so much as he’d conduct the three masses tomorrow
morning here at St. Eulalia’s.  He would not however stay away
from Domus Sua Nuntius.  Why should he?  He’d hold the
masses, fulfill his duties to the church and the Cardinal, then
head over to Domus and join James for the afternoon session. 
The Father was once again right back on his tight rope.  This
time though, the stakes were even higher, and this time, he’d be
working without a net.   One slip, and it was all
over.


           
This particular Saturday was perhaps the longest one ever for a
great many people.  Edenborough and Price had lost the most
profitable client that they’ve ever had.  The church was their
first client actually.  It was the one that gave their little
business credibility and the one that now looked like it could
break them.  Who in their right mind would hire the firm that
was just fired by the church?  The day dragged on forever for
them as they tried desperately to figure out a way to get the
church back.  How could they stop James?  What in the
press could take down Sua Nuntius?


           
The day also seemed to take forever for one Michelle
DeFauter.  Actually, most of her days were rather long as of
late.  Rome was six hours ahead of Eastern Standard Time, and
as a result, she was up each and every morning at three making a
call and reporting to the Vatican.  She’d been giving them
daily updates on what James was up to, what Sua Nuntius was doing
and of course, how the Cardinal was dealing with the whole
situation.  On this particular Saturday, she did not go back
to bed after her weekend phone call to Rome like usual. 
Instead, stayed up, making copious notes about the performance, or
lack thereof, on the part of Edenborough and Price.  She did
indeed have the authority to fire them, but would need to justify
her decision to the Vatican.  Later in the day, after
delighting in the task of firing the PR firm, she went back home
and got on the phone in order to make preparations for yet another
protest tomorrow at Domus Sua Nuntius.  She plotted and
schemed all the while knowing within her heart that God was on her
side.


           
The day was equally as long for James and Sarah who both worked
tirelessly over at Domus with contractors, carpenters, painters,
decorators and volunteers to make sure that each and every detail
of the building would be set for tomorrow.  True the building
was sparse and simple, but Sarah in particular wanted to make sure
that everything within it looked just right.


           
As for the Father, this was just one more in a series of long
days.  He could feel himself losing balance on the tight rope
he was walking between the church and James.  Each day his
position with both seemed more precarious than the last.  He
could not abandon James because he loved him too much.  He
could not abandon the church because it was his entire life. 
The conundrum was causing many sleepless nights for him.  His
conversation with the Cardinal and the decision he had made
thereafter was sure to cause another one tonight.


           
Finally, the day was especially long for one person in particular
who, many hours after the sun went down, drove a car to within one
block of Domus Sua Nuntius and parked.  This person walked to
the building where the lone security guard, sitting in the little
booth out front, stood no chance whatsoever of seeing them. 
Dressed all in black and carrying a gasoline can spray painted the
same color, the figure blended perfectly into the night.  A
splash here, a dash there and the back corner of the building was
doused with gasoline.  Without a star in the sky, the unlit
back of the building was darker than an underground cave until a
tiny speck of light began to flicker off the end of a
matchstick.  The light hovered there, it’s holder unseen in
the shroud of night, and danced in the faint breeze.  Then,
like a damned soul escaping from hell, it shot through the air and
hit the side of the building.  The tiny little flame met the
gasoline with a “poof” and instantly exploded into a blaze of
orange and blue.  The dark figure stayed for a minute, either
to make sure that the fire took hold or maybe just to admire the
handy work, then fled back through the night the way they had just
come. 










Chapter 23

 


 

 


           
“James!  James!


           
I was sound asleep in my bed when I heard the Father running up the
stairs and calling my name.


           
“James!”


           
I rolled over to look at my digital alarm clock and, due to the
bleariness of my eyes, couldn’t tell whether it was 12:21, 2:12 or
some other combination thereof. 


           
“James, you’ve gotta get up!” The Father shouted as he came
blasting through my bedroom door wearing only pajama bottoms and
slippers. 


           
“What?  Why?  What’s going on?” I said, sounding just as
sleepy as I actually was.


           
“Domus!  It’s on fire!” he said back to me in the same raised
voice he was using while still on the stairs.  “Get some
clothes on!  I’ll take you over there right now!  I’ll
meet you downstairs!  Hurry!”

Coming over to my bed, he threw the covers back then turned to
dash away.  Thankfully, he did not notice my current state of
undress.  He was already half way down the stairs to the
second floor before the covers could even settle on the ground.


           
A minute or so later, I was coming down the stairs to meet him in
the foyer.  I was still on the staircase when he threw me my
jacket and pleaded once again for me to “hurry!”  We went to
the driveway, got into his Lincoln, and fifteen minutes later found
ourselves in front of a very well lit Domus Sua Nuntius. 

At first, I didn’t see the fire trucks, but then noticed three
of them near the rear south corner of the building.  The blaze
they were fighting was enormous.  The building itself was four
stories tall and the flames shot at least three times that high
into the sky.  As I stepped out of the car, Martin, the Domus
night security guard came running over to me.


           
“It looks like they’ve got the fire contained to the rear quarter
of the building, James” he said.


           
“What happened?” I asked him.


           
“I dunno” he said shrugging his shoulders.  “I was sitting in
the guard booth when all of a sudden things started to get really
bright.  I turned around and saw the fire and called 911 right
away.  Thankfully I saw it quick enough so that they could get
here in time to contain it.  I’m glad I noticed it so
quickly.”


           
“Right.  Good work Martin.” I replied half paying attention to
him and half paying attention to the fire fighters scurrying all
around my building.


           
Cars were starting to pull into the parking lot as I turned to walk
away from Martin.  One after another, people still half
dressed in the sleepwear came driving into the lot and got out of
their cars.  Quite a few of them I recognized as volunteers
and parishioners for Sua Nuntius, yet many other faces I did not
know.  As I started to walk closer to the building, I heard
someone else calling my name.


           
“James!  James!”


           
It was Sarah.


           
I turned to see where she was and saw her getting out of the
passenger side of a BMW.  The driver of the car also stepped
out but his was another face I did not
know.        

“James” she called out again as she came running over and threw
her arms around me.


           
“What happened?” she asked.


           
“I don’t know” I said.  “That’s what I was just trying to find
out.”


           
In an effort to learn more, Sarah, the Father and I turned and
started walking to the closest official looking car. 


           
“What’s going on here?” I asked of a man leaning on the car and
holding a walkie-talkie. 


           
“Who are you?” he asked.


           
“This is our building” the Father replied in my stead.


           
“James?  Is that you?” the man asked squinting through the
night to see me.


           
It was very difficult to see as the fire was casting odd shadows,
and on top of that, the wind had just shifted and was now blowing
ashen smoke back into the parking lot.


           
“Yes.  It’s me” I replied.


           
“Hey James” the man called back.  “It’s me, Chief Murphy.”


           
I still couldn’t make out his face but was now able to recognize
his voice.  Chief Murphy, if memory served, was the Chief of
the local fire department and had actually attended quite a few of
my meetings.  It was good to know I had a friend on the
scene.


           
“So what’s going on here, Chief?” I asked him.


           
“You’re not gonna lose the building,” he replied.  “but that
back quarter’s torched pretty good.   We’re soaking the
roof and surrounding parts of the building to make sure it doesn’t
spread.”


           
“Thank you Chief” I said.


           
“I gotta tell you though,” he continued.  “this one doesn’t
look like much of an accident.”


           
“What do you mean?” I asked.


           
“Well, when the first truck got here, I heard on the radio that the
blaze was mostly on the outside wall of the building.”

           
“Yeah?” I said, looking to coax out the rest of his hypothesis.


           
“Well fire doesn’t usually start on the outside wall of a building
unless someone starts it there.”


           
Hearing this, Sarah the Father and I all made various sounds of
disbelief.


           
“I’m not gonna go and say nothing for sure,” the Chief continued to
say.  “but that’s the way it looks right now.  To me at
least”


           
“What can we do?” Sarah asked.


           
“Nothing right now…Sarah?  Right?”


           
The Chief seemed to recognize her.


           
“Yes” she replied.


           
“I’ve heard you’ve done a lot of great work here at this building”
the Chief said to her.


           
“Thank you” she replied.


           
“There’s nothin’ really you can do right now though” he said. 
“We’ll probably have this thing out in a few hours.  In the
meantime, I suggest you three just go back home and try to get some
rest.  I’ll call you when we have it out and we can start
trying to figure out exactly what happened.”


           
I wanted to stay and help but I knew that there was nothing I could
really do. 


           
“Thank you” I said to the Chief extending my hand in gratitude.


           
“Hey it’s not a problem, James.   What are you gonna do
tomorrow though?” the Chief asked.  “I was really looking
forward to hearing you speak here.  I was actually gonna bring
my whole family.”


           
“I….I don’t know” I said. 

I really hadn’t had much time to think about it.


           
“Why don’t you just do it back over at St. Eulalia’s?” the Chief
said.  “It doesn’t seat as many people but it’s better than
nothing, right?”


           
The Father had been trying to keep me in the dark a little bit in
regards to his recent troubles with the Cardinal, but I knew enough
to know that this was not going to be an option.  I was just
about to say as much when the Father trumped my response.


           
“That’s a great idea Chief.  Somewhere’s better than nowhere,
and St. Eulalia’s is a pretty nice somewhere if I don’t say so
myself.” 


           
“Father” I said; almost unable to believe what I was hearing. 
“The Cardinal will never allow that.”


           
“Oh let me worry about the Cardinal” he said with half a smile on
his face.  “The Cardinal said he didn’t’ want me leaving the
church to come over here tomorrow.  He didn’t say anything
about you coming to St. Eulalia’s.”


           
“That’s probably because he didn’t think that was going to be an
option” I replied.


           
“Yeah well, circumstances change” the Father replied.  “I’ll
make the him understand.”


           
The Father reached out to shake the Chief’s hand and thanked him
for his great idea.


           
“Come on Sarah,” the Father said turning his attention to
her.  “Let’s go tell the parishioners in the parking lot that
we’ll be moving thing’s to St. E’s tomorrow.”


           
Without another word to me, the two of them darted away and started
making their rounds through the throngs of people that were now
gathered in the parking lot.


           
“I can post a couple of my boys here tomorrow morning” the Chief
said to me. 


           
“Huh?” was my reply. 

I was still a bit baffled by everything that had just
happened.  I wasn’t quite back in the moment yet.


           
“I can put a couple of my boys here tomorrow” he repeated. 
“When people come into the parking lot in the morning, I’ll have
the boys direct ‘em back over to St. Eulalia’s.  Good idea?”
he asked.


           
Turning once again to see Sarah and the Father spreading word of
the venue change to the people in the parking lot, I realized that
it was already too late to argue.  Turning back to Chief
Murphy I said “That would be excellent.  I would appreciate it
very much.”


           
“Not a problem at all, James” he replied with a big smile on his
face.  “Hey and it was an honor to finally meet you.  You
know, face to face.”


           
“The honor was mine” I said then turned back to go fetch Sarah and
the Father. 


           
“Let’s go!” I said calling out to the Father.  “Let’s get back
to the house and get some rest.  There’s nothing we can do
here right now so let’s let the fire department do their job
without us being in the way.”


           
The Father heard me, at least I think he did, but he did not
reply.  Instead he held up one finger and nodded his head as
if to say “I’ll be there in a minute.” 

He continued rushing around from car to car and person to person
telling each and every one of them that the meeting was going to be
moved to St. Eulalia’s tomorrow morning at ten.  Finally, both
the Father and Sarah finished making their rounds and met back up
with me. 


           
I was about to turn around and start heading for the car when the
Father spoke up in an effort to got everyone’s attention.


           
“God already knows which party is responsible for this travesty,
and soon, man too will know the culprit!” He shouted into the
crowd.  “Know now that the efforts of this devil on earth were
completely in vein.  We will not be silenced.  The
message will continue to spread.  I hope to see you all at St.
Eulalia’s tomorrow morning!”


           
He finished his rousing little speech and put his arm around my
shoulder.  I turned to see Sarah who was now standing just
three feet to my left.  Backlit by the fire still ravaging my
building, her white dress was flitting in the wind. 
Motionless, she looked more like a ghost than a woman as she stared
back at the crowd of onlookers.  I couldn’t help but to think
to that the Father, myself and Sarah made quite a spectacle to
anyone that may have been looking.


           
“I think we should go now” I said to the Father.


           
Just then, two big white vans came into the parking lot.  They
caught my attention immediately as they both had rather large
satellite dishes on their roofs.  The first van had a big logo
for “Channel 4” on the side and the other one was emblazed with a
big black, blue and yellow “FOX” insignia. 


           
“Wow” I said sarcastically to the Father and Sarah.  “The
press actually got here after the fire department for a
change.”


           
No one laughed.

 “ I’m not talking to those vultures, you know” I said to
the Father.  “Let’s get out of here and head back home.”


           
I put my arm on the Father’s shoulder to start walking him over to
his Lincoln but he wouldn’t move.


           
“You sure you don’t want to make a comment to those guys?” he asked
me while pointing to the news vans.


           
I stared blankly back at him waiting to see if he’d elaborate.


           
“Well, look,” he said.  “whoever did this to Domus obviously
wanted you silenced, right?”


           
“I would assume so, yes” I replied.


           
“Now that the press is here though, it gives us an even better
opportunity to get the word out on your message than we had
before.”


           
“I guess, but-”


           
“Don’t get me wrong, James” he said cutting me off.  “I’m as
upset about this whole thing as you are.  Believe me I
am.  The only thing we can do now though is try to turn this
negative into a positive.  They try to silence us and we come
back at them louder than ever.  It’s perfect.”


           
Father Montgomery was pleading with me.  He was using the tone
of voice he always used when he was getting ready for me to
disagree with him. 

This time though, as much as I despised the thought of getting
in bed with the press, I was not about to disagree.  The
Father actually had a pretty good point.  By allowing the
media to tell the story of foul arson unleashed on our holy house,
we might very well rally not just support for ourselves, but maybe
even a greater turnout than otherwise possible at the next
meeting. 


           
“You do the interview” I told him.  “I’ll wait in the
car.”


           
Almost too pleased to hear me agree, the Father smiled, gave me a
big hug, then speed-walked off in the direction of the news
vans. 


           
“It’s a good idea” Sarah said assuring me that my decision was a
sound one.


           
“Thank you” I  replied.  “By the way, not to pry, but who
was it that gave you a ride here tonight?”


           
My question was, to say the least, out of the blue and seemed to
take Sarah by surprise.  I guess it wasn’t the best time to
ask it, but I’d been wanting to know who he was ever since I saw
him get out of the car.


           
“He’s…uh, one of the men that’s been volunteering at Domus” she
said finally.  “His name is Edward Lars.  He’s a great
guy.  I think you’d like him a lot.  I know he sure likes
you”


           
“Oh” I said in reply.  I had nothing further to say.


           
Sarah paused, avoiding eye contact with me instead looking only in
the direction of the news vans.


           
“It’s not what you think” she finally blurted out after a great
many awkward seconds.  “We’re just friends.”


           
“I never thought otherwise” I said.  “and even if you were
more than friends-”


           
“But we’re not” she said cutting me off.


           
“Even if you were more,” I continued.  “I would be more than
happy for you.  You deserve a good man, Sarah.”


           
She looked down at the ground and muttered, “It’s not like
that.”


           
Seeing full well that I’d beaten to death a subject I probably
shouldn’t even have brought up in the first place, I switched the
topic.


           
“So I’ll see you at St. Eulalia’s tomorrow, right?”


           
“Absolutely.” She replied, perking right up.  “Is there
anything you need me to bring?”


           
“A couple thousand chairs maybe” I said with a little grin.


           
“Right…right!” she said. 

Her eyes lit right back up to the radiance I had gotten so used
to seeing lately. 

“With the crowd we’re gonna get, we’ll need the chairs, the
loudspeakers and the whole nine yards” she said.  “Getting
everything set up on such short notice will be tough, but I can do
it James.  You know I can.”


           
“Absolutely” I replied with a big smile.  “I have no doubt
about it.”


           
A couple minutes later, the Father returned from his big TV
debut.  Sarah informed him of our plans to set up the church
just like we had on Easter, then she left to go find her BMW
driving friend. 

It was late.  The adrenaline was starting to wear off and I
was quickly becoming very tired.  It was time to go home and
try to get as much sleep as possible.










Chapter 24

 


 

 


           
When I woke the next morning I felt like I had just climbed into
bed and closed my eyes only a few minutes earlier.  My
complete lack of sleep was giving everything I experienced last
night that dream-like quality causing some confusion in my mind
between what was real and what was not. As I drew breath for a
morning yawn though, my mouth and nose were filled with the taste
and stench of smoke that was emanating from the clothes I had worn
last night.  Seeing as how dreams don’t tend to make your
clothing smell, I guessed that part of the evening was real. I
gathered up the clothes that were still piled up on the floor near
the foot of my bed and shoved them deep into the hamper in my
closet.  I hoped to hide their ashen scent beneath some other
dirty clothing that had not been exposed to the burning embers of
Domus Sua Nuntius.


           
Looking over at my alarm clock, I saw that it was now only a few
minutes past six.  I was exhausted and desperately wanted to
go back to bed but a continuous racket I had been hearing from
outside would not allow it.  My bedroom didn’t have a front
facing window and, as that was where the sound was coming from, I
had no idea what was causing the racket.  In order to see
where it was coming from I and had to go to the second floor to
look out a window from there.  I put on a pair of slippers,
shuffled down the stairs and pulled back the soft white curtains at
the end of the hall in order to look out into the early morning
light.


           
“Pretty good huh?” the Father said from behind me. 

I hated it when he snuck up on me like that.  I hadn’t
heard him coming and the sudden sound of his voice almost made me
fall over the nearby banister down into the foyer.


           
“Huh?” I said  grabbing hold of the banister to make sure I
did not tumble over it.


           
“Pretty good” he repeated.  “Sarah actually got a whole work
crew together in the middle of the night and got ‘em all here at
5:30 to start setting up.”


           
“That is pretty good” I concurred.


           
“Oh!  It’s almost time!” the Father said, first looking at his
wristwatch then grabbing my arm.  “Come on, lets’ go
downstairs.”

           
“Time for what?” I asked as he dragged me to the staircase.


           
“The guys from Fox told me I’d be on this morning some time after
six.  I hope we didn’t miss it.  Let’s go!”


           
His early morning energy and rapid change of subject had me
thoroughly confused.  It wasn’t until we were half way down
the stairs when I remembered that he had done interviews with the
news vans last night.  The Father jogged ahead of me making
his way to the TV room while I dragged behind still trying to wake
up a little bit more. 


           
“Come on!” he yelled from up ahead.  “It’s on!”


           
I came into the room just in time to see the Father on TV talking
about “the travesty that has happened here tonight.”  They
then cut back to the studio where the anchor man was saying “Fox
learned earlier this morning from Fire Chief Christopher Murphy
that the fire at Domus Sua Nuntius is believed to be the work of
one or many arsonists.  Chief Murphy has confirmed that an
accelerant, possibly gasoline, was used to ignite the fire. 
The damage to the building was not too extensive, engulfing only
the southeast corner, but it was bad enough so that the inaugural
session, to be held by self-proclaimed Son of God, James, had to be
cancelled.”


           
The camera then cut back to Father Montgomery with the flaming
Domus behind him saying “This attack on our building is an obvious
attempt by certain individuals of little faith and no morals to
silence Sua Nuntius.  Unfortunately for them, their efforts
have failed.  Anyone who wished to come and see James speak
here on Sunday is now welcome to join me at St. Eulalia’s Sunday
morning at ten where the message will be heard.”


           
“Well rehearsed” I said mockingly to the Father.


           
He shushed me as the anchor continued.  “An investigation is
ongoing to determine who or what might be responsible for setting
the fire.  In the meantime though, there you have it, the show
will go on at St. Eulalia’s today in just under four
hours.” 


           
A picture of me flashed up on the screen and was used as sort of a
segue to the next segment.  My image disappeared and the
anchor came back on.


           
“If you’re not familiar with this man,” he began.  “he goes by
the name of James.  His legal name is actually, believe it or
not, Jesus Christ though, and that’s exactly who he claims to
be.  Crazy as it may sound, his message is spreading like wild
fire…no pun intended, and joining us to discuss this topic are
Doctor Toby Cloth from the Christian Science Monitor and live from
our Fox studios in Indiana, Professor Ellen Dowley from the School
of Theology at Anderson University.”


           
The Father and I watched in amazement as the two talking heads took
their respective sides on the issue of…well…me, and battled it out
for almost five full minutes.  Toby Cloth seemed to be on my
side talking about the charitable efforts of Sua Nuntius and what
an amazing effect my speeches had been having on people. 
Dowley on the other hand focused almost exclusively on the
“stranglings” and my “claim to be Jesus returned”.


           
The debate ended, a commercial for McDonalds took over the screen,
and I found myself more awake now than any cup of coffee could have
ever gotten me.


           
“Whoah.” Was pretty much the only word that I could force to come
out of my mouth.


           
“How about that?!” the Father said seeming jubilant and
celebratory.  “Now that’s some good press.”


           
“Good?” I asked a little bit baffled.  “Did you hear the part
when that lady said I should be in jail for assault and battery
instead of being up on a pulpit?”


           
“Yeah but she came off like a nut-job herself.  The other guy
told everyone about the good work you’re doing and how important
your message is.  Thanks to him, we’re gonna have half the
country wanting to come here today.”


           
“It’s just a local affiliate, you know” I said to the Father.


           
“Yeah but stories like this one get picked up in no time. 
It’ll be national before you know it.  This is
exactly what we needed.”


           
“I don’t think having my new place torched is exactly what
I would have asked for if given the choice.”


           
“Well no, of course not” the father said stepping his enthusiasm
for the situation down a notch or two.  “But we’re making the
best of it.  God sure does work in mysterious ways.”

           
“That he does” I replied.


           
“I wish I could see the face of the person that set the fire when
thousands of people start showing up here today.  I bet they
didn’t expect that to happen” the Father said regaining his jovial
disposition.


           
“No, I bet they didn’t” I said. 


           
The Father then told me that the people from Channel 4 weren’t sure
when his segment would be on.  All they had said to him last
night was that it would be on “some time in the morning.”  Not
wanting to miss it, he said that he was going to stay and watch the
TV for a little while to see if it came on.  Seeing that it
was now close to 6:30, I figured I might want to start getting
ready for the big meeting.  A good shower might help to wake
me up a little bit more, not to mention get the smoky smell off my
skin.

 










Chapter 25

 


 


           
It was now just a couple minutes before ten o’clock and every
single seat, both inside and outside of St. Eulalia’s was
filled.  Beyond that, the lawn and parking lot were also
packed with people standing virtually shoulder to shoulder. 
All told, there had to be about five thousand people there,
counting both the parishioners and the protestors.  Just as
the number of one grew, so did the other.  The number of
protesters was still much smaller than the number of parishioners,
but Michelle now had more people behind her than ever before. 
She stood right in behind the police barricade, some six hundred
feet away from the front of the church where a commotion was now
ensuing. 


           
The loudspeakers set up all over the grounds of the church came
alive as a whisper of feedback blew through the air.  The
voice of Father Nathaniel Montgomery could be heard a little bit
off microphone at first, then he got right up on it.


           
“Attention” he said.  “Your attention please.”  His voice
boomed as someone tried frantically to turn the too-loud volume
down a bit.  “I have just been informed by Cardinal John Bilio
that we will not be allowed to use the church today for the purpose
of this meeting.”


           
A loud grumbling murmur arose within the church and all throughout
the parking lot and lawn.  Behind the police barricades,
Michelle’s protestors erupted into boisterous applause.


           
“Attention!  Your attention please” the Father’s voice resumed
echoing through the speakers.  “The Cardinal will not allow us
to use the church…but he has said nothing…about the lawn.”


           
The crowd quieted down a little bit as most everyone within it was
trying to figure out if the Father was saying what they thought he
was saying.


           
“First they try to burn down our new home” the Father continued to
say.  “Then they try to ban us from our own church.  We
will not have it!” the Father roared.  “We will not be
silenced!”


           
The crowd once again erupted into applause.  Most of them
anyway. The protesters now switched back from applause to booing
again. 


           
“If you’ll give us another ten or fifteen minutes,” the Father
continued.  “we’ll be moving our microphones out to the front
of the church.  If everyone within the church could please
exit through the main and side egresses, I’m sure we can make
plenty of room for you out on the lawn.  I apologize for the
disruption and delay, but I promise you, it will be worth it!”


           
The Father more cheered that last line than spoke it, and the crowd
received it as such.  All who were once seated outside were
now standing in applause.  From her far off vantage point,
Michelle could see people starting to stream out of the church and
file out onto the lawn.  She and her protesters roared and
waved their signs high in the air expressing their complete
discontent with the situation.


           
As the line of people exiting the church began to dwindle, Sarah
was seen exiting the front door of the church directing two men
that were carrying a plain wooden lectern.  She had them bring
it to the bottom of the stairs and place it on the brick walkway
that lay just in front of the church.  Then, she ran back into
the church only to emerge a minute later carrying coils of wires in
her arms and being trailed by a tall man in blue jeans.  She
dropped the wires on the ground as the man brought what looked to
be a microphone over to the lectern. Sarah plugged the microphone
into the end of one of the long wires she was carrying and tapped
on it once.  The speakers boomed causing the air to shake and
everyone in the crowd to jump a little bit.


           
Far off mic, Sarah was heard to say “All set.  We’re all set
to go.”


           
The crowd fell silent, anticipating James’ arrival at the
podium.  All were hushed, but the protestors who could still
be heard screaming louder than ever far off in the distance. 
As Sarah stepped away from the podium, Father Montgomery emerged
from the church behind her.  The enormous crowd had been
expecting to see James and was a bit confused when the Father
started walking down the steps of the church and grabbed hold of
the microphone.


           
“I’d like to thank each and every one of you for coming here today”
he said.  “For those of you who have heard James speak before,
you know how important his message is.  For those of you who
are here for the first time, prepare to have your eyes opened like
never before.”


           
The Father went on like this for almost three full minutes. 
The crowd played along at first; cheering when they were supposed
to and listening when he spoke.  Eventually though, they
became restless and started to wonder where James was. 
Finally, after three minutes of build-up, the figure of James could
be seen walking down the aisle of the church and coming to the
doorway.  Whatever it was that Father Montgomery was saying at
that moment was known only to him as the crowd exploded into
applause the likes of which had never been heard outside of a
sporting arena. 


           
James walked out the door and was about to start making his way
down the stairs when he suddenly stopped.  He looked down at
the ground for a moment then flung his arms out to the side as if
mimicking the crucifixions.  The giant crowd went wild as did
the protestors; both doing so for completely opposite reasons of
course.  After just a few seconds, he dropped his arms to his
side and walked down the steps toward the podium.  Taking hold
of the microphone, his tenor voice then took to the air like the
first note of a symphony, and the crowd went silent. 

Way back in the crowd, behind even the protestors, the
Cardinal’s car was approaching the grounds of St. Eulalia’s. 
The streets were packed, and almost as soon as the steeple of the
church was in sight, the streets were too filled with people to
drive on.  The car’s driver put it in park and three of the
Cardinal’s bodyguards emerged. They fanned out, leaving the
Cardinal in the car as they sought out Michelle DeFauter. 
Four minutes later, one of the guards returned with Michelle who
was still carrying one of her favorite “False Profit” signs.. 
He motioned for her to get into the car and took the sign out of
her hand.  As she climbed in, he closed the door behind
her.

“This isn’t exactly a good time” she said to the Cardinal before
he had time to speak.  “…and you’d better not be here to
listen to James.”

Michelle looked like she had more to say but was promptly cut
off by the Cardinal.

“You’d do best not to tell me what to do!” he roared, clearly
displeased with her tone of voice. 

Michelle had gotten used to walking all over the Cardinal as of
late and was clearly taken aback by his tone. 

“I didn’t come here to be lectured by the likes of you!” he
continued at a volume near the top of his lungs.  “What I came
here for,” he continued lowering his voice a little. “was to get a
message to Father Montgomery.  He hung up on me when I called
him a few minutes ago.  I heard on the news that he was moving
the proceedings outside and I wanted to make sure that his little
coup d’etat ended there.  The moment James stops speaking, I
want you to tell the Father that that’s it.  Everyone goes
home.  Can you make sure he gets that message please?” the
Cardinal asked raising his voice once again.

“Gladly” Michelle said with a devious smile.

“As soon as James stops speaking, tell him that’s it!  No
afternoon session.  No session tomorrow.  No session at
all!  You find him, and you tell him that.”

Michelle nodded and was about to leave the car when the Cardinal
spoke up again.  “Oh, and Michelle.  If I find out that
you had anything to do with that little fire over at Domus, you can
be sure the Vatican will hear about it.  They might support
your little protests but I seriously doubt that they’d like to be
associated with an arsonist.”

Michelle was about to reply when the Cardinal knocked on the
rear window of the car and one of his body guards opened the side
door.  Michelle was whisked out by the arm and directed back
into the crowd before she had time to respond. 

The Cardinal sat in his car for quite some time, listening to
James’ speech on the car radio.  Two different radio stations
were there along with countless TV outlets.  All of them were
either taping the proceedings for use later in the day or
broadcasting them live.

As he listened, the Cardinal couldn’t help but to be moved by
James’ words.  He was always moved by what James had to say
and he wanted desperately to tell the world as much.  He knew
that doing so would have dire consequences though.  What would
become of a disgraced Cardinal is a question he’d prefer never got
answered.










Chapter 26

 


 

Twelve days after the enormous gathering on the lawn of St.
Eulalia’s we were getting ready once again to open the doors of
Domus Sua Nuntius.  In the immediate aftermath of the fire,,
and due to the glorious success of the huge gathering at St.
Eulalia’s almost two Saturdays ago, Sua Nuntius had received a
record amount of donations in a very short amount of time. 
The money that had come pouring in was more than enough to fix up
Domus Sua Nuntius in an expedient manner.  It was so much in
fact that the organization was now thinking of undertaking some
much larger ventures as well.  But first thing was
first.  At nine AM sharp Friday morning May the fifth, the
building inspector showed up at Domus to examine the integrity of
the building.


           
The burned out section of Domus had been reconstructed by crews
working around the clock over the past ten days.  The
materials they used to get the job done did not match those of the
rest of the building very well, and as a result, the southeast
corner of Domus looked much newer and quite out of sorts with the
rest of the place.  Regardless of aesthetics though, Domus was
thankfully sound enough and strong enough to pass inspection.


           
Domus, along with being built to serve as a huge gathering place
for my parishioners, also had offices built up on the top
floor.  During the fire, three of these offices had been
either burned out completely or had suffered bad smoke
damage.  The contractor we hired to spearhead the
reconstruction had recommended that we gut that area of offices and
rebuild them from scratch.  Taking his advice, we did just
that and were now ready to re-open the offices to Sua Nuntius’
volunteers and employees.


           
Adam Leture, along with Lindsay, Peter and Marcus had, by now, all
quit their regular jobs and were working for Sua Nuntius a minimum
of forty hours per week.  Thanks to the amount of donations
that we had been taking in even before the fire we were now able to
pay them, along with eleven other full time employees, the exact
same rates they had been earning at their old jobs.  Each and
every one of these full time employees had seen the visions and as
a result they believed in me, my work and my message
completely.  Having them all be able to work together in one
place here at Domus Sua Nuntius was going to be a huge aid as we
looked to move forward with our mission of spreading the
message.


           
Sarah was supposed to be here with me to meet the building
inspector this morning but she had not yet shown up.  I was
just starting to wonder where she was when I heard her calling my
name from the far end of the building.


           
“James!  James!  Come quick!”


           
She had come in through the main door and was running full speed to
the back of the building where I was still talking to the building
inspector.


           
“Come here!  Come here!”


           
Startled by her tone and urgency, I started running through the
main hall to meet her half way.  As soon as she saw me coming
towards her, she turned back around and started running to the door
from which she just came. 
          


           
“Come quick!” she shouted again as she stood in the doorway waving
me on.  “You have to hear what’s on the radio!”


           
“Oh the radio?” I said to myself, puzzled by what could be so
urgent as to cause Sarah’s current frantic state.


           
She disappeared out the front door and I quickly followed behind
her.  Parked right in front of Domus and just outside the door
was a dark blue Lexus with both doors flung wide open.  A man
stood by the driver’s door who I recognized immediately as one of
my parishioners.  I hadn’t the time to ponder why Sarah had
apparently come here in his car but was told to “listen” by Sarah
after she asked the man to turn up his car radio.


           
“…So James’ Father is not God?” the voice on the radio said.


           
“Hardly.  I’m the kid’s Daddy and I’ll take a DNA test to
prove it” a gruff and slurring voice replied.


           
“Who is that?” I asked to anyone that might be able to answer.


           
The host of the radio show thanked the man and started to go to
commercial.  Sarah turned to the driver of the Lexus and asked
him to turn the volume down.  Then, walking back over to me,
she began to explain what it was that I had just heard.


           
“That was some guy named Andrew Maynard” she said.  “He’s
claiming to be your biological father.”


           
“What?” I asked.


           
“He says he was sleeping with your mom just around the time she got
pregnant.  He says he can prove it.”


           
“That’s ridiculous!” I said.  “My mother wasn’t sleeping with
anyone when she got pregnant.  That’s the whole point.”


           
“I know.  I know, James” she said trying to reassure me. 
“This guy said he’s got proof though and he’s gonna reveal it
Sunday night on 60 Minutes.”


           
“The TV Show?” I asked in amazement.


           
“Yeah he’s booked for tomorrow night and he’s apparently doing the
media rounds today trying to get the word out about it.”


           
“This is ridiculous” I said taking a few steps away from Sarah and
starting to pace around in a circle.  “Have a lot of people
heard about this guy?” I asked.


           
“He’s making the rounds I guess,” Sarah said.  “and it seems
like he’s getting pretty good coverage too.  You’re a hot
story James and everything related to you is too.”


           
“I’m a story, huh?” I asked sarcastically.


           
“That’s not what I meant” Sarah replied sheepishly.


           
Realizing that I was moments away from lashing out at someone that
did not deserve it, I caught myself. 


           
“Well I’m gonna need you to get a hold of Adam and see what he can
find out about this guy.  I wanna find out who he is, where
he’s from, if he ever even knew my mother and who’s putting him up
to this.”


           
“I’ll call him right now” Sarah said.


           
She walked over to the driver of the Lexus and asked him for his
cell phone.  She started dialing as I headed back though the
doors of Domus Sua Nuntius wondering what kind of test this could
possibly be.










Chapter 27
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For a day and a half Andrew Maynard was everywhere. 
Everywhere that is except where anyone from Sua Nuntius could find
him.  Despite the numerous radio talk shows and television
programs that he was appearing on, try as he might, Adam Leture
could not track down this supposed father of James.  Adam put
the full resources of his prior business and those of Sua Nuntius
to the test but to no avail.  Maynard was almost as much a
ghost as James had seemed to be to Edenborough and Price. 


           
The story of James, “the alleged Son of God”, was already making
national headlines and this new wrinkle in the story was only
adding fuel to the fire.  The timing of Maynard’s coming out
was, from the perspective of James’ opponents, perfect. 
Andrew Maynard started hitting the airwaves on Friday morning, just
two days before the re-opening of Domus Sua Nuntius.  America
barely even had time to digest his side of the story before the
weekend hit.  By the time Sua Nuntius could even begin to
mount a response it was already too late.  The week’s news
cycle was ending and everyone was going into the weekend thinking
that James was the son of this ragged looking, unemployed
drunk.


           
You couldn’t have hand picked a better candidate for a father to
discredit James if you had tried.  His surly attitude was
utterly dislikable, yet he seemed to know with uncanny
recollection, intimate details about James’ mother that seemed to
be putting him in the right place at the right time.  Every
appearance Maynard made seemed to punch one more hole in James’
story.  If this couldn’t be stopped, or God forbid if it
turned out to be true, James’ credibility would be destroyed
forever.


           
On the morning of Sunday April the seventh, one of the surprises
that Sua Nuntius had was about to be revealed.  Cameras and
microphones had been set up all over Domus Sua Nuntius and this
inaugural meeting at the building was going to be web cast for the
entire world to see.  James was still very wary of the media
and believed only in the mass dissemination of his message if he
had complete control over it.  He had cringed to learn that
his giant meeting at St. Eulalia’s a couple weeks ago had been
carried by so many media outlets.  That day being as patchwork
thrown together as it was though, James hadn’t the time or
resources to prevent that from happening.  The idea of a web
cast pleased him though.  The message would be under his
control and not subject to the editing whims of any producers or
television executives.


           
The building was, as expected, filled to capacity with more than
twenty eight hundred parishioners packed into the pews eager to
hear James speak.  The building was not set up with outside
speakers like St. Eulalia’s was two weeks ago but the fact that
well over one and a half million people were expected to log onto
the web cast more than made up for that. 

The meeting began right on time and as usual, James’ words
resonated with his audience as if they were coming straight from
heaven.  Those inside Domus, along with those sitting at home
on their computers, sat mesmerized as he delivered one of his
finest speeches ever.  Outside of Domus though, as expected,
protestors gathered to hold up their signs and chant their clever
chants.  A good many of the signs had to do with Andrew
Maynard and his possible relation to James.  Some had pictures
of both James and Andrew on them  with captions like Son
of a Dunk while other signs simply read Who’s Your Daddy
Now?          


           
This whole issue of paternity was nothing short of a crown of
thorns for James to bare today.  On a day when he would have
much rather been focused on the grand re-opening of Domus, Andrew
Maynard had forced himself onto the scene and was detracting from
the day’s proceedings.  James had never before taken time
during a meeting to address any of his critics, but on this
particular Sunday, he felt it necessary to do so.  Near the
very end of his speech, just before he chose to whom he would show
the visions, he spoke out against those who would “put Andrew
Maynard up to this devious task.”  He assured everyone
watching and listening that Maynard was nothing more than a “prop
being used by those who refuse to accept the love and truth of my
message”.  Of course, James had not yet heard Maynard’s
“proof” so he was unable to refute anything directly, but for those
who wanted to believe in James, the few words he devoted to the
subject seemed to be enough.  For those in America who liked
to see good men fall though, they couldn’t wait to see 60 Minutes
later that night.


           
All day long, CBS had been running a ten second promo of Maynard
claming to be James’ Father.; “tonight on 60 Minutes, hear the
proof” was the tagline.  Finally, after a day and a half of
what seemed to be an inordinate amount of promotion, the program
began.  Immediately after they introduced all the hosts and
reporters, they cut to a scene of Andrew Maynard sitting on a stool
in what looked to be a very dirty and rundown bar.  The
voice-over began as the video stayed on Maynard then cut to scenes
of James at the lectern outside St. Eulalia’s.  The piece was
horribly biased.  It didn’t bother to spend any time on any of
the good work James or Sua Nuntius had been doing.  Instead,
it focused on the stranglings and the fact that James claimed to be
the Son of God.  When it finally came time for Maynard to
present his “proof of paternity”, everyone tuning in paid extra
close attention.


           
“How do I know I’m his Dad?” Maynard said repeating the reporter’s
question.  “Well I took one of them DNA tests.”


           
“And it matched?” the reporter asked.


           
“That’s what they tell me.  If that boys the Son of God then
you can just go ahead and call me the All Mighty.”


           
The interview ended and America went back to finishing up their
Sunday night dinners, a great many of them believing just about
every word they had just heard.  Meanwhile, over at the
offices of Edenborough and Price, the two men clicked off the
television in their conference room and waited for the phone to
ring.  It did, and Edenborough answered.  A few kind
words from Michelle DeFauter on the other end and Daniel
Edenborough was able to give Walter Price the thumbs up. 
Their contract with the church was reinstated.










Chapter 28
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The Cardinal had been keeping a very close eye on Father Montgomery
ever since our defiant meeting at St. Eulalia’s over two weeks
ago.  Ever since then, he’s been calling the church regularly
to make sure that Father Montgomery is there and not with me at
Domus Sua Nuntius or anywhere else for that matter.  The only
time we’d really been getting to spend with one another lately is
at his house in the evenings.  I could tell that this bothered
the Father very much.  On Monday morning May the eighth, the
Father had just enough time between sessions at St. Eulalia’s and
phone calls from the Cardinal, that he felt he could join me over
at Domus for a while though.


           
This was to be the first full work day for the newly re-opened
offices at Domus Sua Nuntius.  It was nine AM when the Father
and I walked into the top floor conference room where we were
joined first by Sarah and then by all fifteen of our full time
employees.  We took our seats at the table and brought the
meeting to order.   “This so called proof that Maynard
had last nigh was obviously a pile of crap,” Adam Leture said to
the group as soon as it was announced that the minutes were being
taken.  “For those of you who don’t know how the media works
though, let me explain.  Sometimes, you don’t even need real
facts to ruin someone’s reputation.  All it takes is a pile of
crap, as evidence by what happened to us this weekend.  Out of
the fifty million people that saw those promos CBS had been running
all weekend long or that heard Maynard’s radio interviews, only a
small percentage of them actually tuned in to watch the segment on
60 Minutes.  That means, everyone who heard or saw the promo,
but didn’t bother to watch the segment, just assumes Maynard is
James’ father; no questions asked.  Of the fourteen or so
million people that did actually tune in to watch the segment, I’d
be willing to bet that a good many of them bought the story hook
line and sinker.  It’s the old, I saw it on TV so it must be
true, syndrome.  I’d be willing to bet that the only people in
America who didn’t buy the story are, people we’ve already got on
our side, people who somehow managed not to hear anything about
Maynard, or the tiny little part of the population who doesn’t
trust a damn thing the media says.”


           
“Where is this guy’s DNA proof?” Sarah asked.


           
“That’s the point, Sarah.  He doesn’t have any” Adam
replied.  “I mean, let’s assume for one second that they
actually did test his DNA.  Even if that were true, how the
hell did they get a sample from James to compare it to?  Did
someone sneak into his bedroom in the middle of the night and swab
the inside of his mouth or cut off a lock of his hair while he
wasn’t looking?  I doubt it.  The guy has no proof. 
Someone told him to say that nonsense about the DNA.  I mean,
he actually said, that’s what they tell me.”


           
“So what do we do now?” the Father asked.


           
“Well the first thing we do is we try to get a retraction from 60
Minutes.  The only problem with that is, you know, I know and
everyone else in this room knows that Maynard’s story was junk, but
we’re gonna have to prove it.”


           
Adam paused for a moment then looked at me.

“James, we’re gonna need to take a DNA sample from you and then
get one from Maynard too.  We’ll have to take them to an
independent lab and prove that there’s no match.  ”


           
“And what exactly would that do?” I asked.


           
“Well it would prove the story false” Adam replied.


           
“It’ll prove that to the viewers of 60 Minutes who happen to be
watching the night they run the retraction” I replied.  “and
those people might not even be the same ones who watched the story
in the first place.”

           
“True” Adam said nodding his head.


           
“So the only thing a retraction will do is prove the story false to
an even smaller percentage of people that heard about it in the
first place.” I stated.


           
“You’re right” Adam replied.


           
“It’s not worth it” I said.


           
“No.  You’re probably right” Adam replied resigning himself to
my logic and slumping back in his chair.  “The damage has
already been done.”


           
“DNA test” the Father muttered into the silence.  “Did anyone
ask for a DNA test when you came to us two thousand years ago?” he
asked with sarcastic outrage.  “DNA test” he muttered to
himself again.


           
For the next half hour or so, we discussed how best to respond to
the story.  The Father, Sarah, Adam Leture and myself knew
full well that Andrew Maynard was more likely than not put up to
his task by Edenborough and Price.  Adam suggested, and Sarah
agreed, that we should try to connect the dots between the PR firm,
Maynard, and the Roman Catholic Church.  Adam thought if we
could do this successfully that we would be able to discredit the
story fully and at the same time do some damage to the church the
likes of which they had been trying to do to us.  The Father
argued furiously that this would be a very unwise tactic.  He
told Adam and the group that current parishioners loyal to the
Roman Catholic Church are our best future parishioners.  Being
already religious minded, they had the most potential out of anyone
to see the light that I could show them.  This had actually
been the Father’s stance on the matter ever since this whole thing
started.  He went on to say that attacking the church would do
nothing but aggravate and alienate this huge number of potential
followers. 

On the one hand, the Father’s argument handcuffed us in the PR
battle against the church.  On the other hand, his rationale
was hard to argue with. 


           
“So we seem to be at loggerheads” I said to the room at
large.  “In order to defend ourselves against this and other
possible attacks in the future, it would appear at first glance
that we must go on the offensive against the church” I paused to
look around a bit making sure everyone was following this circular
logic.  “However, if we attack the church we’ll be offending
the very people to whom we should actually be trying to appeal
to.”  I surveyed the room again and noticed that almost
everyone in it was nodding like a bunch of bobble head dolls. 
I think it was party because they agreed with what I was saying,
but also because the logic of this whole thing was starting to make
them all a bit dizzy.  “For my part, all I can do is continue
being who I am.  That alone was enough for each and every one
of you here in this room wasn’t it?”  The nodding
continued.  “Then I refuse to lower myself to their
level.  Someone needs to maintain the moral high ground in
this fight, and if not me, then who?”


           
That was my decision, and what it was in essence, was to do
nothing.  I could tell that this was not sitting well with
everyone in the room.  I could see it on the lips and in the
eyes of almost everyone sitting around that table that another
argument on the matter was just about to ensue.  Looking at
the clock on the wall, I excused myself before it could begin.

The time was nearing ten o’clock and I was supposed to meet a
group of volunteers downstairs to help them set up for a food drive
we were doing later in the afternoon.  I announced the
conflict in my schedule then took my leave of the group, as did
Father Montgomery.
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James had left both the room and the matter in hand in a very
unfinished state.  The debate over how best to respond to this
Maynard situation had not been settled.  James made it clear
that he personally would not be responding to the attack, and for
the most part, everyone was fine with not wanting personally to
respond.  What they didn’t agree with, was the idea that no
one in Sua Nuntius could respond.  The discussion was still
going on amongst everyone around the conference table when Sarah
pulled Adam aside and asked him to join her outside for a
minute. 


           
“I have an idea actually” she said to him.  “I’d just like to
hash it out with you a bit more before I say it to everyone and end
up sounding silly.”


           
Intrigued, Adam agreed to hear her out.  The two of them
excused themselves from the conference room and retreated to the
hallway just outside.  For a couple of minutes, the debate
going on within the conference room raged on as Adam and Sarah
could be seen through the windows on the wall carrying on their
discussion outside.  Sarah spoke, Adam nodded, she spoke again
and he kept on nodding.    Two minutes later, they
returned to the conference room.


           
“I’d like to adjourn the meeting at this time ” Adam said loudly s
he walked back into the room.  “Our passions on the subject
are a bit too high at the moment and I think some time away from it
might do us all some good.  Plus, if I’m not mistaken, I
believe that some of you have made promises to help James out
downstairs presently.” 


           
Most everyone in the room was pleased to take a break from the
bickering for a while.  Everyone began gathering up their
things and were heading for the door when Adam called three of them
back.


           
“Peter.  Lindsay.  Sue.” he said before they could leave
the room.  “I’d like you three to stay for a
minute.” 


           
Peter of course was one of James’ “originals” as was Lindsay. 
Sue was the first lawyer that Lindsay had recruited to Sua Nuntius
and was actually the one that had drafter the legal documents
putting Edenborough and Price “on notice” of any future possible
slander.  Shortly after coming on board, she too had been
shown the visions by James when they were still conducting meetings
in the side rooms of St. Eulalia’s.


           
“Can you take a seat please” Adam said to the three of them as soon
as everyone else had filed out of the room. 


           
Adam took a seat at the head of the table and was joined by Sarah
who sat directly to his left.  As soon as everyone else sat
down, he got up again, closed the door to the conference room, then
returned to the table.

   “I think we’re all in agreement that something has
to be done to rectify this current situation and to protect
ourselves against any further such attacks.  Am I right?” Adam
asked almost rhetorically.


           
The three of them nodded and made various sounds of agreement.


           
“Both James and the Father believe that an outright attack on the
church would have deleterious effects on our future efforts to win
the trust of it’s current parishioners.”  He paused and looked
at Sarah for a moment before continuing.  “I believe however
that an attack must be mounted.”


           
Peter, Lindsay and Sue looked a bit stunned to hear Adam say
this.  Formulating a response was one thing, but mounting an
attack was something else entirely.  Peter opened his mouth as
if to ask a question but could not get the words out before Adam
continued.


           
“I believe that we must mount some sort of an attack on the church
but that the attack can not be so direct as to make it look like we
are making one.”


           
The theme of the day had apparently not changed.  It seemed to
Peter, Lindsay and Sue that Adam was spouting more circular
logic.


           
“I’ll explain” Adam said, seeing the cross-eyed looks coming his
way.  “The Roman Catholic Church, in this area especially, has
been suffering from a rash of sex abuse scandals lately.  The
accusations being leveled and the judgments being made against them
have been damaging them and costing them millions of dollars in
reparations and legal fees.  I suggest,” Adam said, then
paused once again to look at Sarah before continuing.  “I
suggest that Lindsay, you and Sue start seeking out individuals who
have either already filed claims against the church in these sex
scandals, or people who would like to file charges but for some
reason or another have not yet done so.  I’m looking for real
victims here, not people who are willing to make up stories like
Maynard did, but people who have really been harmed by the
church.  I’d like you to find these people, and for those who
have already filed charges, I want you to make sure that they are
given everything they need to argue a proper case.  For those
who have not yet stepped forward, I want you to convince them to do
so.  Tell them that you’ll cover all the expenses associated
with the suit and give them everything they need to proceed. 
I want you to find them all good lawyers; ones who excel at using
the media to help fight their cases.  I want their stories out
there in the papers, on the radio and on TV.  I want everyone
in America to hear about these lawsuits and to realize exactly what
kind of people they’re giving their hard earned money to each and
every Sunday in church.  And Peter,” Adam said turning his
attention form Lindsay and Sue to Peter.  “I need you to make
the whole money aspect of this thing work.  I want the lawyers
paid for and every other cost covered as well.  The tricky
part is, that I don’t want it to look like Sua Nuntius is paying
for any of it.  Set up a fund, set up a bunch of funds. 
However you do it, just make sure that the paper trail leads to
anywhere but back to us.  Like I said, we can’t have it
look like we’re attaching the church.”

“Can I ask the dumb question?” Peter said while putting his hand
in the air like an elementary school boy.


           
“Sure” Adam replied.


           
“Well, this all seems kinda  like revenge.  How exactly
is it supposed to help Sua Nuntius?”


           
“Well, in the short term, it doesn’t” Adam replied.  “What
this will do for us in the long term though is it will start
driving a wedge between the Roman Catholic Church and it’s current
parishioners.  I’d be willing to bet that parents will stop
taking their kids to churches where the Priests are being accused
of diddeling children.  I’d also be willing to bet that people
will stop contributing money to a fund that’s being used to protect
child molesters.”


           
Peter, Lindsay and Sue nodded as Adam continued to explain the
plan.  “If we do this right, the Roman Catholic Church in this
area and beyond will start losing parishioners left and right, and
if we’re lucky, these parishioners will join our flock. 
Moreover, maybe somewhere down the line we could consider having an
agent representing Sua Nuntius drop a hint to the Roman Catholic
Church that if they’d like some relief from these sex abuse
accusations, that maybe they should consider laying off Sua
Nuntius.”


           
Adam finished talking and the room went quiet.  The plan was
very clever but also quite complicated.  Peter, Lindsay and
Sue looked to be digesting it when Sarah noticed something. 
There was a little bit of discomfort in the room.  She
believed the discomfort was a result of the fact that the plan,
besides being clever and complicated, was also quite devious. 
This was actually something that had occurred to her and it was the
reason that she wanted to talk it over with Adam before presenting
it to the group.  Sensing the discomfort, but knowing that the
plan was something that had to be carried out, Sarah decided to
address the room.


           
“If any of you have reservations about participating in such a plan
as this one,” she began, “If you feel for one instant that we
should not respond in such a way to the church, consider
this.  What kind of truly holy organization would get in bed
with the likes of Edenborough and Price?  What sort of
immaculate foundation would ever condone the use of such a man as
Andrew Maynard in an effort to try and discredit one so pure as
James?  If you can look into your hearts and tell me that this
church is even half as pious and blessed as they claim to be, then
I have no problem with you walking away from this plan right
now.  If however, like me, you know that the church is nothing
more than a relic of control forced upon generations of
unquestioning followers that’s become drunk on it’s own power and
lost in it’s own corruption, then take solace in knowing that your
actions in this plan will be helping to loosen their strangle hold
on an innocent American public.  By driving a wedge between
the church and it’s parishioners you will be helping to bring them
to Sua Nuntius and thus closer to the truth and the light.
 You’ll be helping to spread the true message, His message,
Sua Nuntius.”


           
Everyone in the room, Adam especially, was taken quite by surprise
by Sarah's speech.  None of them had every heard her speak
like that before, probably because she never really had spoken like
that before.  Being as firm a believer is James and his
message as she was though, and knowing with absolute certainly what
kind of love and light he had brought into her life, she refused to
stand idly by as anyone tried to tarnish or attack him. 
Seeing what she had on 60 Minutes was just about all she could
take.  She knew that it was time now to fight back and do what
was right.  Her conviction was contagious.  The room
seemed swayed. 


           
“One last thing” Adam said to everyone gathered around the
table.  “I think it would be best if neither James nor Father
Montgomery knew nothing about his.  Like James said, someone
needs to be able to walk the high ground in this fight, and it
might as well be them.”


           
Everyone nodded in agreement and just as Adam was about to adjourn,
another question popped into the mind of Lindsay.

“Is it possible that this plan could end up effecting Father
Montgomery’s church??” she asked.


           
“The Father’s true church is Sua Nuntius” Adam replied. 
“Sooner or later he’ll have to come to that conclusion himself….but
to more directly answer your question, no, we won’t be attacking
St. Eulalia’s.  He’s a good man.  We’ll make sure the
scandals don’t effect him or St. Eulalia’s in any way.”


           
“So what do we do in the short term?” Sue asked.  “What do we
do about this whole Andrew Maynard thing?”


           
Her question was slightly off the current topic but it was after
all the whole reason for this meeting in the first place. 
Sarah’s plan did a fantastic job of dealing with the church and any
possible future attacks they may wan to levy against Sua Nuntius,
but it did not address how exactly to respond to the Maynard
issue.  Adam was about to say “we’ll have to discuss that
later”, when a knock at the door interrupted him.


           
“Come in” Adam said.


           
The door opened and Marcus was seen in the threshold.  Behind
him was four other employees and a few volunteers as well.


           
“He’s dead” Marcus said.


           
“Who’s dead?” Sarah exclaimed.


           
“Maynard.  The police just found him deal.”


           
The room went silent except for a couple of deep breaths. 
People were exchanging glances and looks of disbelief when Peter
finally spoke up. “Well, that takes care of that problem”


           
His comment was rather callous and not very well thought out. 
Adam shot him a look and protested.  “No it doesn’t!” he
said.  “It looks terrible!  The guy comes out and tries
to make James look bad by claiming to be his Earthly father, then
the next day he turns up dead.  That looks horrible.”










Chapter 30

 


 


           
The public relations firm of Edenborough and Price was in deep
trouble.  After Michelle had fired them from the employ of the
Roman Catholic Church, they had begun to lose clients at a rate of
about one client every other day.  No one wanted to retain the
firm that had just been fired by the church.  Their business
after all was public relations, and that just looked bad.


           
If things continued like this for even one more week, Edenborough
and Price would have to start cutting staff.  Any longer than
that and they’d seriously have to consider closing their doors
forever.  Their firm was built on the church’s business. 
They simply couldn’t afford to exist without it. 


           
Mortgaged to the hilt like most of America and having grown
accustomed to enjoying the gobs of money the church paid them every
month, Edenborough and Price needed to do something, anything to
win back their contract with the church.  It was on Sunday,
May the first at about two in the morning that Daniel Edenborough
was laying in bed, wide awake, thinking about this very thing when
it finally hit him.  Not caring one bit that he would wake up
Walter Price’s two young daughters and his wife, he reached for the
phone and dialed.


           
“I’ve got it!” he said to the groggy sounding Price.  “I know
what we can do.”


           
Price took a moment to wake up, explained to his wife that it was a
very important call, then excused himself from bed.


           
“What?  What is it?” he asked as soon as he left the bedroom
and began heading for his downstairs living room.


           
“James claims to be the Son of God, right?”


           
“Yeah.”


           
“He thinks he’s some sort of divine messiah, right?”


           
“Yeah I guess so.  What’s your point?”


           
“So what if we could prove him to be nothing more than a bastard
child from a broken home?  What if we could make America
believe that he’s the son of an adulteress, fathered by a drunk, no
more divine than the rest of us retches?”


           
“Well,” Price paused to think. “I suppose people would have to
start taking him for a fraud then.”


           
“Exactly!” Edenborough exclaimed.


           
“So what’s the plan?”


           
Edenborough walked into his home office lit only by the faint
spring moonlight streaming through the window and turned on his
computer.  As he continued explaining his plan to Price he
started a “People Find” on the internet.  He needed to find
the perfect father candidate for James.  He didn’t have to
find his actual father, just someone loathsome enough to play the
part.  It didn’t matter whether or not the guy ever even knew
James’ mother.  He just had to be coachable enough to make it
seem like he did. 


           
For the next two days Edenborough and Price combed the net looking
for the perfect father to pop James’ divine bubble.  While
taking a break from the net, a headline in a paper reading One
Bourbon, One Scotch and One Beer Too Many caught their
attention.  It was the story of a philandering husband whose
wife had finally tossed him out of the house after being caught
with another woman in their marital bed.  He was drowning his
sorrows at a local watering hole when a police officer was asked to
remove the man from the bar.  At first too drunk to even
realize he was being thrown out, the man was dragged to the exit of
the bar when he suddenly began striking the police officer about
the face and kicking at his groin.  Then drunk was quickly
subdued, but while he was being handcuffed face down on the floor,
he soiled himself then told the officer to “eat that and die.”


           
“This guy’s great” Edenborough said after reading the story aloud
to Price. 


           
“Is he still in jail?” Price asked.


           
“I dunno.  Let’s find out.”


           
The man was being held at the local police station lock-up on
counts of drunk and disorderly, assaulting an officer of the law
and resisting arrest.  The story in the paper was already
three days old so it came as little surprise to Edenborough and
Price when they arrived at the police station to learn that the man
had already been released. 


           
“Ahh the good ole American system of justice” Price commented as
they walked out the door.  “Do whatever you want, spend a
couple of nights in the pokey and you’re on your way.”

As it turned out, soiling himself was actually a rather frequent
habit of the man and the officers in lock-up just couldn’t deal
with his stench any more.  He’d been released on personal
recognizance for no other reason than his stink.  As
Edenborough and price left the station they hoped their hunt for
this man wouldn’t take too long.  They needed to find him
quick.  Fortunately, their prayers were answered more quickly
than they could have even hoped as the dirty drunk was spotted just
five seconds later.  He’d been released from the jail almost a
full day before Edenborough and Price had arrived, yet there he
was, passed out on a bench just near the edge of the police station
lawn. 


           
“Perfect” Edenborough said with a big grin on his face.  “He’s
perfect.”


           
Edenborough and Price brought the man to the local Cozy Motel where
they gave him a shower, sobered him up and attempted to make their
introductions.


           
“You guys aren’t a couple of fags or anything are ya?” the man
asked while stepping out of the bathroom from his shower.  “If
you brought me here thinkin’ I’d do some gay shit with ya, you can
forget about it.  I’m not into that.”


           
Edenborough and Price assured the man that their intentions were
none of the sort.  Seeming greatly relieved, the man finally
introduced himself.


           
“My name’s Andrew Maynard.  You can call me Andy though. 
All my friends do.”


           
For the next three days, Edenborough and Price made the Cozy Motel
Maynard’s temporary home.  They stayed there with him almost
every single waking hour of the day.  They fed him, brought
him new clothing and even gave him just enough alcohol to keep him
happy, but not enough to get him blitzed beyond his
usefulness.  The whole time they were together, Edenborough
and Price did their best job of convincing Maynard that one of his
many affairs had spawned this man who was now calling himself the
Son of God.  It wasn’t too hard for Maynard to believe. 
He’d slept with so many women over the years that anything was
possible.  Also, the thought of being James’ Dad was kind of
appealing to Maynard.  Not for any paternal reasons of love or
anything like that, but because James was all over the papers,
radio and TV and that meant that maybe Maynard could get his
fifteen minutes of fame as well.  By the time Edenborough and
Price were done with him, Andrew Maynard didn’t just think he was
James’ biological father, he knew he was.


           
When Thursday May the fourth rolled around, Andrew Maynard was
convinced that James’ mother was indeed one of his lovers from a
long time ago.  Edenborough and Price had shown him pictures
of her, told him where she worked at the time, where she hung out,
who her friends were and even what she liked to eat for
breakfast.  Maynard learned her hobbies, her habits and was
even told why she might have cheat on her husband in the first
place.  Sure Maynard was learning all of these things for the
very first time, but the way he was reciting the facts back to
Edenborough and Price, it seemed like he really did know what he
walk talking about.


           
One of Edenborough’s assistants, someone on the payroll but not
necessarily on his staff, made a call to the local talk radio
station.  The assistant informed the mid-day hosts producer
that someone had found James’ biological father, and that was it,
the game was on.  Maynard did an interview with the radio
station, then with a couple local television news outlets. 
When sober, he was actually pretty convincing.  Sure he could
never seem to shake that half-drunken sounding schlur and polite
speech sometimes eluded him, but that’s exactly what Edenborough
and Price had picked him for.


           
By the end of that very same day, another one of Edenborough’s
assistants had 60 Minutes on the hook for an interview.  The
story was hot.  It was huge actually, and 60 Minutes was more
than happy to be the fist to break it nationally.  The crew
for the TV show did a preliminary interview with Maynard over the
phone, which they ended up using parts of for the on-air promotion
of the actual interview.  By the end of the day Friday, the
camera crew and interviewer from 60 Minutes were at the Cozy
Comfort motel talking with Andrew Maynard.


           
Edenborough and Price were long gone and Maynard was not to see
them ever again. A few meals, some new clothes, a few six packs of
Bud and a pat on the back was all he ever got from them. 
Well, there was that, and there was also the promise of fame they
left him with. 


           
As soon as the 60 Minutes interview aired the phone rang at the
offices of Edenborough and Price.  Price had left a message
with Michelle DeFauter telling her to watch the news program that
evening.  She knew their handy work right away and after
seeing it had to make the call.


           
“Very nicely done” she said to Edenborough as he answered the
phone.  “Where’d you find this guy?”


           
“Just around” Edenborough replied.  “He was prefect though
wasn’t he?”


           
The back patting continued for a little while until Michelle
finally offered to reinstate their contract. 


           
“One thing I have to ask you first” she said.  “Who gave this
guy all his information?”


           
“We did” Edenborough replied very matter of fact.  “Walter and
I.”


           
“So this guy knows the two of you?”


           
“Well we never told him our real names” Edenborough said sensing a
potential problem.


           
“But he knows what the two of you look like?”


           
“Yeah.”


           
“So did you give him a bunch of money and tell him to get out of
town or something cartoonish like that?”


           
“No, we didn’t.”


           
“So where’s he at now?” Michelle asked.


           
“I assume he’s still at the Cozy Motel.  He’s paid up through
next Friday night.”


           
“Fine” Michelle said putting the matter to rest.  “You’ve got
your contract back, but if anyone ever asks you why, it’s because
we need some more help with these sex scandals.  Maynard will
NOT be a part of your resume.”

           
“Oh of course, of course.  We understand completely.”
Edenborough said taking the obvious hint.


           
“So congratulations on the new contract Dan” Michelle said, then
hung up the phone. 


           
The line may have gone dead, but the Public Relations firm of
Edenborough and Price was alive once again.  Michelle was
pleased with their work, for the most part, but was a little upset
with the fact that they had left some loose ends.  If someone
ever asked, and Maynard ever told them that Edenborough and Price
were the ones who put him up to the whole thing, the fallout could
be disastrous.  If the church’s PR firm were ever connected to
such a thing as this, the public relations backlash could end up
being just as bad as the sex abuse allegations, if not worse. 
Maynard had to go away…for good.


           
Having been a good Catholic girl and a devout one at that for
almost her entire life, religion had become the backbone for
Michelle DeFauter’s entire existence.  She viewed both James
and Sua Nuntius as a threat to her religion as and a result was
ready to defend it in any way necessary.  People everywhere
were claming that James was the Son of God returned to Earth, but
Michelle felt otherwise.  She was convinced that he was the
exact opposite of that.  She was sure that he was the
Antichrist and she would stop at nothing to thwart his attack here
on Earth.  That’s why at three o’clock in the morning, just
hours after the special ran on 60 Minutes aired, she decided to go
have a drink with James’ fake father.


           
The moment she showed up in his doorway, Maynard was convinced that
the interview was bringing him exactly what he though tit would-
girls.  Girls loved famous guys, at least that’s what
Edenborough and Price told him, and Michelle was proving them
right.  Wearing her best little black dress and carrying a
backpack full of liquor, she  looked to Maynard to be the
perfect woman; young, beautiful and bearing booze.  He
couldn’t have dreamed of anyone more perfect.

The alcohol she brought had been sitting around her house for
the past few years gathering dust.  Various friends and
relatives had given her the bottles as gifts on various occasions,
either not realizing, or forgetting that she didn’t drink.  As
it turned out, the alcohol was going to end up coming in quite
handy.

Maynard started right in on a bottle of scotch as Michelle
regaled him with compliments on his television appearance.  At
first, she had to put up with his nuzzling and octopus hands, but
fortunately, the alcohol made very short work of him.  Forty
minutes later he was passed out on the floor drooling all over
himself.  Michelle waited only a minute to revive him and coax
another whole bottle of Absolut vodka down his throat.  Passed
out once again, the next half bottle had to be force-fed.  By
the time she left, Maynard barely even had a pulse.


           
She collected her backpack then left the room still wearing the
gloves she had on when she came in.  She told Maynard that she
had poor circulation, which was actually true, but the gloves also
did a nice job of hiding any fingerprints she might otherwise have
left behind.  She quietly closed the door to the motel room
behind her and started walking across the small, poorly lit parking
lot.  As she walked, she began to think of the fire at Domus
Sua Nuntius a few weeks back.  As one of the many people who
were standing in the parking lot at Domus that night, she
remembered watching the building burn.  While others simply
saw a building on fire, she saw a sign from God.  Domus Sua
Nuntius, wrapped in flames, looked to Michelle like nothing less
than a perfectly ghoulish representation of hell on Earth.  At
that moment it became more clear to her than ever before that James
had to be evil.  His words were like poison.  His message
a trick of the Devil.  He had to be stopped no matter
what. 


           
Michelle opened her car door and sat down softly on the blue cloth
seat with the fiery image of Domus still burning in her mind. 
From now on, her responsibility would be to God and Him
alone.  She would serve His will and in doing so help to save
the Earth from evil.  To her, the man laying on the floor in
the motel room some eighty feet away was hardly a man at all. 
He was a means to an end, and a sinner on top of that.  A
drunk, a philanderer, a sloth and who knows what else.  She
felt no remorse whatsoever about sending him to hell. 


           
As she sat in her car, it occurred to her that his death might even
end up being blamed on James, or at the very least someone that
worked for him.  Who else would want this vile man
silenced?  Her plan was initially just to silence Maynard so
that no one would ever discover his connection to Edenborough and
Price.  Now though, as this collateral benefit occurred to
her, she began to smile.  She looked into he rear view mirror
and fixed her hair as she thought about just how perfect this plan
was turning out to be.  She was sure, absolutely positive,
that her actions had to be God’s will.  It was just too
perfect not to be.










Chapter 31

 


 


           
Andrew Maynard disappeared from the public eye just as quickly as
he had come into it.  For the short amount of time he had been
in the public eye though, he had done a rather fantastic job of
tarnishing my reputation.  Immediately after his interview on
60 Minutes and even after his death, people in my organization who
knew that the church was behind the whole thing kept talking about
“how to get them back” and “what we should do to them”. 


           
I thought I had made it quite clear during our first meeting after
the interview had aired that I was not going to “respond” to
Maynard at all.  Together, the Father and I decided that the
best possible way to deal with “the Maynard incident”, as it came
to be called, was to focus our energies on trying to do more good
with Sua Nuntius.  I felt that keeping our image clean and our
energy positive was the best possible way to win back the love of
the public.


           
To that end, Sua Nuntius began holding a series of blood, food and
clothing drives at Domus.  Over the next few weeks, groups of
my volunteers also organized massive city beautification efforts
where they would “take back the parks”.  This good-will
initiative included picking up the trash, mowing the lawns, pruning
bushes and putting sand back in the sand boxes at many local
parks.  My clean-up crews also removed graffiti from public
buildings, helped scrub away grime from years of neglect in some of
the city squares and even planted trees in some of the more urban
parts of town that badly needed some nature. 


           
Beyond the work we were doing in our local area I also decided to
redouble our charitable contributions nationwide.  We set up
funds that made donations to women’s shelters all over the
country.  We donated money to cancer research and even took
over stewardship of another struggling charitable organization that
operated homes for orphans in a number of cities all over
America. 


           
We were now coming to the end of June and it had been nearly seven
weeks since “the Maynard incident.”  In that time, we had
funneled literally millions of dollars into our charitable efforts
and donated thousands of man-hours to the projects as well. 
For those who benefited directly from our work, I believe we built
up a lot of good will.  The plan seemed to be working. 
Membership in Sua Nuntius began growing by leaps and bounds and not
just here in the northeast, but nationwide as well.  Every
time we re-opened one of the Sua Nuntius Homes for Little
Wanderers, I would personally make a trip to the location and
conduct one of my meetings.  Sarah always came along and the
Father would too, but only when he could get time away from St.
Eulalia’s.  Yet with all this great work we were doing, with
all this good will we were building up with people everywhere, the
press still wanted to talk about Maynard.


           
The radio talk shows harped on the timing of his death.  
Newsweek magazine even did an expose on him where they did their
best job to infer that he really was my father without having to
come right out and say it.  The way the press continued to
treat me ranged from despicable to absurd.  The show Saturday
Night Live even did a spoof on me where one actor claiming to be
the Son of God formed a superhero group with another actor claiming
to be Abraham Lincoln, one claiming to be a Martian and another
claiming to be one of Pam Anderson’s breast implants.  It
seemed like everyone was doing everything they could to either
discredit or trivialize me.


           
There was some good news though.  That is, if any good can be
taken from the bad.  Over these past few weeks the church had
become mired in yet another rash of sex abuse accusations. 
People seemed to be coming out of the woodwork to make new claims
of abuse against Priests from all around.  Young kids were
going on television with their parents and lawyers to talk about
the abuse that was going on right now, while adults who were
remembering abuse they suffered some thirty or forty years ago were
also starting to tell their stories.  As a result, the church
was being forced to spend so much of their time, money an effort
fighting all off these accusations that they barely had any
resources let over to continue with their campaign against and Sua
Nuntius and me.  Michelle of course still somehow managed to
find time organize a protest pretty much every time I would hold a
meeting, but rarely did we hear from the Cardinal any more. 
This was great for Father Montgomery.  He was now able to find
almost as much time for Sua Nuntius and me as he had before all
this nonsense started happening. 


           
The date was now Friday June the thirtieth and I was in Maryland
with the Father and Sarah.  Yesterday we had re-opened another
orphanage as the new Ocean City Sua Nuntius Home for Little
Wanderers.  The event went well, as did most of our orphanage
re-openings.  A decent amount of press showed up to cover the
proceedings and very few protesters were on hand.  Even the
most staunch of my opponents thought it to be in poor taste to hold
a protest while I was re-opening a home for orphaned
children.  On occasion though, the protestors would stand a
block or so away while I conducted one of my meeting after the
grand re-opening, but fortunately nothing too ruckus ever broke
out.  Today seemed to be no different, except for the fact
that right after the meeting, Father Montgomery took his leave of
Sarah and I saying that he had an old clergy friend in town that he
wanted to visit.  I offered to make the trip with him but
Sarah would not allow it.  She said that she and I needed to
get back to our hotel room to start making plans for our weekend
activities back home.  We parted ways and after about three or
so hours, the Father came back to the hotel room.  Sarah and I
were going over some plans for the afternoon session we were going
to conduct on Sunday when we noticed that the Father had not
returned alone.  He was talking to someone just outside the
door of our hotel room.


           
“He won’t mind at all” we heard him say. 


           
He inserted his key in the door then opened it up.

“Ah, and there he is now” the Father said to his guest as the
door swung open. 

           
My guess was that the Father had brought the man here to meet
me.  Ever since that day at St. Eulalia’s where he introduced
me to the two men and that woman in the hallway right before my
meeting, he had developed a rather nasty habit of continuing that
practice.  The Father always seemed to find the exact wrong
moment in time to bring folks around.  On two separate
occasions after the first incident, he had gotten me right before I
was about to conduct a meeting.  Sometimes he would even bring
people back to the house right before I was about to go to bed, and
other times, I would wake in the morning to find people downstairs
in our sitting room at home waiting to greet me.  That was
often times quite embarrassing, as more often than not, I would end
up greeting these visitors while still in my pajamas.

I think Father Montgomery really enjoyed showing me off. 
He enjoyed the attention I was bringing him.  For me, it was
rather annoying, but I could never bring myself to be too angry
with him.  I knew that he was always well intentioned.


           
“James,” the Father said turning to me as he walked through the
door.  “I’d like you to meet an old friend of mine, Father
Paul Hill.”


           
“A pleasure” I said pushing back from my tiny hotel sized desk,
standing up and reaching out my hand.


           
“The pleasure is all mine, James” Father Hill said as he shook my
hand.  “It’s an honor to meet you.  Nathaniel did a great
job conveying to us your message today but there’s no substitute
for the real thing, right?” Father Hill looked to me as if I were
supposed to answer him, but there was one little problem.  I
had no idea what he was talking about. 


           
“I’m sorry” I said hoping to get some sort of clarification.


           
Father Hill was just about to speak again but Father Montgomery
beat him to it.


           
“I conducted a little meeting over at Father Hill’s church just now
and, first off, I have to tell you, it went really well.” 


           
“That it did” Father Hill added.


           
I almost couldn’t believe what I had just heard.  Father
Montgomery conducted a meeting?  I wanted to say something,
anything, but words were failing me.  I stood silent as Father
Montgomery continued.


           
“I told Father Hill all about our plan to do video feeds and he was
more than interested.  Sure it’s not as good as the real
thing, but you on TV is still better than me in person.” 
Fathers Montgomery and Hill laughed at this apparent joke while
Sarah and I stood dumbfounded and staring black faced at the two of
them.


           
“Have we caught you at a bad time?” Father Hill asked sensing a bit
of discomfort in the room.


           
Wanting not to appear rude, I said at first “no”, but then went on
to explain.

“We do actually have a bit of pressing business to take care of
right now though.” 

I turned to Sarah looking for a nod in confirmation, but she
just stood there, staring at Father Hill.  She stared at him
for a good five seconds in silence until finally she snapped out of
it and said, “Pressing business?  Uh…oh yes.  Pressing
business.  We have to take care of that right now.”

I didn’t want to make Father Hill uncomfortable, as this
situation was clearly not his fault.  It was Father Montgomery
who once again was clearly to blame.  Between my confused
looks and Sarah’s bumbling response, I was pretty sure Father Hill
was sensing the tension in the air.

“You’ll have to excuse our behavior Father Hill” I said to our
guest.  “It’s been a long day and we’ve still got work to
do.  Maybe later in the evening we can all get together for
dinner.”

“Oh.” He said as a smile returned to his face. 
“Dinner.  I’d like that very much.”  The promise of a
dinner gathering seemed to do the trick.  The look of concern
and confusion that had been taking over Father Hill’s face was
quickly replaced by a wide eyes grin. 

“If you’ll excuse us for now though.” I said trying to give a
polite hint that it was time for him to go.

“Oh…oh of course” he said getting my point.  “I’ll see you
this evening then.”

“Absolutely.” I replied.

Fathers Hill and Montgomery exchanged their pleasantries as they
walked to the door.  As soon as Father Hill left, Sarah beat
me to the punch by saying, “What was that all about?!”


           
“I can explain” Father Montgomery replied.


           
“A meeting?” I asked before he had a chance to say anything
else.  “You held a meeting?  What kind of meeting?”


           
Father Montgomery took a seat at the end of one of the beds in the
room then began to fill Sarah and I in on what had just
happened.  “The meeting” that he held at Father Hill’s church
turned out to be exactly what I was afraid that it was. 
Father Montgomery had apparently taken “the message”, and done his
best job of trying to convey it to a church full of
parishioners.  The problem was, as I had explained to him
before, that the message was a divine one and best delivered by
someone who was as such.  The message, when delivered by
anyone other than myself, tended to lose a great deal of it’s
meaning, impact and effectiveness.  The task of spreading the
message was mine and mine alone.  What had come over him to
try and do it himself I had no idea.


           
“I’ve seen you conduct meetings hundreds of times” he said. 
“I have a very good idea of how they’re supposed to go and what is
supposed to e said.”


           
“What is supposed to be said,” I replied, trying to keep
my voice at a very reasonable and respectful level.  “is
supposed to be said to me.  In these hundred meetings
you’ve attended, have you ever seen me deliver the message the same
way twice?”


           
“No” the Father replied.


           
“Do you know why that is?” I asked him but left no room for
reply.  “It’s because the message is so intimate.  It’s
personal.  It’s not something you can just recite.  It’s
meaning is always the same but it’s tenor and mood have to changes
with the tone and mood of the room.  It changes with the day
of the week, with the weather in the air and the faith in the
world.  Father, with all due respect, you have not the skill
nor the divine purpose to deliver it.”


           
I could see a tear starting to form in the corner of Father
Montgomery’s eye. I think he was just about to apologize when a
terrible thought occurred to me.


           
“You didn’t…you didn’t’ try to show anyone the visions, did
you?”


           
“No.  No no no.” he said shaking his head. 

My beating heart would have ceased to do so if he had said
anything different. 


           
“So what did Father Hill mean by video feeds” Sarah asked as she
stood by the window looking not at us, but out towards the nearby
ocean.


           
Father Montgomery wiped away the single tear from his eye then went
on to explain an idea I thought we had laid to rest a long time
ago.  In the immediate aftermath of “the Maynard incident”, a
great many ideas were bandied about on how best to respond 
One of the ideas the Father came up with was to start setting up
live video feeds of my meetings in churches all around the
country.  He believed that he could find a great many priests
that he knew who would be interested in doing such a thing. 
It was a much quicker way to spread the message than to do so one
meeting hall at a time.  It was also a great way to reach a
large number of already religious minded people.  Tailoring
the message for broadcast was clearly a more difficult task than
just delivering it to one room at a time, but I’d been practicing
doing just that each and every week at Domus Sua Nuntius with the
web casts.  The major problem with Father Montgomery’s plan
though, was the fact that our current relationship with the Roman
Catholic Church wasn’t exactly what you’d call, good.  The
plan was considered for all of about maybe one second until we
unanimously agreed that it could not be pursued. 
Unfortunately, Father Montgomery apparently did not agree.


           
“In almost every city that I’ve traveled with you to,” Father
Montgomery began to say.  “I’ve brought up the idea of video
feeds to a fellow clergyman.  They all seemed to love it.”


           
“Did you explain to them that their local Archdiocese and even the
Vatican would most likely never approve of such a thing.  Did
you happen to mention to any of that that if they really wanted to
do this, they’d have to do it behind the backs of the church’s
hierarchy and on the QT?” Sarah asked.


           
“No” the Father replied “I never got that deep into the discussions
with them.  I mean, well, I mean I only said enough to get
them interested.”


           
“How many?” I asked.  “How many priests have you brought this
up to?”


           
“Father Hill makes seven.” He replied.


           
“Seven’s not too bad” Sarah said from the far end of the
room.  “We can deal with seven.”


           
“Well…” the Father began.  “There is one…other thing.”


           
“What?” I asked, dreading his response.


           
“I’ve told each of the seven to kind of, well, spread the word a
bit.  I asked them to pass the idea around to see if they
could get some more interest in it.  Father Hill had actually
already heard of it before we even got here.”


           
This was a problem.  I knew it right away.  For weeks we
had been conducting our business without interference from the
church.  A protest here, a threading phone call there, but
nothing to really threaten our work.  They’d been far too busy
dealing with the sex abuse scandals to pay us much attention. 
If word of the Father’s plan were to start making it’s way up the
hierarchy, I was sure that all of that would change.  The
Vatican didn’t like me being at any single one of their
churches.  How would they feel about my message being beamed
into hundreds of them at a time?










Chapter 32

 


 


           
A couple days before James, Father Montgomery and Sarah had even
arrived in Maryland, word of the Father’s “video feed proposal” had
already reached the Vatican.  A great many very interested
priests had been making inquiries to the Vatican as to the
logistics and possibilities of doing such a thing.  Many of
them were well aware of the problems that the Vatican was having
with James and Sua Nuntius, but the way that Father Montgomery had
proposed the plan to them, it seemed like things were beginning to
smooth over.


           
Father Montgomery had explained to the seven Priests he had met
with that the Roman Catholic Church was mostly afraid of James
because they feared he would chip away at their membership and
thereby their money-flow as well.  Father Montgomery explained
that by putting James into their churches by way of the video feed,
it could only help to increase their attendance.  More people
than ever before would start coming to the Roman Catholic Churches
that were broadcasting the feeds. 


           
The Vatican knew better though, as did Michelle DeFauter.  She
had heard about the Father’s plan through the grapevine herself and
made a call to Rome the day before Father Montgomery was meeting
with Father Hill in Maryland.  She told them that allowing
James to be broadcast into other Roman Catholic Churches would be
“like CBS running NBC’s nightly news.”  CBS would bear all the
expense of broadcasting the program but NBC would reap all the
advertising dollar benefits.”  Her analogy may have been lost
on the ambassador to whom she was speaking as English was not his
first language, but regardless, he was already well aware of the
problem.


           
Rome agreed that while attendance might increase at the churches
broadcasting the feed, dollars donated to the churches would most
likely not grow in parallel.  They feared that parishioners
might become confused, or  maybe even conflicted, and start
sending donations to Sua Nuntius even though they had seen the feed
in their own hometown Roman Catholic Church.  This problem was
only compounded by the fact that James’ message wasn’t exactly on
target with what the Roman Catholic Church liked to teach.


           
Michelle was informed that a call would be made to Father
Montgomery immediately and that the Vatican would demand he stop
both the action and discussion of his video feed plan. 


           
“That won’t solve the problem though” Michelle explained to the man
on the other end of the phone.  “If you tell him to stop this
plan, he’ll agree, of course, but then he’ll just come up with
another one, and another one and another one. You’re going to need
a more permanent solution.”


           
“What are you suggesting?” the voice from Rome asked.


           
“I’m suggesting,” she began.  “or rather requesting that you
free me up off of these sex scandals enough to do the job that
needs to be done.  I’ve been so busy helping to deal with all
these accusations of sex abuse lately that I haven't had the time
to keep an eye of James and Father Montgomery like I should be
doing.  It’s the fact that I’ve been so busy with these
accusations lately that’s even allowed them to think about doing
something as outrageous as this.  If we’re going to rid
ourselves of this nuisance once and for all, I need to make it my
full time priority.”


           
Michelle had actually given a rather similar speech to Rome many
times over the past few weeks.  She had made her desire to
deal with the “James problem” on a full time basis quite
clear.  Until now though, the Vatican had no problem telling
her to split her time between James and the sex abuse
scandals.  Until now she had reluctantly been doing just
that.  Today, she was hoping that the discovery of Father
Montgomery’s video feed plan would be enough to change their minds
on the matter.


           
“I’ve already talked the idea over with the Pope” the man from Rome
said.  “He’s tired of being bothered with this James problem
and wants it resolved.  I’ve made him aware of your desire to
deal with the issue full time and he’s given me the authority to
make it happen.  Do what you need to do and don’t bother with
progress reports.  Just give us results.”


           
“Thank God” Michelle said looking up at the crucifix on the wall in
front of her.  “and thank you too.  I won’t disappoint
you.”


           
“No you won’t” the man said, then hung up the phone.


           
Michelle’s relationship with the Lord had grown stronger than ever
before over the past few months as she prayed to Him frequency for
advice on how best to deal with James.  She had started to
become a bit frustrated when He would not answers her prayers in
regard to making James a full time priority for her.  She knew
that her prayers would be fulfilled when the time was right, and
today apparently, that time had come.


           
Now it was time to show both the Lord and her church that she was
worthy of the faith they had put in her.  She had a
plan.  Actually, she had three plans, and now she had the
ability, authority and direction to carry them out.










Chapter 33

 


 


           
It was Saturday July the first and we had just arrived home from
our trip to Maryland.  I had asked the Father to respectfully
reschedule our dinner plans with Father Hill last night so that I
could instead have a private talk with him.  His actions of
late had been concerning me a little bit and I felt it was about
time I express some of my reservations to him. 


           
“I’m only trying to do what’s best” he said to me again and
again. 


           
It was a refrain I had heard from him countless times over the past
few months actually.  His good intentions were always there,
but thoughtful actions didn’t always seem to follow behind.  I
explained to him why some of his good intentions might not always
work out in the best interest of Sua Nuntius.  I was careful
not to admonish him too much, as I didn’t want to upset him, but in
the end, I just had to ask him to be more careful.  I also
asked that he keep me in the loop on any future plans he might come
up with.  In not so many words I was asking that he run
anything by me before he did it.  Fortunately, he agreed
without argument.


           
Back at home now, we were just about to head upstairs to put our
travel things away when the Father stopped on the stairs to ask me
a question.


           
“Was that a new driver?”


           
Sarah, the Father and I had just been picked up at the airport in a
large Mercedes by a man who Sarah had introduced to us as
Phillip.  The Father and I rode in the back and were dropped
off first while Sarah rode up front and stayed in the car after we
were dropped off.  She had told me a few weeks back that she
had bought a new house on the other side of town and I assumed she
was going there.  I hadn't thought much about the driver until
the Father just asked.


           
“I don’t know.  Why?”


           
“Well I was just wondering if he was a new driver someone had hired
for us, or if he was just another one of Sarah’s new friends.”

When the Father said the word “friends” he made sure that it was
dripping with sarcasm and implication.


           
Sarah had indeed made a great many new acquaintances of late and I
had been trying my best not to think of them as any more than
that.  She was always seen coming and going to and from our
events with a different man in a different car.  I had spoken
to her about it that one time as we watched Domus burn, but seeing
how uncomfortable that conversation made her, I had never attempted
it again.  The Father on the other hand was becoming
increasingly concerned with her public appearance of
impropriety.


           
“How many friends do you think she has?” the Father asked with that
same cynical emphasis on the word “friends”.


           
“I don’t know but-”


           
“But nothing” the Father said interrupting me.  “It doesn’t
look good James.  We’re holy men, on a holy mission, and
Sarah’s a good girl but a Saint she is not.”


           
“At last check,” I said.  “neither of us have been sainted
lately either.”


           
“You know what I mean, James” the Father said, clearly frustrated
with my attempt to avoid his accusations.  “She does a lot of
great work for Sua Nuntius, a lot, but we have to be very careful
right now.  With everything going on in the press, and with
all these eyes watching us right now, we can’t afford to slip
up.  Not one bit.  All we need is just one little
headline like Jesus’ Slut and it’s all over.”


           
“Father!” I said, upset with his description of Sarah.


           
“Don’t argue with me James.  You know I’m right.”


           
I actually was just about to argue with him, but ended up stopping
myself short.  As much as I didn’t like hearing him talk about
Sarah the way he was, I knew he was right.  The same way the
Father needed a talking to about his actions last night, I think
Sarah needed one about hers right now.


           
“I’ll talk to her” I said after a short introspective
silence. 


           
“Good” the Father replied then resumed his course up the
stairs.  “Sooner rather than later would be a good idea” he
called back from the second floor.


           
A few minutes later, I was upstairs in my room unpacking when I
heard the phone ring.  The Father apparently answered it from
his room and I didn’t think much of it until a half hour later when
I had not heard from him.  Wondering what kind of a call could
be keeping him for so long, I walked down the flight of stairs to
see if he was still in his bedroom. 


           
“You’re missing the point1.  You’re missing everything1” I
could hear him yelling at someone well before I even got near his
room.  “I do understand!” he yelled again as I appeared in the
doorway.


           
“Who is it?” I mouthed to him once he had turned to see me standing
there.   “Who is it?” he said out loud.  “It’s the
Vatican…but according to  them you don’t exist, so I must be
talking to myself right now.”


           
The Father had told me before that the Vatican “did not believe in
me or my message” and he often times liked to hyperbolize that
stance into saying that according to them, I don’t even exist. It’s
something he had said to me in private quite a few times
before.  I didn’t think blurting it out on the phone to
someone at the Vatican was such a good idea though.


           
I chose to ignore his comment and instead asked if he’d be ready to
join me for a meeting at Domus within the hour.  As I did so,
I could heard the voice on the other end of the phone screaming at
him.


           
“Go?” he asked in response to my question and interrupting the
person on the other end of the phone.   “Oh I’d love to
go with you and actually hear what the Son of God has to say…but
the Vatican won’t let me.  They think you’re the Devil.”


           
“Father” I said in a concerned tone of voice that I hoped would
calm him from his current touched state. 


           
“Bah!” was all he said in reply.  An apparent attempt to
express his complete displeasure with what the person on the other
end of the phone had to say.


           
He paused for a few seconds to listen to a little bit more of the
screaming then finally responded.


           
“Fine” he said, still in a very agitated tone of voice. 
“Fine.  Yes I’ll be right here.  You can call and check
on me every two minutes if you’d like.  I’ll be right here in
the house.”


           
The Father then slammed the phone down and raised both his hands to
the sky in a motion that was either supposed to represent the
pleading to, or strangling of, God.


           
“You’ll have to go yourself today.” He said after returning his
arms to his side.  “I’m being baby sat over the phone to make
sure I don’t go with you.”


           
“I’m sorry” I said in reply.  I would have said more but
feared than anything I said right now might insight another tirade
on his part.  


           
“Yeah me too” he said angrily.  “Oh, and by the way. 
You’ll be happy to hear they nixed the video feed idea. 
Someone apparently already leaked it to them and, surprise
surprise, they were not big fans of it.”


           
“Did you really think they would be?” I said, then instantly wanted
to take it back.


           
“You know what?” he said raising his voice again.  “Yeah I
did.  I actually did think, or rather hope, that someone over
there would come to their senses and make a smart decision for a
change.  So yeah, I did!”


           
I could tell he was about to say more but I had to cut him off.


           
“I’ll pass along your regrets to everyone at Domus Father, but I
really have to get going right now.  I don’t want to be
late.”


           
He did not reply but instead turned around and began muttering to
himself.  At first it sounded like he was reciting an “Our
Father” as his words seemed to be in that cadence.  As I
listened closer though, I heard him say something to the effect
of,  “if I could leave this church I would.” 

Not wishing to engage that particular topic at this time for
fear of it causing another long and or angry rant, I simply turned
around and walked away. 


           
I got over to Domus just in time to conduct the morning meeting
which went better than I expected, considering the very short
amount of sleep I was working on.  After it was over, I met up
with Sarah and began walking with her to the rear staircase so we
could head upstairs for our weekly meeting.


           
“Sarah,” I said, stopping before we got more than two steps up the
flight.  She turned and looked at me noticing that I had a
tinge of concern in my voice.  Her eyes in turn echoed that
sentiment.


           
“What is it?” she asked.


           
I stood and looked at her for what must have been five seconds, or
maybe even ten.  Time kind of escaped me for a little while as
I noticed for the very first time that she had actually begun to
grow her hair out again.  It was now well past her ears and
the dull black color was being replaced by her original natural
brown.  It was beautiful.  She was beautiful, and besides
that look of concern she had in her eyes right now, she actually
looked happy.  I thought back to how she used to be before I
showed her the visions.  She was sullen, sad and burdened with
what seemed to be thousands of pounds of pain from her terrible
past.  Everything about her now had changed though, and I was
glad to have finally noticed it. I looked into her eyes and tried
to say what I needed to say, but just couldn’t do it.  I
couldn’t bare the thought of upsetting her again like I had at
Domus the night of the fire.  I wanted to talk to her about
what the Father had said this morning but just couldn’t bring
myself to do it.  It was a decision I would soon come to
regret.


           
“Nothing” I finally said after my immeasurable pause.  “I was
just worried that the speech I just gave may not have been all that
great.  I’m so tired from the flight we took last night that
nothing felt quite right.”


           
“What?” she asked, her prior look of concern instantly lifting from
her face.  “Don’t’ be silly.  You were perfect.” 
She smiled and put her hand to my shoulder, then added, “…as
usual.”


           
We then walked together up the stairs to meet everyone in the large
conference room.  As we walked, I kept thinking that I should
have taken the time and summoned the courage at the bottom of the
stairs to talk to her about all her “friends”.  I should have
at the very least told her to be careful.  Instead, I did
nothing.  I walked up the stirs with her not saying another
word and went into the conference room.  I took my seat at the
head of the table and listened to progress reports on our numerous
charities and initiatives taking place all over America.  I
listened patiently as our accountants ran through pages and pages
of financial data and even tried to stay focused when the lawyers
began to talk about changing some of the legalese in our 
non-profit status charter.  Finally, an hour before the next
meeting was set to begin, I was able to excuse myself in order to
prepare.










Chapter 34

 


 


           
It was now Saturday July the 15th and Michelle DeFauter
was at the offices of Edenborough and Price.  This time there
were no other employees on hand.  It was just the three of
them gathered together in the conference room table.  Michelle
had demanded yet another Saturday meeting and had insisted that
Edenborough and Price come alone.  The fewer people that knew
their plans the better of they’d be.  She didn’t want to risk
the possibility of having to clean up another loose end like she
did with Andrew Maynard.


           
“We can’t just take him out” she said to the two men.  “If we
did anything like that to James right now, he’d just end up looking
like a martyr.”


           
Neither Edenborough nor Price knew exactly how to interpret
Michelle’s phrasing of “take him out”.  For a fleeting moment,
both men thought that she meant it in the mob sense; take him out
as in kill him.  The thought crossed their minds because they
both had a sneaking suspicion about the timing and manner of Andrew
Maynard’s death.  The rational minds of both of these men
refused to accept the possibility of her having anything to do with
that though, and as such, their minds refused to think that she was
talking about killing James now.  They both figured that she
was talking about “taking him out” as in “taking him out of the
picture”, “taking him out of the running” or something like
that.


           
“What we need to do first is this” Michelle continued to
say. 


           
She reached down beside her chair and grabbed a large briefcase
which she proceeded to pick up and lay flat on the table in front
of her.  She opened it up and grabbed from within a bulging
manila envelope.  “Before we can do anything to James, we have
to discredit his organization first.  It’s tough to attack
someone whose organization has as much support as his does right
now.  If we can make Sua Nuntius a more loathsome entity, then
chopping off it’s head will become a much more palatable
proposition to the American public.”


           
The two men once again refused to acknowledge her analogy of
“chopping off it’s head” and instead focused intently on the manila
envelope she was reaching for.

She grabbed it and slapped it down onto the table hard enough so
that many of it’s contents were spit out in front of her. 
Edenborough and Price looked at the splayed contents of the folder
to see dozens and dozens of pictures.  Of what, they could not
quite make out.


           
“Mary Magdolen may have been a reformed prostitute,” Michelle said
as she picked up a few of the pictures and began handing them to
Edenborough and Price.  “but the key word there gentlemen is,
reformed.  Once in the presence of the Savior, the
true Savior, she repented her ways and reformed.”

The two men started studying the pictures and saw that that they
were actually photos of Sarah.   Pictures of her outside
restaurants, pictures outside of Domus, pictures in front of
various homes, apartments condominiums and even some pictures of
her in a pool.  In each and every one of them, she was with
another man. 

“My point being gentlemen,” Michelle continued to say. 
“that if James were really the Son of God,, then he would be able
to show Sarah that being a whore is wrong.”

The two men stopped looking at the photos and looked up at
Michelle.

“The true Son of God would never allow an active prostitute to
remain a part of his flock, let alone keep her as close as James
does Sarah.”

Michelle reached into the manila envelope again and pulled out
the rest of the pictures.  She splayed them out on the table
covering more than half of it before she continued.

“Sarah is a whore and I want the whole world to know about
it.  I want the whole world to know that she is an unrepentant
dealer of sex and that James couldn’t stop her form being one even
if he wanted to.  Do you know why he couldn’t stop her?” she
asked the two men who stared back at her not daring to venture an
incorrect guess.  “It’s because he’s not Jesus Christ, you
idiots!” 

Michelle had been prone to sounding quite condescending over the
past few months but it was happening more frequently since she had
been given he new authority by the Vatican.  Neither
Edenborough or Price liked her new attitude very much but so long
as the checks from the Archdiocese were clearing, they put up with
it. 

“What I want from you two is to start putting together a
timeline of these pictures.  I want you to show just how many
men she’s been with in such a short amount of time.  I also
want you to make it painfully clear that she is closer to James
than almost anyone else.  I want the world to see that James’
right hand man, or woman in this case, is a loathsome evil
slut”

The two men nodded like their heads were o springs, because,
well, there wasn’t much else to do but agree with her.

“and don’t’ print a single word until you run it by me first”
she continued to say.  “I want there to be absolutely no
opportunity for James’ people to be able to spin this story into a
story of the reformed prostitute.  There has been no reform
for her, this…this, slut of Satan.”

The phrase she used, “slut of Satan” was just a turn of words
away from being the exact thing that Father Montgomery had said to
James just two weeks ago.  His eerie prophesy was coming true,
even if he did not know it yet.

Michelle took a deep breath and told Price to gather up the
pictures.  He began doing just that when a thought occurred to
him.

“Just because you’ve got a bunch of pictures of the girl with a
bunch of different men, that doesn’t make her a prostitute” he
said.  “I mean, she’s one of the biggest organizers for Sua
Nuntius.  I’m sure she has a lot of meetings with a lot of
different people.  I don’t see any pictures here that would
make her out to be a whore.”

Michelle glared at Price, clearly upset that he was trying to
make excuses for Sarah. 

“Those pictures are coming next” she said carefully
pronouncing each word and throwing them one at a time at Price as
if they were daggers.  “These pictures, as I said
before, are just to help you establish a timeline.  Maybe if
you listened more carefully you would have gotten that.  I’ll
have the rest of the pictures you need on Monday morning. 
Sarah has a couple of very big dates this weekend that I promise
you will provide us with just the photo opportunities we need.”

A follow up question as to what Michelle had just said was
sitting right on the tips of the tongues of both Edenborough and
Price.  What did she mean by “big dates” that would “provide
the photo opportunities they would need?”  Neither asked the
question though.  Neither wanted the tongue lashing that was
sure to follow if they did.  It just wasn’t worth it.

 “Fine then” Edenborough said after a short pause. 
“We’ll start putting these pictures together to show just how many
men she’s been spending time with lately.  We’ll leave a
couple blanks at the end and await your pictures on Monday
morning.”

“Good” Michelle replied.  “At least one of you is
listening.”










Chapter 35

 


 


           
As Michelle DeFauter was wrapping up her meeting at the offices of
Edenborough and Price, Sarah was working across town at Domus Sua
Nuntius with a contractor.  James had just finished up his
morning session about a half hour earlier and was currently
upstairs in the conference room with the rest of the employees
conducting their weekly meeting.  Sarah had just excused
herself from the meeting to go and meet the contractor downstairs
in order to walk him through the expansion plans for the building
one last time.


           
“What we’d really like to do” she said to the contractor, “is blow
out this back wall and put some more pews back here.  Above
that I’d like to see if we could build some sort of second
level.  I realize we’ll lose some seating on the first floor
as we’ll need to make way for supports, but I’m sure the space
created on the second level will more than make up for it.”


           
The man did not reply but instead was furiously scribbling on his
yellow lined notepad as she spoke.


           
“I want you to use the exact same materials that used in the
original construction of the building so the addition doesn’t look
as out of whack with the rest of the place as the southeast corner
does.  Also,” she said pausing long enough for the man to stop
scribbling and look up.  “I also want the work to be done in
such a way that it won’t interfere with our conducting sessions as
usual here at Domus.”


           
“Hey, miracles aren’t my department” the man said with a sarcastic
smile on his face.  “I think that’s your bosses thing. 
Right?”


           
Sarah found the joke to be less than humorous and certainly in poor
taste, but in an effort to stay on good terms with the man who
would be doing such a large job for her, she managed to force a
little smile.


           
“You can do it though, right?” she asked.


           
“Sure thing ma’am.”


           
The contractor looked back down at his yellow paper and was going
over his notes when a voice was heard coming from the far end of
the building.


           
“Such a beautiful taskmaster I’ve never seen before.”

At first, the contractor had no idea where the voice came from
and began looking all around.  Sarah knew the voice right away
though and could see that her friend Sean had just come through one
of the side entrances.


           
“Sean” she called across the empty room.  “What are you doing
here?”


           
“I came to see you in action” he said as they approached one
another. 


           
The contractor, seeing that the conversation no longer involved
him, sat down on one of the pews and continued going over his
notes.


           
“I thought I wasn’t going to see you until tonight” Sarah said as
she and Sean came face to face.


           
“Well I just couldn’t wait that long” he said with a big plastic
smile on his face.


           
Sean was a tall man who was very well put together.  Like many
of the men Sarah was spending time with these days, he wore a nice
suit, drove a fancy car and always seemed to know exactly what to
say to charm a lady. 


           
“and I’ve brought you these” he said as he pulled his left arm from
behind his back where it had previously been hidden. 


           
“Sean” Sarah replied in a breathy voice.  “They're
beautiful.”


           
Straight out of the movies or a cheesy television show, Sean had
come into the building hiding flowers behind his back.  He
revealed them like a magician who specialized in children’s
birthday parties would, mimicking everything but the
“ta-dah”.  


           
“What’s this?” she said taking the flowers from his hand and
noticing a card within them.


           
“An invitation” Sean said.


           
Sarah made a cooing sound as if wooed by the gesture.  She
took the card out and asked Sean to hold the flowers for a moment
while she read it.


           
“Davio’s?” she said with a smile that lit up the room. 
“That’s my favorite restaurant.”


           
The card was some sort of half rhyming poem inviting Sarah to join
him at her favorite restaurant that very same night at eight
o’clock.  It told her to be ready by 7:30 at her house and to
expect “her chariot” to come to her door.


           
She took the flowers back from Sean then wrapped him up in a big
hug like you see girls do in those old sock hop movies.  She
was downright giddy.


           
Sean left and Sarah managed to put him out of her mind just long
enough to get through the rest of the day.  When she was at
work, she was all business.  Not even a date with Prince
Charming himself could change that.  She stayed for the
afternoon session as she always did, then helped to close up the
building and went straight home.


           
A half hour in the shower, an hour in front of the vanity and
another forty minutes in the closet trying on different dresses and
she was finally ready.  Just in time too.


           
Ding dong


           
The doorbell rang at precisely 7:30.  Standing at the door was
Sean in his brand new looking Armani suit and holding yet another
bouquet of flowers.  He was doing his best to half-hide from
Sarah the Excalibur limousine that was parked in front of her
house.


           
“Nice ride” she said returning to the same giddy state Sean had put
her in earlier that day during his visit to Domus.


           
“The best, for the best” Sean said extending and arm in a gesture
to be taken.


           
The limousine was gorgeous and it’s driver treated them both like a
prince and princess.  They arrived in style, skipped the two
hour wait and enjoyed an amazing, not to mention very expensive,
bottle of reserve wine.  Sarah was having the time of her
life.  She was absolutely loving this.


           
After eating dinner and sampling some deserts, they made the trip
to the upstairs dance room at Davio’s for some romantic rhythm
time.  The small band in the back of the dimly lit room played
softly and beautifully for the eleven or so couples that were 
swaying back and forth on the dance floor.  Sean and Sarah
danced together near the far corner of the dance floor until about
one AM when the band announced that they were taking a break. “I’ve
only got another half hour or so until the car turns into a
pumpkin” Sean said with a chuckle; the kind only a man who thinks
he’s funnier than he really is can make.


           
Sarah laughed too and agreed to head back to the car.  On the
ride home, Sarah, started to yawn. 


           
“You’re not tired already are you?” Sean asked putting on his very
best puppy dog face.


           
“You would be too if you started your day at five in the morning
like me” she said as she tried to shake off the sleepiness.


           
“Well don’t fall asleep yet” he said.  “I’ve got another
surprise for you.”


           
“Another one?” she asked lighting right up again.  “Where is
it?”


           
“I’ll give it to you once we get back to your place” he said
smiling just as broadly as ever.


           
Sarah had not really thought about inviting Sean into the
house.  In fact, she never invited anyone into her
house.  Contrary to all the popular gossip, Sarah never really
got that close to any of the men she was seeing.  They dined
and danced, talked and teased, but that was about it.  She
wasn’t nearly as interested in the sex as she was in the attention
and the respect she had been getting so much of lately.  She
had spent years being yelled at, beaten down and treated like
something less than human.  The feeling she got from actually
being respected and appreciated was better than any sex she could
ever have.  Inviting Sean in was never a part of the plan, but
she might bend the rules this once, just until she got her
surprise.  What harm could come from bending her rule just
once?  After all she and Sean had been working together for a
couple weeks now at Domus.  It’s not like he was a complete
stranger.  He attended James’ meetings regularly and shared
her enthusiasm for volunteering.  In the past two weeks alone
he had already helped her organize two food drives and a soup
kitchen at
Domus.           

She made up her mind to let him come in and found herself
sitting side by side with him on her living room couch just a few
minutes later. Sean told her to close her eyes and she did as
requested.


           
“Now hold our your hands” he said.


           
Sarah cupped her hands and put them out in front of her as Sean
reached into his inside breast pocket and pulled out a plain white
envelope.  He opened it, them removed three smaller pieces of
paper from within.  He put the envelope down on the couch then
placed the three pieces of paper on top of her cupped hands.


           
“Ok.  Open ‘em up” he said.


           
Sarah opened her eyes and examined the pieces of paper.  A
smile crept across her face as she realized that two of them were
plane tickets to Colorado.  The third and larger piece of
paper was a receipt for reservations to the “Wit’s End Guest Ranch
Lake Resort & Spa.”


           
“Oh Sean” she said gasping for air. 
“It’s….it’s…amazing:!”


           
She threw her arms out to the side and moved in for another sock
hop type hug but was surprised to be met to two big warm wet
lips.  Taken aback, mostly by surprise more than anything
else, she recoiled a bit.


           
“What’s wrong?” Sean asked looking genuinely concerned.


           
“It’s…it’s nothing” she said.    “I’m sorry”

Her expression turned from one of joy to one of sorrow as she
looked down into her lap and said once again,  “I’m
sorry.”


           
“Sorry for what?” Sean asked looking quite concerned.


           
“It’s just that I…” she paused for a moment and made an effort to
look up.  Catching Sean's eye for only one brief moment, she
quickly returned her gaze to her lap and sighed.


           
“What?” Sean asked softly.  “It’s o-kay.  You can tell
me.”


           
“Well,” she began, still looking down at her lap and now fiddling
with the plane tickets and reservation.  “it’s jus that I
haven’t been with anyone since my husband and I…” she paused again
and began folding the reservation over and over again. “I don’t
really want to be.”


           
Sean said nothing but sat up straight as stick, looking more
confused than anything else.


           
“Well I guess I mean I’d like to be,” Sarah continued to say. 
“but it just wouldn’t feel right.  James saved me and I feel
like I kind of owe myself to him…but not like you think” she said
quickly cutting off whatever it was that Sean was about to
say.  “Like a Nun dedicates herself to God I feel like-”


           
She was about to explain to Sean the deep dedication and devotion
she felt toward James, his message and Sua Nuntius, when the words
suddenly left her mouth.  They had been there a moment
earlier, just about ready to come out, but were now replaced by a
warm electric kind of sensation that was coursing through her cheek
and lips.  She found herself looking over her left shoulder
for a good four seconds until she realized that she had just been
slapped.


           
“Liar!” Sean shouted as he stood up right in front of her and drew
his left arm across his chest in a backhanded motion.  It was
a position Sarah was all too familiar with.  She had seen it a
thousand times before with her ex-husband, yet still, she
froze.  As unprepared to fight back, or even flee, as she was
the very first time it happened, she just sat there on the couch,
her head pulsing with pain.


           
“Your Satan’s Slut and you know it!” Sean roared as he struck her
again across the same cheek as he had before. 

She fell back onto the couch and laid there, motionless and now
conscious of nothing but pain and fear.


           
“How DARE you compare yourself to a Nun!” Sean screamed as he
reared back and punched her in the ribs; the only part of her body
still fully exposed. 

By now the rest of her body had sunk into her deep pillowy couch
cushions.


           
“And how DARE you compare James to Jesus!  That bastard is the
Antichrist!  Get over here!”


           
He grabbed at her ankles and spun her around on the couch so that
her feet were now facing him.  He first spread her legs apart,
causing the tendons in her groin to stretch violently, then
suddenly let go.  Her legs dropped to the ground and Sean
leaned in.  He put his face close to her neck, breathing
heavily into her ear then began to run his left hand up the inside
of her left thigh.  He moved his hand slowly at first but then
when he got to the hemline of her dress, he suddenly jerked his
hand up toward her chest.  Now distant and doing her best to
force her mind to go somewhere else, Sarah was only faintly aware
that Sean had just ripped the thin fabric of her pretty black dress
leaving her exposed from the waist down.  He slipped one
finger into the waistline of her underpants and started to scream
again.


           
“You’re a whore and you know it!”

Sean pulled at her underpants in an attempt to rip them off of
her body, but to no avail.  It stretched and dug into the
meaty part of her hips but then just snapped back into place. 
Upset by his failure, Sean stood back up and violently pushed her
legs back together.  Her knees clonked together making an odd
sound as Sean threw both of her feet over his right shoulder. 
He stood there for a moment, then reached down to grab at her
underpants again.  Once again grabbing hold of her underpants,
he began to pull them off, the whole time using his fingernails to
leave scratch marks that ran the whole length of her leg.  He
knocked off her shoes as he pulled her underpants past her feet
then let her legs drop back to the ground. 

 “ You’re a whore, and we’re gonna show the world!” he
barked as he grabbed her ankles again and thrust her legs
apart.


           
Grinning deviously, Sean let go of her right leg again and let it
fall to the ground as he reached for his belt buckle and began to
undo it.  Sarah’s face had heretofore been completely
expressionless, but now, tears were beginning to well up in the
corners of her eyes as she heard the sound of Sean unzippering his
expensive Armani pants.


           
Suddenly, a boom was heard from out in the hallway.


           
“Stop it!” a voice called.  “Stop it right now you Devil!”


           
Sarah was trying so hard not to let her mind be in the here and
now, that she hardly even noticed the ruckus.  Eventually
though, the sound snapped her back to reality and she turned to see
where it was coming from.  What she saw, she almost could not
believe.        

“Let her go!” the voice called out louder than before.


           
Sarah blinked her eyes slowly and deliberately, looked at the
ceiling, then blinked again before refocusing on the
figure. 


           
“Michelle?” she whispered loud enough only for her own ears to
hear.


           
Standing in her living room, dressed all in black and clutching
what looked to be either a small telescope, a gun or a camera in
her right hand, was none other than Michelle DeFauter.


           
“Release her, now!” Michelle screeched as she took two long and
hard steps towards Sean and Sarah.  “Devil!” she screamed at
the top of her lungs.


           
Sean was frozen, appearing to be almost as shocked and confused as
Sarah was when he first hit her.  He said nothing.  He
just stood there holding Sarah's legs in his hands with his pants
around his ankles. 


           
Then, Michelle barked something that confused Sean even
more. 

“I will cast thee as profane out of the mountain of God, and I
will destroy thee!”

Michelle’s attempt to label Sean as the Devil and cast herself
as righteous was utterly lost on Sean and only faintly registered
with Sarah.  Sean just stood there, trying to figure out which
one of the thousand questions that were in his head he wanted to
ask first.  Before any of them could reach his tongue,
Michelle took one half step back and kicked him right in his unclad
balls.  He dropped to the ground and clutched at his groin
letting Sarah’s legs fall to the ground right in front of
him. 

“See what the Devil’s ways have wrought upon you?” Michelle
snarled at Sarah.  “Do you SEE what being Satan’s slut has
visited upon you?”

Sarah stared blankly back at her.  She quivered and
shuttered a little bit, but did not reply.  Without another
word, Michelle stormed out of the living room leaving Sarah on the
couch, her legs still spread apart, and Sean curled up on the floor
still holding his groin.  Some fumbling was heard from the
kitchen and before too long, Michelle returned holding something
that was neither the telescope the gun or the camera that she
appeared to be holding before.  She walked up behind Sean,
grabbed him by his hair, and forced him to sit upright.  He
didn’t fight back.  He seemed far more concerned with the pain
in his balls than anything else right now.  It was only when
Michelle had cut half way through his throat, that Sarah realized
what Michelle had retrieved from the kitchen was her largest
stainless steel knife.  It was one of those things you buy in
the store that says, “as seen on TV” on it.  Sharp enough to
cut through metal cans, and apparently, through someone’s neck
too.


           
Sarah started to scream, but only for an instant, until Michelle
turned a solid icy gaze in her direction.  More shocking and
terrifying than the smack she had received to the mouth just a few
minutes earlier, Michelle’s gaze took her breath away. 


           
“Quiet now” Michelle whispered loudly.  “I’ve saved
you.” 

She paused and looked up to the ceiling then back down at
Sarah. 

“God…has saved you.”










Chapter 36

 


 


           
On the very same day that Michelle DeFauter was given her new
authority and power by the Vatican, she showed up on the doorstep
of Sean Currin bearing, what she called, “some great news.” 
Sean and Michelle had met some two months earlier at a protest
rally in front of Domus Sua Nuntius.  Sean, who actually had
very little interest in religion, just happened to be driving by
Domus when he spotted Michelle carrying a very large box from her
to car the curb. Seeing his chance to make the acquaintance of a
very pretty girl, he pulled his car over right in front of hers and
offered to help.  After he took the box from her and carried
it some fifty yards or so down the sidewalk, the topic of “what
exactly she was doing there”, came up. 


           
Michelle explained that she was setting up for a protest rally and
while Sean had heard quite a bit about Sua Nuntius on the news, he
didn’t really have very strong feeling on the matter one way or the
other.  He was however quite interested in Michelle, and
pretended to have a great deal of interest in the topic in order to
maintain the conversation with this very pretty woman.  For
the next eight weeks, Sean showed up religiously at each and every
rally that Michelle organized.  He always made sure to come
early so he could help with the heavy lifting.  Hi early
arrivals also allowed him to get in some personal time with
Michelle. 

Most of the conversations they had revolved around James and Sua
Nuntius and Michelle’s desire to see the both of them go
away.  She spoke often of her desire to make fighting James
her full time responsibility.  The speech she used to give
Sean about this topic was pretty much the same exact speech she
would later use on the Vatican on the matter.  In fact, Sean
turned out to be a good sounding board for her.  She practiced
the speech on him a great many times, doing it again and again
until she felt that she had it just right.  That’s why when
she showed up on his doorstep early Saturday afternoon July the
fifteenth with her “great news”, he had a feeling he knew what it
was going to be. 


           
“They finally gave you the o-kay?” he asked, partly excited that
she was finally getting what she wanted, but mostly thrilled that
she had actually come to his house.  “Well what are you going
to do now?” he asked.


           
It occurred to Sean that she had been talking for weeks about
“great ideas”, “foolproof plans” and “strategies” on how to deal
with James, but she had never really elaborated on any of the
schemes.


           
Sean invited her into his house after asking her to wait outside
for a moment while he straightened up a bit.  Michelle knew
that Sean had a bit of a crush on her and she hoped his feelings
for her would aid her in persuading him to help with one of the
plans she had in mind.


           
When she asked if “he’d be willing to help”, his reply of,
“Sure.  Anything”, was all she needed to hear.


           
She told Sean that her first plan had three stages and it that
would really mean a lot to her if he could help out with the first
part.  She sat close to him on the couch, smiled, flipped her
hair a bunch of times and tried to put as much sugar on her tone as
she possibly could. 


           
Michelle told Sean about her plan which sounded a little bizarre at
first, and only got stranger as she went on.  That didn’t
really matter though.  He just kept smiling, nodding, and
staring at her long legs and low cut top.


           
“That girl he pals around with, Sarah, you and I know that she’s
Satan’s slut” Michelle said as Sean kept nodding.  “but I want
to prove it to the world.”


           
Sean nodded again and moved his left leg closer to her right one as
they sat side by side on the couch.  She was so wrapped up in
discussing her plans for Sarah that she didn’t even notice that
Sean was just about to move in and give her a kiss.  He was
mere inches away when something she said stopped him dead in his
track.


           
“So what I’d like you to do for me is,” she started to say as Sean
was making his move.  “I want you to take Sarah out on a
date.”


           
Sean paused, pulled back and did his best to diffuse his confusion
with a joke.


           
“I always knew you’d ask me out on a date eventually.  I was
just kinda hoping it would be with you.”


           
The joke was not funny, but Michelle forced herself to laugh
anyway. 

“Oh Sean” she said, then put her left hand on his right knee
before continuing.

She moved in close and used her charm to make every part of this
otherwise very odd plan, seem somehow acceptable to Sean.  His
crush on her, combined with her perfect manipulation of that
particular fact, was causing him to keep on nodding. 
Everything seemed to be going quite well, right up until the moment
she came to the part about photographing Sean having sex with
Sarah.


           
“What?” Sean asked, a look of complete befuddlement coming over his
face.


           
“She’s a slut and I want the whole world to see” Michelle
reiterated.  “I want to get pictures of her with you on
Saturday night, and then I wanna get pictures of her with another
guy on Sunday night.  Everyone will see then what a slut she
is.”


           
Sean had to pause and think about this last part of the plan a
little bit.  The fact that Michelle was trying to set him up
on a date with another woman was strange enough.  The fact
that it was with a woman she hated was even stranger.  Now, as
she explained that this date she wanted him to go on, with a woman
that she hated, was also supposed to be a sex-date, Sean was
utterly confused.  He wasn’t repulsed by the idea per
say.  He’d seen Sarah both at the rallies and on TV a great
many times, and thought she was a rather attractive girl.  It
just seemed kind of odd that Michelle was asking him to have sex
with her; not to mention her request to photograph it.


           
He sat there, pondering the whole thing for a while, until a
question popped into his head that Michelle did not really expect
him to ask.

“Are you gonna show my face in these pictures?”

Out of every question he could have possibly asked at this
moment, Michelle was glad that this was all he came up with. 
It had a so much easier answer than anything else she was expecting
him to say.


           
“Of course not” she replied with one of those laughs that seemed to
say “don’t be such a silly boy.” 

To further put his mind at ease on the matter, she went on to
say, “I’ll take a picture of you from behind or something. 
I’ll get the back of your head maybe, just to show that you and the
guy on Sunday are two different people.”


           
“So who’s this other guy gonna be?” Sean asked.


           
“Do you want him knowing who you are?” Michelle asked, but did not
give time to reply.  “Besides, you’re going first, so it
doesn’t even matter”  Michelle broke out another one of her
fake laughs she’d been practicing all night long.  This time
though, she swayed her whole upper body over to Sean's rubbing her
right breast ever so slightly on his left arm.  He laughed
too, then, adjusted his pants.


           
Sean might have taken another day or so to think about the whole
thing if Michelle had not said what she did right after that.


           
“Doing her will be great practice for me, you know.”


           
And that was it.  Sean was on board.  Over the course of
the next two weeks Michelle guided Sean through his “accidental”
encounter with Sarah.  She also made sure that he attended as
many functions at Sua Nuntius as possible.  She gave him
money, gifts and even fed him lines to deliver to Sarah with that
plastic charm she knew he had, and knew Sarah would fall
for. 


           
Finally, the big night arrived and everything was going just as
Michelle had planned.  Under the cover of night, Michelle
stood patiently outside Sarah’s living room window, camera in hand,
ready to capture her transgressions on film.  It was late and
the entire neighborhood was silent.  The only sounds Michelle
could hear were crickets, owls, and the muffled voices of Sarah and
Sean coming through the window.


           
The moment came, and Michelle raised the camera to her
eye. 


           
Snap.  Snap.


           
She fired off two quick pictures as Sean leaned in, then stopped
abruptly.  They were talking again and Sarah looked
upset.  Michelle was furious. 


           
“What is he doing?” she thought to herself.

As she had imagined it in her mind, Sarah was supposed to have
stripped naked by now and should be down on her knees with Sean
sitting on the couch, his pants around his ankles.  Michelle
was sure this was supposed to happen.  It was going to make
for a perfectly incriminating photograph.


           
“What the hell?” she whispered out loud.


           
Michelle lowered her camera and took a moment to review the two
pictures she had just taken.  Looking down at the camera view
screen and flipping between the two pictures, she heard a commotion
coming from the living room.


           
“What the hell is he doing now?” she asked out loud yet
again.  She watched for a moment then saw Sean stand up and
backhand Sarah right across the face. 

“Oh shit” she said.


           
This was a disaster.  The whole point of the plan was to get
Sarah to willingly throw herself at two different men. 
Pictures of her going down on two guys in two nights would surely
show the world how much of a slut she really was.  This
however, would ruin everything.  Sure Michelle could take some
pictures of it, but then what?  What happens when Sean
finishes with her and leaves the house?  What happens when
Sarah goes to the police or the hospital and tells them she was
just raped?  She’d have bruises on her face, a cut lip and God
knows what else.  If Michelle were to take pictures of that,
the only thing it would do is implicate her in orchestrating a
rape.  This was not good at all.


           
Michelle pulled back from the window and was about to run to the
front door when she suddenly stopped in her tracks.  She knew
she needed to stop Sean as quickly as possible, but how, she did
not know.  Time was of the essence but she needed
guidance.  Right there at the edge of Sarah’s house, Michelle
dropped to her knees and began to pray to God.  She did not
pray to Him to make Sean stop, nor did she pray for forgiveness
s.  She knew that somehow this was all part of His plan, she
just didn’t know what her part in it was supposed to be.  She
was confused more than anything else, and needed desperately His
guidance on the matter.

She looked to the heavens then back down at the ground. 
Her hands still clasped together, she began pondering the grass
around her.  Nearby, she saw something out of the corner of
her eye that she took to be another sign from God.  Two
crickets were nearby, one of them dead and half eaten, the rest of
him being devoured by the other one.  The sight of it repulsed
her at first, but knowing that it had to be a sign from God, she
did her best to discern what it meant.


           
“Devour the cricket” she thought to herself.  “Kill the bug
and make him disappear forever.”


           
She knew that God was telling her to kill Sean but wasn’t’ yet
clear as to why.  As he was inside beating on Sarah and
stripping her naked, Michelle knelt on the grass outside trying to
divine His plan.


           
Then it hit her.  It was brilliant.

Sarah was a slut.  Michelle knew this to be true. 
Michelle figured that Sarah must have already been with hundreds of
men by now.  This time though, things were going bad. 
Sarah was being shown the error of her ways.  Sean was a
punishment being visited upon her for leading such an immoral
life.  His whole purpose in this world was to be here at this
very moment.  He would show Sarah the consequences of a sinful
life, and then, he would disappear forever.  Michelle saw now
that her role was to be Sarah’s savior.  She would rescue her
from the Devil’s wrath and then help Sarah to repent her sinful
ways.  It really was perfect.


           
Two minutes later Sean was laying dead on the floor.  The
blood flowed from his neck and out across the carpet like lava from
a volcano.  Michelle thanked God for showing her the way as
Sarah finally closed her legs and began to cry.










Chapter 37

 


 


           
For the first three days after Sarah disappeared, the police wasted
most of their time and much of their resources focusing the
investigation almost exclusively on me.  Somehow, someone out
there managed to put the idea into their heads that I was the last
person to be seen with Sarah.  The theory that I had
accidentally killed her while trying to show her the visions was
all over the place.  The papers were writing about it. 
The talk shows were talking about it and the pundits on TV kept on
saying, “it was going to happen to someone sooner or later.”


           
The last time I saw her was on Saturday July the fifteenth after my
afternoon session at Domus.  I told the police that she left
the building that day in a bit of a hurry because she had a big
date that evening she wanted to go home and prepare for.  They
weren’t buying it.  They wouldn’t but it.  Despite the
fact that I had numerous friends and even followers on the local
police force, the Chief of Police had labeled me as suspect number
one.  That meant, in his mind at least, that the police
couldn’t move on to suspect number two until I was either charged
or exonerated.  Until one of those happened, I seemed to be
guilty as charged. 

After two days of being called into the police station for two
separate four hour “discussions”, which felt more like
interrogations to me, Adam Leture was finally able to track down
the contractor who had seen Sarah with her date-to-be on the
afternoon of the fifteenth.  The contractor was going to start
work on Domus the following weekend and had decided to take a
mini-vacation to Florida to get rested up for the work ahead. 
We gave him a nice advance on the work to be completed, which he
was supposed to use on materials, but had instead spent on plane
tickets.  This was part of the reason why he may have been so
reluctant to come forward at first.


           
Finally, on Tuesday the eighteenth, Adam managed to track him down
at Disney World on a tip he’d gotten from Sua Nuntius followers in
Orlando.  We’d put the word out, along with a photograph of
the contractor, to each and every member of Sua Nuntius all over
the country.  By now our membership was huge nationwide and we
were sure it would only be a matter of time until the man was
found.  Sure enough, two of Adam’s men found him waiting in
line for Space Mountain with his girlfriend. 


           
On Wednesday, four full days after Sarah’s disappearance, the
contractor confirmed to the police, first by phone and then in
person, that he had in fact seen Sarah talking to a man at Domus
between the morning and afternoon sessions on Saturday the
fifteenth.  Sarah, quite honestly, had been dating
so many men lately their neither the Father nor myself had any idea
which of the men she was going out with on that particular Saturday
night.  Thanks to the description given by the contractor
though, we managed to determine that it had to have been Sean
Currin.  A relative newcomer to Sua Nuntius, Sean had been
working closely with Sarah for about two weeks prior to her
disappearance.  Other members of Sua Nuntius came forth to
help confirm the man’s identity and track down where he lived and
worked.


           
The good news was that the police finally had a new lead. 
They could stop wasting their time talking to me and get on the
right path.  The bad news was, that Sean Currin seemed to have
disappeared as well.


           
No one in his family and no one at his work had seen or heard from
him since pretty much the same time that Sarah disappeared.  I
had a lot of different thoughts, theories and speculations going
through my mind as to what may have happened, but really, I had no
idea what to make of the whole thing.


           
Had the two of them run away together?  I doubted that
sincerely.  Was foul play involved?  I was quite certain
of that.  But who was involved?  What did Sean Currin
have to do with it, and why? 


           
These are the questions I’d wished the police had been asking three
days earlier instead of now.    The accusations
about my involvement in her disappearance had came out so quickly
though, that the police were almost forced by the media to spend so
much of their time focusing the investigation on me.  If they
had not questioned me and brought me into the station as often as
they did, there were those in the media who would have been crying
“favoritism” and began to print stories about police officers that
were too devoted to me and Sua Nuntius to do their jobs
correctly.  Once again, the press and the mob mentality it
brought about was causing harm, and this time, I was afraid it was
going to cost Sarah her life. 
          

After the contractor was located, we were finally able to put
all that aside and move on with the real investigation.  On
Friday the twenty-first, a full six days since I had last seen
Sarah, a pair of detectives came to Father Montgomery’s house where
they asked the Father and I to come over to Sarah’s house with
them.


           
“Do you see anything out of place” one of the detectives asked me
once we were there.  “Do you notice anything here that looks
different from the last time you were here?”


           
I was sad to admit, as was Father Montgomery, that neither of us
had ever visited Sarah’s house before.  When I had first met
her, she was living in a small apartment one town over from where
St. Eulalia’s was.  She had moved in here I don’t know how
long ago and neither the Father nor I had ever bothered to come and
visit.  I wished now that I had made the time.


           
“Do you think it’s possible she used to have a rug right here?” one
of the detectives asked me.


           
“I don’t know?” I said after explaining my never having been to the
house before.


           
“Well look at the floor here” the detective said.  “It’s all
dirty and dusty around this rectangular area, but this whole part’s
clean. Looks like a rug used to be here.”


           
I looked at the floor and saw exactly what the detective was
talking about.  I thought about Sarah’s old apartment for a
while, and then it occurred to me.


           
“I remember she did have a rug about this size in her old place” I
said. 

I now remembered it quite well.  I saw it that very first
night I showed her the visions.  It was a thick rug. 
Quite plush.  I remembered being glad it was so soft, so that
after she lost consciousness, I was able to lay her down on it so
comfortably. 


           
“You don’t know when she moved the rug out of here though, do you?”
the detective asked.


           
“Sorry to say, I don’t” I replied.


           
“Well, that’s something at least” the other detective said. 
“Why don’t you give us a description of the rug and we’ll see if
maybe it turns up somewhere.  It could be a lead.  Ya
never know.”


           
I was ashamed not to have been able to offer any more than
that.  She was one of my very closest friends, if not my
closest of all.  She was second to receive the visions and
first when it came to running the day to day operations of Sua
Nuntius.  She was more important to me than I had ever
realized before, and all I had to offer was, “I think she used to
have a rug that size.”  Father Montgomery told me not to beat
myself up about it, but three weeks into her disappearance, it was
all I could think about.


           
For the first full week after her disappearance, I held no meetings
at Domus Sua Nuntius.  I spent most of my time with the
police, first being questioned by them and then trying to
help.  Adam Leture assumed a great many of Sarah’s duties for
Sua Nuntius and delegated those tasks for which he could not make
the time to a number of other people.  All told, seven people
including Adam had to pick up the slack left behind by Sarah in her
absence.  It took seven people to complete the tasks she alone
had been doing for me and Sua Nuntius.


           
The second week after her disappearance, I started up the regular
meetings again.  Both the Father and Adam had urged me to do
so saying that for one, Sarah would have wanted me to, and two,
maybe some good would come from the meetings.  Maybe someone
who saw or knew something, would run into someone else who knew or
saw something different, and maybe together they could help put he
clues together.  It was a long shot, but it was enough to get
me back on the pulpit. 


           
During the third week of her disappearance, as the regular day to
day operations of Sua Nuntius were getting somewhat back to normal,
Adam had informed me that Sarah had actually been exploring the
Father’s video feed idea, but in a slightly different way.  It
was the first time I’d been in the conference room since Sarah’s
disappearance and I was being joined by Adam and three other Sua
Nuntius employees.


           
“As it turns out,” Adam started to say “Father Montgomery’s idea
wasn’t such a bad one after all.  He was just a little
misguided as to where to use it.  I got this in the mail near
the end of last week”

As Adam said this, he pulled a pile of papers out of a folder
and put them on the table. 

“It’s a proposal Sarah had written to the telecommunications
firm of Mark & Doss about trying to set up a nationwide network
of video feeds for James’ meetings.”


           
Adam separated the one large pile of paper into five smaller piles
then distributed them amongst all of us in the room. 


           
“Turns out that Mark & Doss can actually rig the whole thing up
to work quite easily, and at quite a reasonable price too. 
Later in the packet, if you’ll turn to page seven, you’ll see that
Sarah had been in contact with city officials in twenty three
states about the possible purchase and renovation of buildings
mostly in downtown areas.  Our status as a non-profit group
would allow us to acquire these buildings at quite reasonable rates
and maintain them tax free.  Most of the buildings she was
looking at were either abandoned warehouses or superfluous and
redundant city buildings that she believed could be renovated into
meeting halls for Sua Nuntius quite easily.  What I believe
she was thinking was-”


           
“Could you please stop referring to her in the past tense” I asked
Adam, interrupting his speech.


           
“Of course” he said looking down at the table and appearing to be
quite ashamed and embarrassed.  “I’m sorry James.”


           
“Thank you” I said.


           
“I think what she wants to do with these buildings is to use them
not just for video feeds, but also to have James travel to them on
some sort of regular basis.  I have notes here for the
construction of pulpits at the buildings and quotes form a couple
of different contractors to that end.  I think what she wants
James,” Adam said looking right at me “is for you to start taking
the message to the nation personally.  This looks to me like
she’s making plans to bypass the Father’s desire to integrate with
the church  completely and start setting up our own national
network of buildings and meeting places.”


           
This was yet another enormous plan.  It was also one that
seemed to make a great deal of sense.  Sua Nuntius was known
all over the nation by now, and try as the Father might, it did not
appear as if we were not going to be able to get any help from the
Roman Catholic Church in spreading my message.  Maybe having
me make regular appearances at venues all over the nation was the
next step that needed to be taken.  I perused the paperwork,
thought first about how upset the Father would be when he heard
about this, then I began to think about how much work Sarah must
have put into all of this.  Where was she, and how would we
ever go on without her?  I told Adam that the plan was amazing
and so was the woman who thought of it.


           
“Hold off on all of this for now though” I said to Adam and the
rest of the group.  “I’d like to dedicate some more of our
time and resources to finding Sarah before we start moving on with
anything else.”










Chapter 38

 


 


           
Michelle hadn’t planned on killing Sean, but after God’s plan to do
so was made clear to her,  she had no problem sacrificing his
life to God’s will.  The question of “what to do next” hadn't
crossed Michelle’s mind while she was slitting Sean's throat. 
All she was thinking then was “thank you God for this plan”. 
The “what to do next” part of the plan was happening right now.


           
Sean was still face down on the rug in front of the couch bleeding
all over the rug.  Sarah was on the couch wanting nothing more
than to scream so loud that the whole neighborhood would hear here
and come running.  So long as Michelle wielded her kitchen
knife though, Sarah dared not make a peep. 


           
“You don’t have to thank me for saving your life you know” Michelle
said to Sarah after stepping over Sean's body to come a little
closer to the couch.  “You can thank God.  The REAL
God.  It was He who showed me the way here tonight.  It
was He who gave me the strength to protect you from this agent of
the Devil; the agent of James.”


           
Upon hearing this, Sarah once again felt the urge to scream. 
She bit her tongue though, knowing that any utterance she made
could very well result in a knife sliding across her own
throat. 


           
“It was through James you met this man, was it not?” Michelle asked
Sarah who refused to look her in the eye.


           
“Wasn’t it?”  She repeated the question after lowing herself
to one knee thus putting herself on Sarah’s level. 

Still there was no response.   


           
“It was through James,” Michelle snarled as she took hold of
Sarah’s hair and jerked her head so that Sarah was now looking
directly at her.  “that you met this man.  Was it
not!?”


           
She forced Sarah to look in her direction but she could tell that
her eyes were focused on nothing. 


           
“An agent of the Devil.”  Michelle repeated with a snarl as
she yanked Sarah’s head to the edge of the couch and forced her to
look down at Sean’s body.


           
“Answer me!” Michelle screamed as she snapped Sarah's head back and
threw it to the back of the couch. 


           
Without wanting to, in fact wanting to say the complete opposite,
Sarah found herself saying “Yes.”  In that one little word,
she was saying to Michelle so many different thins that she did not
believe.  She was saying that Sean was an agent of the
Devil.  She was saying that James was the Devil himself and
moreover she was saying that Michelle’s God had helped to save her
from the Devil.  She believed none of it, but she was too
afraid at the point of a knife to say anything else.


           
“Good” Michelle said, a curled smile forming at the edge of her
lips.  “Good”.


           
Michelle stood back up and stepped over Sean's body again, putting
him between Sarah and herself.  She looked up at the ceiling
for almost twenty seconds before speaking again.


           
“I’d like to teach you more about God.  The real God”
she said in the calmest voice Sarah had heard her use this whole
night.  “But first thing’s first.  You wouldn’t happen to
have any sleeping pills in the house would you?”


           
Sarah nodded but still looked straight ahead and not at
Michelle.


           
“Where?” Michelle asked. 


           
Sarah laboriously moved her right arm from her side and pointed a
finger towards a hallway that extended from the far end of the
living room.  “in the bathroom” she said in a voice that would
have sounded more appropriate coming from a person on their death
bed.


           
“Well don’t’ go anywhere” Michelle said waving the knife in Sarah’s
direction.  ‘I’ll be right back.”


           
Before heading towards the hallway Michelle bent down and picked up
a corner of the rug that was closest to the couch. 


           
“What a mess” she said as she lifted the rug in an effort to keep
Sean’s blood from spilling off of it and onto the floor.


           
Looking over the rug once again to make sure no other edges were in
danger of spillage, Michelle turned and made her way towards the
hallway.  Once in the bathroom, Michelle opened the medicine
cabinet and had little trouble locating Sarah’s sleeping
pills.  Ever since she’d starting working full time for Sua
Nuntius, Sarah had found herself filled and almost overwhelmed with
energy.  It flowed through her day and night.  It was the
thing that allowed her to accomplish so much, and the thing that
also kept her up at night.  Her doctor diagnosed her with a
mild case of insomnia and had prescribed her the pills a couple
months back.


           
The label read: Take one per night as needed to help in falling
asleep.  Make sure to be able to dedicate at least seven to
eight hours of sleep when using.


           
Michelle took four of the pills out of the bottle and walked back
into the living room where Sarah still lay almost catatonic on the
couch.


           
“Still being a good girl I see” Michelle said after making sure
Sarah hadn’t budged from her spot on the couch.  “That’s
good.”


           
One more quick check of the rug and Michelle brought the four pills
and the knife back into the kitchen.  She put the pills down
on the counter and proceeded to pulverize them with the butt end of
the knife.  Some blood had dried up on both the blade and
handle of the knife and specs of it were now chipping off and
landing on the counter amongst the pills.  At first, Michelle
tried to separate the blood specs from the white powder of the
pills, but eventually, she just let them all gather together on the
counter into one little pile.  After the last pill was
pulverized, she reached into the sink, grabbed a dirty glass and
put it to the edge of the counter.  Using the edge of the
knife, she pushed the crushed pile of pills and blood flecks into
it.  After every last spec of blood and powdered pill had been
pushed into the glass, she brought it back over to the sink and
filled it with water.


           
Walking back into the living room, Michelle held out the glass and
said, “I have some work to do and I think you’d do best to get some
sleep while I’m doing it.  Drink up.”

Michelle stepped back over Sean’s body and held out the glass
close enough to Sarah so that she could take it from her. 
Sarah looked up and saw the glass right in front of her face as
Michelle was gently spinning it in a clockwise motion, causing the
contents to whirl around like a mini-typhoon.  The water
inside was cloudy and had a pinkish tinge to it.  Sarah
guessed correctly that Michelle had put the sleeping pills into the
glass but couldn’t quite figure out why the water was pink. 
She studied the dirty glass for a moment, then looked to Michelle’s
other hand which was still clutching the knife.  Deciding it
was probably best to do what Michelle asked, Sarah reached out and
took the glass.


           
“Sit up” Michelle said after Sarah took the glass in both her
hands.  “I don’t want you spilling it all over yourself.”


           
Sarah did as she was told then lifted the glass to her lips and
began to drink.


           
“Good girl” Michelle said.  “Drink it all up now.  Every
last drop.”


           
Michelle was talking to Sarah like she was a little girl, or worse
yet, maybe even a dog.  Sarah hated it.  She also hated
doing what Michelle told her to do, but seeing as the situation was
what it was, she really had no choice.  Holding the glass in
her hands, she pondered it once again then put it to her
lips.  As she choked the chalky liquid down, Sarah, hoped that
it would help her fall asleep right away.  The thought of
sleep was very appealing to her right now.  Anything to help
her escape this horrible and terrifying situation.  The last
bit of wet powder slid down her throat and she prayed to God that
when she awoke, this whole ordeal would all be over.


           
“Good girl” Michelle said once again after Sarah finished drinking
from the glass.  “Now why don’t you lay down and try to get
some sleep.”


           
Sarah one again did as she was told as Michelle took the glass from
her hand and returned to the kitchen.  There, she rinsed it
out with water from the faucet and put it back in the sink where
she had found it.  Once again, she returned to the living room
where she put the knife down on the rug, stepped over Sean's body
and took a seat near the end of the couch right next to Sarah’s
head.  Not yet asleep, Sarah looked up to see that Michelle
was praying.  Her hands clasped and eyes closed, she murmured
some prayer or another while looking up at the ceiling.  The
words were unclear to Sarah as she was now slipping away into a
very deep sleep.


           
Michelle sat like that near the edge of the couch for over an hour
until a knock was heard at the front door.  It was the driver
of Sean and Sarah’s limousine.  He had fallen asleep in the
car quite some time ago and was now wondering what Sean and Sarah
were up to.


           
“Mr. Currin?” the driver called through the door.  “You in
there?”


           
“Sean’s a little bit busy now.” Michelle called back from her
seated position on the couch.


           
“Is that you Sarah?” the driver asked


           
“Yes” Michelle called back.  “He told me to tell you to just
head home.  I’ll drive him where he needs to go in the
morning.”


           
“Oh” the man said feeling a little bit embarrassed.  “I
apologize for the intrusion” he said sheepishly as he backed away
from the door. “Good night then.”


           
With that, the driven got back into the limousine and drove
away.  Two days later he would receive a call from the same
person who had booked the limousine ride for Sean and Sarah telling
him he’d do well not to tell anyone about the job he had done that
night.  The voice warned him that if he were to come forward,
that they would make sure he spent time in the headlines as a prime
suspect.  Wanting absolutely nothing to do with that kind of
attention, the men did what he was told and never spoke a word on
the subject to anyone.


           
Back in the house, Michelle was trying to figure out what she was
going to do with Sean’s body.  Moving Sarah was going to be
tough enough.  The two women were about the same size and
neither had much in the way of muscle on their bodies. 
Michelle knew that moving Sarah's sleeping body would be difficult,
but possible.  Moving Sean however was a whole different kind
of problem.  He was about a foot taller than her and had to
weight close to a hundred pounds more.  She pondered the
problem for a while but could come up with a better idea than what
she’d seen in countless mob movies.


           
Michelle reached down to the carpet then picked up the knife. 
She stepped back over Sean's body then knelt on the rug close to
his head.  Clasping the knife firmly with both of her hands
she began slicing through Sean’s arm close to the shoulder where
she found that the skin cut quite easily.  Grabbing Sean’s
hand and lifting his arm up and out, she cut through the skin in a
circular pattern all the way around his arm. The skin cut like
butter, but the tendons were giving her a little trouble. 
With a little extra force and a good deal of sawing back and forth
over them, she finally cut through them and hit the bone.  She
took a short break just long enough to wipe the sweat from her brow
then began to saw back and forth over the bone.  Until now,
she had done her best not to look at the mangled arm fearing that
it would make her sick.  Now, she had to look in order to see
if her sawing at the bone was making any progress.  Leaving
the knife wedged into the bone, she used her fingernails to pull
back the skin and look down at the bone.  Using every bit of
strength she had, she fought back her urge to vomit as she looked
to see that only a tiny edge of the knife had cut into the
bone.


           
“This isn’t gonna work” she whispered to herself while trying to
regain some degree of intestinal composure. 


           
“God’s work.  God’s work.  God’s work.” Kept running
through her head as she managed the task at hand. 


           
Thinking further upon the problem of how best to separate the arm
from the torso, Michelle realized that she was now covered in
blood. 


           
“Shit” she said out loud.


           
If she walked anywhere in the house now she’d track blood all over
the place.  Her hands, arms, face and even clothes were all
drenched.  Pulling the knife out of Sean’s shoulder and
placing it on the rug next to his body, Michelle stood up and began
to take all of her clothing off.  From the black long sleeved
turtleneck shirt to her black Puma sneakers, Michelle carefully
took everything off and placed each article next to Sean’s body on
the rug.  She stood there motionless, stark naked in the
living room for a good fifteen minutes until she was sure that the
blood on her hands, arms and face had dried.  She looked
around the living room and spotted the high heels that Sean had
knocked off Sarah’s feet still lying not too far away.  She
tip-toed over to them then carefully slipped them on.  A
surprisingly comfortable fit, she stepped off of the rug and walked
back into the kitchen.


           
Wearing nothing but the heels and still covered in dried up blood,
Michelle began poking around in the kitchen for a while until she
came across a small box of Hefty trash bags under the sink.


           
“Just like a friggin’ movie” she thought to herself, disgusted with
the fact she could think of no better idea than this. 


           
She grabbed the box and took one bag out while placing the rest of
them down on the counter.  She opened the bag and then reached
into it.  Finding the top, she poked a little hole in it with
her fingernail then widened it with her hand.  Then, she
pulled the bag over her head and poked her head through the hole
she had just made.  A makeshift smock, she hoped it would help
keep some of the blood off her body. 


           
Still wearing Sarah’s heels now complimented with the matching
Hefty bag top, Michelle walked back into the living room carrying
the whole box of Hefty bags.  Once back on the rug, she
removed the heels and placed them on the far end of the rug away
from all the blood and mess. 

Now barefoot, she straddled Sean’s torso with his arms out to
the side.  Studying the partially severed right arm, she
leaned down and took hold of his right hand with both of
hers.  In the same motion, she yanked up on it as she stomped
down on his shoulder with her bare right foot.


           
Crack!


           
The bone broke almost all the way through as she used her foot both
as a fulcrum and a hammer.  Tugging at the arm she could tell
that the bone had not yet broken all the way though so she repeated
the motion again.


           
Crack!


           
This time, the bone snapped all the way through.  She jerked
upward on the arm and found herself standing fully erect, Sean’s
severed arm in her hands. 


           
“Gross” she said out loud still thinking “God’s work, God’s work,
God’s work” in her head.


           
She repeated the whole procedure three more times, having a
considerable amount more trouble breaking Sean’s femurs than she
did his humerus.  In the effort to separate the legs from the
torso, she had to spend much more time trying to saw through each
of the leg bones than she did the arm bones.  Even after
burying the knife almost a quarter inch into each of the femurs, it
still took her quite a few attempts at snapping each one off before
they would finally come.

Eventually, she had four Hefty bags each filled with a
limb.  Then, she closed her eyes and lifted Sean’s torso into
another bag.  Finally, after what had to have been over two
hours of work, she was finally ready for transportation.


           
It was still quite literally the middle of the night when Michelle
slipped outside wearing one of Sarah’s little black dresses she had
pilfered from her closet and walked down the street to retrieve her
car.  Sarah, not having a car herself, had a long and empty
driveway that went right up to a door on the side of her
house.  Two trips each for the arms and legs and one for
Sean’s torso wrapped up in the rug, Michelle filled up her trunk
with something she refused to acknowledge as anything other than
“God’s work”, which just kept on running through her head. 
Gathering up all her bloody clothes and putting them into yet
another Hefty bag, she brought it outside and put it in the trunk
with the rest of Sean’s parts.  Now stuffed, she had to slam
the trunk a couple times before it would close, then she went back
into the house.


           
The torso was much heavier than she expected and as a result, she
needed to take some time to catch her breath and to regain some
strength.  She sat on the couch for a while then began
scanning the living room to see if there were any traces of blood
on the walls, floor or ceiling.  To even her own surprise, she
saw none.  She had been as careful as she could but was sure
that some blood must have spattered when she was snapping off the
arms or legs.  Scanning the room again and again though, she
saw no traces of any blood.


           
“Thank you” she said out loud.  “Thank you God”


           
Assured one again that He was on her side, she summoned the
strength to lift Sarah up over her shoulder and carry her out to
the back seat of her car.  She left her there and took one
final trip through the house.  Inside, she cleaned up a little
bit in the kitchen then grabbed her half used box of Hefty bags and
returned to her car. 


           
Sitting behind the wheel, drenched in sweat, Michelle looked in her
rear view mirror, first to see Sarah sleeping on the back seat and
then to fix her hair.  Wishing she had taken not just a dress,
but maybe a pair of underpants as well, Michelle dabbed at her
crotch and thighs with the dress and wriggled a little bit in the
seat in an effort to sop up some of the sweat.  Then, she
started the car, put both her hands on the wheel and started
driving towards St. Bonaventure’s church some two towns
over. 

St. Bonaventure’s was a church that had just recently been
vacated by the two priests that lived and worked there.  To be
more precise, they had actually just been evicted by Michelle
herself.  The church was going to be put up for sale at the
end of the summer in order to help cover some of the costs
associated with the sex abuse scandals.  In the meantime, the
building had been left completely vacant.  The only thing
going on at St. Boniventure’s right now were appraisals of the
building and it’s surrounding property.  It would be a perfect
place to hide both Sarah and Sean’s body. 










Chapter 39

 


 

 


           
Sarah awoke the next day late in the afternoon and nowhere near
where she hoped to be.  When she choked down the thick pink
concoction that Michelle had given her the night before, she
sincerely hoped, and maybe even believed, that she was going to
wake up on her couch remembering nothing but a bad dream.  She
was not on her couch though.  She wasn’t on anybody's
couch.  She was laid out on a cold floor made of stone and
dirt, still wearing her ripped black dress and no underpants. 
She was sore about the face, ankles and ribs and her head was
beating like a drum.


           
It was dark.  Too dark to see more than a couple feet in front
of her face.  A sound had woken her from her deep sleep, but
as to what was making it, she had no idea.  It was coming from
the far end of the room, possibly even on the other side of the
wall, but she really had no idea.  Finally, a rectangular
blast of light came pouring into the room from what she now
recognized as a door on the opposite end of the room.  A thin
silhouetted figure stood there, breaking up the light and fumbling
with some keys.


           
“You’re awake” the voice said. 


           
It was Michelle.  Sarah knew the voice right away.  The
sound of it caused all the horrible memories from last night to
come flooding back into the forefront of her mind.  She
shuttered, then started to well up again.


           
“Oh don’t cry” Michelle said almost compassionately, but more out
of aggravation than anything else.  “There’s nothing to be
afraid of anymore.  He’s gone and I’m here to help.”


           
“Help with what?” Sarah managed to eek out.  Those were the
first words she’d spoken to Michelle since she said “in the
bathroom” last night. 


           
“God has sent me to you Sarah.  First He sent me to save you,
and now He’s sent me to show you the error of your ways.”


           
“Save me” Sarah asked still laying on the floor not feeling like
she had the strength or will to sit up just yet.


           
“I explained this to you all last night” Michelle said,
aggravated.  “Weren’t you listening?  I know you
were.  You’ve already made a huge step by admitting that the
Devil sent Sean to you, and the Devil is James.”


           
“You were waving a knife in my face” Sarah said with her voice
still trembling. 

She would have screamed it if she had the strength, but all she
could do now was whisper the words and force herself to sit
upright.

She remembered what Michelle had made her say last night. 
She remembered wanting to scream at Michelle for making her say
those things, but she felt too powerless to do anything but
agree.  Seeing now that Michelle did not have a knife, at
least visibly on her, Sarah’s rage at the accusation was starting
to come out.


           
“Who but the Devil would have set Sean upon you last night
then?  Answer me that” Michelle barked. 
       “You!” Sarah screamed, her
full voice returning to her. 


           
Michelle was surprised.  Dumbfounded actually.  She
hadn't expected Sarah to figure it out so quickly.  Actually,
she hadn't really expected her to figure it out at all.


           
“Me?” Michelle asked in her best attempt to fane ignorance on the
matter. 

How could she have known?  How could she have put it all
together so quickly?  How would she convince her
otherwise?


           
“I was the one who saved you” Michelle said.  “I was the one
who vanquished the Devil’s agent from Earth, and in so doing, saved
you from his wrath.”


           
“You were the one standing outside with a camera when it was all
happening” Sarah replied.


           
Sarah still wasn’t quite sure whether or not the thing Michelle was
holding last night when she came into her house was a camera, a
telescope or a gun, but she figured she’d test her theory.


           
“I was not” Michelle said all to emphatically for Sarah to
believe.


           
“It was YOU who set him upon me, Michelle” Sarah said with her eyes
narrowing to angry little slits.  “I don’t know why and I
don’t know what you thought it would accomplish, but I know it was
you.”


           
This wasn’t going according to Michelle’s plan at all.  She
was hoping that Sarah would have seen that her meeting Sean was a
result of working with James.  She hoped that Sarah would then
see the evil that James was bringing into her life.  She was
hoping she would then be able to make her renounce this so called
Savior.  All told, what she was really hoping, was that Sarah
would not be so smart as she actually was.


           
“That’s ridiculous!” Michelle barked.  “God sent me to save
you!  Save you from James!  From the life you’ve been
leading, and yes, from this!” 

As Michelle was growling those last few words she bent down to a
pile of something that was sitting by the doorway.  Sarah had
not noticed it there before, and even now had no idea what it could
be.  Michelle picked something up off the pile and flung it
underarm right at her.  Sarah ducked, trying to avoid the
object and in doing so, laid herself flat on the floor.  It
went right over her head and hit the wall with a dull “thud”,
accentuated by the kind of rustling only a thick plastic bag could
make.  As it bounced off the wall and landed half on her back
and half on the ground, Sarah still had no idea what it was.

“Think about what kind of fun you would have been having last
night with him if it weren’t for me!” Michelle yelled as
the bagged object was lying on Sarah’s back. 

Without another word, Michelle stepped back and slammed the door
behind her, leaving Sarah in the dark, both literally and
figuratively, as to what had just been thrown at her.

Still lying face down on the floor, she reached back and grasped
at the bag.  The instant before she touched it, her mind
finally realized what it had to be.  Now holding the bag, she
could tell that a human hand was inside.  More than just a
hand, it was actually a whole human arm.  She screamed and
tossed the bagged arm away.  Wanting nothing more than to hide
from this terrible nightmare, Sarah curled up in a ball and would
have started to cry once again, were it not for the fact that even
her tears seemed too afraid to come out.

For two days, Michelle left her in the sub-basement of St.
Boniventure’s like that; half naked, hungry and kept company only
by the dismembered body parts of her would be rapist.  For two
days, Sarah stayed curled up in as tight a little ball as her body
could make, sleeping sometimes, and other times just fading in and
out of consciousness. 

Before making her first visit to see Sarah on Sunday, Michelle
had been listening to anything and everyone she could in hopes of
hearing the first hint that Sarah had disappeared.  She didn’t
have to wait too long.  It was just a few short hours after
Michelle had taken Sarah to St. Bonaventure’s that she got a call
from one of her fellow protestors who had gathered over at Domus
Sua Nuntius for an afternoon protest.

 “I heard some of the parishioners talking,” the protestor
told her over the phone.  “and seeing as you told me to keep
an eye out for anything out of the ordinary, I figured this
qualified.  They were saying that Sarah didn’t show up to
either of the two meetings today.  It’s apparently the first
time she’s ever missed one…ever.  I guess James is pretty
worried about it and even took time during the meeting to ask some
people if they’d seen her.”

That’s all Michelle needed to hear.  Before the papers
could even get a wiff of the story, she would use Edenborough and
Price to plant the idea that it was James who caused her
disappearance.  She wanted everyone to know that it was he who
saw her last and it was he who quite possibly may have accidentally
strangled her to death on Saturday night.  With the focus on
James, Michelle would have all the time she needed to “re-educate”
Sarah.

That part of her plan was actually working pretty well. 
The press took to the story of the “accidental strangling” even
better than she hoped they would.  The only problem now was
the fact that even after three days of attempting to “re-educate”
Sarah in the basement of St. Boniventure’s, she wasn’t learning a
thing.  The only person learning anything in that dark, cold
basement was actually Michelle.  It was now becoming quite
clear to her that Sarah’s devotion to James and her outright love
for Sua Nuntius was far stronger than she had expected.  Her
plan, as well thought out as she hoped it may have been, was not
working.  For two days Michelle prayed to God to be given the
understanding necessary to carry out His plan.  She was still
sure that she had done the right thing,, but she was now unclear as
to what should be done next. 

For the first three days of her captivity, Sarah was visited by
Michelle daily.  For the next two days, as Michelle prayed,
Sarah sat alone in the darkness.  She had just began to think
that Michelle was going to leave her there to rot, when she heard
keys jingling at the doorway again.  She hoped, maybe dreamed
that it was someone coming to rescue her, or maybe even someone who
would just happen upon her.  In the back of her mind though,
in the rational part of it, she knew that it had to be
Michelle.

“I’ve learned something over the past two days” Michelle said as
she opened the door.  “Do you wanna know what it is?”

Sarah did not reply.  She simply turned her head from the
bright light coming in through the door and looked down at the
floor.

“I’ll tell you” Michelle continued.  “I’ve learned that
sinners rarely repent on their own.  Do you know why that is?”
Michelle asked again as if she would get a reply. 

“It’s because they’re sinners!” she yelled with a voice that
made Sarah’s ears ring. 

“The Devil’s inside you Sarah” Michelle said in a voice that
made her seem almost possessed herself.  “and if you haven’t
the strength to cast him out, then I’m gonna have to do it for
you.”

What Michelle meant by this, Sarah had no idea.  Sarah
actually didn’t know much of anything right now except for the fact
that Michelle had obviously gone insane.  Murder. 
Kidnapping.  What next?

“Please don’t let it be torture” she thought to
herself. 

“Oh God, no” Sarah whispered out loud as Michelle’s words came
clear to her. 

“The Devil’s inside you…and if you haven’t the strength to
cast him out, then I’m gonna have to do it for you.”

The words echoed in Sarah’s mind as she began to dread the “how”
part of “casting him out”.

Michelle stepped back out of the room and disappeared for just a
moment.  She returned dragging behind her an old metal and
ceramic chair, the kind that fill up public school classrooms all
over America.  As she dragged it across the room, the chair
made a terrible high pitched squeaking noise.  It’s metal legs
squeaked and jittered across the stone floor until Michelle finally
released it in the center of the room.

Without a word she left the room again, then returned a moment
later carrying what Sarah made out to be a knife, some rope and
something else she could not quite distinguish.

“No.  Please” Sarah whimpered.  “What are you going to
do?”

Michelle said nothing, she just waved the knife in Sarah’s
direction. 

She waggled the blade for a good five seconds until finally
saying, “Like it?   It’s the same kind as the one you had
at your house.  I liked it so much, I got one for myself.”

Sure enough, Michelle was holding the same exact “as seen on TV”
kind of knife that she had used on Saturday night to kill Sean.

“God…please…no” Sarah said again.

“Come here” Michelle said waving Sarah over to the chair with
the knife. 

What happened to the original knife Sarah would unfortunately
never figure out.  Under the pile of bags that contained
Sean’s severed body parts, was the rug from Sarah’s living
room.  If for some reason Sarah had ever decided to unfurl the
now putrid rug, she would have found inside it not just Sean’s
torso, but the knife that Michelle used to kill him laying right
next to his mangled left shoulder.  If she had found it, maybe
Sarah could have used it to defend herself.  If she had found
it, maybe she wouldn’t have to go sit in that chair.

“Come here Sarah,” Michelle aid  “Come sit on the chair and
face the wall.”

Terrified by the knife that Michelle was still waving in her
direction, Sarah did as she was told and began making an effort to
stand up.  It was the first time she’d actually even tried to
stand in over three days.  Her legs were weak and anything but
steady.

“That’s it” Michelle said as Sarah made her way over to the
chair.  “Now straddle the chair and put your hands between
your legs.”

The way Michelle was pointing, Sarah inferred that Michelle
wanted to her sit on the chair backwards so that the back of it
facing her chest.  The only way to do this was to straddle the
metal bars that held up the back of the chair.  Doing so, she
put her hands in her lap, just as Michelle had commanded, causing
them to be positioned between the two metal bars that her legs were
straddling.

Sarah sat there, shivering in the cold made even cooler by the
fact that the seat of the chair was frigid, and she still had no
underpants on to buffer it.  She shivered and quivered there
for a few seconds until suddenly and without warning, she felt
something wrap around her neck.  She started to squirm and
move around until Michelle’s knife wielding hand appeared in her
periphery.

“Don’t move Sarah.  I’m doing this for your own good.”
Michelle said as she waved the knife beside Sarah’s face. 
“Just stay still.”

Michelle had taken the rope and put it around Sarah's neck from
behind as if she were about to strangle her.  She wrapped it
twice, tight, but not so tight as to restrict her breathing or
blood flow. 

“Now keep your hands in your lap” Michelle said as she walked
around in front of Sarah. 

While still holding the knife, she took one end of the rope that
was now hanging from Sarah’s neck and tied it to her left
wrist.  The rope now went from Sarah’s neck to her wrist
directly over the ceramic back of the chair, in effect, lashing her
to the seat.  The amount of slack between the two ends was
very short and Sarah was forced to bow her head over the back of
the seat in order to accommodate the lack of slack.

Michelle repeated the procedure taking the other end of the rope
that hung from Sarah’s neck and tying it to her other wrist. 
The effect was that both of Sarah’s wrists were now tied to her
neck and the back of the chair was between them.  In effect,
she was lashed to the seat and unable to use her arms.

“What are you going to do?” Sarah asked yet again.

“I told you already you stupid girl” Michelle said growing,
weary of all these questions.  “I’m going to cast the Devil
out of you.”

“But…how?” Sarah asked.  She also wanted to ask “why”, but
the more pertinent question, especially to her state of body at the
moment seemed to be “how”.

Michelle did not reply.  Instead, she walked behind Sarah
and out of her view.  Bracing for what would happen next,
Sarah jumped when she felt Michelle’s hand on her back.

“Don’t move!” Michelle screamed causing Sarah to jump yet
again.  “Don’t’ move!” Michelle repeated even louder than
before.

It was almost as if she were messing with her now.

Sarah sat still except for the tremors that that were causing
her arms, legs and head to vibrate almost uncontrollably. 
Sarah kept her eyes focused on her lashed wrists as she felt
Michelle begin to unzip her dress from behind.

“What-” Sarah started to ask but silenced herself fearing yet
another horrible rebuke.

Her dress, torn at the bottom by Sean and unzipped in the back
by Michelle, was hardly more than a tatter.  It was little
cover and no comfort at all from the cold that, combined with her
state of absolute terror, was causing her convulsions to
worsen.  It felt like an eternity as she sat there not being
able to see Michelle and not knowing what was going to happen
next.  Then it did.

SMACK

A sharp stinging sensation radiated across Sarah’s back causing
her to leap forward in the chair almost making both it, and
herself, fall forward.  Such a fall would have caused her to
land on her forehead so she used what little strength she had in
her legs to steady herself.  She tried to scream as the pain
first hit her, but nothing more than a little hiccup came out.

“If you haven’t the strength to cast him out, then I’ll do it
for you” Michelle said repeating herself almost verbatim from a few
minutes earlier.

Sarah assumed that she was being whipped, but Michelle had not
actually been able to come into possession of such a devise. 
Not knowing exactly how this whole thing was going to end up, and
wishing to be careful about it, Michelle had not wanted to be seen
purchasing a whip anywhere.  Instead, she had fashioned her
own device from debris she’d found here in the sub-basement of St.
Boniventure’s. 

Early Sunday morning, when Michelle was bringing Sarah and
Sean's body to the basement of the church, she had noticed a large
pile of PVC piping laying on the ground.  Today, she brought
from home a small hacksaw which she had used just a few minutes
before entering into Sarah’s cell to cut one of the PVC pipes into
a piece about two and a half feet long.  She then used the
hacksaw to cut that same piece in half the long way causing it to
look like a “c” instead of an “o”.  This half a PVC pipe
actually made a rather pathetic whip, but the jagged edges left
when the hacksaw went through it, combined with  the raking
motion that Michelle was using across Sarah’s back, was actually
very painful.

“We’ll do this every day,” Michelle said after inflicting the
first blow. “ until the devil’s hold on you is broken and you can
renounce James and embrace the true Lord.”

Sarah loved James.  She loved his message and everything he
represented, but Sarah was no tough guy or prisoner of war; the
kind you’d see in the movies.  She would never renounce James
freely, but put to the penalty of pain, she would say just about
anything.

“Fine!” Sarah said through a stream of tears.  “I’ll
renounce him.  I’ll-”

SMACK

She was cut short by another blow and rake across the back.

“After just one little hit?” Michelle asked in a mooching
display of disbelief.  “You expect me to believe that you’ve
truly renounced him after just one little hit?”

SMACK

She hit her again. 

“I do!  I do!” Sarah screamed.

‘I don’t believe it” Michelle replied than hit her two more
times.

The blood was now trickling down Sarah’s mostly bare back and
disappearing behind the zipper of her dress.  It pooled on the
seat of the chair and oozed between the cheeks of her ass.

“We’ll do this again tomorrow, then the day after that and the
day after that until I feel I can truly believe you Sarah” Michelle
said winding up for another few hits.

SMACK SMAKC SMACK

The third hit in that latest series caused Sarah to fall
sideways in the chair and collapse to the ground. 

“Tomorrow maybe I’ll come back with a little food,” Michelle
said.  “and if you're good, maybe you can even have some of
it.”

With that, Michelle collected her knife and PVC pipe, then
walked out the door locking it behind her.










Chapter 40

 


 


           
Four weeks had passed since I had last seen Sarah and still, the
more optimistic officers on the police force kept telling me to
hold out hope.  The more realistic officers however informed
me that if no leads turned up quickly, and no ransom notes or other
such communications were gotten soon, that I should prepare myself
for the worst.  One thought that began to occur to me on a
more regular basis as time went on was that someone who opposed me,
someone who opposed my message, had something to do with
this.  Maybe their goal was simply to throw me off my path and
to take me out of my routine just long enough so that they could
derail me forever.  That was actually more the Father’s theory
than mine.  It was the reason why he kept on urging me to hold
meetings and to keep going about my business as usual.


           
“Don’t let them win” he told me again and again.  “Don’t let
them slow you down.”


           
His theory was actually more unsettling to me than anything else I
had thought of on my own.  I kept wondering whether it was one
of the many men she’d been dating who had decided to abduct
her.  I thought maybe it was just an accident, that one of
them had hurt her unintentionally and was now afraid to come
forward.  The Father’s idea that someone had hurt her just to
get to me was most certainly a much darker take on the whole
situation.


           
Today was Saturday August the twelfth and I had just finished my
morning meeting at Domus.  I was about to climb the stairs to
our weekly meeting in the conference room when I stopped dead in my
tracks.


           
“Why hadn't I warned her?” I thought to myself as I stood on the
very same step as I had those many weeks ago when I failed to talk
to Sarah.  All I needed to say was something like, “I want you
to be careful with the men you’ve been seeing”. 


           
It would have made things awkward for a little while, but it still
needed to be said.  If it had been said, maybe it would have
given her something to think about. Maybe she would still be
standing here with me right now. But then again, maybe it wouldn’t
have done anything at all.  I guess I’ll never know.


           
I recollected my thoughts and resumed climbing the stairs to take
part in our weekly meeting of the minds.


           
I was particularly not looking forward to this weeks meeting as the
Father had finally managed to get enough time away from St.
Eulalia’s to join us for the first time in over two weeks. 
The fact that Father Montgomery was going to be there was not
upsetting me.  The fact that he was about to get some bad news
at this meeting was.  Three days ago, I had given Adam the
authority to further look into Sarah’s plan of the video feeds and
nationwide meeting places.  The Father had held fast all along
that we should not do such a thing.  It was his feeling that
the Roman Catholic Church would, in his words,  “eventually
come around.”  The last thing he waned was a complete
separation of his church and mine.  What he had been hoping
for was a merger of sorts.  It was his belief that when the
Roman Catholic Church finally did come around, as he knew they
eventually would, that we would be able to incorporate their
infrastructure and their worldwide following with the message of
Sua Nuntius.  It was his hope that this merging of the two
institutions would help me to spread my message faster and more
effectively than I ever could on my own.

It was a great thought.  A magnificent plan actually. 
If it ever happened, the Father would be right.  If somehow,
some way we were able to incorporate the Roman Catholic Churches
institution into our own, spreading the message on a global scale
would take almost no time at all.  It was however, something
that didn’t look like it was going to happen any time soon. 
If we were going to step up our efforts to spread my message,
something else needed to be done.  Sarah saw this.  She
knew it, and before she disappeared, she was trying to do something
about it.


           
“Whose ridiculous idea is this?” the Father said as he scanned the
room staring down everyone around the conference table one by
one. 

Adam had just finished telling him about the plan, but the
Father knew it was not his idea alone, if it was even his at
all.

“Whose idea is it?” he repeated growing a bit louder in tone and
agitated in voice.


           
“Sarah’s” Adam finally said after a short yet uncomfortable
silence.


           
Father Montgomery said nothing but instead turned to me with eyes
that seemed to ask the obvious question of, “how”?


           
I was about to fill him in on the details when Adam spared me the
trouble.


           
“I received a packet of information from the telecommunications
firm of Mark & Doss a little while back” he began, then went on
from there.


           
As soon as Adam finished his explanation, the Father replied,
ignoring all reference to Sarah and addressing Adam as if the plan
were his and his alone. 


           
“It’s ineffective” the Father said.  “Not to mention
inefficient.  You want to put the feeds into two, maybe three
dozen places around the country?  Is that what you’re
thinking?  What will that accomplish? I’ll tell you what it
will accomplish, about one one-hundredth that my original plan
would accomplish.  That’s what your plan will do.” 


           
The Father’s “original plan” was to put the feeds into Roman
Catholic Churches across the nation and maybe even worldwide. 
His “original plan” was certainly much grander than the one we were
proposing now.  He seemed to be forgetting however that his
“original plan” had been shot down by the Pope himself.


           
“Father,” Adam said as soon as Father Montgomery had finished his
tirade of a rebuttal.  “I realize that putting the feeds into
each and every Roman Catholic Church in America would be much more
effective, and yes, efficient.  We all realize that.  But
it’s time to face facts, and the facts are, that’s not going to
happen any time soon.”


           
“I just need a little more time” the Father said, now in a more
subdued tone of voice.  “Just a little more time” he repeated
even softer than before.


           
“Well we’re not gonna to go ahead with our plan overnight Father”
Adam said.  “It’s a big project and we’re still not quite sure
how Sarah had all the logistics of it figured out.  It’ll
still be quite some time before we can actually move ahead with it
and, if during that time something changes, then we’ll be more than
happy to reassess and revaluate our plans.”


           
“How much?” the Father asked.


           
“How much what?” Adam asked in reply.


           
“How much time do I have until there’s no turning back?”


           
“I’ve got at least another month of contacting city officials and
landlords all over the country before we can even think about going
ahead with Sarah’s plan.”


           
“A month” the Father parroted in a soft and sullen tone. Of
voice.  “O-kay.”


           
With that, Father Montgomery excused himself from the meeting
saying that someone from the Archdiocese would be checking in on
him shortly and he had to be at St. Eulalia’s to answer the phone
when they called.  He looked back at me as he approached the
doorway of the conference room as if to ask “are you coming with
me?, and as much as I wanted to skip the rest of this meeting and
be with him, I thought it best that he have some time alone to
think about things.


           
Later in the day, after the second session at Domus, I came home to
discover something rather odd going on at the Father’s house. 
As I made my way up the brick walkway to the front of the house, I
could hear the Father speaking in a voice so loud that it could be
heard quite clearly even from outside.  It took me a second or
two, but I quickly realized that what he was saying, or more like,
preaching, was many of the phrases and verses that I often used
during my meetings.


           
“Father” I called up the stirs as soon as I entered the
foyer.  “Father!”


           
My second and louder attempt to get his attention caused him to
stop abruptly. 


           
“Uh…hold on one second.” He called back from him bedroom on the
second floor. 

I heard rustling and some scurrying about before he emerged from
his bedroom doorway and started walking across the second floor
landing to the stairs.


           
“What are you doing up there?” I asked.


           
Knowing full well that I must have heard what he was saying, he
figured that a response consisting solely of the word, “nothing”,
wasn’t going to cu tit.  He instead settled on telling me the
truth.

“I was trying to recall some of the more pertinent parts of your
message” he said as he came down the stairs to the foyer.


           
“Any reason you were doing it so loudly?” I asked with a smile
intended to make the question seem more innocent and less
accusatory than I was afraid it was going to.


           
“I dunno,” he said.  “I seem to remember it better when I, you
know, reenact it I guess.”


           
“That’s how I sound when I’m up on the pulpit?” I asked with
another big smile.


           
“Well, when you use a microphone it sounds that loud” he said
returning my light hearted smile.


           
“I guess so” I replied.  “So why are you trying to remember it
anyway?”


           
The Father paused, not for too long, but long enough that I could
tell he didn’t want to give me the real reason.  I caught his
eye though, and as soon as he looked back into mine, I knew it
would be impossible for him to lie.


           
“I need to reiterate some of the most important parts of your
message to Cardinal Bilio.” He said.


           
“Why?” I asked.  “The Cardinal’s seen me deliver the message
many times before.”


           
“Yes, but I think he’s forgotten” the Father replied.  “Or
maybe he just wasn’t listening well enough when he heard you
before.  The things you say are so…so, important.  How
could he turn his back on us after hearing what you had to
say?  I think he needs to be reminded.”


           
“To what end?” I asked.


           
“You know to what end” the Father replied losing some of the softer
side of his voice.  “To the end that I can get him behind us
again and get the church on board with your message instead of
having to go the route of your silly make-shift video feed
plan.” 


           
“It was your plan” I said.


           
“It was MY plan,” the Father replied getting a little bit
louder.  “to do it in the churches, and to be honest with you,
I doubt sincerely that Sarah would have wanted it to be done any
other way.  Have you seen her original notes on this
project?  Have you asked Adam to see them?  How do you
know this isn't his plan and he’s not just trying to pawn
it off on her because he knows it will carry more weight with you
than it would otherwise?”


           
I hadn’t really thought of that as a possibility.  Although,
now that I did, it seemed to me less likely than it did apparently
to the Father.  Besides, it didn’t matter who the idea came
from.  I was judging it now on merit alone, and it seemed to
me to be a very good idea.


           
“Does it really matter?” I finally said to Father Montgomery after
pondering the whole issue for a few seconds.  “whether it was
Sarah’s plan, Adam’s or Eve’s, it’s a good one and I’m behind it a
hundred percent.”


           
“Eve?” he asked with a very crooked look on his face.


           
“Adam…Eve” I replied back shrugging my shoulders realizing that my
joke was poorly timed and uninspired.


           
Shaking his head as if to say “that was dumb” he continued. 
“You’re behind it a hundred percent, huh?”


           
“As things stand right now I am.”


           
“Well what does that mean?” he asked.


           
“I mean, that so long as the church wants nothing to do with me, I
have to explore other options and avenues.”


           
“Well,” the Father replied.  “I’m trying to change the way
that things stand right now then.”


           
He parroted my words back to me as if making the greatest point
ever.  The greatest point in the history of points it was not,
but it was at least some sort of rational thinking on his part.


           
“That’s fair” I said after doing my best to think about this whole
ting from his perspective.  “Just be careful though, all
right?”


           
“What is that supposed to mean?” he asked reassuming his slightly
perturbed tone of voice.


           
“It means, just be careful.  Don’t do anything I wouldn’t
do?”


           
“What is that, a joke?” he asked.


           
Puzzled, I looked blankly back at him trying to figure out why me
telling him to be careful could possibly be a joke.  With his
right index finger he drew the letters “W-W-J-D” in the air and
then threw his hand up as if to say “I cant’ believe you didn’t get
that”.  Apparently, we had just traded bad jokes.


           
“Anyway,” I continued.  “You’re welcome to try and convince
Cardinal Bilio of anything you want, but if he doesn’t want to hear
it, then don’t force it.  Just let it go.”


           
“Fine” the Father said while shaking his head and rolling his
eyes.  “I’ll be careful” he said with special mocking emphasis
on the word “careful”.


           
He took two steps back up the flight of stairs and turned back to
me.


           
“and I’ll make sure to ask myself…what would James do?”


           
“Yeah, yeah.  I got it the first time” I said back to him
smiling a bit.










Chapter 41

 


 


           
For the first week that Michelle had begun trying to “cast the
Devil” out of Sarah, she had come and beat her every day.  In
the second week, she came only every other day.  After that,
Sarah began to lose all track of time, but it seemed to her that
the longer she was there, the more sporadic Michelle’s visits were
becoming.


           
Feeling like she’d been a prisoner for over a year, but having
actually been held in the sub-basement of St. Boniventure’s for
just over four weeks, Sarah was barely hanging onto life.  Her
back had been whipped and raked countless times by Michelle who,
despite Sarah’s pleading, begging and crying, would not be
convinced that she had repented James and Sua Nuntius. 


           
At first, Sarah tried screaming the words as loudly as she
could.


           
“I repent!  I forsake the false profit!” 


           
Her words would have echoed for miles had the stone walls of her
subterranean cell not kept them within. 


           
Later, she tried a more sincere approach.


           
“I now understand the error of my ways.  I am willing to
forsake James and accept the one true God.”


           
She would say these words between whippings as solemnly as
sincerely as she possibly could.  Still, Michelle was not
convinced.


           
The last time Michelle had come to beat her, Sarah said
nothing.  Either she no longer had the strength to beg, or she
had simply given up hope.  Either way, her silence caused
Michelle to beat her harden than she had ever beat her
before.  Each hit was more brutal and ferocious than the last
as Michelle was trying desperately to coax some sort of believable
pentane out of her. 


           
Somewhere amongst all of the beatings, Sarah, still lashed to her
chair, had fallen sideways and landed square on her shoulder
dislocating it.  Her back was raw and scabbed, her shoulder
throbbed with pain and her mind was barely clinging to sanity,
thanks in large part to a severe lack of nutrition.  In the
four weeks she’d been there she only had maybe one single loaf of
bread to eat along with some water that Michelle claimed was “holy
water”, which she flicked in her face after every beating. 
Sarah couldn’t last much longer.  No one would have been able
to.

During this last week, the fourth week of Sarah’s captivity,
Michelle prayed long and hard to God asking Him what she should do
next.  At first, she thought that rescuing Sarah from Sean
would have been enough to get her to turn against James.  This
having failed, she then figured maybe she would need to take a more
active role in Sarah’s renouncing the Antichrist.  This also
having failed so far, she really had no idea what to do
next.  

Maybe there was no salvation for Sarah after all.  Maybe
hers was a soul that the Devil just would not relinquish. 
Michelle began to think that she might have misinterpreted the
signs from God in the first place, and that the cricket being
devoured was actually supposed to represent Sarah, and not
Sean.

Michelle prayed for forgiveness for having misinterpreted God’s
sign and promised to make things right as soon as she could. 
She decided that she would give Sarah one last chance to honestly
repent, and then, if she failed, she would have to send her back
home to Hell.  It seemed to Michelle the only Christian thing
to do. 


           
The fifth week of Sarah’s captivity was now underway.  It was
Monday August the fourteenth and Michelle had planned this day to
be Sarah's last chance to repent.  She honestly didn’t want to
have to kill her.  The whole business with Sean was messy and
difficult, not to mention that she still had no ideas on how to
dispose of his body.  She couldn’t just leave it there in the
sub-basement of St. Boniventure’s forever; rotting away in Hefty
bags. 

Michelle drove to the office that morning hoping beyond all hope
that Sarah would give her some sort of sign that she really was
ready to renounce James.  A little bit after lunchtime, she
received a call from Cardinal Bilio who asked her to join him in
his office.


           
“I have some information I thought you might want to know about’ he
said as Michelle entered his office. 


           
The Cardinal had been given direct and strict orders by the Vatican
to relate all information about James and Sua Nuntius to
Michelle.  It was made clear to him that the entire effort to
shut down or at least slow down their operation was being directed
by Michelle.  So far, the Vatican was pleased that Sua Nuntius
had made no major advances, announcements or proclamations since
Michelle had taken on her new charge.  She claimed
responsibility for this of course, and in truth, it really was her
credit to be taken.  It’s a good thing that no one asked her
how she was doing it though.  Explaining that “I put Sarah in
a sub-basement” probably would not have gone over too well with
Rome.


           
“I’ve just heard from Father Montgomery that Sua Nuntius will be
moving forward with their video feed plan” the Cardinal said after
Michelle made herself comfortable in on e of his guest chairs.


           
“What?  How?” she asked with eyebrows furled and one side of
her lips curled almost all the way up to her nose.


           
“Not in the manner we discussed before” the Cardinal replied. 
‘They’re not going to be broadcasting the feeds into our churches,
but rather, they’re planning on setting up their own meeting halls
throughout the country.”


           
“How?  How many?  How is that even going to be possible?”
Too many question came into Michelle’s mind at once.  She
didn’t know which one she wanted answered first.


           
“Apparently, before he disappearance, Sarah had drawn up some plans
to make the whole thing work.  She’d been focusing on about
twenty, twenty-five or maybe even thirty different states. 
Nathaniel gave me the heads up on it because he’d like to talk to
me once again about the possibility of…”


           
The Cardinal was in the middle of speaking when Michelle just got
up and started to walk out of the room.


           
“Michelle?” he called to her more confused than upset. 
“Michelle”


           
That news was all she needed to hear.  It was clear to
Michelle that God would not allow Sarah her one last chance at
redemption.  This sign seemed just as clear to her as the day
she saw Domus burning.  Sarah was an agent for the Devil, and
even from her sub-basement prison cell, she was still a thorn in
the churches side.  


           
About forty minutes later, Michelle was storming down the stairs at
St. Bonaventure’s that lead to Sarah’s cell of a room. 
Michelle carried with her the knife she’d bought the first day
after bringing Sarah here. She had been carrying it with her in the
trunk of her car every day since.  Each time she paid a visit
to Sarah, she made sure to bring it with her.  It served her
well both as intimidation and as defense against any possible
outbursts.


           
Michelle reached the bottom of the stairs, unlocked the door and
threw it open.  Inside, Sarah was laying on her side still
lashed to the chair facing away from Michelle.


           
“I just found out about your little plan” Michelle said in a soft
yet demonic sounding voice.  “Even locked up and kept away
from your precious white horseman, your work still vexes the
earth.”


           
Michelle kicked Sarah in the back with the flat toe of her stacked
heel shoe. 


           
“Using video feeds to spread his infection across America is pretty
clever, but it's just…not…going to work.”


           
As Michelle said these last few words, she raised her knife above
her head, looked up at it for a moment, then in an underhanded
motion similar to that of a softball pitcher, she thrust it down
towards Sarah.


           
Sarah did not dodge the blow at the very last second then summon
some unseen force to then turn the attack back on Michelle. 
Nor did a police officer or would-be rescuer came rushing down the
stairs to take out Michelle at the very last moment.  There
were no last minute heroics.  There was no unpredictable twist
of fate that would cause Michelle’s blade to miss it’s mark. 
The only thing there was, was a barely audible “thud” as the blade
went straight through Sarah’s back, and came out her fully exposed
chest.  She didn’t scream.  She didn’t make so much as a
whisper.  She didn’t even move.  The blow surely would
have killed her, if she hadn’t been dead already; her soul having
been released to the force that guided here on Earth some nine
hours earlier. 










Chapter 42

 


 

 


           
Father Montgomery was now more worried than ever before that he
would soon be forced to make a choice.  To him, it seemed that
if Sua Nuntius was actually going to go ahead with it’s video feed
plan, there would be no turning back. The more independent James’
organization became, the less likely it seemed to Father Montgomery
that it would ever need to merge with the Roman Catholic
Church.  The way things had been going as of late, it seemed
that a complete separation of the church and Sua Nuntius was all
but eminent. If this were actually to happen, Father Montgomery
would be left with only two possible courses of action.  One
option he would be left with was to leave James and Sua Nuntius in
order to stay with the church.  The Cardinal had told him as
much in many conversations before.  His other option was to
leave the only life and profession he’d even known.  He would
have to leave not just the church, but his house as well as almost
every worldly possession within it.  He would have to leave it
all behind in order to follow James.  The only other thing he
could do right now was to forestall this inevitable decision, and
hope that something would happen that could change or maybe even
expand his otherwise very limited options.  Father Montgomery,
of course, chose the latter tactic; stall, and wait. 


           
The first thing Father Montgomery did after learning about Sua
Nuntius’ revised video feed plan was make a call to Cardinal Bilio
on Monday morning August the fourteenth in order to tell him about
it. 


           
“You don’t understand Cardinal” the Father said to him over the
phone.  “Sua Nuntius is going to get their message out there
with out without us.  You’re not accomplishing anything by
keeping James and his message out of the Roman Catholic
Churches.  He’s going to be heard, I guarantee it, and
wouldn’t it be better if his message could be heard within the
walls of the Roman Catholic Churches…your churches?”


           
Father Montgomery had been practicing this speech for quite a while
now.  James had actually heard a part of it when he had come
home from his afternoon session a little over a week ago.  He
was just about to continue when the Cardinal cut him off.


           
“I’ve heard this all before, Nathaniel” Cardinal Bilio said in a
very agitated tone of voice. 


           
The next thing Father Montgomery wanted to say was something like
“Yes, but maybe you’ve forgotten just how important James’ message
is.  Maybe you’ve forgotten how moving his words can be. 
Let me remind you.”  At this point, he was going to start
reciting some of the lines he’d been practicing so hard for so
long.


           
His opportunity however, did not arise.  Instead, the Cardinal
hung up on him, leaving him sitting there in his office, prepared
to deliver the most important speech of his life, but instead
listening to a dial tone.


           
He wished Sarah were here.  He had come to realize over the
past few months what a tremendously capable and talented young
woman she really was.  He felt that if she were still here,
she’d definitely be able to help him with this current
conundrum.  If nothing else, she would have at least been a
great sounding board for him.  The only person in his life
right now that he could talk to about any of this was James, and
he’d already made up his mind on the matter. 
          

Twice a day every day for the next week, Father Montgomery would
call the office of Cardinal Bilio in hopes of getting him on the
phone long enough to remind him of the importance of James’
message.  Most times though, he got no answer at all. 
Every once in a while he would get some secretary on the phone who
would inevitably say something like “I’m sorry Father, but the
Cardinal is busy now.  Can I take a message?”


           
Finally, on the morning of Monday August the twenty-first, after
seven solid days of trying to get Cardinal Bilio on the phone, a
new plan finally came to Father Montgomery’s mind.  True that
the Cardinal would not take his calls about Sua Nuntius,
but maybe he would take calls from parishioners who wished to speak
to him on the matter.  The only problem was that St.
Eulalia’s, as well as many other Roman Catholic Churches in the
area, had lost a great many of their parishioners to Sua Nuntius
over the past few months.  Those who remained as loyal Roman
Catholic parishioners probably wouldn’t want to talk to the
Cardinal about Sua Nuntius; hence the fact that they were still
loyal to the church.  He had to do something though.  He
had to find some way to convince some of his own parishioners to
want to hear James’ words at St. Eulalia’s.


           
Never before had he spoken any of James’ words in his own
church.  Those few parishioners who were still loyal to Father
Montgomery and St. Eulalia’s were so because they loved the
teachings of the Bible and the Roman Catholic Church.  They
didn’t have anything against James per say, or, maybe some of them
did.  Most of them however were older parishioners whose minds
were too set to be changed about anything at this point in their
lives.  Father Montgomery figured that if he could somehow
present some of James’ words to them in such a way that still rung
true with the teachings of the Holy Bible, then maybe he could make
them understand.  Maybe he could get them on his
side. 


           
Father Montgomery was also keenly aware that there was a great deal
of risk involved with this plan.  If, in the effort to
incorporate James’ message into his own sermon, he offended any of
his current parishioners, he was sure that they would make a call
to the Cardinal complaining, thus having the exact opposite effect
he would be hoping for. There were actually dozens of reasons why
Father Nathaniel Montgomery should not have been using James’ words
within the walls of St. Eulalia’s, but his utter desperation made
it impossible for him to consider even one of them.


           
Two times that week, once on Tuesday and once on Thursday, Father
Montgomery delivered two of the most convincing sermons of his
entire life.  He wove James’ words into traditional scripture
more perfectly than he ever could have dreamed to be
possible.  He was eloquent, elegant and most importantly,
quite convincing as well.  He spoke to some of the
parishioners afterwards and, so long as they were telling him the
truth and not just what he wanted to hear, they seemed to be at
least somewhat convinced.  He was sure that some of them would
be calling the Cardinal soon, although he did not directly ask them
to do so. 


           
James of course had no idea that any of this was going on.  On
that following Saturday and Sunday August the nineteenth and
twentieth, James did notice that quite a few new elderly people
were attending his meeting sat Domus, but this was nothing so out
of the ordinary that it drew any particular attention.  He
would never know that these new parishioners had been sent to him
by the words of Father Montgomery, or more precisely, by some of
his own words delivered by Father Montgomery just a couple of days
earlier.

James never would have approved of Father Montgomery doing
this.  Not is a million years.  James had, a long time
ago, realized that the Roman Catholic Church would never be on
board with his message.  The only thing he was hoping for now
was that Father Montgomery would realize the same thing and join
Sua Nuntius full time.  James thought the Father to be a
rather remarkable man.  He was a natural leader, one who
people enjoyed listening to and learning from.  It was James’
most sincere of hopes that Father Montgomery would see the truth
and make the hard decision that had to be made.  How
disappointed James would have been to learn that Father Montgomery
was trying such a rash and desperate plan could only be
imagined.


           
Four days after Father Montgomery’s second masterful sermon, on
Monday August the twenty-first, he actually received a call from
Cardinal Bilio.  He was hoping it was going to be the good
news he had been anticipating ever since that last sermon.


           
“Nathaniel,” he said.  “you should be expecting a delivery
from one of our couriers soon.  You will be home to accept it,
won’t you?”


           
“Why, yes Cardinal.  I’m here right now,” Father Montgomery
replied.  “and I won’t go anywhere until I receive it. 
What’s it about?”


           
“I just needed to make sure you’d be home to accept it,
Nathaniel.  We’ll talk later.”


           
As had become the custom in these conversations between Cardinal
Bilio and Father Montgomery in the past, this one ended with the
Cardinal hanging up before the Father was ready to end the
conversation.

At the very first sound of Cardinal Bilio’s voice the Father’s
heart leapt with the anticipation of possible good news.  In
the very next second he realized that the tone of Cardinal Bilio’s
voice was not joyous at all.  He was worried.  Very
worried.  What in the world was this delivery going to be?


           
James had already left the Father’s house for some sort of charity
drive taking place a couple towns over.  The Father found
himself actually feeling rather relieved that James was not around
right now as he feared that someone in his own parish may have
betrayed his activities of late to the Cardinal.  Having the
Cardinal find out was bad enough, having James find out would be
devastating.  He paced nervously about the house for twenty
minutes going from his bedroom on the second floor to the kitchen
on the first floor again and again.  Finally, as his legs had
grown tired of climbing the stairs, he was standing in the foyer
staring at the oil painting of himself up on the pulpit, when he
heard footsteps coming up the walkway to his front door. 
Before the person could even put his finger to the doorbell or
reach for the knocker, Father Montgomery flung open the door, much
to the surprise of the young courier.


           
“Father Nathaniel Montgomery?” the courier asked after recomposing
himself form the slight start the Father had just given him.


           
“Yes” the Father replied.


           
“Cool” said the young man as he took his backpack off, placed it on
the ground and started rummaging through it for what seemed to the
Father like an eternity.


           
“What is it?” the Father asked after having waited patiently for a
whole three or four seconds.


           
“Huh?” the courier replied, still wearing his bicycle helmet and
covered with sweat from the ride.


           
“What’s in the package?  What is it?” the Father asked in a
tone that could best be described as, desperate.


           
“I dunno, man” the courier replied.  “My boss’d get pretty
pissed if I opened up everybody’s packages.  I just deliver
the stuff, you know.”


           
“Well let’s have it then!” the Father barked back, obviously not
amused with the young man’s humor.


           
“Yeah, I’m getting it” the courier replied, now bothered that this
grumpy old priest was yelling at him.  “Here, why don’t you
sign this for me, dude” the courier said while pulling a
receipt-of-delivery slip out of his pocket and handing him a
pen.


           
“Fine” the Father replied.

He snatched the receipt and the pen from the courier’s hand and
scribbled his name next to the “x”.

“Now where’s the package?” he asked impatiently.


           
This whole exchange had actually taken no more than ten seconds or
so, but to Father Montgomery, it seemed like it was taking
forever.  The courier finally dug the small white envelope out
of his backpack and handed it to the Father who abruptly stepped
back into the house and slammed the door behind him.


           
The courier walked back to his bike shaking his head, glad that his
parents had never made him go to church.


           
Inside the house, Father Montgomery took a seat on the cherry bench
just outside the closet in the foyer and looked at the letter.

 

ATTN: Father Nathaniel Montgomery

 

The outside of the envelope read.  It had no delivery
address on it, just a return address stamped in the upper left from
the Archdiocese.


           
Ripping the envelope open the Father frantically began to read.

 


           
Father Nathaniel J. Montgomery,

 


           
Due to the overwhelming costs associated with the defense and
reparations having to be made as a result of the recent scandals
that have taken hold of the Roman Catholic Churches in this area, a
great many churches and properties held by the Archdiocese are,
regrettably, being put up for sale to help absorb and defray 
these enormous expenses.

 


           
Frantic about where this letter was going, the Father began to skip
through it only focusing on such lines as:

 


           
We regret to inform you that St. Eulalia’s has been chosen as
one of the churches to be put up for auction/sale.

 

and,

 


           
The church, the property upon which it lies, and the adjoining
house will all be put up for auction/sale.

 

and finally,

 


           
If you have any questions or concerns, please feel free to
contact the office of Michelle DeFauter at the
Archdiocese.

 


           
Before reading that last line, the Father was closer to tears than
he’d been since he was forced to break up with his girlfriend Cathy
while still at the Seminary.  After seeing Michelle’s name at
the bottom of the page though, his blood began to boil.  He
rose from the bench so furious that he could hardly see
straight.  Light-headed and dizzy from the rage, he threw the
letter to the floor then kicked at the freestanding coat rack that
was next to the bench.  It shot across the foyer and smashed
into one of the long, thin windows adjacent to his front
door.  It shattered at the bottom, making at first, a dull
cracking kind of noise, then echoed with the tinkle of tiny glass
particles hitting the wood floor.  The sound resonated in the
foyer, traveled up and down the stairway until it finally came back
to Father Montgomery who was now reseated on the bench, holding his
head in his hands, and sobbing like a little boy whose first pet
had just died. 










Chapter 43

 


 

 


           
When I came home from the blood drive I noticed that one of the
windows beside the front door was broken.  My first thought
was that someone had tried to break into the house, but I quickly
realized that a great deal of glass was laying on the walkway
outside the house, indicating to me that the glass had been broken
from the inside.  The thought of an attempted break-in had
caused a tiny lump to appear my throat, but that was nothing
compared to the feeling that took over once I bean to fear that
something worse might have happened inside the house.


           
“Father!” I called out as I began running up the walkway to the
front door.  “Father!”


           
Worried that upon opening the door, I might find the body of Father
Montgomery lying behind it, some blunt instrument used to beat him
to death nearby, I was quite shocked to discover him just sitting
on the bench near the coat closet.


           
“Father?” I said, quieting my tone and noticing that something
about his mood was rather glum.  “What’s wrong?”


           
I wanted to catch his eye to look and see what story it would tell,
but he was staring directly down at the floor.  Was he sad,
mad, distraught, injured or maybe even comatose?  He wouldn't
turn to look at me and I just couldn’t tell.  


           
“Father” I said again, this time a bit louder in an effort to try
and get his attention.  “Father!”


           
Finally he turned his head at the neck as if it were a metal
doorknob so rust covered from years of neglect that it was barely
able to twist.  He said nothing, but I could see right away
that his eyes were bloodshot and sullen.  His face seemed to
be stained with the residue of tears that must have been falling
for an hour…at least.


           
“What happened?” I asked again in a softer, more concerned tone of
voice.  “What happened to the window?”


           
The thought was still running through my head that someone had
broken into the house and roughed the Father up a little bit. 
I could not see any real signs of abuse on the Father, but ever
since Sarah’s disappearance, I’ve been almost constantly expecting
some more bad things to happen as well.


           
The Father still wouldn’t speak but finally began to bend at the
waist.  Leaning down to the ground he picked up a piece of
paper that, until now, I had not noticed.  Clasping it between
his thumb and forefinger, he forced his body back into an upright
sitting position and extended the paper out to me.


           
“What is it?” I asked as I took it from his hard.  “From the
Archdiocese?” I said reading the heading atop the page. 


           
I scanned the letter and quickly realized what it was that had
caused the Father’s tears and apparent tantrum.  It wasn’t
just the fact that his church looked like it was in eminent danger
of being sold that was upsetting him though, it was something much
more than that.  This letter represented something that Father
Montgomery had been trying to avoid for almost a year now.  It
represented the fact that it was finally time for him to make a
decision.

This time always comes.  You can’t put decisions off
forever.    The problem for Father Montgomery though
was, that he had somehow managed to convince himself that he would
never have to make this one.  Once someone manages to convince
themselves of that, when the time finally does come, as it always
will, it’s almost impossible to make it.  You haven’t prepared
yourself for it.  You’re not ready for it.  This was
absolutely the case with Father Montgomery right now.  He’d
spent so much time and energy trying to forestall this inevitable
decision, that now when he had to make it, he had no idea what he
was going to do.


           
I looked at him, he looked at me, and the tears began to flow from
the bloodshot corners of his eyes again.


           
“Father,” I began to say, then stopped.  I was going to tell
him how this was not all bad.  I was about to say that he
would always have a home, a job and a purpose in life with me at
Sua Nuntius.  I was going to tell him that everything was all
right, but I stopped myself.  He needed to figure all this out
for himself before hearing it from me.  So instead of just
telling him that “everything would be all right”, I decided to try
and help him come to that conclusion on his own.


           
“What are you going to do?” I asked in a vein attempt to skip the
thinking part of the process and get right to the decision making
part of it.


           
Predictably, he replied with an “I don’t know”, as he tried to dry
his tears on the sleeve of his shirt.


           
In an effort to take things in more of a step by step kind of way,
I revised my question to say “I mean, what are you going to
do…right now?”


           
“Well,” he said pulling himself up from a fully slouched position
to a slightly less slouched one on the bench.  “I guess the
first thing I’m going to do is call the Cardinal and ask him what
this is all about.”


           
“The letter said that if you have any questions to call Michelle” I
said, stating the obvious and wanting to see how he’d respond.


           
“She’s the one that did this!” he said with a start.  “What I
want to know is, why?  No, wait.  I know why.  I
want to know how.  How could the Cardinal have let this
happen?”


           
This, to me, seemed like a very good question to ask. 
Especially if the answer he was going to get from the Cardinal was
the one I was expecting the Cardinal to give him.  My guess
was that Cardinal Bilio had allowed this to happen because he
hadn’t the power nor the authority to stop it form happening. 
I was hoping that the Father would hear this and realize that the
church was indeed no longer behind him in any shape, form or
fashion.  I wanted him to realize also that the Cardinal could
not help him.  It’s not that he would not, but that he could
not.  Maybe then, the Father would finally see that while a
decision had to be made, it was not so difficult a one to make as
he originally thought.


           
“I think that’s a very fair question to ask” I said.  “If
there’s any recourse to be taken, I’m sure he’ll be able to tell
you how to go about it.”


           
“I’m gonna go take a shower” the Father said. 


           
I think he would have made the call to the Cardinal right then and
there if it were it not for the fact that his face was covered with
the salty trails of dried up tears.  It’s hard to come at any
situation from a position of strength when your face is
tear-stained and your eyes and still welling up with more to tears
come.  Better he wash up now and attack the situation fresh a
little later on.


           
“Do you mind if I use the phone?” I asked. 


           
It was Monday, and  I called the police every Monday to see if
they had any news or new information on Sarah. 


           
The Father nodded saying “sure”, then picked himself up off the
bench and began heading up the creaky old staircase. 










Chapter 44

 


 


           
Even before Sarah died, Michelle had been trying for quite some
time to figure out how in the world she was going to dispose of
Sean’s body.  She had been holding out a slim hope that Sarah
would honestly be able to repent and would thus be able to walk out
of her sub-basement prison alive, saving Michelle the trouble of
having to dispose of two bodies instead of just one.  There
were two bodies now though, and that meant twice the trouble in an
already very difficult situation.


           
Michelle had seen all the same movies that everyone else has
seen.  Unfortunately, there was no incinerator in the basement
of St. Bonaventure’s to throw the bodies into.  Also, she
owned no wood chipper near the edge of a frozen lake, nor did she
have an uncle in Maine whose farm she could take their bodies to
and bury them so that no one would ever find them.  That was
television and the movies, this was real life, and Michelle really
needed to figure out what to do, and needed to do it fast.


           
Fro two whole days after Sarah expired, Michelle prayed upon the
matter, asking God once again for His guidance.  For two whole
days she kept trying to figure out how she was going to get those
two bodies out of the church, one of them in five different pieces,
and off to some location where no one would ever find them. 
On her second day of prayer, she took a break to look over the
floor plans to the church.  She hoped that within these plans
she would be able to find some sort of a hidden passage or other
such miracle in the structure that would help in her quest to
dispose of the bodies.  She had been staring blankly at the
plans for almost a half an hour, when something finally occurred to
her.


           
The room she had been keeping Sarah and Sean’s body in was made up
almost completely of stone.  One of the surveyors had noticed
that it was originally the only room in the sub-basement. 
There was however, one other room down there now.   On
the opposite side of the stairs from Sarah’s cell, there was
another, newer room that had been excavated maybe only eighty years
ago.  The rest of the building was well over two hundred years
old.  Some person or persons had dug out this second room,
possibly for extra storage, and used wood, not stone, to hold back
the earth.  The door to the room had been open each and every
time Michelle had gone down there and she remembered seeing the
rickety timbers lining the walls.  The room looked to Michelle
to be quite unstable, to say the very least.  Some of the
timbers had already fallen in, and large clumps of dirt that were
once held back by the wood were now collecting in piles on the
floor.  Michelle thought that if she could move the bodies
into this room and collapse the walls in on it, then maybe it could
serve as a pretty good final resting place for Sean and Sarah; no
transportation or real digging required. 


           
Michelle drive to St. Bonaventure’s late Wednesday night August the
sixteenth, parking several blocks away, just as she’d
been doing for the five weeks prior.  She entered the church
through the back door and made her way down to the basement and
then to the sub-basement where she found that the door to Sean and
Sara’s final resting place was wide open.  At first, her heart
began to race, then, she quickly remembered that she herself had
forgotten to lock the door behind her the last time she was
here.  Plunging the knife through Sarah’s back was not exactly
a fun or casual affair, even for God’s servant, Michelle.  The
fact that Sarah was already dead did not make the experience any
less unpleasant.  Michelle had left the room in quite a hurry
and had forgotten to lock, or even close, the door behind her.


           
Waiting a moment for her heartbeat to slow, she walked through the
door and got right to work.  Reaching down and taking hold of
Sarah’s ankles, she dragged her body out of the room, across the
small hallway and into the wood-walled room on the other side of
the stairs.  She took three more trips for Sean’s, arms, legs
and torso, then piled everything up in the back corner of the
room.

Taking a moment to catch her breath, Michelle began looking for
a tool she could use to start knocking down the dirt and wood
walls.  Seeing nothing more than the pile of PVC piping in the
sub-basement, she walked up one flight of stairs to the basement
where she quickly spotted some thick metal rods leaning up against
the wall next to the leaky oil heater that was set up at the top of
the staircase. 


           
She grabbed one of these rods that was about three feet in length
and took it back downstairs.  Knocking the wooden planks out
of place was easier than Michelle had anticipated, but it was far
more dangerous as well.   Every time she knocked one of
them out, a huge clump of dirt would fall from behind it and also
out of the ceiling.  Michelle had to swing, then jump back in
order to avoid getting buried in the dirt herself.  About a
half hour later, Michelle, who was now absolutely covered with
sweat and dirt, finished knocking out the last of the wooden planks
in the room.   


           
Sarah’s body and Sean’s parts were pretty well covered up in the
far left corner of the room, but Michelle was quickly realizing
that this was not going to be as perfect a hiding place for them as
she had originally hoped.  The room didn’t collapse as she
thought  it might.  It did cave in a bit, but not nearly
enough so that no one would ever think about digging it out
again.  She walked back into the room and began poking at the
ceiling for a while, causing more and more dirt to fall until one
final poke caused a huge corner of the ceiling to collapse into the
room.  Having just barely escaped before being covered by this
collapse herself, Michelle stood at the doorway assessing her
work.


           
“Still not good enough” she thought to herself, throwing her metal
rod down on the floor. 


           
“What now?” she thought.  The bodies were too far buried for
her to get them out, but not so well buried that they wouldn’t be
found ever again.  She was looking up, asking once again for
guidance, when something caught her eye.


           
“The oil heater” she said out loud in a whisper. 


           
It was perfect.  The oil heater that caught her eye at the top
of the stairs was already slowly leaking fuel out of it.  It
was currently not in use, this being summer and all, and was
scheduled to be replaced before the final sale of the church. 
Michelle had noticed the leak before while looking around for
something to hit the boards with, but had not thought much of
it.  Thinking back to the fire at Domus Sua Nuntius, she
figured that the same thing might work perfectly here as
well. 


           
The oil leaking out of the furnace was not exactly plentiful, but
Michelle managed to spread just enough of it down the stairway so
that it would reach the end of the half-collapsed wooden
room.  A drip here, a smear there and a drop between the two,
Michelle was certain that the trail she created was thick enough to
act as a fuse.  She pulled some of the dried wood out of the
room where she had just buried Sean and Sarah and laid it near the
edge of her oil trail.  She was hoping to use it for
kindling. 


           
Not being a smoker herself, she hadn’t a single match or lighter
with her, but she hoped she would be able to find one somewhere in
the church.  Climbing the stairs from the sub-basement and
going past the basement, she found herself wandering the halls,
passages and rooms on the first floor of the beautiful
building.  Finding a fireplace in one of the smaller rooms off
to the side of the main hall, Michelle was hopeful that there would
be some matches nearby.  Sure enough, she found a box sitting
atop a table that lay just below a stain glass window featuring a
beautiful picture of Jesus on the cross.  She first thanked
him for his guidance, then apologized for having to destroy this
building.  Grabbing the box of matches, she walked back
downstairs.


           
Her kindling took to the flame quite well.  The wood had been
so dry for so long it was almost the perfect food for the
fire.  Watching, to make sure that the flame from the kindling
would find it’s way to the oil trail, Michelle slowly started to
climb the stairs to the to basement.  As her makeshift fuse
made up of oil drips began to ignite, she started to run up the
stairs heading back out onto the main floor.  Dashing through
the main hall, heading for the rear doorway and expecting at any
moment now that the building was going to explode, Michelle was
actually covering her ears with her hands.  She made her way
out the back of the church and all the way across the large lawn of
the church where she finally took her hands off her ears and turned
around.  Bending down to put her hands on her knees, she
looked at the church, expecting full well to see it explode like
something you would see in the movies any second now.  She
waited…and waited some more.  She took one step back to the
building then paused to look up and ask God what to do.


           
BOOM!


           
Her question was answered.  An explosion was heard from deep
within the church.  It was not nearly of the magnitude that
television and the movies had lead her to believe it would be, but
she was confident that it would be enough.  After all, God
Himself had just answered the question. 


           
Driving home, absolutely covered in dirt, she thanked God yet again
for giving her such a perfect plan.  She was sure that she
never would have been able to think of it on her own.  She
felt blessed to have Him on her side.  This latest plan, as
was the case with many of the plans she divined from God, was a
multi-layered one.  Burying the bodies and concealing them
from the authorities was only half of the task accomplished by
blowing up the church.  The other half of the plan involved
Father Nathaniel Montgomery.  One of her original ideas was to
sell St. Eulalia’s out from underneath him, but the numbers just
didn’t work.  St. Bonaventure’s made much more financial sense
to the Archdiocese.  It was a bigger building on better
property.  Now that that St. Boniventure’s was about to burn
to the ground though, no one would want to buy it.  All the
potential buyers had been interested in converting the church into
condominiums, but now, that wouldn’t be possible.  The
Archdiocese needed money and they needed it fast.  There would
be no time to rebuild St. Bonaventure’s.  The expedient sale
of St. Eulalia’s would be a perfectly quick-fix for the financial
woes of the local Roman Catholic Church. 










Chapter 45

 


 


           
The Father had fully intended on calling Cardinal Bilio after his
shower on Monday August the twenty-first, but beyond the question
of, “what’s going on here?”, he really didn’t know what else to ask
or say.  So instead of picking up the phone, asking just that
one question and then being stymied by his own lack of preparation,
the Father took the day to pray, reflect and study the
situation.  Monday came and went and try as he might, Father
Montgomery just couldn’t focus on the issue at hand.  Every
time he tried to think about what to do next, he kept getting stuck
on what had already happened.  He was angry.  Very angry,
and he just couldn’t seem to get past it. 

His was of course, livid with Michelle DeFauter, not just
because her name was at the bottom of the letter that threatened to
take away both his church and his home, but also because it was she
who had been the real force behind this whole resistance to James
and Sua Nuntius.  It was she who was more blind than anyone
else to the truth that James brought.  It was her complete
lack of faith and vision that was clouding the judgment of everyone
else in the Roman Catholic Church.  “Why do they listen to
her?” the Father kept asking himself.  “Why had they given her
such power and authority?  Why can’t they see James for who he
really is like I do?”


           
By the time Tuesday morning came around, Father Montgomery still
didn’t really know what he wanted to say to the Cardinal, but he
knew he had to say something.


           
“Hello?” Cardinal Bilio answered the phone in his office just a
little bit past nine in the morning on Tuesday, August the
twenty-second.  It had been almost twenty three hours since
Father Montgomery had taken receipt of the letter.


           
“What…is going on?” the Father replied. 


           
He had prayed, thought and meditated on the matter for almost one
full day, and that’s the best opening line he could come up
with.


           
“Nathaniel” the Cardinal said, half surprised to hear his voice,
yet having fully expected his call to come at some point or
another.  “What do you mean?”


           
“You know quite well what I mean” the Father replied in a voice
that appeared to be just as aggravated as he actually was. 
“My church…why are you selling my church.”


           
“First of all Nathaniel,” the Cardinal replied in a tone of voice
much calmer than that of Father Montgomery’s.  “St. Eulalia’s
is my church.  It just happens to be the one that my
predecessor assigned you to.”


           
Furious at this response, the Father cut off whatever it was the
Cardinal was going to say next. 


           
“That’s not the point!  I’m not talking logistics or semantics
here your Eminence!”  The volume of the Father’s voice was
much louder than he envisioned it would be during this conversation
and the words “your eminence” had come out with far more vitriol
and sarcasm than he had originally intended.  “It’s
my church in so far as I work, teach and preach there each
and every single day” the Father continued to say calming his tone
just a little bit, but not very much.  “and the house on the
property is most certainly my home.  This house and everything
in it are all I’ve got, and now you wanna take it all away from
me.  Why?  All I want to know is, why?”


           
On the other end of the phone line, Cardinal Bilio was quietly
contemplating how best to respond.  On the one had, he did not
appreciate Father Montgomery calling up and yelling at him one
bit.  He would have been well within his authority to punish
or sanction the Father any which way he chose.  A Cardinal
should never be addressed or treated in such a way as this,
especially by a priest like Father Montgomery.  On the other
hand though, Cardinal Bilio really did feel badly for Father
Montgomery.  It was never his idea to restrict him to St.
Eulalia’s and keep him from James or Sua Nuntius.  Neither was
it the Cardinal’s idea to ban James from speaking at St. Eulalia’s
in the first place.  It was most certainly not his idea to
sell St. Eulalia’s and the Father’s house either.  All of
these plans, designs and ideas had either come from much higher up
in the hierarchy than himself, or straight from the mind of
Michelle DeFauter. 


           
The Cardinal thought about all of this, and struggled for quite
some time to come up with a response.  In the end, his
compassion for Father Montgomery got the best of him as he made his
reply, meek as it may have been.


           
“I don’t know” the Cardinal said.  “I just don’t know
why”.


           
That response told Father Montgomery everything he needed to
know.  In fact it told him everything that James knew he would
learn from this conversation.  The Cardinal was
helpless.  He was a puppet for those above him, powerless to
stand up for what he really wanted and what he believed. 


           
“You believe in James though, don’t you Cardinal?” the Father asked
in a very subdued tone of voice. 


           
“You know I do, Nathaniel” the Cardinal replied as if it were the
most obvious thing in the world. 

It was obvious, to him at least, although this was actually the
first time that he’d actually said it out loud to anyone other than
God or himself. 


           
“Then you have to help me fight this” the Father said.


           
“I can’t the Cardinal replied.  “I mean, how?  There’s
nothing I can do about the sale of St. Eulalia’s Nathaniel. 
Nothing.  Do you know what happened over at St.
Boniventure’s?”


           
“I’ve heard bits and pieces” the Father replied.


           
“We were just about to put the place up for sale in about four
weeks, and the oil heater blew.”


           
“I’ve heard that much” the Father replied, hopeful that the
Cardinal would tell him something he did not already know.


           
“The basement collapsed onto the sub-basement and half of the
building burned down on top of that.  It’s a mess, and we’ll
never be able to sell it as potential condominiums now.  The
best we can hope for is to raze the lot and either sell it to the
town as a park or sell it off as individual plots to contractors to
do with them what they will.”


           
The Father knew most of this already, except for the fact that the
building was unsalvageable.  He knew why St. Bonaventure’s had
been chosen to be sold in the first.  It would be the most
profitable sale out of all the possible churches in the area. 
He was hoping that the building had only been slightly damaged in
the fire and that it could still be salvaged and sold.  He had
no idea that the building was actually so devastated.


           
“So what’s going to happen to me?” the Father asked.


           
“I’m going to have to reassign you” the Cardinal replied. 


           
“and my things?” the Father asked, thinking about everything he
owned within the walls of his house.


           
“You’ll have to talk to Michelle about that” the Cardinal
replied.  “From what I’ve heard, she’s already been making the
case that most of your belongings should also go up for
auction.  She’s saying that everything you’ve been given by
the parishioners of St. Eulalia’s was not actually given to
you, but rather, they were given to the church.  She
thinks that everything in that house beyond what you could have
bought with your own salary should be sold as property of the
church.”


           
The Father was speechless.  His heart was sinking deeper and
deeper into his chest with every word the Cardinal uttered. 
Once again, he couldn’t tell whether he wanted to scream, cry or
die.   Deciding that none of these option would do him
any good right now, he choked back his emotions just long enough to
thank the Cardinal for his time, then hung up the phone. 


           
His church would be sold.  His house would be taken.  His
things would be auctioned off and then he would be
reassigned.  Worse than all of that was the fact that they
would also be taking him away from James.  In moving him away
from St. Eulalia’s and Domus Sua Nuntius, they would be taking him
away from everything he had worked so hard with James to
build.  The thought kept flashing through his mind that he
could refuse the reassignment and join Sua Nuntius full time. 
That option was now more present in his mind than it had ever been
before, but it was still not an option he would like to
pursue.  For Father Montgomery, leaving the church to join
Domus would, in some ways, be a defeat.  He never wanted the
two entities to remain as separates.  It had been his goal to
somehow join the two of them.  Leaving one for the other was
still not exactly what he wanted to do.  He thought that there
was still some way that he could make them understand.  There
had to be something he could do to make them accept, trust and
loves James the way he did. 










Chapter 46

 


 


           
For three straight days, Father Montgomery had to suffer the
indignity of allowing surveyors and appraisers to run amuck all
over his church and his home so that they could assess the value of
both buildings along with each and every item with them.  On
each of these days, Father Montgomery noticed the number of
parishioners attending the masses at St. Eulalia’s growing smaller
and smaller.  Many had left to join Sua Nuntius while others,
still loyal to the Roman Catholic Church, wanted to find another
house of worship that was not being put up for sale; one that would
not be turned into condominiums in a few weeks time.  Those
who did attend the masses during those three days found a very sad
and sullen Father Montgomery on the dais.  His words carried
none of the fire end energy that they used to.  He was able to
deliver the sermons because eh knew the material so well, but his
heart just wasn’t in it.


           
On Saturday August the twenty sixth, Father Montgomery was supposed
to sign some paperwork concerning the sale of the church and his
house.  He was also informed that other paperwork had been
made ready for his signature that concerned his transfer to a
church somewhere in the mid-west.  Cardinal Bilio had told
Father Montgomery that he tried to get him a transfer to a church
at least somewhat close to Domus Sua Nuntius, but that the matter
“was truly out of his hands.”


           
The Cardinal was supposed to come over to Father Montgomery’s’
house along with Michelle DeFauter and a lawyer from the
Archdiocese later in the afternoon, but at the Father’s request,
Cardinal Bilio had agreed to come alone a full hour before Michelle
and the lawyer were due to arrive.  Father Montgomery was
still holding out the slimmest of hope that here, in the eleventh
hour, he would somehow be able to convince the Cardinal that
selling St. Eulalia’s was wrong, and furthermore, that what God
really wanted was for the Roman Catholic Church and Sua Nuntius to
work together, not be divided.


           
“Thank you for coming” the Father said as he welcomed Cardinal
Bilio into his house. 


           
“What happened to your window?” the Cardinal asked pointing to the
pane of glass next to the front door that was now covered with
paper and tape.


           
“A uh…bird flew into it” the Father replied.


           
“I hate it when they do that” the Cardinal replied.  “I feel
so bad for them when that happens.” 


           
“Me too” the Father said.  “Can I get you anything to
drink?.  Water, tea, coffee?”


           
“No thank you” the Cardinal replied.


           
“Well then,” the Father said while still staring at the busted
window and thinking about Michelle DeFauter.  “won’t you come
have a seat?”


           
The Cardinal nodded and the two men walked together into the very
same sitting room in which they had their very first meeting
together some six months ago. 


           
“So what do you want from me Nathaniel?” the Cardinal asked getting
right to the point.


           
“I want you to take a stand with me” the Father said. 

That was the first line of a rather lengthy speech that Father
Montgomery had been practicing for quite some time now.  It
was a speech he knew that if delivered correctly, could help to
change the Cardinal’s mind, help to remind him of how important
James message is and maybe even help to facilitate some sort of
reconciliation between the church and Sua Nuntius.  Father
Montgomery had high expectations for this speech he was about to
deliver, but he also had faith that God would give his words the
power they needed to accomplish their task. 


           
The Cardinal had been feeling quite badly for Father Montgomery
lately.  It was for this reason that he had agreed to come to
Father Montgomery’s house alone today and it was for this reason
that he made up his mind to listen to whatever the Father had to
say for as long as he wanted to say it.  He figured he owed
him at least that much.


           
For ten minutes, twenty minutes then thirty, the Father stood in
the sitting room delivering the most important sermon of his
life.  He interwove a great many of James’ most important
lines, points and teachings into his own words and into the
teachings of the Holy Bible in hopes that he could somehow show the
Cardinal once again just how incredible James’ message was. 
All the fire that had disappeared from the Father’s tongue and eyes
over the past few weeks returned in full force as he gave this
speech.  The walls of the house almost literally began to
shake as Father Montgomery unleashed this, the most powerful speech
he had ever given in his entire life. 


           
Cardinal Bilio listened intently, at first because he felt it was
the only right thing to do, but eventually because the Father was
delivering it so well.  Much to his own surprise, the Cardinal
was actually being moved by the Father’s words.  He had known
for many months now that the message James brought to Earth was an
important one.  He could feel it in his soul each and every
time he had heard James speak.  Now though, as the Father
delivered the words to him yet again, interwoven with words from
his precious Holy Bible, Cardinal John Bilio began to realize that
the two messages did not have to be exclusive.  He began to
think for the very first time that maybe putting them together just
might work. 


           
Thirty minutes into the speech and Father Montgomery was on a
roll.  Some might say he was actually on fire.  His skin
was hot, his face was red and his eyes lit up with the kind of
light that only James’ words could bring to Earth.  Finally,
in the thirty-first minute of his speech, the Father delivered his
final line, and then there was silence. The walls of the
house  hummed with the energy that Father Montgomery had just
infused into them.  Other than that, there was only
silence.  The Cardinal was about to speak when Father
Montgomery looked outside the sitting room window towards the
street outside.  The Cardinal turned to see what the Father
was looking at and saw James’s car pulling up out front.  Just
then, as Cardinal Bilio was turning back to see Father Montgomery,
he was struck with a sense of sudden discombobulation.  At
first, he was looking up at the ceiling, and then, he found himself
staring down at his won lap.  He felt a sudden and terrifying
lack of breath in his lungs as he looked up to see the Father’s
face not six inches from his own. 


           
“What are you doing?” are the words he would have said if he had
the breath to do so.


           
It took him too long to realize it, but the Father was strangling
him.  The Father’s hands were wrapped rightly around his neck
and he was squeezing with all his might.  At this very moment,
the Father realized that he had never paid much attention to how
exactly James performed this ritual, but he was doing his God’s
honest best to imitate it.


           
“I want you to see him” the Father said in a soft whisper as the
Cardinal began to slip away.  “I want you to see him as I do,
and then maybe you’ll understand.”


           
The ironic and terrible thing was, that the Cardinal already did
understand, and maybe if the Father had given him just one or two
more seconds to say so, none of this would be happening right
now.  If he had been given the time to say it, the Cardinal
was just about to say the words that Father Montgomery had been
praying for him to say for all these months.  Now though, the
Cardinal’s vision was growing dark, his lungs went flat from a lack
of air and he was just about to slip away.  He would have felt
his body being pulled off the couch and laid out onto the floor, if
he could have felt anything at all.


           
The Father stepped back and turned to the front door.  He
waited for a moment then called out, “James!  James!” he
called again even louder.


           
James did not come through the door as the Father had expected he
would.  Hurriedly, Father Montgomery ran to the door, flung it
open and looked out front to see that James was still standing
beside his driver’s car talking to the chauffer. 


           
“James!” he called at the top of his lungs. “Come quickly…now!”


           
Shocked by the tone of the Father’s voice, James abruptly ended his
conversation and began running towards the house.


           
“Come quick!” he Father called again as James was already running
towards him.  “I need you to see the Cardinal.  I need
you to show him who you are!” 


           
Confused, James looked first only at the Father as eh entered the
house and not into the sitting room where the Father was
pointing.  Eventually, James did follow the direction of
Father Montgomery’s  outstretched index finger to see where it
was pointing.


           
“No!” James said as he ran into the sitting room.  “What did
you do?!”


           
“I need you to show him who you are and then bring him back. 
I need you to do this for me now” the Father said in a much more
controlled tone of voice than the situation should have
merited. 


           
“What have you done?” James said again not quite knowing what he
should do.


           
“I need you to stand right here” the Father said putting his hands
on James’ shoulders and pushing him towards the Cardinal “and then,
after he’s seen you, I need you to bring him back.”


           
“I…I can’t” James said stepping back from the Cardinal and turning
to see the Father.  “It doesn’t work like this.”


           
Just to be sure, James knelt down next to the Cardinal and checked
for a pulse.  He put his ear near the Cardinal’s mouth to see
if there was any breath, but he detected none.


           
“Slap him!” the Father shouted now starting to become a little
frantic.  “Slap him and bring him back!”


           
James did not slap the Cardinal but instead put the fingers of his
left hand over the Cardinal’s throat, which looked oddly
concaved.


           
“I think you broke his neck” James said looking up at Father
Montgomery.  “You either broke his neck or, crushed his
his…his Adam’s apple or his wind pipe… or something.  You
broke something, Father!  He’s dead.”


           
“Then bring him back!  Bring him back!” the Father started
screaming as he walked in and out of the sitting room.  “You
have to bring him back!”


           
He paced in and out of the room screaming for almost fifteen
seconds until he finally collapsing on the very same bench in the
foyer that he had sat on earlier in the week when he found out that
his church was being sold. 


           
The house fell silent.  All of the energy that was in it just
a few minutes ago was gone.  James sat down on the floor at
the feet of the Cardinal and looked at first like he too was about
to cry, then, beyond all the Father’s comprehension, he began to
laugh.


           
“Well,” he said, then chucked a couple of times even further
confounding Father Montgomery.  “I guess you’ve saved me a lot
of trouble.”

﻿










Chapter 47

 


 


           
 So there I was, sitting inside the state penitentiary,
staring through a set of very depressing metal bars.  I had
started to lose track of how long I’d been in here for and was
starting to grow impatient.  Finally, the door at the back end
of the room on the other side of the bars opened up and the Father
appeared.  Wearing an orange jumpsuit, his hands cuffed behind
his back, Father Montgomery was escorted across the room by a tall
prison guard whom I recognized from many of my meetings.


           
“James,” the security guard said to me as he guided the Father to a
little stood near the bars that separated the two rooms. 
“It’s an honor to have you in our prison.”


           
“Thank you” I said.  “and thank you for your work.”


           
The man nodded then told both the Father and I that he’d be waiting
just on the other side of the door through which they had just come
in.


           
“Why are you here?” the Father asked refusing to look me in the
eye.


           
“I’ve come to bring you some news” I said looking straight at
him.  “I thought you might like to hear it.”


           
On the day that the Father had killed Cardinal Bilio, it was
Michelle DeFauter who arrived first at the house with the lawyer
from the Archdiocese.  I had gone upstairs to lay down in my
bed while the Father was still sitting on the bench in the foyer
sobbing uncontrollably as she came through the front door. 
After seeing the Cardinal dead on the floor, Michelle flew into a
rage cursing my name and was about to go looking for me when the
Father grabbed her softly by the arm and told her that it was he
who had just killed the Cardinal and not me.  At first, she
refused to believe him and insisted that he was just covering for
me.  She tried pounding the truth out of him by hitting him
first on the arms, then on the chest and eventually a few times
about the face until the lost both her will and her strength. 
She collapsed to the ground right at the Father’s feet and began
sobbing just as the Father had been doing when she came in. 
The two of them stayed like that for another ten minutes or so
until the police finally arrived, having been summonsed by a call
that the lawyer from the Archdiocese had made on his cell
phone. 


           
When they did arrive, the police urged Father Montgomery to stay
silent, saying that “anything you say can and will be used against
you…”, but the Father refused that right.  He sat there on the
bench with Michelle at his feet and the lawyer close by telling the
two police officers everything that had just happened.  He
told them why he had asked the Cardinal to come over early. 
He told them about his speech and how he strangled the Cardinal in
hopes of copying the thing he had seen me do countless times
before.  He insisted that it was not my fault though.  He
told them where I was, pointed them in the direction of my bedroom
and told them that seeing the Cardinal dead must have rattled me
quite a bit.


           
“I don’t think he’s quite right” I heard him say from up in my
bedroom.


           
“He started laughing when he realized the Cardinal was dead. 
I think he’s traumatized.  I think I messed him up.”


           
The trial was huge but was over very quickly.  Father
Montgomery wanted desperately to plead guilty to a charge of
involuntary manslaughter, but the Vatican insisted he try some sort
of insanity plea.  The Father wouldn’t play along
though.  Every time a reporter got anywhere near him he would
shout out “I’m guilty.  I’m guilty!  I knew what I was
doing and I’m guilty as hell!” 


           
The defense refused to put Father Montgomery on the stand and
instead trotted out a well-paid team of doctors, all of whom had no
trouble at all swearing on a bible that the Father had been insane
at the time he killed Cardinal John Bilio.  No one bought it
though, least of all the jurors.  If the Father had been
allowed to plead guilty as he had wanted to originally, they would
have let him off with six to eight years.  After putting up an
unsuccessful insanity defense though, the judge sentenced Father
Nathaniel Montgomery to twelve years in prison.


           
The huge amount of negative press associated with the trial,
combined with the bad press already swirling around the church due
to the sex abuse scandals was really starting to take it’s toll on
the Roman Catholic Church.  Attendance was down at Roman
Catholic Churches nationwide.  Donations were also waning and
the number of churches being sold off increased with every passing
week.


           
Seeing what dire straights the church was in, I quickly came up
with a plan that I wanted to present to the Pope myself.  It
was a plan that would not just save the Roman Catholic Church, but
it would make it stronger than it had been in maybe a thousand
years.  Now was the perfect time to present my plan.  The
Roman Catholic Church was weak and needed someone to come along and
save it.  The opportunity was mine for the taking.

My meeting with the Pope made worldwide headlines.  I told
no one on Earth exactly what I had in mind to present to the Pope,
and thus speculation was running rampant in the international media
as to what would come from our meeting.  All eyes were on the
Vatican as I made my trip to Rome one full week before the actual
date of our meeting.  Then, on Sunday the twenty-ninth of
October, the streets leading up to Vatican City were closed as I
made my way via police escort to the meeting with the
Pope.   Fortunately for the press, they didn’t have to
wait too long to learn what the purpose of my visit was.  In
just one short afternoon, our meeting was concluded and the Pope
announced to the world that I would be taking John Bilio’s position
as Cardinal.  Furthermore, I was being given free reign to
speak at any church under the Roman Catholic banner that I chose to
speak at.  Domus Sua Nuntius would still remain as my home
base and within weeks, the building would even undergo a renovation
making it even larger than the expansion Sarah had been planning
was supposed to do. 

It was the Father’s hope that by strangling Cardinal Bilio, the
end result would be some sort of a merger between the Roman
Catholic Church and Sua Nuntius.  Ironically enough, that’s
exactly what happened.  Even the Father’s original dream of
video feeds in the Roman Catholic Churches was coming true. 
The Pope announced that within six months time, each and every one
of his churches would be equipped with the technology to carry at
least two of my meetings via video feed each and every
week.  


           
The reason that the Pope had agreed to all of this was a
combination of many things.  The reason he gave to the world
was a lie, but believable enough so that no one would question it
too much.  His public explanation was that, after many months
of prayer, he was now able to see the truth in my message.  He
apologized for months of ignorance and even proclaimed that Sua
Nuntius would be it’s own new branch of the Roman Catholic
religion.  He told the world that Sua Nuntius was no longer
something to fear, but rather, it was something to embrace. 
He went on to tell the world that the reason it took him so long to
embrace Sua Nuntius was that the people handling the matter in
America had badly misjudged my character and, for some personal
reasons he could not divine, had decided that besmirching my
reputation and my message would somehow further their own
reputation and careers within the church.  In other words, he
was creating a scapegoat.  There always had to be a
scapegoat.


           
As a result, Michelle DeFauter was dismissed from her post at the
Archdiocese.  The Pope blamed her personally for relaying bad
misinformation about me and Sua Nuntius to the Vatican.  More
than just dismissing her, he actually excommunicated her from the
religion, calling her “an enemy of God loving Christians
everywhere.” 


           
Those are the things he told the world.

The real reason the Pope gave me my new post and all this
authority was that he really had no other choice.  The Roman
Catholic Church had crumbled in the northeastern part of America
and the tremors from the scandals were resonating around the
world.  Donations were down to a record low and if something
was not done to plug the damn, things would continue to spiral out
of control.  My offer to take over as Cardinal was well
accepted as it promised to restore not just faith in his church,
but also attendance at any building I stepped foot in or placed a
video feed into.  People had been leaving the Roman Catholic
Churches of America and the world in droves, and the Pope knew that
the only way to get them back was to put me into them. 

Another reason that the Pope agreed to my terms was that many of
his own advisors had recently come to see the in my message. 
In the week leading up to my meeting with the Pope, I paid personal
visits to many of his advisors and either spoke to them, showed
them the visions, or in most cases, did both.  Thanks to their
console, by the time my meeting with the Pope actually came around,
he was already prepared to say “yes” to almost anything I
presented.  


           
“I can’t believe you made me set fire to my own church” I said to
the Father who was still sitting on the other side of the bars from
me. 


           
He paused, then asked, “What?”


           
“I honestly can’t believe just how pathetically weak you were” I
said to him.  “There we were on the eve of me leaving your
church, quite possibly forever, and all you could do was lie in
your bed and cry like a baby.  You could have done any number
of things to stop it…but you didn’t.  You were too weak.”


           
The Father looked dumbfounded.  I expected as much.


           
“Why?” he finally asked after a long period of me just staring at
him.


           
“Domus being set on fire was one of the best things that ever
happened to Sua Nuntius.  Anyone who was on the fence about
what to make of me and Sua Nuntius was pushed right over by the
fire. They felt bad for me.  They were outraged that some
devious group of villains would resort to burning down my
church.  The attention it got me in the media didn’t hurt too
much either.”


           
I could tell that the Father obviously wanted to say something, but
the words just weren’t coming out.


           
“It would have been nice if you could have had the courage to do it
yourself though.  I didn’t want to have to do it.  If
someone ever figured out that it was me who set the fire, that
would have been it.  It would have been all over.  Thanks
to your cowardess though I was left with no choice.  I had to
do it.”


           
“So why tell me all this now?” the Father asked.  “I could
tell on you.  I’ll tell you know.”


           
“I’m telling you because I want you to suffer.  I want you to
have to live with the knowledge that everything that happens from
here on out is all your fault.  You made everything possible
for me.  It was you who let me into your church.  It was
you who introduced me to the Cardinal.  It was you who propped
me up to all of your buddies in the clergy and you who made way for
my assertion to Cardinal.  You, you, you.” 

I paused for a moment and savored the look in his eyes. 
I’d been playing the part of friend, confidant and savior for so
long that it was almost starting to hurt.  Letting my true
nature through felt even better than I imagined.

 “and as far as telling on me goes,” I said to the
Father.  “I wouldn’t do that if I were you.”


           
“Why’s that?” he asked choking back his tears.


           
“Pretty much every guard in this prison, and even the warden
attends Domus almost every week.  I just don’t think it’d be
good for your health to try and tell anyone anything.  I think
it would be best if you just kept your mouth shut, sat back and
watch the news over the next few years knowing that it was you who
made it all possible.”


           
The tears were now coming down the Father’s face at full
stream.  He couldn’t talk, which was fine, because all I
wanted him to do now was listen.


           
“I’ve got a lot of friends in law enforcement” I told him. 
“I’ve got a lot of friends in government.  I’ve got a lot of
friends in a lot of places actually, and  Cardinal’s just the
first step for me you know.”


           
The Father looked up and I could see in his eyes the question he
wanted to ask, but was too teary to do so.


           
“No.  Not Pope.” I said anticipating the query.  “The
Pope has no power.  I think Governor would be a good
start.  Senator would make a nice second stop on the road I
think, don’t you?”


           
Choking back his tears for a second, the Father actually began to
smile a little bit.


           
“President?” he asked.  “You wanan be President of the United
States?”      


           
“You laugh,” I said laughing right back at him.  “but it’s
going to happen.  Like I said, watch the news.  In a few
years time I’ll become President of America.  I’ll take
control of the most powerful military in the history of the world
and I’ll start wiping out anyone on Earth who won’t obey me.”


           
The Father stopped smiling.


           
“You wanan know what is funny though?” I asked.  “I’ll do it
all with the highest approval rating in history.  People
listen to me, Nathaniel.   People love me.  They
love me on the pulpit, they’ll love in the oval office, and they’ll
love me as I mount my white stallion and start cleansing the
Earth.”


           
By now, Father Montgomery’s smile was all but a distant
memory.  His defiant laugh had been replaced by a look of
absolute horror.  He could see it in my eyes that I was dead
serious.  He could also see that it was going to happen and
there was nothing he could do to stop it.


           
“Who are you?” he asked as he dipped his head to his right shoulder
and tried to wipe away some of the tears.

“I’m the Antichrist, Nathaniel.  Thanks for your help.”










Chapter 48
Epilogue


 


           
Nine weeks to the day after James’ meeting with the Pope, while the
true servants of God like Michelle DeFauter were in hiding and
powerless to do anything about it, he returned to Rome on Sunday
December the twenty-fourth to be officially inducted into the
College of Cardinals.  It was the day before his thirtieth
birthday, making him the youngest person to ever be elevated to the
position of Cardinal by more than two decades.  In those eight
weeks leading up to his elevation, there was much discussion within
the ranks of the Roman Catholic Church as to whether the Pope’s
decision was a wise one.  The discussions raged within the
walls and on the phones of Priests, Bishops, Cardinals and
parishioners alike, however, there was little that could be
done.  For one, the Pope had spoken and there was no changing
his mind, and secondly, as controversial as James had been in the
beginning, it seemed now as though a huge portion of the Christian
world was rallying behind him. 

If he had chosen to stay separate from the Roman Catholic
Church, many within it were sure that he could have crushed it
completely by draining it’s ranks of parishioners dry.  On the
one hand, the church was grateful for to James for saving them,
while on the other hand, they were terrified of what the cost might
be.


           
For four years, James held his post as Cardinal.  His major
initiative during this time seemed to be to recruit as many people
into his religion as possible.  At first, he would refer to
Sua Nuntius as the Pope had requested he should; as a branch of
Christianity.  Soon though, once his place amongst his
parishioners worldwide was secured, he often times failed to
mention the Christian religion at all and spoke only of Sua Nuntius
as if it were the main religion.  The Pope of course was angry
to learn of this transgression, but he was powerless to do anything
about it.  By now, James’ personal following was in the tens
of millions and as far as they were concerned, he was the man in
charge of their religion. 


           
From the beginning of his term as Cardinal, James had planned to
run for Governor of the state of Massachusetts in 2012.  He
figured that six years working in his post of Cardinal would give
him plenty of time to build up a massive enough following to start
his path to the White House.  In 2010, just four years into
his post as Cardinal, Massachusetts senior Senator Ted Kennedy died
in a mysterious car accident on one of the bridges in his home
state.  James, seeing that his opportunity had arisen before
he had even expected it to, seized the moment.  Before anyone
in either the Democratic or Republican parties had time to react,
he announced his desire to fill the post and was thus installed as
State Senator by the people of Massachusetts in a landslide at the
polls.  Now just thirty-four years of age, James was holding
both positions of Cardinal and Senator.  This was something
that had never been done before in the history of the United
States.


           
He continued preaching all over America and the world while at the
same time fulfilling his duties as state Senator for
Massachusetts.  Even as a freshman Senator, and despite having
very little experience in Washington, James had no problem finding
his way onto quite a few very important and influential committees
in the Senate where one of his first major initiatives was to step
up the efforts to battle terrorism both at home and abroad. 
James refused the political correctness that many other politicians
would use in referring to Muslims, as not a single one of them was
a member of Sua Nuntius, he had no problem referring to all of them
as terrorists.  He said that they were the single biggest
threat to peace loving people everywhere and he vowed to do
anything and everything it took to stop them from causing any more
harm to the good people of Earth.


           
In 2014, at the age of thirty-eight, James won the election to the
White House in another landslide over both the paper candidates
from the Republican and Democratic parties.  It was the first
time a third party candidate had ever won the White House. 
His party of course, was Sua Nuntius.  As leader of the free
world, James did exactly what he told Father Montgomery he would do
some eight years ago.  Within six months of taking office, he
stepped up the war efforts in the Middle East, authorizing the use
of all kinds of unconventional warfare including the poisoning of
wells, airborne biological warfare and even a regular barrage of
tactical nuclear strikes on any country that held a low contingency
of members in Sua Nuntius.  America and the other free nations
of the world enjoyed a period of unparallel prosperity as James
systematically wiped the “terrorist” factions off the face of the
Earth.  During the four years of his first term in office, the
membership in Sua Nuntius, now both a political party and a
religion, continued to grow like never before.  Any country
wishing not to be deemed a terrorist state strongly encouraged, and
in some cases forced, their inhabitants to convert to Sua
Nuntius.  His re-election for a second term in the White House
in 2018 was matched in it’s margin of victory only by his
re-election to a third term in 2022.


           
In the year 2024, as the terrorist threat to democracies around the
world was no longer of much consequence, James began to find new
targets upon which to turn his wrath.  At first abroad and
then at home, he began deeming any religion that was not Sua
Nuntius “a danger to peace and harmony in the world.”


           
By now, most Christians had converted from their prior branch to
Sua Nuntius, but it was people like the Jews, the Buddhists, the
Atheists and the like who were now being targeted by James and his
hundreds of millions of followers.  Just like it had happened
so many other times throughout history, other religions were being
rounded up and either forced to convert, or being
exterminated.  This time though, it seemed that the whole
world was united in the effort.  By the time his fourth term
as American President was beginning, it seemed that his third-term
promise to unite the world under one flag, his flag, was about to
come true.  He already had Sua Nuntius police and military
forces stationed on almost every continent and in almost every
country around the world.  No one dared to oppose him or even
speak badly of him or Sua Nuntius.  Before the people of the
world even really knew what was happening, they were living in a
worldwide police state under the thumb of what would become one of
the most brutal and tyrannical leaders in the history of
Earth. 

In 2028, on the scorched lands of what used to be the Middle
East, a new plague broke out that completely ravaged what was left
of the population in that area.  James said that even though
the inhabitants of the region had long since converted to Sua
Nuntius, the plague was a punishment being visited upon them for
their prior transgressions and ignorance to his message.  He
said that even though they had converted, they had not done so
willingly.  As the population in that region all but
disappeared, James told the people of the world to give him not
just their minds, but their hearts and very souls lest the same
punishment be visited upon them.  The very next year, all
baptism into the religion of Sua Nuntius, which was now mandatory
under international, included a ritual whereby the very soul of the
baby was dedicated to James.  The world was unified but also
terrified, scared and confused.  The one thing they all had in
common besides James was the fact that none of them, except for
maybe one or two, just couldn’t seem to figure out how they had all
let this happen.
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