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Jebediah Jacobs, known to everyone as Jeb, JJ or Father except
to his parents, who had found their way back into the embrace of
the warm earth decades ago, sat quietly in the empty interrogation
room of the Utah County Sheriff’s Office.  His right hand was
shackled to a reinforced cutout in the table with a pair of
handcuffs, limiting his movement, but his left hand had retained
its freedom, allowing Jeb a minor illusion of sovereignty over his
body.

Jeb was a gangly man, all arms and legs, almost six and a half
feet tall, and was possessed of a long, kindly face.  The
current situation, though, had caused those kind features to give
way to a more somber countenance.  He wore a long white beard,
which accentuated the narrow proportions of his face, and a neat
moustache which framed his mouth but left the rest of his cheeks
bare.  He owned a mane of thick hair the same snowy color as
that which graced his face, the wavy locks currently tied into an
efficient pony tail which fell below his shoulders.  He had
large blue eyes the color of ice, thin pale lips, and a beak-like
nose between the two, on top of which was perched a pair of brown
tortoise-shell glasses.  Walking in a snow field, he could
easily have been mistaken for Old Man Winter; sitting at a desk
with a floppy conical cap on his head, mistaken for the wizard
Merlin.  But dressed in an orange prison jumpsuit and shackled
to a table, his hands tapping and twirling nervously, he appeared a
crazy old man.  Or a meth addict.

The room he sat in was spartan, austere even, containing only
the minimum tools necessary to conduct an interview: a single large
aluminum table bolted to the floor, four identical chairs, also
aluminum, also secured to the floor, and a pair of video cameras
that winked knowingly from the corners of the room near the
ceiling, their cyclopean eyes trained on the far side of the table
where Jeb sat.  A single, heavy door sat opposite him, locked
from the outside.  An analogue clock positioned above the door
midway between the twin cameras ticked away, every modest movement
of the three black hands quietly and inexorably marking the
precious moments wasted as Armageddon approached.

But Jeb had nothing else to watch except for the clock, as the
rest of the room remained in a state of stasis, and watch it he
did, each tick of the second hand causing a weight to settle more
profoundly in the pit of his stomach and the sour taste of bile to
slowly rise in his throat. 

Not much time.  Not much time at all.  Though if Jeb
chose to be honest with himself, he would have admitted that it was
already too late.  Even if the sheriff came, as requested, in
the next five minutes, and even if the man believed his tale and
rushed to action… the indifferent countenance of the clock might
indicate that time enough remained, but it was a fanciful lie
nonetheless.  The logistics were simply impossible.

Jeb was at the edge of his nerves, and his left hand danced
nervously across the smooth surface of the table.  He had
asked for time alone with the sheriff, and that time had been
granted, so where was he?  He was getting close to the point
of screaming, hoping that maybe someone would be monitoring the
feed from the cameras and alert the sheriff, but then there was the
sound of keys rattling outside the room followed by the hollow
creak of the door swinging inwards.

Sheriff Calem Jackson sauntered into the room, his deliberately
slow pace a slap in the face to Jeb, who had let it be known that
the matter was urgent.  But the entire act was a power play,
Jeb knew, a reminder to him of who controlled this situation. 
As if the handcuffs and the orange jumpsuit weren’t enough of a
symbol as to who held the upper hand.

Jackson wore a pair of faded denim jeans, the blue dulled either
by design or by the constant dust and sun of the Utah desert, and a
red and brown plaid button-down shirt tucked loosely into the
waist.  A grubby under shirt, more yellow than the original
white, peeked out at the collar of the plaid shirt.  His neck,
like the rest of his body, was lean, it’s length dominated by a
prominent Adam’s apple that bobbed along with his head as he
moved.   His exposed skin was a ruddy brown, not yet the
unhealthy leather of one who spent too much time under the sun or
in a tanning boot, but it was well on its way, an accepted
consequence of life in the desert.  His mouth was small, the
lips thin and cracked, the natural vermillion displaying clay
undertones.  He wore with pride a large, well-manicured
moustache that would have looked equally at home between the lip
and nose of a seventies porn star as it did on the face of Midwest
law enforcement officer.  His eyes were hidden behind a pair
of oversized aviator sunglasses, and he wore a cowboy hat slightly
to large for his head, strands of dull brown hair sneaking out in a
handful of places.  He didn’t look much like an actual
sheriff, more like a television parody than the archetype, but his
authority was betrayed by his lithe movements, charged with
purpose, and the badge and gun he wore at his waist next to a
lightly hissing walkie-talkie.

Before Jackson even took a seat, Jeb said, “Thanks for seeing
me.”

A slight nod.  “Won’t help you much, but I figure I ain’t
got much else to do until the Feds show up.”

“Feds?”

Another curt nod.  “You’re their responsibility now. 
They think some of the girls may be kidnapped, which makes it a
federal issue.  I exist solely at their discretion for the
moment.  And right now, they just want a glorified
babysitter.  To make sure that you and your fellow pedophiles
stay locked up and as far away from the women and children as
possible.”

The words stung Jeb, but they weren’t words he hadn’t heard
before.  “Me and my people are not pedophiles,” he returned,
his voice as respectful as possible.  “We are the children of
God, simply doing His work as ordained by His words.”  A
hollow statement, he knew, to the sheriff’s ears.  It took a
greater understanding, a deeper leap of faith, than most men
possessed to understand his labors.

Another nod, and the slight bob of the head appeared more a tic
than a voluntary movement.  “You understand, Jebediah, that
you waived your right to an attorney.  That anything you say
to me here and now can and will be used against you in a court of
law.”

“I understand,” Jeb said, and while it seemed on the surface a
great sacrifice, what he was forfeiting was nothing more than dust
on his tongue, because if Calem Jackson didn’t believe him, didn’t
let him return reunite the fecund children of his clan with their
husbands, everything else would be moot.

“So what do you want to tell me?”

“Where’s my family, sheriff?”

“Planning a jail break, Jeb?” Jackson asked with a smile. 
“Though it’s not really your concern at the moment, I’ll humor
you.   The men are in cells in the basement.  Just
like the one you’ve been kept in, though a little more cramped
seeing as how we had to put five or six in each.  As for the
women and children, they’re in the community center until the Feds
interview them and Family and Child Protective Services decides
what to do with them.  But like I said, not really much of
your concern anymore.  You’ll probably see the men again, in
the Federal Pen, but the women and children, they’re like ghosts
now.  You’ll never see them, never touch them, never hurt them
again.  So don’t worry about them.  They’re in good hands
for the first time in their lives.”

Jeb glanced at the clock.  A quarter of eleven.  Not
enough time, not by far, but he wouldn’t go to his maker without
being able to say he had tried.  “I need you to free me and my
followers and the children and allow us to return to our home.”

These words elicited a frosty smile from the Sheriff, the lips
seeming to crack even more as they thinned.  “Didn’t you just
hear what I said, Jebediah?  Forget them.  They’re
ghosts.”

“You need to, sheriff.  Everything depends on it.”

Humor flickered in Jackson’s eyes.  “And what if I
don’t?  Are all of those precious children going to turn into
pumpkins if you don’t fuck them by midnight?”

The words were spoken in jest, but he didn’t know how close to
the truth he was straying.  While morning wouldn’t find two
dozen pumpkins where the girls once stood and breathed, the theme
of the night was transformation, and not of the positive type.

“I know you’re angry with me-“

A thunderstorm swept over Jackson and he yanked the glasses from
his face, the exposed brown eyes a maelstrom of emotions, the
effect heightened by the crows feet gathered at the corners. 
“Anger doesn’t even begin to cover what I’m feeling, Mr.
Jacobs.  Hatred, loathing, disgust… they’re far more
appropriate.  To know what you and your friends were doing
right under my nose for all these years…”  He took a deep
breath, collected himself, and lowered his voice.  “Speak
quickly, Mr. Jacobs, and speak clearly, because just being in the
same room with you makes me queasy and raises my blood pressure,
and its taking all of my reserves of restraint to keep me from
throwing myself across this table and snapping your neck,
regardless of how fucking old you are.”

“Fair enough, Sheriff.   Try to keep your mind
open.  All of our lives depend on it.”

Jackson replaced the sunglasses on his face, as if showing his
eyes revealed some vulnerability, and eased himself back into the
chair, his arms crossed across his chest.  “Talk.”

Jeb took a deep breath.  He had never shared the dogma of
his religion’s Holy Book with an outsider before, and he wondered
if he was committing a great sin.  His sect wasn’t about
gathering converts or proselytizing the lay.  It was a private
organization, more an exclusive club than a proper religion, its
purpose to preserve knowledge rather than spread it.  But
again, a glance at the clock reminded him that this wasn’t the time
for lies or half-truths or silence.  It was time for a fifty
year old secret to be opened up to the skeptical eyes and minds of
the outside world. 

“When I was thirty,” Jeb began, “back in nineteen sixty, my
father, the pastor of a small Methodist church in Blue Springs,
passed away and I took over.  He began grooming me to be his
replacement from the age of twenty so that his flock would have
some continuity of leadership and connection to God once he
passed.  But I found that I didn’t have the heart or interest
in being one of God’s shepherds.  There was a world outside of
Blue Springs, and I was itching to explore it.  I tried to be
a good pastor, but after a year I finally admitted that I was lying
to myself and to my father’s congregation and I decided to step
down.  It just wasn’t in my heart, and if it wasn’t in my
heart, I couldn’t be a proper conduit between the people and
God.  I remember the night well, the night I decided to close
shop.  I remember feeling guilt over abandoning my father’s
flock.  It wasn’t a lack of faith; I was still a man of
god.  I just didn’t want to dedicate my life to Him.  I
remember sitting in the small office, penning my final sermon to my
followers.  I remember tears.  It felt wrong in some ways
but it was the right thing to do.

“I was about to turn in for the night- I lived in a small
attached apartment my parents had raised me in- when I heard the
front door open.  I thought I had locked the door- I knew I
had locked the door- before retiring to my office, but someone was
entering the church nonetheless.  I hurried to the main chapel
and found a young woman, perhaps fifteen or sixteen, dressed in
nothing more than a dirty white nightgown- not even a pair of
shoes- clutching something to her chest, hurrying up the
aisle.  When she saw me, she stopped.”

“‘Are you Jebediah Jacobs?’ she asked me.  I told her I
was, and she responded by saying that she was Rebekah, and she was
to be my wife.  Well, you can imagine my surprise at this
proclamation.  I studied her: she possessed golden hair that
fell to her shoulders, a petite, heart shaped face, vivid green
eyes and kind lips.  She looked like what I expected an angel
would look like.  Despite her beauty, despite sudden urges
that surged in me at the sight of her, I told her she must have
been mistaken.  And in response, she told me that it was God’s
will that I be her husband.  He told her so, earlier that
night, in the desert. 

“I was speechless, and during my moment of shock, she approached
me and thrust what she had been holding at me.  It was a sheaf
of papers, parchments, actually, worn and rolled at the edges, but
otherwise in decent shape.  I wordlessly took the papers from
her and studied the page on top; it was covered with lines written
in a language I didn’t recognize, and one I surely couldn’t
read.  I looked back up at her, and she wore a distressed look
on her face.  I told her I couldn’t read it.   ‘I
know,’ she replied.  ‘I couldn’t either until I found this
next to the papers’.  She handed me a piece of crystal,
diamond maybe, a half an inch thick, two inches wide, its edges
rough and even sharp in places, and said to me ‘He told me that
once you read the papers, you would believe’.  I looked at her
dubiously, then held the crystal above the first letter on the
first line of the first page.  English words sprang from the
parchment in place of the alien language, and as I began to study
the script, this Rebekah, this stranger, began to speak.  The
words she uttered matched the words on the parchment, and a chill
ran through me.  I could swear that there was something divine
occurring as I read and she recited, and the air around me suddenly
felt as if it were filled with energy.  As if small shocks of
static electricity were touching me all over, exciting every nerve
ending.  Once I had finished reading the short stack of
papers, I looked back up at Rebekah, who had finished her
recitation.  The same doubt-filled expression was on her face,
and I knew it could erupt into a hail of tears as easily as it
could blossom into a radiant smile.  This was a profound
moment in my life, and my fate, her fate, the fate of the world was
balanced on my tongue as I considered my next words.  But
there wasn’t much to consider, in the end; I was already a man of
God, a man who accepted that the Almighty worked in mysterious ways
and produced miracles only He could manufacture when
necessary.  And what I had just experienced was a miracle in
my mind.  So I looked at Rebekah.  And I smiled. 
And she smiled back.  And I told her I would marry her. 
The air, already charged, seemed to buzz with even greater light
and energy, and I swore I could hear the song of the cherubim in my
ears, consecrating the matrimony with a heavenly voice.  And
then it was over, the presence suddenly gone as if it had never
been, except I knew I had witnessed something magical, because when
I looked at Rebekah, I knew I was looking at my wife.  Our
souls had been joined by something more powerful than the simple
words of a man of God.  We had been coupled by God
Himself.

“There were tears in her eyes, and she took to her knees before
me, looked up at me and said, ‘Jebediah Jacobs, together we will
give life to the bloodline that will bring the Messiah to
earth.’”

Jackson seemed bored by the tale, his eyes wandering around the
sterile room, focusing on everything but Jeb.  “You know,” he
finally said, “I’ve heard the Joseph Smith bullshit dozens of
times, Jeb.  And your little story isn’t half as interesting
as most of those that are shared with me.”

“The truth is oftentimes dull, Sheriff,” Jeb returned. 
“All I can do is tell you what happened, without embellishment,
without ornamentation, and hope you come to understand.”

“Oh, Mr. Jacobs, I do understand.  I’ve been at this job a
long time.”  There was a sneer on his face, the scornful look
he leveled at Jeb from behind the too-large glasses heavy with
disgust and derision.  “Its funny how everyone seems to meet
God out here in the desert in some form or another.  And
everyone’s god tells them that the only path to salvation is to be
found in a home with multiple wives and in the cunts of fifteen
year old girls.  I’ve been doing this for a long time, Mr.
Jacobs, and I’ve heard it all.  And then some.  Some
manage to get away with it, some don’t.  Unfortunately for
you, you fall in the latter group.”

Jeb winced at the vulgarity, at the anger, and soothed his own
nerves.  This was not the time to loose composure.  The
sheriff had all of the power, and it was only by his good graces
that Jeb was allowed to speak at all.

“I understand, Sheriff,” he said, his voice thick with
respect.  “I’ve lived here my whole life, too, and I know all
too well how weaker men and crazy men use religion as a shield to
hide their perverse activities behind.”

“Men like you, you mean,” Jackson said. 

“It’s not like that,” Jeb argued, but he knew that his words
were falling, and would continue to fall, on deaf ears.  He
understood Jackson’s doubts; a man’s belief system was defined by
what he saw and experienced on a daily basis, and Jeb could only
imagine the perverts that the sheriff had encountered with stories
similar to his own.  It was only natural that Jackson would
view his own doctrine as nothing more than a pedophile’s
fantasy.  But there was nothing left to do put press on. 
Nothing to lose considering the alternative.  So he continue
talking, and would continue with his tale as long as the Sheriff
proved an agreeable audience.
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