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To ny loving w fe, Peggy

When nmen began to increase in nunmber on the earth

and daughters were born to them the sons of God

saw t hat the daughters of men were beautiful, and they
married any of themthey chose. Then the LORD said, "MW
Spirit will not contend with man forever, for he is nortal
his days will be a hundred and twenty years."

The Nephilimwere on the earth in those days—and
al so afterward—when the sons of God went to the

daughters of nmen and had children by them They

were the heroes of old, nmen of renown.

—GENESI S 6:1-4

Alone in the dark, Art MacKenzie slouched on a torn sofa in his dishevel ed
studi o apartnent. Hs bare feet rested on the single piece of furniture from
hi s

marriage he still possessed: a coffee table with one | eg m ssing. He sipped
slowy froma dirty glass and felt the G and Marnier warmits way down his
throat, adding to the fire that already burned in his belly.

He took another sip, this time a |onger one, closed his eyes, and relived it
al |

one nore tinmne.

* * %

He runs frantically down a hospital corridor and slams into the door of the
energency room It bursts open, crashing against the wall, the noise
reverberating, startling doctors, patients, and nurses who | ook up at him

wi de- eyed.

He steps into the roomand stops. His eyes dart wildly fromperson to person
one hand pushing his hair off his fore-head as he tries to catch his breath.
Hs

chest heaves—to get here, he has run faster and harder than he has ever run
in

his life. He knows he nmust appear crazy, but he doesn't care.

He draws a deep breath, so deep it hurts, and bell ows: "Maggie!"

No one answers.

H s heart hammers in his chest, feeling as if it will burst through the bone
and

nmuscl e as it pounds.

"M . MacKenzie?" soneone asks.

Hi s nuscles tense. "I'm MacKenzie," he blurts out.

A nurse rises fromher chair behind the nurses' station and scurries to him



She

grabs his hand and rushes hi m down a hal | way.

And there is Maggie, his wife. She doesn't see himat first. Her hands and
tear-stained face are pressed agai nst the observation wi ndow, as if she were
trying to nmelt through the gl ass.

Mac touches her shoul der; she junps, and then they | ook at each other for an
agoni zi ng second, neither saying a word. Mac takes her hand, and together

t hey

wat ch a team of doctors and nurses working desperately on a young boy. Their
son, Art junior.

The sheets that cover himare soaked with his blood. H's short brownish hair
is

matted and wet with bl ood and perspiration. H's hand hangs |linply over the
si de

of the table. He is fragile, helpless, alone, and defensel ess agai nst what
has

happened and is happening to him and Mac wants only to rush in and hold him
to

wash away the blood fromhis fore-head, to see his hazel eyes and crooked
smile.

He can inmagine the scene, so conforting: he would sinply walk into the
operating

roomand tell the doctors that everything is all right, it s just a slight
brui se, no need for all of this. Everyone can go hone now.

A faint but alarm ng sound reaches Mac through the wi ndow, shattering his
daydream 1t cones froma nonitor at the head of Art's gurney. Mac has seen
t he

novi es, the television shows—he doesn't need to be a doctor to know that his
son's heart has flat-lined. The doctor who appears to head the teamgrabs a
syringe held out to himby a nurse. He plunges the needle into Art's chest
and

punps its liquid in.

He stares at the monitor and | ooks for a change. The heart doesn't respond.
Mac is tortured by "if onlys. " If only Art had been sitting in a different
seat

inthe famly's van, there mght have been | ess damage. If only the firenen
had

been able to free himfromthe twisted weck nore quickly. If only the

rush- hour

traffic hadn't been so heavy, delaying the anbulance on its way to the
hospi t al

If only he hadn't | ost so much bl ood.

So nuch bl ood .

"Come on . . . Cone on!"The doctor shouts, pressing Art's chest with such
power

Mac is surprised his son doesn't fall through the table.

Maggi e squeezes Mac's hand; when he | ooks at her, he sees that she is biting
her

lower lip with such force blood runs down her chin.

There's panic in the operating roomnow, the nmonitor's |ong, droning,

nonot one

note seens to be terrifying every-one. There's cursing and yelling.

I nstrunents

are flung to the floor; people rush back and forth, undoubtedly carrying out
| ogi cal , preassigned tasks, but to Mac it nerely seens the pointless, random
scurrying of panic, back and forth, fromone end of the roomto the other
Mac

can't see his son now because of the crowd of milling, frantic doctors and
nurses, ten people trying with all the skill they collectively possess to



bring
Mac' s son back

And still the note drones on.
* * %
MacKenzi e took another sip of Gand Marnier. He was alnbst nunb ... ready to

pass out. The liquor worked like it always did, nunbing the pain, the wound

t hat

festered in him

Two years since little Art died. Two years, and the pain |ingered.

He felt the room spin as he sipped again. Hovering on the verge of

consci ousness, he sonetines fell into a dreanlike state, then came out of it,
back into a waki ng stupor, back to watching nmeaningl ess i mages on the TV

H s |Iine of consciousness blurred, and as he slipped away, he heard a quiet

voi ce that he at first assuned came fromthe TV "I'l|l take your pain. I'lI
t ake
your pain."

H s |ast thought as he tunmbled into the oblivion of sleep, only vaguely aware
of

the half-full glass falling fromhis hand, was to wonder how he coul d hear

t he

TV when the sound was turned down.

Mac groaned, wapping the pillow tighter over his head, fighting to stay in
hi s

al cohol -i nduced oblivion and to ignore that shrill, insistent sound that

sl ow y

registered in his mnd as a ringing tel ephone. He noaned, rolling across the
lunpy mattress that sagged like an old horse, testifying to the weight and
girth

of its previous owner.

The phone erupted again, and his head throbbed in unison

"Already? " he nunbled into the sheets.

He extended an arm and groped for the phone on the cluttered nightstand by
t he

bed.

He lifted the receiver and tried to pull it toward him It wouldn t budge.
The

cord was a tangled junmble of knots, coiled serpentlike around its base. Mac
yanked—and t he phone flew of f the nightstand, bringing with it an unread
paper back, a dish full of change, an enpty bottle of G and Marnier, an
unopened

letter fromMaggie, and a past-due tel ephone bill.

"For crying out loud," he nunbled, and put the phone to his ear. "Hello."
"M . MacKenzi e?" The voice of a fenmal e operator crackled through the tiny

speaker .

"Yeah." He exhal ed.

"Good nmorning, sir. It's 6:45 and this is your wake-up call. Have a nice day,
sir."

MacKenzie sat up in bed and slowy rubbed the two-day growth of stubble on
hi s

face. How had he gotten into bed | ast night?

"Ch, my head," he npaned, and forced hinself to get up. He stretched slowy,
took a deep breath, kicked some dirty clothes out of his way, and shuffled
toward the bathroom

After his shower, he grabbed a large bath towel, still slightly danp fromthe



day before, and dried hinmself. He wi ped a clean spot on the fogged mrror
with

the pal mof his hand and attended to a razor cut on his chin, dabbing at it
with

a piece of toilet paper. Then he left the bathroomin search of sonething

cl ean

to wear.

He stared at the eclectic variety of clothing in his closet, everything from
t hree-piece suits to worn Levi's with seasoned holes at the knees. He found a
pair of slacks that didn't | ook too bad and opted for those. The choice of a
shirt, however, was nore difficult. He finally settled on a blue pinstripe,
whi ch he matched with a bold electric-blue tie, secured with a flaw ess

W ndsor

knot .

The phone rang. Hi s desk, unlike the rest of the apartment, was fastidiously
mai nt ai ned. Hi s conputer and fax machine all sported dust covers. His files,
papers, and resource naterial were neatly stacked and arranged, habits |eft
over

frombetter days. MacKenzie went to his desk and sw tched on the

speaker phone.

"dad to see you're up,'
t hr ough

t he apartment.

"Yep. Thanks for the bone,’

the voice of JimCranston, his editor, echoed

Mac answer ed.

"Well, it's not much . . ." There was an awkward silence, then Jimcontinued,
"But it'll pay the rent. And it is an assignnment."

"You don't have to tap dance, Jim Don't worry. | won't drink a drop unti
after

Mac said, with a touch of self-conscious sarcasm

| wite the story,’
"Look, the deadline's tomorrow night. That new wi ng cost mllions.
"I"ll treat it seriously, don't worry," Mac said.

"Fax it in tonmorrow?" Cranston sounded annoyed.

"Yep. Promse."

"Wite it like the old Mac?"

"Yep."

"Ckay. I'Il look forward to seeing it."

"Yep."

Cranst on hung up.

Mac switched off the speakerphone and gl anced at his watch. About time to
| eave.

Looki ng around the apartnent to find his keys, his eyes settled on the

pi cture

of his three children on the corner of his desk. An old picture—taken before
t he

accident. Little Art would have been celebrating his twelfth birthday two
nont hs

fromnow. Pain washed over Mac anew as he stared at the snmiling face of his
ol dest boy.

He turned away and stared bl ankly out the |large, wood-franed w ndow in front
of

the desk. Then, in need of confort, he turned and | ooked at the partially
enptied case of Grand Marnier by the bed. Not now. He forced hinself to | ook
away. |'ve got an article to wite. Feeling guilty and disloyal, he forced

t he

pai nful nenories fromhis mnd

He pi cked up his appoi nt nent book, grabbed his keys, and wal ked out of the
apartment. He took every other step going down the two flights of stairs that
led to the small vestibule. He opened the weathered stained-gl ass door—ene of
the pieces was about to fall out of its lead |ining—and stood for a noment on



the front steps. Patches of blue shone through the mst; the sun was

begi nni ng

to burn away the fog along the coastal California town of Venice Beach

He hurried to his jeep, parked in front of the |arge gabl e-roofed house, now
converted into apartnments.

At one time, Venice had been a prime resort. But the community had di m ni shed
as

the inner city pressed in on it, leaving nuch of it to the addicts, gangs,
and

honel ess. The current owner of the house Mac lived in had inherited it at his
grandmot her's death and had converted it, illegally, into four apartnments.
Mac opened the jeep's door and slid onto the worn seat, adjusting a folded
beach

towel under him He slid the key into the ignition, rolled his eyes toward
heaven, and turned. The starter hesitated, clicked—and then kicked the engi ne
alive. "Thank you," he said, as he patted the dash reverently.

The drive to Westwood bogged down on the predictably crowded freeways. Wat
shoul d have taken a half hour turned into a fifty-m nute, stop-and-start
craw .

He switched on the radio; a catchy country tune came on. \Wen the singer
reached

the chorus and twanged the lyrics, "I'll take the pain away, darlin'," Mac
gave

the radi o an odd, surprised |ook. Interesting coincidence, he thought,
renmenbering the phrase that had cone unbidden into his al cohol -drugged

consci ousness the night before. He turned the dial to another station so he
woul dn't have to hear the chorus again.

Once he got beyond a stalled car in the fast lane, traffic began to flow

agai n.

Finally Mac steered the jeep off the free-way and began inching his way al ong
the congested streets to the hospital

The construction of the hospital's new wing nust not yet be conpleted, Mac
realized as he pulled into the freshly paved parking lot. A large
construction

trailer bearing the faded sign of Viking Construction sat in the far corner
of

the lot, with a few pieces of machinery and equi pnent canped around it. A

| one

security guard sat on the netal steps of the trailer, cigarette dangling from
his mouth. He watched Mac suspiciously.

Mac par ked between a Porsche and a shiny new BMNVwi th the deal er sticker
purposely left on the rear w ndow

"Mental health business nmust be doing well,"” he smirked as he slid out of the
jeep. The towel followed and fell to the ground. He picked it up and threw it
back onto the worn seat, covering several springs that showed through the
tattered uphol stery.

The security guard shook his head and blew out a |ong stream of snoke.

Mac grinned back and started across the newy planted sod. He i mediately
regretted it; his shoes were soaked after two or three steps. He reached the
mai n wal kway, stonped his feet on the concrete, and | ooked up at the mrrored
gl ass building that rose six stories above him

At the main entrance, two oversized glass doors silently slid open to revea

| arge squares of rose-colored marble in the foyer. Mac wal ked to the
reception

desk, consciously putting on his "objective eyes,'
descri be

a journalist's ability to size up situations, people, and events, to sift

t hrough what mi ght appear obvious and find the extraordi nary. Mac had spent
years training hinmself to pick up on the little things of life, subtleties
nost

a phrase he used to



peopl e never noti ced.
"Good nmorning. May | help you?" a well-dressed young bl ack man said, as he
smiled at Mac.

"I have an appointnment with Ms. Kennedy. |'m Art MacKenzie fromthe Tines."
"Just a monent. 1'Il ring her for you." The man picked up the phone and

di al ed.

As he did, Mac scrutinized him d ose-cropped hair, athletic, |ong bony
fingers,

smal | scar on the back of his |eft hand—aybe a graduate student from nearby
UCLA.

"Good norning, Ms. Kennedy. This is Thonas at the front desk. A M. McKenzie
is

here fromthe Tinmes." He nodded his head as he listened, then put the
receiver

down. "She'll be right down. You can have a seat by the elevators if you'd
like." He notioned to a cluster of confortable |ooking, floral patterned
couches.

A few m nutes passed. Mac watched a steady stream of doctors and nurses

vani sh

into one el evator or appear from anot her

The el evator opened agai n; a woman exited and gl anced around, her eyes

qui ckl'y

alighting on Mac. Late twenties, attractive, professional, self-assured,
assertive—probably the positive personality winner of the year. Mac smirked.
"M . MacKenzie?" She snmiled and | eaned her head to one side. A |lock of blonde

hair bluntly cut to chin length fell in front of her face; she quickly
brushed

it behind her ear.

"Call me Mac."

"I"'m Evel yn Kennedy. Wl cone to the Wstwood Center."

Mac followed her into the elevator. Wile they ascended, she apol ogi zed t hat
t he

construction wasn't yet conpleted, rattling off financial figures and

| anent i ng

unf oreseen del ays. Even so, she assured him the new wing was fully
functional +he only work that remai ned was essentially cosnetic. The doors
opened and he found hinself on the fourth floor

"The old wing is to our left, neww ng to the right,’
t hey

st epped out and she guided himinto the new section. "This is where we treat
our

out patients. Twenty psychol ogi sts and psychiatrists practice here on a daily
basis. There is also a fully staffed pharmacy on the floor directly bel ow
us, "

she inforned himproudly.

Mac gl anced at the polished floors and sterile acoustical ceiling tiles.

Vor ds

like antiseptic, institutional, and non-threatening crossed his nind

she infornmed him as

They wal ked down the hall. Kennedy pointed overhead to the air-conditioning
ducts, explaining with delight how the air circulated through a filtering
system

before it was punped through the building. "No Legionnaires di sease here,"
she

| aughed.

Mac forced hinmself to focus on her endl ess streamof facts and figures.
"Fascinating,"” he replied insincerely as she finished informng himof the
speci al acoustical properties of the over-head ceiling tiles. He cleared his
throat. "Do you treat any serious cases here?"

"Well." She paused. "There are varying degrees of nental illness, of course.
Sone of the nmore serious cases we receive are sent on to other |ocations."



"How serious are they? Wy are they treated somewhere el se? "

"I"mglad you asked that." She brushed her hair back fromher face. "If one
of

our doctors believes a particular case is serious enough that the patient
shoul d

be institutionalized, then there are facilities better equipped to handle

t hat

patient's long-termneeds. So we refer that patient to those institutions.”
Mac stopped wal king. "Wait. So you don't treat anything really serious here?
Say, uh . . . multiple personality disorders? "

Kennedy thought a nmoment. "W could treat that, providing the patient was
nonvi ol ent . "

"I's that some sort of criteria for being treated here—acking a tendency

t owar d

vi ol ence?"

"That woul d be one."

"Ch." Mac stared at one of the ceiling tiles overhead, then said, "Well
surely

some of your patients nust occasionally get violent?" He was hoping for
somet hing nmore interesting for his article than the endl ess series of facts
and

figures.

Kennedy shifted her weight from one hi gh-heel ed shoe to the other and said
of f handedl y, "Cccasionally, but it's rare. "

Mac sensed her uneasi ness. "How often is occasionally? " he pressed. "lIs any
of

the staff ever injured? Do the patients hurt themnsel ves?"

She folded her arnms in front of her, snmiled, and said, "M. McKenzie, |'m

afraid that | can't give out any information that specific about our
patients.

But let's say that we are pre-pared for that eventuality."

Mac pursed his lips and frowned. "So do you isolate the nore viol ent

pati ent s?"

he asked.

"W have designated areas for them yes."

"Wul d you show nme one of then?"

Kennedy's cheerful expression faded. She stared at Mac. "I was informed by
your

editor that you were here to do a story on the overall construction cost and
t he

speci al features designed into this wing of the hospital."

"That's true." Mac shrugged in acknow edgment. "But |'ma reporter; reporters
ask questions."

"Even so, | don't see the connection between that assignnent and your

guesti ons

about the behavioral patterns of our patients here," she said tersely.

Her reluctance piqued his interest, but he knew he'd get no information from
a

wel | -di sci plined, hostile PR professional. He decided to back off. "I suppose
you're right."

"So would you please linmt your questions to the construction of the new

wi ng?"

she asked, accenting her demand with a phony snile

Mac nodded in acqui escence. "Is there anything uni que about the, uh .
wat er

syst en?"

"I"mglad you asked," Kennedy replied and | aunched i nto a nonol ogue,

i nf orm ng

Mac how i ncoming water was filtered, bath water was recycled and used to
irrigate the grounds, and so on—for another half hour



Mac drifted in and out of her nobnol ogue, trying his best to nod at the
appropriate times. He even took a couple of notes, just to make it appear

t hat

he was really I|istening.

She guided himinto a large office where he was introduced to hospita

adm ni strators who boasted about how well the new wi ng of the hospital was
functi oni ng.

The rest of the tour was uneventful, and eventually Mac found hinmself back in
the | obby. He watched with satisfaction as the el evator doors cl osed,

gr at ef ul

to see the last of Kennedy and her phony snile.

Mac wal ked qui ckly through the foyer, involuntarily shuddering as he stepped
outside and felt the warnth of the sun hit him

He wal ked briskly down the tree-lined wal kway into the parking | ot and

cl i nbed

into his jeep. He slipped the key into the ignition, closed his eyes, and

gave
the key a turn.

Not hi ng.

"For crying out loud!"™ He exhaled angrily, and tried again. Still nothing.

He got out, struggled to find the hood |atch, and popped the hood. He stared
at

the oil-grinmed motor, chagrined that after all these years of driving he
still

didn't have a clue as to howit really wrked. He cautiously reached in and
jiggled the battery cable, encrusted around the battery termnal with a
salt-like deposit of green crystals. He got back in and tried to start it
agai n.

This time the engine responded with a clicking noise. Encouraged, he clinbed
out

to try again and noticed the security guard wal ki ng toward him

Mac ignored the man and stuck his head under the hood, trying to | ook |ike he
knew what he was doi ng. He knew when the man reached himby the sudden snell
of

ni coti ne and unchanged cl ot hes.

"Troubl e?" the guard asked.

"Yeah . . . won't start. | think it's the cables.” Mac nodded at the
corrosion.

The guard's eyes narrowed shrewdly and he poked at the green pile of flakes
with

a long, grease-darkened fingernail. "There's your problem No juice comn'
from
the battery." Before Mac could reply, the man produced a worn Sw ss arny

knife

fromone of his pants pockets. "Handy little thing," he said, as he placed it
on

the radiator. He reached into his faded blue uniformshirt pocket, grabbed a
pack of Marl boros, and gingerly pulled a cigarette out and placed it between
hi s

lips. He let it dangle there, unlit. He picked up the knife and sel ected one
of

t he bl ades.

"Al'l that green stuff keeps the juice fromthe starter,” he said as he pulled
the cable fromthe battery's post. He scraped away the flakes encrusted
around

the cable s clamp and forced it back onto the post. "Gve it atry."

Mac clinbed back into the jeep and turned the key. The engine fired up. The
guard cl osed the hood, wi nked at Mac, and lit his cigarette.

"Thanks," Mac cal | ed out.



"Better get some new cables."

"It"'s on the top of nmy list," Mac lied.

"You got a relative in there?" The guard nodded in the direction of the new
Wi ng.

Mac | aughed, and shook his head.

"Good thing, too," the man said sagely.

"What do you nean?"

"You don't ever want to spend the night in that place."

"Why?" Mac turned off the notor, his curiosity piqued.

The guard took a couple of steps closer and put his foot up on the running
boar d

of the jeep. He inhaled for what seened like a nminute and then began tal ki ng
as

he slowmy let the snoke out of his nouth.

"I have a lady friend that works there. Does the night shift, been there

si nce

t he pl ace opened up."

"Nurse?"

He shook his head. "Maintenance. Changes the sheets, cleans the toilets,
tidies

up the place."

"I't's honest work," Mac replied, reaching for the ignition key.

The man's eyes narrowed and he | eaned closer to Mac. "She gets up to the
sixth

floor."

"What's so inportant about the sixth floor?"

He took another |ong drag. Mac watched the ash glow red, crawing up the

| engt h

of the cigarette.

"It's where they keep the real crazies. Al sorts of weird stuff up there.
Run

by the mlitary."

"The mlitary?" Mac repeated. Kennedy hadn't said any-thing about the
mlitary

But then, she hadn't said rmuch about anything at all. Mac | ooked at the guard
skeptically. "What goes on up there?"

"You woul dn't believe me."

"I make my living by not believing what | hear."

"What' s that nmean?"

"II"'ma reporter.™

"Newspaper reporter?" The guard | ooked shocked.

Mac nodded. "lI'mhere to do a story for the Tines."

"Sixth floor is where your story is. Bet they didn't [et you anywheres near
there." The guard chuckl ed know ngly.

"Ri ght about that. But what's so special about the sixth floor? "

"Aliens."

Mac's stomach flipped and his fingers gripped the steering wheel. A flood of
unwant ed nmenories flashed in his mnd. "Aliens." He forced hinself to say the
wor d.

The man nodded, took one |ast drag, and flicked the butt onto the asphalt.
"UFO stuff. Ab-duc-tions,"” the nan said, with an attitude, enjoying his role
as

an "insider."

"Abductions,"” Mac heard hinsel f repeat.

"The aliens kidnap 'em and do experinents, and after they're done
experimenting

t he poor slobs wind up here." "Wat kind of experinents?"

The guard shrugged. "Mstly with the women. My friend | told you about? She
says

nost of the women are so doped up they sleep nost of the tine. But she hears



pi eces of the sane story out of each of 'em™

"And do the pieces nmake a picture?" Mac asked. The man thought for a nonent,
then said slowy, "My friend' s shift starts at seven. Be here just before
t hat

and see for yourself."

Mac | ooked at him Was this guy telling the truth? That could explain
Kennedy' s

reluctance to discuss what kinds of treatnment the hospital is involved in,
Mac

t hought. On the other hand, maybe this guy's seen too many epi sodes of the
X-Files.

"What time did you say?" Mac asked.

"Be here before seven. W'll sneak you in. Make you up |like a maintenance
man. "

"Ckay. See you before seven." Mac fired the engine. "But this better be
good. "

He backed the jeep up, nodded at the guard, and sped out of the parking |ot.
He

gl anced back once in his rearviewnirror. "Aliens," he scoffed. But his nmouth
went dry.

Later that evening, Mac pulled his jeep into the hospital parking lot. The
overhead |lights cast dimpools of light on the asphalt. He parked and hurried
toward the security guard's trailer. Lights shone through the tiny w ndows,
and

he heard a man and a worman tal king as he rapped on the battered al um num
trailer

door. "Just a minute," rasped a voice, which he recognized as the guard's.
The

door opened, and a cloud of cigarette snoke billowed fromthe trailer. "See
you

decided to check it out after all," the guard said. "Cone on in." He notioned
Mac forward. Mac clinbed the steps and entered a weck in progress. Dishes
wer e

piled in the sink; stacks of newspapers and magazines littered the floor. ATV
sat precariously on a table with a broken | eg; a coat hanger substituted for
its

ant enna. Layers of snoke perneated every nook and cranny of the cranped
quarters. My place is a palace conpared to this, Mac thought. At the rear, an
ermaci at ed woman sat on an unnade double bed in a winkled white uniform One
skinny leg clothed in support hose dangl ed over her other knee. Her stringy
hair, piled loosely on top of her head, was held in place wi th bobby pins.
She

| ooked at Mac, then exhaled a stream of snoke that slowy added itself to the
growi ng haze. Wth long, bony fingers, she flicked an ash into an overfl ow ng
ashtray; her ashes slid off and fell to the floor. "This hinP" she asked. The
guard nodded. She | ooked at Mac and asked, "You the reporter Harry told ne
about ?" Mac opened his nouth to reply and i medi ately choked on the snoke; he
erupted in a fit of coughing, then finally cleared his throat and said, "The

very same. And you are . . . ?" "Linda," she said. "Harry says you want to go
to

the sixth floor." She glanced at the guard who | eaned agai nst the shower
stall.

"I do, if what Harry tells me is true." "Well, it's off-limts. Mlitary

peopl e



run it. You need special clearance. " She paused, then added, "And what Harry
here told you's true all right." She uncrossed her | egs and rested her el bows
on

her knees. "I oughta know, |I'mup there every night. Least the nights I'm

wor ki ng ny shift. What you gonna wite about, anyway?" Mac | eaned agai nst the
tiny Form ca counter that was part of the trailer's kitchen. "It depends on
what

| find out. There may be nothing at all to wite about," he said flatly.
"There's plenty to wite about, all right. Harry told you about the ... the
aliens then?" "He nentioned them So what? Crazy people make up crazy
stories.

That's why they're here, isn't it?" Mac challenged. Linda glanced skeptically
at

Harry, then stubbed her cigarette out. "Look, Mster. | clean up there, make
t he

beds, keep everything tidy and hospital-1like.

So | see everything. And | tell you, there's sonething going on in that

pl ace.

Wiy el se they have them caneras everywhere?"

" Camer as?"

"You cone up there with me and see for yourself."

"Linda got you a uniformto wear," Harry interjected.

"I could lose nmy job for this, if they ever found out," she grunbled.

"Don't worry," Mac said. "I wouldn't be much of a journalist if I didn't

pr ot ect

nmy sources. Nobody has to find out anything."

"Put "emon," Harry said, and handed Mac a rolled bundle of white clothes.
"You

can change here." He opened the shower stall door

After struggling for several mnutes, his body bangi ng agai nst the fibergl ass
wal s of the tiny stall, Mac finally succeeded in putting the uniformon. He
energed fromthe stall.

"Pants are too small for him" Harry said, pointing to the bottom hem of
Mac' s

pants, which fell just short of his ankles.

"That don't matter. Nobody cares whether his pants are too short, just as
| ong

as he's got some on," Linda | aughed, rem nding Mac of the sound of a crow

"You

just follow me on ny rounds and do as | tell you. This time of night is slow,
and nost of themthat's up there's all doped out anyway."

That didn't sound hopeful. "WII any of the patients be coherent enough to
tal k

to me, then?"

Li nda t hought for a nmonent, then replied, "There's one woman, kinda new, cane
in

early this week. She's a wild one. They had to restrain her the first couple
of

ni ghts 'cause she was yellin', screamin', makin' a racket, disturbin' all the
other patients. But they settled her down, all right. I was cleanin' her room
when the nurse come in to give her sonme pills. | saw her put those pills into
her mouth and pretend to swallow. But after the nurse left she spit 'em out
and

put 'em under her mattress."

"What s wong with her?" Mac asked.

"Same as the others. Says she was abducted by the aliens. But she's nore
afraid

of the people who | ocked her up. W'll work our way to her room and you can
see

for yourself."



Mac nodded

Li nda rose fromthe bed. "Just stay close by ne."

"Promi se, " Mac said.

She | ooked at Harry and said, "I could |lose nmy job over this.
Harry shrugged. "Nothin' gonna happen, so stop your worryin'.
Li nda munbl ed sonething and left the trailer; Mac followed. They wal ked

acr oss

the parking lot, down the driveway to the truck dock at the rear of the
hospital, and entered through the service garage.

Li nda punched in and set her time card back in the plastic rack

"Hol a, Linda," a Latino wonman called out fromacross the |arge room

Li nda squinted as she tried to identify the person, then replied, "Hey,

Ther esa.

How d your shift go?"

"Just like always," the wonman answered. "You breaking in a new man? "

Li nda nodded toward Mac. "Yeah. Gonna show himthe ins and outs of keepin'

t he

place tidy and all." The crow cackle | augh erupted from her throat again.
Theresa nodded and went back to work stacking sheets and supplies on her
cart.

Mac kept his head turned down and away from Theresa as he foll owed Linda

acr oss

the gray-painted concrete floor. She got her cart. "Filled it at the end of
ny

shift last night, so's | don't have to start work by workin'." She w nked at
Mac

and pushed the cart past a stack of boxes with nedical markings stanmped on

t he

side, then neandered slowy toward the service elevator at the end of the
room

When they reached the el evator, Linda produced a ring of keys. She sel ected
one

and slipped it into the lock at the side of the closed el evator doors. She
put

t hem back into her pocket, folded her arns, and sighed as they waited-fthe
el evat or.

"What do you want nme to do?" Mac asked, wondering whether he was expected to
be

nore than a spectator tonight.

"Nothin', just tag behind ne and hand nme what | ask for."

The el evator doors opened. Linda pushed the cart inside and hit the nunber
five

button on the control panel

The doors closed and the el evator began its ascent. "I thought we were going
to

the sixth floor," Mac said.

"I got to make ny rounds on the fifth first."

"How |l ong is that going to take?"

"Depends on how messy the patients is."

Mac shook his head. This could take all night. And in the end he m ght have
nothing to show for it.

For the next hour and a half, Mac obediently followed Linda around the fifth
floor like a well-trai ned dog, providing a never-ending supply of towels,
sheets, cleansers, and disinfectant—-and wonderi ng why he had ever decided to
be

there at all.

"Last one, then up to the sixth," Linda informed him as she went into another
room

Mac perked up, and actually began to respond faster in the hope of expediting
his arrival at the sixth floor.



"Hey, you're gettin' the hang of this," Linda praised hi mgenuinely.
"Thanks, " Mac munbl ed, and handed her the disinfectant, feeling nore like a
mai d

than a reporter.

They finished cleaning the |ast room Mc pushed the cart to the el evator
"Special key," Linda stated proudly, holding up a red key. "Lets me get to

t he

sixth floor." "Wiy you?" Mac asked. "How come you have the run of the place?"
"Somebody gotta clean up." Mac pushed the cart into the el evator and they
rode

up. When the doors opened on the sixth floor, Mac whispered, "Wy is the
lighting different?" Linda shrugged. "Beats nme." The entire corridor was lit
with dull anber, in contrast to the bright, white, fluorescent glow on the
floors below "This way." Linda jerked her head and wal ked down the corridor
The first roomthey cane to was enpty. So was the next. The occupant of the
third roomwas bound to her bed at the wists with cloth straps. She lay on
her

back, opennout hed, breathing deeply. There was a fresh scar at her tenple. MWy
God—she's had a | obotony, Mac realized, and his stomach flipped. He wasn't
yet

ready to buy into Linda's story that this floor represented sone kind of
mlitary covert op, but whatever was happening here, it didn't seemto match
up

with what the glib M.

Kennedy had told him

Li nda went into the bat hroom and washed down the toilet and the sink

"Cet the bed pan, will you? " she called.

"\What ?" Mac asked, surprised. "I thought only nurses did that.
"Yeah, the nurses help the patients use "em But then they |eave "emfor ne
to

clean up." She pointed and said, "It's by the bed."

Mac found it and carried it into the bathroom

"She's not the one | was tellin' you about,"” Linda whispered as she took it
from

himand enptied its contents into the toilet. "The one you want's in the next
room "

Back in the hallway, Linda |ocked the wire-reinforced gl ass door behind her
and

pointed to the canera attached to the ceiling a few feet above the door
"They

got themthings everywhere," she whispered. "They' re always watchin '. But
not

so nmuch at night."

Mac gl anced at the camera and pushed the cart to the next room When Linda
unl ocked the door and opened it, Mac saw a wonan who appeared to be in her
early

thirties standing listlessly by the barred wi ndow, gazing out at the city
bel ow

her. Even though she nust have heard them conme into her room she renained at
t he wi ndow and gave no hint that she knew they were there.

"I's this her?" Mac whi spered.

Li nda wi ped her nose on her sleeve "You got till the bathrooms clean.”

Mac nodded

The patient at the wi ndow turned and | ooked at him Mac felt the hair on the
back of his neck stand up as he felt the intensity of her gaze. She crossed
her

arms in front of her and grabbed her hospital snock with both hands as she
began

to walk slowy toward him

As she approached, Mac's journalist's eye took in her disheveled hair, the



dar k

rings around her eyes, the nervous twitch at the corner of her nouth, her
chewed

fingernails.

She stopped a few feet away and stared at himwi th troubl ed, unblinking eyes.
Mac reached into his shirt pocket and clicked his tape recorder on

"You're not one of them are you? " she asked. Her voice was a surprise, for
al t hough it sounded pained, there was a natural nelody to it that contrasted
sharply with her appearance.

Mac hesitated, then replied, "I'mnot sure what you nean."

"You don't work here."

"Why do you say—

"Because you're not hel ping the cl eaning worman. |If you worked here, you'd be
hel ping her. Did nmy husband send you to spy on ne?"

"No. "
"Why are you here then?"
Mac thought for a noment, then answered truthfully. "I'ma reporter. "

Her eyes sparked with sudden interest. "WIIl you listen to ne—pl ease? " She
gl anced at the canera in the corner of the ceiling. "WII| you help nme get out
of

her e?"

As she spoke, she becane increasingly enotionally agitated, and Mac reni nded
hi nsel f that he was dealing with a nental patient. "Sure," he said
reassuringly,

and tried to smle.

"Don't hunmor nme," she said. "I'mnot crazy."

"I"'msorry. | just don't know—-

"They took ny baby." Tears appeared in the wonman's eyes. "That's why I'min
here."

Mac frowned and waited for her to continue.

"They took ny baby from me. They take whatever they want. They're horrible."
"Who's horri bl e?"

The wonman shook her head. "What's the use? You won't believe nme. You're just
i ke ny husband and everyone else. You think I"'mmaking it up. Well, I'm
not!"

she shout ed.

Li nda appeared at the bat hroom door, shaking her head and holding a finger to
her 1ips.

"It's all right,” Mac told her. "W're okay." He turned back to the patient
and

replied softly, "I don't think you' re making it up."

"You don't?" She wiped the tears fromher eyes, took a step closer, and began
again, "They're not human. They cone from sonewhere el se, sonewhere far away .
" Her voice dw ndl ed and her eyes focused sonmewhere outside the room "They
cone at night. Always at night. Wth the darkness. They cone to ny room and

t ake

me. My husband, he's always asleep, and | cry out to himbut he doesn't hear
and they carry ne out of ny house." Her words canme faster, in a rush. "I try

to

struggle but | can't novel" She started to sob again.

What have | gotten nyself into? Mac wondered, feeling the goosebunps rising
on

hi s armns.

"I lie on a table and they do something to nme, something sexual, and | can't
do

anyt hing about it. They put something inside nme and it hurts and |'m al one
and

afraid, so afraid ...
i nsi de

Her voice trailed off, and she seened to w t hdraw



her -sel f.

I"'mlosing her, Mac thought. "Wo took you?" he pronpted gently.

"They're not fromhere."

"Where are they fron?"

"Quter space," she whispered.

Vll, there it was. Mac had known what he was likely to hear tonight, but
t hat

didn't lessen the hollow fear in the pit of his stomach when he actually
hear d

the words. Here we go again.

"My husband and | were trying to have a baby, and when | got pregnant we were
happy. W were actually happy. That's because they do sonething wi th your

nenory
so you don't remenber, you think everything is normal. Then the next thing
know I'mon the bathroomfloor and it's night and I'mbleeding and ny ... ny .

." She bit down hard on her lower lip, and as the blood trickled down her

chin

Mac felt a gut-kick menory of another night, a trickle of blood down Maggie's
chin..

Anot her baby taken away .. .

"And my baby's gone!" She stared through Mac for a nmonent, and Mac found

hi nmsel f

noddi ng, understandi ng perfectly.

"The doctor says | did sonething to the baby, that | caused a m scarriage and
that they don't know what | did with the baby. “~Were's the baby?' they say,
over and over, and | don't know, don't renenber anything, and they search the
house but they don't find anything and then when I'min bed, suddenly I
remenber

what happened—they cane and took nmy baby fromne." She stopped and wi ped the
trickle of blood fromher chin with her wist. "I tried to make them stop,
screamed at them but it doesn't do any good, they can do whatever they want
and

you can't stop them | could feel them down there, taking the baby out of ne,
and then they hold it up and showit tome . . . they showit to ne . "
Trenbl i ng, she wrapped her arms around hersel f.

He wanted to confort her, wanted to put his arns around her and hold her

cl ose,

but he couldn't nove. He was frozen, standing there feeling a mixture of
conpassi on, fear, and deni al

"They take the baby," she continued in a whisper, "and they showit to ne. And
I

can't believe it—t's not human." She | ooked at Mac with the nost haunted
expression he had ever seen in another human being. "And when | | ook at them
I

realize that they are enjoying it—showing ne that it isn't .. . isn't
Mac cleared his throat and gently asked, "Were did they take your baby?"
Still holding herself, she noved her shoulders fromside to side, rocking.
"I don't know. Up there ..."

"What did they look |ike?" Mac asked. "These— He had to force hinself to
finish

hi s thought. "These beings from outer space?"

The wonman cl osed her eyes, shook her head, and continued to rock back and
forth.

"W got to get going," Linda called fromthe bathroom door

"What ?" Mac answer ed.

"W gotta | eave now," Linda said, and she pushed the cart toward the door
Mac wal ked sl owy backward toward the door, not taking his eyes off the
woman,



ment al | y phot ogr aphi ng every detail.

A bony hand pulled at the shoul der of his borrowed snock. "Come on," Linda

i nsisted. She pulled himout of the roomand quickly shut the door
"Satisfied?"

she asked with a | ook of triunph as she turned her key in the |ock

Mac reached into his pocket and clicked off the tape recorder. He rubbed the
back of his neck and nodded slowy. Linda grinned. "I told you."

"It doesn't nean she's telling the truth,” Mac whi spered as they went to the
next room

"What ?"
"She mght just be crazy. That is, after all, what this place is in business
for." He gestured toward the roomthey had just left.

"Well, that don't explain the others, does it? And why does the military have
t hem | ocked up here?"

Mac shrugged. "There's no way to corroborate her story."

Li nda stopped pushing her cart and | ooked squarely into Mac's eyes. "I spend
a

ot of time around crazy people, and these wonen who seen the aliens is
different. And sane people don't tell stories like she did if they ain't
true.

Why woul d they? Look where it's gotten her."

Mac was about to answer when footsteps sounded in the corridor

Li nda's eyes opened wi der, startled. "Security making their rounds. Get in
here." She hustled into the next room "Take this and scrub the toilet in
there." She handed hima sponge and sone spray disinfectant.

Mac took themand hurried into the bathroom He knelt down next to the toilet
and began to scrub vigorously. As the footsteps grew | ouder, Mac felt his
hear t

beating faster. He was about to get busted. By the nilitary, no | ess. And was
it

worth it? How could he possibly get a story out of what he'd just heard?

"Hi, Linda," a tenor voice echoed in the hall.

"Hi, Carl. Just about wapped up, this is the last room" she answered.
"Ckay, you know the way out," the man chuckl ed. The footsteps continued down
t he

corridor. Mac stood quietly and listened to them fade.

"It's all right, he's gone," Linda whispered. "Let's get you out of here."
“"I'mall for that," he said.

They wheel ed the cart quickly down the corridor and boarded the el evator

Waen

the el evator doors opened after their descent, Mac found hinmself back in the
service area of the hospital

"You can find your way back up to the trailer,’

she said when she had taken

hi m

back to the door to the outside. "I still got work to do. You gonna wite the
story?"

"We'||] see. | have to listen to the tape again, see what's there."

She nodded then asked, "You won't use me and Harry's nane, will you? | could
| ose ny job."

"Prom se,"” Mac answered. "Thanks for getting nme up there." He stuck out his
hand.

Li nda shook it. "You better get goin'.
Fifteen mnutes later, in his own clothes again, Mac clinbed into his jeep
?ggked at the watch he had hung fromthe rearview mrror. Cose to mdnight.
:?red up the jeep and sped out of the parking lot, making the tires chirp as
Zﬁifted i nto second gear.



Sl ouching at his desk, Mac stared at the blank screen of his conmputer

noni tor.

The gl ow emanating fromit—along with the always-on tel evision—aere the only
light sources in the room

Next to himlay a notepad with a dozen scribbled i deas crossed out. He

gl anced

at his watch: two-thirty in the morning. Still plenty of time before he had
to

fax the story about the Wstwood Medical Center to Cranston

He | ooked at the half-enpty case of Grand Marnier next to the bed. My reward
when |'m finished, he thought, tapping a pencil on the edge of his blotter
Restl essly, he changed positions in his chair. If he stuck strictly to his
assignment, all he would have is a bunch of boring figures regurgitated by
Kennedy and the rest of the bean counters.

Then, as they had dozens of tines that night already, his eyes strayed to the
smal | tape recorder sitting next to the nonitor. Wat he really wanted to
wite

about was in there.

He didn't work at the Tines anynore. What was the worst that could happen?
The

story wouldn't go to ink. And if it didn't, he wouldn't get paid. And he
needed

t he noney.

He put the pencil in his nouth and bit down on it.

H s eyes drifted toward the corner of the desk where the picture of his
children

rested. He picked it up and studied their faces. Then, turning the frane
over,

he unhooked the plastic fasteners that held the back on and renpved two
phot os

stashed there.

The first was bl ack-and-white and grainy, taken when Mac was ei ght years ol d.
H s father and nother stood protectively on either side of him In the
background was the tiny brick church they had attended in New Mexi co. He

t ur ned

away and stared at the floor near his bed, |ost in thought.

Then he shook his head, as if to clear it, and | ooked back at the youthful
face

of his father, frozen in time. "You were crazy," he said out |oud, and
flipped

t he photo onto the desk-top

He hesitated a noment, |ooking at the ceiling, and then forced hinmself to

| ook

at the second photo. It showed a nmuch ol der Mac, an adult, with three
children

and his wi fe, Mggie, standing under the spreading canopy of an ancient,
gnarl ed

California oak. Behind them stretched Maggie's parents' vine-yards in Paso
Robl es. Beans of sunlight streamed through the foliage and surrounded the
fam ly, creating a magi cal weave of |ight and shadow. In the distance,
trellised

rows of grapes ripened in the sun

Different days. A different life.

He put the photo with his wife and kids back into the frame but kept the one
of



his parents out, leaned it against the tape player, and clicked the play
but t on.

He cl osed his eyes and listened to the recording he'd nade at the hospital
envisioning in detail the wonan's haunted features as her chilling account of
al i en abduction and inpregnation crackled over the small speaker

You're all crazy, the bunch of you, he thought, and that was what he really
wanted to believe. It would be such a relief to dism ss the wonan as j ust
anot her wacko, fringe-dwelling, conspiracy-theorizing nutcase.

He opened his eyes and stared again at the picture | eaning agai nst the
recorder,

feeling rising anger and resentnent even all these years after the man's

deat h.

He'd been fairly successful in recent years in putting his father—and his
father's beliefs—eut of his mnd, or at |east buried so far wi thin himthat

t hey

never cane to the surface. Talking to that wonan toni ght had brought it al
scream ng back.

But isn't that the real reason | went back to the hospital and subjected
nysel f

to Linda and the inside of a toilet bow —+o sonehow conme to terns with the
past

and overcone it?

The voice on the tape recorder caught his attention: "They showit to me. And
I

cant believe it—t's not human ..
He shivered.

Did he want to spend the rest of his life in fear, avoiding things, hiding?
Wasn't it tine to face this thing?

He grabbed his notepad and scribbled a title: "The Abducti on Phenonmenon: Fact
or

Fiction?"
He stared at it. There were possibilities here.
He jotted down a couple of ideas, refined those and added a few nore, |iking

what he saw.

He chuckled grimy. None of this had anything to do with his assignment.

Wr se,

it hinted at a possible secret floor in the newly constructed wi ng of the
West wood Medical Center, operated by the mlitary. 'And especially designed
to

deal with UFO abductees, at that! Cranston's going to have a cow. Mybe two!"
he

said to hinsel f, |aughing.

He | ooked one last tine at the rough outline, then tore that sheet off and
rearranged the ideas on a clean sheet. He pinned it with a paper clip to the
lanp next to his nonitor and began to peck away at his keyboard. He hunched
over

his work, totally absorbed, for over an hour, and knew that he had the

begi nni ng

of a good story. Half an hour later he finished the second draft and read it.
Mac straightened in his chair and arched his back, nmaking the bones in his
spi ne

crack. He grinned as he read the story one last tine, then opened his fax
software and sel ected Cranston's nunmber. VWay do | do things like this? he
asked

hi msel f, shaking his head. Bucking the system playing the wild
card—€ranston's

going to be ticked.

But besides that internal warning, Mac also felt a degree of satisfaction.

O was it just that he was being deliberately spiteful ? Into his awareness



swam
anot her thought he'd been trying to sup-press for two days, since Mac first
heard froma friend that Cranston was seeing his ex-wi fe. Was there sonethi ng
goi ng on there? Had Jimbeen biding his tine, waiting for Mac and Maggie to
split up so that he could nove in on her?

Mac shook off the thought. He didn't even know if it was true. What was nore
i nteresting was that Cranston happened to be on the board of directors at the
West wood Medical Center. OF course that didn't nmean he was inplicated in
anything. In fact, Mac's article didn't directly accuse anyone of anything.
Mac doubl e-clicked Cranston's nunber and waited for the linkup, snmiling as

t he

machi nes tal ked to each other.

When the transm ssion was conpl ete, Mac slipped the dust cover back over his
conputer, turned off the ringer to his phone, and bounded over to the case of
Grand Marnier to select a bottle. He slipped off his tennis shoes and sank
onto

the worn, lunpy couch, staring at the soundl ess screen. An old John Wayne
novi e

was on. He broke the seal around the neck of the bottle and gently eased the
cork out. He | ooked around for a glass. The one he'd used the night before
was

on the floor a few feet away. But getting up would be too nuch effort. He

ti pped

the bottle back and let the first taste of the liquor swirl around in his
nout h

before it trickled down his throat. He stared at the silent action on the
television. He sipped again, a little longer this tine. He felt his body

rel ax

into the couch and adjusted a pillow against the small of hisback to get
confortable. Another hit fromthe bottle, and he began to feel |ightheaded.
The

t houghts he had held at bay rushed in on him

My dead fat her.

My dead son.

My dead marri age.

The crazy woman at the hospital who night as well be dead.

Li nda's bony hand pulling me out of the room... rescuing ne?

He guzzled fromthe bottle, spilling some of it on his shirt. H's eyes rolled
in

his head, and he felt the bottle slide out of his hand—and with it, the

t hought s

pl agui ng hi m began to slip nercifully amay .. . * * *

At his desk early the next norning, JimCranston tried his best not to yel
into

the receiver. It was bad enough that his paper was involved in a libel suit.
Now

it was starting to look as if they nmight actually lose. In the mddle of
trying

to explain to one of the paper's |awers why |osing wasn't an option, he was
i nterrupted m dsentence by a knock at his door. He squeezed the worn golf
bal |

in his hand, threwit a couple of feet in the air, and yelled, "Conme in!"
Then

he caught the golf ball and finished his sentence to the attorney.

An attractive wonman entered and wal ked briskly toward his desk. He | ooked her
over appreciatively and made a nental note: Ask this woman to |unch
Meanwhi | e,

he toyed with his perfectly clipped white nustache.

She stopped a few feet fromhis desk and held up some kind of manuscri pt,
pointing at it with her free hand. Cranston squinted at it-which ren nded him



he

needed to get his eyes checked—+then shrugged. It was Art MacKenzie's piece.
"What ?" he blared into the tel ephone receiver. Had that |awer just said what
Cranston thought he'd said? He waved her away.

The wonman shook her head adamantly and pointed again to the article.

"That's inpossible and you know it!" Cranston yelled into the phone. "Hold on
a

second, will you?" He exhal ed wearily and | oosened his tie.

Seei ng her opportunity, the woman quickly said, "You need to read this."
"What ?" Cranston said absently, taking a quick hit fromthe glass bottle of

i mported water sitting on his desk. "Just handle it, Rita. I'mtied up. Is it
witten well?"

"lIt's not howit's witten. It's what is witten.'
hol ding the article out to him

But Cranston had already retreated into his tel ephone conversation again.
"We're

not paying that anmount! No way. No way!" he yelled into the receiver

Rita shook the article to get his attention, but Cranston waved his hand in
di sm ssal and swiveled his chair so that his back was to her

"I wash my hands!" he heard Rita call as she closed the door behind her

Free of distraction, Cranston concentrated on doi ng what he | oved—bendi ng his
opponent to his point of view by yelling, cajoling, threatening to hang up

or

usi ng any of a nunber of other tricks he had perfected over the years. Rta
and

the article were quickly forgotten

She took a step cl oser

CGeneral Nathan sat confortably cloistered in his private study and reread the
docunments before himon his desk

An ecl ectic assortment of pictures crowded the walls, reflecting a lifetine
of

mlitary service: spectacul ar shots of warplanes banki ng and diving, of
rockets

spewi ng clouds of billow ng snoke at their |aunch pads, of weightless
astronauts

floating eerily high above the earth. O hers showed hi m shaki ng hands with
various presidents. One faded picture revealed a grinning young man in a

| eat her

flight jacket clinbing aboard a fighter plane during World War 11.

Nat han had been only sixteen when he'd enlisted—he'd |lied about his age, of
course—fust as the Anericans entered Wrld War I1. He had not only learned to
fly, he had also found that nmilitary life suited him He'd made a career of
it,

rising steadily through the ranks in a succession of gradual pronotions unti
he

attained his present rank: two-star general

Nat han pushed t he docunents away from him then closed his eyes and rubbed

t hem

with his fingertips. He winced in pain and tried to adjust his position in

t he

chair. It didn't help.

There was a knock on his door. "Daddy, it's time for your pills." The muffled
voi ce of his daughter filtered through the steel-plated reinforced door

He opened his top desk drawer and pushed the button that controlled the

el ectronic bolts on the door. There was a slight clicking sound, then the



door

opened and Laura, his daughter, cane in. Wth her [ong brown hair and vibrant
smle, she was a wonderful contrast to dusty docunents and war pl anes.

" Al ready?" He feigned annoyance.

"You know what happens if you don't take them" she said. "You're so

st ubborn. ™

She skirted the desk and stood next to him holding four pills in one hand and
a

smal | glass of water in the other

"You | ook nore |ike your nother every day," Nathan said wistfully.

She sm | ed. "Thanks, Daddy. But please take your pills—now

Nat han grabbed two of the pills, popped theminto his nouth, and swal |l owed

t hem

wi t hout water.

"I hate when you do that."’
st udi ed

himfor a nonment, then asked, "lIs there a |ot of pain today?"

He shook his head, lying. The pain, although dulled by the norphine pills he
took at regular intervals, was ever present. He had learned to live with it.
"Two nmore," Laura said, holding the remaining pills out in her hand. "Your
Lupron.™

"I"'mnot taking them"

"The doctor told you to—=

"I"'mstarting to grow breasts fromthose stinking things," he grow ed.

"It's just a side effect. These pills are part of your therapy. The radiation
won't be as effective if you don't take the Lupron too."

"Well, it's a side effect | can do without," he shot back. "Hang it all

t hose

idiots wanted to castrate ne!"

"Dad, prostate cancer is—

He cut her off. "I don't have to be renminded. But I'mnot going to die

| ooki ng

i ke some freak in a sideshow'

"I"'msorry. You're right." She glanced at a picture hal fway out of its folder

She grinmaced. "You know that bothers nme." She

on
his desk. "He's good-looking," she said, trying to change the subject.

He rel axed and said, "Don't go |ooking at these reports or 1'll have to shoot
you. "

She | ooked at the picture again. "Too bad you can't introduce ne."

"He's not your type."

"Well, 1'lIl leave you to your work," she said. She kissed himon the cheek
and

turned to go.

Nat han touched her arm and she stopped. He | ooked into his daughter's face
and

softly said, "It's going to be all right, Laura. Don't worry"

She nodded, then flipped her waist-1length brown hair behind her back and |eft
the room closing the door behind her

He pulled the picture the rest of the way out of the file and stared at it.
He

turned it over and read the informati on on the back: “Arthur MacKenzie, taken
at

Veni ce Beach, California, July 12, 1999."

Leani ng back in his chair, he rubbed his bare knuckles on his thick mat of
gray

hair. Then he grabbed the tel ephone and dialed a nunber. H s gaunt face was
expressionless as he listened to it ring.

"Hello," a thin, raspy voice answered.

"It's Nathan, sir. |I've finished reading it. | think he m ght be our nman,
especially with the link to his father's past," he said.



Nat han coul d hear the nman struggle to breathe. "You nean his father's
participation in '47?" The man fought for his next breath, which Nathan heard
as

a wheezing, hollow netallic sound.

"Yes. That could be the key to gaining his attention and, eventually, his
commtment.” "I'mworried about that. If he knewthe truth . . . about his

father ... there's no telling what he would do," the airy voice said. Nathan
swiveled in his chair and stared at the horrific picture of the Challenger
rocket, exploding seconds after lift-off. "It does make hi m sonmewhat

unpredi ctable. "

There was a brief silence on the other line, and then the voice suggested,

" \Why

don't you feel himout and see how he responds, then get back to me. How nmuch
are you going to tell hinP"

"Enough to hook him That part should be easy, with his reporter's nose."

The man gasped for breath, tried in vain to clear his throat, then managed to
say, "Call me when it's finished."

"Yes, sir."

Nat han pl aced t he phone back on its cradle. Sitting upright in his chair, he
| ooked at the picture of Art MacKenzie on his desk. He opened the nanil a

f ol der

and secured the photo with a paper clip. He flipped to the first page, which
contai ned the basic facts of MacKenzie's life: name, marital status, age,
birthday, |icense nunber, parents, schools, personal friends, jobs held,
church

attended. Next to each itemwas a page nunber for nore detailed information
A searing pain in Nathan's | ower back nade hi mw nce. Thank goodness for the
drugs, he thought, suddenly glad of his daughter's diligence. He | ooked again
at

t he phot ograph and wonder ed.

* * %

The phone rang in Art MacKenzie's apartnment. It was after eleven in the
nor ni ng,

and his head pounded as he lay on the couch. The Al ka-Seltzer wasn't worki ng
fast enough.

"Hello," Mac munbled into the receiver.

"I's this Arthur MacKenzi e?"

Bill collector, Mac thought. "Who wants to know?"

"M . MacKenzie, | read your article the other day in the Times, found it very
interesting. "

"Thanks." Mac rel axed.

"I was wondering if you would like to discuss it further."

"What's to discuss? It's just a story. One reporter's opinion."

"What if | were to tell you that | have information you nmight find

i nteresting?

"What kind of information? "

"Corroborating the woman's story. The abduction story.
"Who is this? This M chael ?" Mac said, thinking it mght be one of the guys
from

t he paper playing a joke on him "No, I'"'mnot Mchael. And ny nane isn't

i mportant."”

"Ckay, I'Il play along. Watcha got?"

"Can you neet me in an hour?"

"What ? Conme on, who is this?" Mac said

"Your ninth grade teacher's name was M. Sibly, and he was al so your track
coach. "

"M. Sibly?" Mac hesitated. "How did you—=

"Your nother's nmaiden nanme was Kenberton and she was born in South Bend,

I ndi ana. She di ed when you were seven-teen. Your father was stationed in



Roswel I, New Mexi co, and wi tnessed— "Wo is this?" Mac denmanded, his stonach
tightening. "Wuld you care to hear nore? | have pages full of it," the
cal |l er

said calmy

Mac stared blankly at the soundl ess rerun of The Andy Giffith Show "What do
you want? My father's been dead for years. He died when | was just a kid. Are
you fromthe I RS or sonething?"

"I"'d like to give you sonme information. Can you neet nme?" "Wy don't you j ust
say what you want to now?"

"Wl d you rather watch a novie or have sonebody tell you about it?"

"Ckay, | get the point."

"Meet me in an hour and see for yourself."

Mac hesitated, then answered, "VWere? "

"The corner of Barrington and Third Street. There's an abandoned factory.

11

nmeet you there.”

"How wi |l | know it's you?"

"One hour from now, at 12:00."

"Al'l right, Third and Barrington in an hour."

The phone went dead and Mac stared at it in disbelief. He ran his hand

t hr ough

his hair a fewtinmes, brushing it back off his forehead. What am | doi ng?
Thi s

guy sounds |ike a nutcase.

Mac went over to his desk, opened the top drawer, and took out a map book. He
t hunbed t hrough the index, found Barrington, and turned to the correspondi ng
page. He followed it on the map until it intersected Third.

"Great part of town," he nuttered sarcastically.

He t hought about calling Cranston and asking if this was sone sort of
retaliation for witing the article about the hospital. Then he deci ded

agai nst

it. Cranston wouldn't waste his tine with something like this, and besi des,

t he

caller knew information that wasn't in the public record. Maybe there was
something to it.

* * %

Mac parked his jeep next to the litter-strewn curb on Third Street and | ooked
around. The street was deserted except for two nen wal king in the other
direction a couple of blocks away. He | ooked at the weather-worn address on

t he

dirty brick building that had once been a furniture manufacturing plant. Then
he

got out of the jeep and stood next to it for a mnute, unsure what to do, his
hand still on the door handle.

Slowy, he let go and wal ked around to the side of the building. The | oadi ng
docks and parking | ot |ooked | ong abandoned; two burned-out car chassis
surrounded by bits of broken blue glass sat on the cracked, weed-infested
asphalt. Mac wal ked up the rusted netal steps onto the | oadi ng dock. He
expect ed

to find the massi ve wooden door |ocked, but when he turned the knob and
pul | ed,

it opened easily. He let it swing all the way back agai nst the building.
Standing at the threshold, he allowed his eyes to adjust to the diminterior
of

t he buil ding. Whitewashed square posts rose fromthe wood plank fl oor
creating

two aisles that ran the length of the building. They supported massive beans
t hat di sappeared into the brick walls twelve feet above the floor. At the far
end of the room light streaned in froma row of |arge w ndows, sone of which
wer e broken and had shards of glass dangling fromthem



"Hello," he called, and listened to his voice echo slightly. No reply. He
ventured a few feet further into the roombut kept his body turned so he
coul d

see the doorway.

"Hell o," he called again.

He wal ked further into the building, kicking a beer bottle that lay in front
of

hi m and watching as it bunped and skidded across the floor, finally
splintering

into pi eces against the wall. He | ooked around the enpty warehouse, shrugged,
and turned to |eave.

"M . MacKenzie?" a voice called out fromthe other end of the building.

The voice startled Mac. He spun around and saw a nman standi ng next to one of
t he

posts. Mac took a step closer to the door and call ed back, "W wants to
know?"

"I"'mthe man who called you. You can call nme Roswell. " The hair on the back
of

Mac's neck stood on end. "Roswell, as in New Mexi co?" he nanaged to say.
"Yes,

New Mexi co. Where your father was stationed
Soneone had gone to a lot of trouble to pull off whatever sick joke they were
pl ayi ng here. "That was years ago." Hi s anger rising, Mac said, "Look, what's
this all about? And how do you know about ny father?"

"Roswel | " began to wal k quickly toward him stopping | ess than a yard away.
He

was taller than Mac, which put himwell over six feet. H s face was pal e and
lined, and he | ooked at Mac with an unreadabl e deadpan stare. He reached into
his coat and produced a | arge manila envel ope and handed it to Mac.

Mac took it, angry with hinmself for not seeing the obvious bul ge sooner. It
coul d have been anyt hi ng.

"Read this. I'lIl be in touch."

Mac took the envel ope and | ooked at Roswell, hoping for an expl anation
None came. The man sinply sidestepped Mac and wal ked toward the door. Mac
spun

around to watch himexit through the sane door Mac had entered. He heard
footsteps on the netal stairs, followed by the sound of a car pulling into

t he

parking lot. Mac ran to the door and peered cautiously around the frane.
Roswel |

got into a black Lincoln with governnent plates. The car |urched out of the
parking | ot and sped down the deserted street. Mac ran out onto the |oading
dock

and watched as the Lincoln swerved sharply down a side street and

di sappear ed.

Mac exam ned the unopened envel ope as he slowy wal ked to his jeep. He

cl i nbed

in and threw the packet on the passenger's seat. Then he gassed the jeep,
pul | ed

a U-turn, and | ooked one last tine at the warehouse in his rearview mrror

* * %

At his desk, Mac inserted a worn letter opener into the nmanila envel ope,
pul | ed

out a plain white folder, and set it in front of him He slowy opened it and
whi stl ed as he read the heading on the first page: "For Your Eyes Only. Top
Secret!" On the following page in large type and all capitals was the single
word MAJESTI C.

| wonder what that neans, he thought.

A half hour later, shocked and frightened by what he'd read, Mac reached the
| ast page and found a round-trip ticketto Israel along with the name and



phone

nunber of a contact there, a Ui BenHassen

Mac's hands trenbled as he closed the folder. This was nothing nore than an
el aborate joke. A hoax. It had to be. Macs father was |ong dead, and all of
t hi s—-he waved the folder wi th annoyance—had been buried with himlong ago.
But

anot her feeling nagged at him one he w shed he could ignore.

What if it were true?

He inhal ed deeply, alnost as if he had forgotten to breathe, and | ooked again
at

the ticket to Israel. He slowy picked up the phone and dial ed t he numnber.
"Shalom " a voice answered, sounding like it was next door

"Is ... ah ... Ui there?"

"This is Ui," a thickly accented voice said.

"Is this . . ." Mac quickly checked the information in the folder. "Uri
BenHassen?"

"Yes. Can | help you?"

"Uh . . . This is MacKenzie. Art MacKenzie."

"Art MacKenzie, the American reporter?" Ui asked. "That's right."

Anot her pause. "W were hoping you woul d maybe call. You read the material ?"

"Yes. Very interesting."

"You are coning then?"

"Way would 1? What's so inportant that | need to fly there?"

"M . MacKenzie, | am an archaeol ogi st here. \What we have discovered may fit
t he

i nformation that General Roswell gave you."

"So Roswell's a general ?"

A two-star general in your Air Force."

Mac raised an eyebrow, surprised

"\When are you com ng?"

"I dont know," Mac answered, his mind reeling. "l've been given a folder ful
of

very strange and probably fal se information, but | haven't been given one
good

reason why | should cone to Israel.”

There was a pause, then Uri answered, "M. McKenzie, archaeology is

soneti mes

many surprises. In the Rabbinical Tunnel soneone di scovered accidentally a

hi dden chanber . "

"What' s the Rabbinical Tunnel ?" Mac asked.

"Sorry. You know, in Jerusalem the Tenple Munt?" Uri asked.

"Isn't that part of the Wailing Vall?"

"They are the same. It is all that remains of the Tenple, where my ancestors
wor shi ped their God of Abraham |I|saac, and Jacob. Underneath the Tenpl e Munt
is

t he Rabbi ni cal Tunnel. One night, after a dig at the tunnel's far end, a man
and

woman who were part of a survey team heard sonething fall from behind the

t unnel

wal | . They tapped the wall with a digging tool and it sounded holl ow. They
reported it."

"Ckay. So what happened?”

"You know what ? They found a hidden room You rmust come to |Israel and see for
yoursel f."

"Drop everything and fly to Israel just because sonebody finds a secret roonf?
Who cares?"

"M . MacKenzie."

"Call me Mac."

"Ckay. Mac, | can maybe promi se what might be the story of the century.”

Mac was silent.



"Ceneral Roswell believes you are the man to tell it," Ui coaxed

"Story of the century,” Mac huffed, then raised his voice. "I hate airplanes!
I

hate to fly!"

"I'"mthinking, you won't be disappointed."

Mac | ooked around the roomat his unmade bed, the pile of unpaid bills, and

t he

enpty bottles of Gand Marni er—a sad conmentary on his life. It's not as if
he

had a lot to | eave behind. He | ooked at the dates on the tickets.

"Al'l right. I still have a couple of days before the flight. | have to see ny
kids first."

"I am understanding,” Ui replied.

"What do | do when—=

"Everything is taken care of. Just come. | neet you at the airport in Te

Avi v.

Sonething else: Don't tell where you are going and don't tell what you
received

from Roswel | .

"What does this tunnel have to do with ... with what Roswell gave ne?" Mac
asked.

"Maybe everything. You will see for yourself. Shal om MacKenzie." The phone
went

dead.

Mac opened again the docunment Roswell had given him Then he cursed hinself
for

witing that story about the woman in the hospital. And then he cursed his
f at her.

Mac drove his jeep north on the Pacific Coast H ghway. On his left, the
expanse

of the Pacific Ccean shimrered and sparkled like radiant silver in the late
aft ernoon sun. The top was down and the warm ocean air blasted his face as he
cruised slightly over the speed linmt. The radi o boomed a popul ar song, and
he

banged alternately on the steering wheel and his thigh, in tine with the

pul se

of the nusic. For once it felt good to be alive.

He was headed toward Paso Robl es, where his ex-wife Maggie and their two
remai ning children Iived on Maggie's famly vineyard. He had al ways thought
of

it as a farm but Maggi e had corrected himmany tinmes; vineyard was the
appropriate term

Its nanme, "Creek Wl k Vineyard," cane fromthe creek that meandered through
t he

vineyard's two hundred acres of fertile land tucked into the gently rolling
hills of Paso Robles. Wien Maggi e' s great-great-grandfather, Robert Dunning,
cleared the land, he let stand as many native California oak trees as
possi bl e,

creating a majestic border around the property. He planted Chardonnay grapes
on

t he choi cest parts and Merl ot and Cabernet for his private use on the
remai ni ng

acreage. The vineyard produced some of the finest grapes in California and
had



the distinction of alnost always placing first in [ocal wine contests.

Mac gl anced at the sign pointing inland to Paso Robles and turned off the

hi ghway. He cut the radio and eased off the accelerator. Having traveled this
road dozens of tinmes, he knew it was a bumpy, potholed, poorly maintained
stretch of ancient asphalt. He adjusted the towel underneath himfor the
mllionth time and wiggled in the seat to avoid the protruding springs.

Mac hadn't called Maggie to |l et her know he was comi ng, and now that he was
al nrost at the vineyard, he began to regret his oversight.

Too late to turn back now, he thought. Well, it'll be a surprise; the kids
will

love it.

The probl em was that Maggi e hated surprises.

Okay. But still, it'll be good for the four of us to be together again, he

argued. But he al so knew that the nonent he saw his two renai ning children

wi t hout his ol dest son, Art, he woul d—ho, don't want to go down that road

ri ght

now. He gripped the steering wheel tighter and shifted his weight in the
seat,

trying once again to avoid the springs—which caused himto overl ook a
particularly large pothole. The front left tire fell intoit, and the jeep
shuddered and sonehow jolted | oose one thought that Mac was doing his best to
i gnor e.

Child support.

He couldn't renmenber the last tine he had sent Maggie a dinme. He had | ost
count

of what he owed, and was cluel ess as to how nmany nmont hs he was behi nd.
Tur ni ng

the jeep onto the long gravel driveway that ran through the heart of Creek
Val k

Vi neyards, he began to rationalize a nyriad of reasons he had been negli gent,
and al nost succeeded in believing them

Still far fromthe house, Mac turned the engine off and let the jeep coast
unti |

it cane to rest under the spreading oak fromthe picture he had resurrected
from

the back of the frame a few nights before. Leaning his head on the back of

t he

seat, he stared overhead at the quiet green canopy. He relaxed, content to

| et

his m nd wander for a few nonments.

Turni ng his head, he | ooked across the neatly trellised rows of grapes that
spread in every direction, riding the con-tour of the land. He pretended to
hear

t he grapes grow ng.

That was an expression Maggie's father had used habitually throughout his
life.

"Can you hear 'em growi ng?" he would ask, and then put his hand to his ear as
if

he could actually hear the grapes stretching in their skins. The phrase

al ways

brought a smle to Mac, and it did so now, as he wistfully renenbered his
father-in-law. A heart attack had taken himin his sleep, a year before
little

Art's death. It was a nerciful death; he never knew what hit him Mac thought
gratefully—and then found hinsel f wondering for the thousandth tinme how nmuch
pain his son had endured as he lay in the twisted netal remains that had once
been the fam ly car.

Enough of that. He fired the jeep, and its engine coughed to life, then

roar ed

as sound erupted fromthe worn nuffler. Startled, a covey of quail burst into



flight fromanmong the vines.

He continued up the drive under the canopy of oaks. Ahead, he saw the house
el evated majestically above an expanse of well-manicured lawn. It was a
nonunent

to the craftsmanship of another century. Decorative rafters forned the steep
gabl ed roof, adorned with dark green slate quarried and shi pped west from
Pennsyl vani a. Large, wood-framed wi ndows graced the second story; bel ow,
severa

sets of French doors joined the interior with a roofed porch that encircled
t he

entire house. Twin rocking chairs sat like ancient sentinels at the front
doors.

The driveway continued around the south side of the house toward the |arge
barn

where the famly parked their cars and trucks. Mac's stomach churned when he
recogni zed one of the parked cars. It belonged to his ex-boss at the Tines,
Jim

Cranston. There were many BMA in California, but there was no m staking the
ever-present set of golf clubs resting in their habitual spot against the
rear

seat of the car.

Sone gol fing rendezvous up north? Mac wondered. So maybe the runors are true
after all. He thought about turning the jeep around. Just the thought of
Maggi e

and Cranston together made himangrily slap the steering wheel

"Daddy!" squeal ed a high, famliar voice. Mac saw a small blur scoot off the
porch, sail down the steps, and run across the yard toward himw th her arms
flailing over her head. He turned the notor off, junmped out of the jeep, and
took a step toward his daughter as she flung herself into his arnmns.

"Daddy! Daddy!" Sarah |aughed as she buried her head agai nst his chest.

"Hi, honey, | mssed you." Mac held her, rocking her in his arnms, running his
fingers through her blond curls. "Were' s Momand Jereny?" he asked softly.
"I nside, with Grandna."

He hugged her close as he clinbed the three wooden steps up onto the porch
"I love you, Daddy," she giggled.

"I love you too, honey," he answered, holding her tightly.

Mac opened the screen door and stepped inside. H s daughter's cry heral ded
hi s

arrival, and the rest of the house-hold hurried to nmeet him

"Dad!" Jereny cried as he ran down the wi de hallway. Mac dropped to one knee;
still holding Sarah, he enbraced his son

"Hell o, Mac," his nother-in-law said warnly.

Maggi e appeared fromthe kitchen, followed by Jim Cranston. Mac stiffened as
he

saw t hem t oget her.

"Mac, what a pl easant surprise," Mggie said, the edge of annoyance in her
Voi ce

bel ying her smile.

Mac gently pried Sarah and Jerenmy away and slowy rose to his feet. "Maggie,
Jim" he said, and | ooked only at Maggi e, deliberately avoiding any eye

cont act

wi th Cranston.

She | ooks great, he admitted, feeling a tug at his heart. She was dressed in
a

T-shirt and cutoff jeans whose frayed white edges encircled her tan, athletic
| egs. Her thick, sandy-brown hair hung | oosely around her shoul ders. Bangs

t hat

were always just a little too | ong al nost covered her hazel eyes, which
stared



at him silently asking, Wat are you doing here?

"I was in the nei ghborhood and just dropped by." He shrugged.
"I wish you'd called first," Maggie said, folding her arns in front of her.
Cranston noved closer to her. If he puts his armaround her, Mac thought, I'm

going to pop himone in the nose. |Imediately, another thought followed. She
isn't yours anynore—get over it! Wiat do you care anyway? Besi des, she could
do

a lot worse. Cranston's not such a bad guy.

"Nice to see you, Jim" Mac said, as Cranston was about to speak.

Sil ence menaced the little group, freezing everyone in a tableau of

awkwar dness

that seemed to | ast forever. Jereny grabbed Mac's |leg and yelled, "Foot ride!
Foot ride!"

Sarah echoed the chant and wapped her arms tightly around his other |eg
whil e

planting her little bottomfirmy on his tennis shoe, hanging on for all she
was

wor t h.

Everyone | aughed, gl ad of the distraction.

Mac staggered fromside to side, lifting one foot, then the other, and
pl anti ng

themfirmy on the floor in front of him accenting each novement with a

t hroaty, "Booml Boom " He clunped and stonped his way into the living room

gl ad

to be away from Maggi e and Cranston.

"Do you want sone |enonade?" Doris, his mother-in-law, called from behind

hi m

"Sounds great!" Mac replied as he boom booned around the living room
Cranston tactfully followed Doris into the kitchen, |eaving Maggie in the
doorway. She | ooked at Mac and grinned. Mac pretended he didn't see her as he
continued stonmping. But he did. He saw her watching him and then he saw her
eyes drift toward the mantle, and he saw the pain on her face. He followed
her

gaze to where a picture of his dead son rested in the center of the mantel.
Next

to it sat a small vase of fresh-cut flowers.

"Mom do you need any hel p?" Maggi e call ed, and di sappeared down the hall

wi thout waiting for a reply.

It struck Mac that she shared the same tornmenting nmenories as he did. Despite
their divorce, they were bound together by a tragedy that neither of them
coul d

conpl etely reconcile or heal.

"Al'l right, you guys, ny legs can't do this anynore," he pleaded, and stopped
for a nonent.

"Just once nore around the room please!" Jereny said, tilting his head back
to

see Mac.

"Come on, Dad! Please!" they cried, in unison.

Mac si ghed, clunped around the room agai n, then headed for the couch and

col l apsed onto it, noving it a couple of inches fromits intended place on

t he

car pet .
"Just once nore!" the kids pl eaded.
"No. That's it. | nean it. No nore! That's it! Ckay?"

Sarah and Jereny reluctantly unwound t henmsel ves fromtheir father's |egs,
clinmbed onto the couch on either side of him and snuggl ed cl ose.

"So how are you guys doi ng?" Mac asked, putting an arm around each of them
"Do you want to see ny new dol |l y?" Sarah asked.

"What's her nanme?" Mac replied.

"Julie."



"Thats a nice nane."

"Hey, Dad! Hey, Dad, we killed a rattler a couple of days ago," Jereny

i nterrupted.

"Real | y? How bi g? Who killed it?"

"Manol o, and it was this big," Jereny said, holding his hands as far apart as
he

coul d.

"Manol o chopped its head off with a shovel,"” Sarah added, scrunching up her
nose

i n di sgust.

"You guys have to be careful out here. Your nmomdoesn't let you go out into

t he

vi neyard by yoursel ves, does she?"

"No, we have to be with a grownup," Jereny |lanented. "Good thing. And what do
you guys do if you see a snake?"

Mac asked

"We scream and run. No, | mean run and then we scream" Sarah corrected
hersel f.

Mac | aughed and nodded.

"Daddy, can | show you how good | can read?" Sarah pl eaded.

"You' re readi ng?" Mac asked, surprised.

"Yep," she answered proudly, as she slid off the couch and bounded out of the
room She returned with four or five books under her arm and wi ggl ed her way
back into her spot next to Mac.

"What's this one?" Mac asked.

"The Tickle Bugs," she replied.

"And what are tickle bugs?" Mac asked seriously.

"They're stupid," Jereny interjected.

"Are not," Sarah shouted back

"Are too," Jereny returned.

"Hey! Come on, | just got here and you guys are fighting." He waited for them
to

settle down, then said, "Let me see how good you read." He opened the book
and

set it on Sarah's |ap

She began to read, slowy sounding out each word.

"That's great, honey," Mac said, surprised and delighted. She finished the
story, then picked up another book. "This is nmy favorite," she announced.
"It's

about Noah and a whol e bunch of animals."

Mac put his arm around her and drew her close as she began to read again. He
hel ped her with sone of the nore difficult words. She pointed out her
favorite

ani mal s and then skipped to the | ast page and showed Mac the big rai nbow
"It's

the best part," she said. Then she set the book on Mac's | ap and pi cked up
another. "This is ny favorite one."

"I thought Noah was your favorite," Mc said.

Jereny rolled his eyes and | ooked the other way. "It is, but this is too,"
she

sai d.

"Ch," Mac smiled. "What's this one?"

"David and G ... Gol ..."

"CGoliath!" Jereny blurted out, clearly exasperated with his sister

"David and CGoliath," Sarah repeated.

"Where did you get these?" Mac asked.

"From church," Jereny answered. "G andnomtakes us every Sunday."

"Every Sunday?" Mac asked, remenbering when regul ar attendance had been a
routine part of his life.



Jereny nodded. "She wants us to know about God. She says Art's up in heaven
with

him" and he pointed toward the ceiling.

"Daddy, listen, " Sarah insisted, ignoring her brother. "COkay, honey, go
ahead, "

Mac answered, glad for the interruption

After struggling through the first page, Sarah set the book down and asked,
"Dad, what's a giant? Like in David and Go ... Goliath?" she asked.

Mac thought about it for a noment, then answered, "They're really, really big
peopl e. But there's no such thing."

"Well, Grandna says that David killed the bad giant with a stone."

"It's just a story, honey, that's all."

"Well, Grandna says it really happened. Do you believe in giants, Dad?"

"No, honey. Not anynore. "

"Grandma says that God hel ped David kill the nean giant."

"Here's the | enmonade,"” Doris called pleasantly, carefully balancing the tray
in

front of her as she walked into the living room Mggi e and Cranston foll owed
a

few steps behind and seated t hensel ves opposite the sofa in two identica

wi ngback chairs. Doris placed the tray on the corner of the polished dark
mahogany coffee table and held it with one hand while the other noved

pi ctures

and assorted keepsakes, clearing a place for the tray.

"Let me help you," Mac said, as he noved a small silver chest holding a
sachet

of dried rose petals.

Doris handed out the drinks. "It's fresh squeezed fromour own trees," she
sai d

proudly. "Not too nmuch sugar added either."

Mac took a sip and nodded approvingly.

"So what brings you up here?" Maggi e asked bluntly.

Mac took another sip, |eaned forward, and set his glass carefully in front of
himon the | eather coaster. He turned it twi ce around and stared at the
condensation on the outside of the glass. He | ooked at Maggie. "WVell," he
began,

"I"'mgoing on an assignnent."

"Ch, that's great, Mac," Maggi e said, not hiding her surprise.

Cranston lifted his eyebrows.

"I"'mgoing to Israel," Mac stated, secretly glad his announcenent had
surprised

t hem bot h.

"Where's Israel ?" Jereny asked

"On the other side of the world, across a big wide ocean, " Mac said, putting
a

bit of nystery in the inflection of his voice. "Wat's the assignment? "
Maggi e

asked.

"Can't really talk about it," Mac said and folded his arms across his chest.
"It's confidential."

"Confidential," Cranston repeated. "I w sh you'd been nore confidential in

t hat

article you wote for me. | trust you to wite a sinple story and you go off
t he

deep end. | only wish I'd taken the time to read it before it went to print."

"You mean you didn't even look at it?" Mac asked, delighted.

"No. | should have, though." Cranston stroked his white nmustache. "One of the
other editors called my attention to it, but I was just too busy with a phone
call. So | gave it the okay based on our |ast conversation."

"Ch," Mac said, his face broadening in a grin. "You should have read it.



There's

some pretty far-out stuff happening there—en the sixth floor, particularly."
"By the way, that sixth floor is a mlitary psych unit. They weren t at al

pl eased by your article."

"Then you know all about women being abducted by little gray nen who cone
from

somewher e beyond our gal axy.
uni ver se.

Cranston shifted in his chair and chuckl ed patronizingly. "That's
pr epost er ous.

Who' d make up a ridicul ous story like that?"

"I have ny sources."

Mac spread his arnms out as if to enconpass the

Cranston |l aughed. "It is a nuthouse, after all." He waved his hand in
di smi ssal .
"Well, I'"msure you can check the story. You are on the board of directors,

right?" Mac said, relishing the nmonment.

"Your trip sounds exciting," Maggie interjected, hoping to ease the tension
bet ween the two nen.

"So when do you | eave?" Cranston asked, inpatience edging his voice.

Mac avoi ded him | ooked at Maggie, and said, "I |eave tonorrow "

"You mean you're | eaving al ready?" Sarah asked, and her face collapsed in

di sappoi nt nent .

"Yeah, you just got here," Jereny protested.

"Yes, but 1'll be back before you knowit," Mac said, and hugged both of them
to

hi nsel f, knowing full well that he was |ying.

"I"'mglad for you, Mac," Maggie said. "Whatever it is it sounds like a

f abul ous

opportunity"

"Thanks. "

"Well, | think that's just wonderful," Doris said, adding her approval

Mac took another sip of his | enpbnade, |ooked directly at Maggi e, and rose
from

the sof a.

"Well, | better get going."

"Ch, Dad," the kids whined.

"Can't you at least stay for dinner? Fried chicken and honeyed yans!" Doris
bai t ed.

"No, | really have to get going. | have to pack and all,"’
"Mac, stay for dinner," Maggie pl eaded.

Her request caught Mac of f guard and for a second he actually considered it.
But

then he thought of all of themsitting at the table with Cranston. "Maybe when
I

get back," he said, and he wal ked toward the foyer

The children foll owed, but Maggie called to them "Kids, give ne a mnute
with

your father alone, okay?" and she hurried to catch up with Mc.

"Mom " Sarah began to whine.

"Just a mnute, Sarah," she said firmy

"Honey, cone sit with Grandma," Doris said, holding her arns out to Sarah
Mac waited for Maggie by the front door, resting his hand on the doorknob
"What gives you the right to just barge in here and disrupt everybody's
life?"

she whi spered under her breath angrily.

"I"mnot disrupting anything, amI|?" he said, feigning innocence. "And if by
everybody you mean you and the wannabe golf pro, | offer no apol ogies.

Besi des,

they're nmy kids, too.

he sai d.



"M. Sarcasmreturns. | can't even have a normal conversation with you."
"You started it."

She sighed, then pleaded softly, "I don't want to fight. The kids really mss
you, that's all. They want their dad." Mac | ooked at her. "I'm doing the best
I

can."

"You have to get over it, Mac," she said, avoiding Art's nane.

"Li ke you," he countered, with a pointed | ook

"At least | have a life," she shot back defiantly.

"Playing golf is a life? | thought you hated gol f."

"Is it against the |law to change what | [|ike?"

"The kids told ne they al most got bit by a rattler. Mybe you should spend
nor e

time watching themand | ess on the golf course with Casanova, for crying out
[ oud!"

"What are you tal king about!" she whispered angrily. "You know+ don't even
know

why | bother with you, Mac. You can show yourself out!" She spun around and
wal ked down the hall, disappearing into the kitchen. "And send the child
sup-port!" she called, as the rear door slammed.

Mac headed for his jeep, glad to be out of the house and away from Maggi e,
from

Cranston—and even glad, in a way, to be leaving his children

Jereny and Sarah burst through the door behind him He stooped and gave them
each a hug.

"Bye, Dad," Sarah said, trying not to cry.

Jereny hugged Mac once nore, then grabbed his sister's hand and the two kids
ran

back into the house.

Mac al ready had the jeep started when his nother-in-Iaw wal ked up beside him
and

gently rested her hand on his arm "You know-+they're just friends," Doris
sai d.

"Ch?" Mac took a deep breath, trying to cal mdown. Doris nodded. "Maggie 's
still young. Living way out here ... well, he takes her to dinner. \Wo can
bl anme

her for wanting to get out every now and then? But | think her heart's stil
here."” And she touched Mac's chest.

"Thanks," he said, cracking a smle. "Tell her I'lIl wite as soon as | get a
chance. Better yet, tell her I'IIl call."

"You be careful, Mc."

“I'I'l be careful, Mom And thanks."

Doris stepped back fromthe jeep. Mac threw it into gear and started down the
gravel driveway.

Mac hunched pensively over the |leatherette bar rail of the Jolly Roger

| ounge.

Less than ten feet away, a steady stream of passengers hurried to their gates
at

Los Angel es International Airport.

A world within a world, he thought, gazing at the multi-ethnic variety of
rushi ng comuters and travel ers.

He turned back to the bar and eyed the tunbler that the bartender, dressed in
cheap imtation pirate garb, had cerenoniously placed in front of hima
nonent

ago. His third. O maybe fourth. He wasn't keeping track



He picked up the glass, raised it to his lips, and squinted through the bar's
dimlight at the plastic porthole clock. Another hour of this and I won't
care

if they volunteer ne for the space shuttle, for crying out |oud. He sipped
from

hi s dri nk.

He patted the ticket inside his jacket for the tenth time, reassuring hinself
it

was still there. He hated to fly. No, that wasn't strong enough. He despi sed
it.

At best, it was a |oath-some conveni ence. Just the thought of flying 35,000
f eet

above sea |l evel, helplessly suspended over the frigid waters of the Atlantic,
made hi m shiver. This would be the I ongest flight, by far, in his

deli berately

stunted flying career.

He si pped agai n.

An inmpeccably dressed, portly nman sat down at a barstool next to Mac. H s
hai r

was slicked straight back, covering a small bald spot on the rear of his
round

head. Pinkie rings rested snugly on the fleshy, nmanicured fingers of each
hand.

"Comi ng or going?" he asked, leaning in Mac's direction and smling affably.
"doing," Mac slurred as he lifted his glass toward the man

"Me too. Overseas," he stated

Mac sipped the Grand Marnier and felt obliged to say something. "Europe?" he
asked, unable to think of anywhere el se at the nmonment.

"Algiers. And I'Il have a gin and tonic, huh?" he added to the pirate
bar t ender,

then turned to Mac and confided, "Business."

"Ch ..." Mac nodded, staring vacantly at his hal f-drained drink

"\Where you headed?" the nan asked.

Mac drained the glass, set it back on the bar, and notioned to the bartender
for

another. "lsrael," he replied. "Tourist?" the man queri ed.

"Sort of," Mac nunbl ed, and wi shed the guy woul d stop aski ng questi ons.
"Fascinating place, Israel. In fact, the Mddle East in general, huh?" the
portly man said, twi sting one of his pinkie rings. "Seens there's always a
war

starting or ending or some-where in the mddle, and |I'm never sure who with."
He

| aughed, then slurped a generous sip of his drink. "The place is no bigger

t han

the state of New Jersey! Right? Let the Jews have it and be done with it. O
blow themall to kingdom conme. Either way's all right with ne."
"I'"'moverwhel mred at your sensitivity," Mc said.

The man becane serious for a nonent. "Ch, | value human life." Then he
chuckl ed
and pl aced his hand over his heart. "My own. Hey, | bet we're on the sane

flight. El A ? seventy-four?"

"No, that's not mine," Mac answered, relieved, imagining what it would be
like

sitting next to this Grand Inquisitor for fourteen hours.

The portly man began to tal k about sports. He rattled off an inpressive
series

of scores and statistics. Probably pronpted by Mac's obvious disinterest in
t he

topi c, he changed subjects, prattling on about the governnent, taxes, the
nati onal debt, and the upcomi ng el ections. Mac was in no condition to



respond.
He switched topics again, discussing strange diseases coming fromThird Wrld
countries: ebola, Lhasa fever, and Brazilian neningitis. Mac tried to foll ow

al ong.
Time ticked by. The man with the rings bought Mac anot her round.
Maybe 1'lIl go to the nmen's room Mac thought groggily. Any-thing to get away

fromthis guy. If he says "huh?" one nore tine I'"'mgoing to lose it.

Bef ore Mac coul d excuse hinself, the conversation slid to a new topic, this
tine

focusing on escaped Nazis hiding out in South Anerica. Mac rolled his eyes
and

chuckl ed.

"You really believe all that? About the Nazis?" Mac asked.

" Huh?"

Mac shrugged and sipped his drink. WIl this guy ever |eave?

"Hey, look at that!" the man exclai med, pointing toward the television tucked

up

near the ceiling.

Mac gl anced up. It was an old science fiction novie. "lsn't that War of the
Worl ds?" the man asked.

"Yeah ... | think so." Mac watched as an alien ship fired a death ray at

fl eei ng

civilians.

"Wonder if they really do exist, huh? " The man nodded toward the screen
"You

know, other life-forms—extraterrestrials or whatever you want to call 'em
Mac al nost choked on his drink. The guy's comrent seemed i nnocent enough—but
what a coi nci dence. "The subject's never interested me," he stated dryly.
But Pinkie Rings continued, ignoring Mac's answer. "Hey, the universe is a
bi g

pl ace. Besides, too many peopl e have seen them ™"

Mac shrugged, hopi ng the man woul d change the subject.

"UFGs are practically a fact of life." The busi nessman waved hi s hand.

" Al nost

everybody has seen one, huh? Even Jimy Carter said he saw one." He | eaned
closer to Mac and confided, "I saw one once nyself."

"Hm®?" Mac feigned boredom

"Yep, | have. When | was a kid, maybe twelve or so. Huh?" Through the haze of

al cohol , Mac thought, Why is this guy pressing this on ne?

The man whi spered, "So you don't believe, then?" Mac stared straight ahead.
The man began again. "I was about twelve. | was at Boy Scout canp. There are
four of us walking up this little ravine, taking a shortcut back to where our
troop's camped. It's around noon because | remenber the reason we were taking
the shortcut was so we wouldn't be late for lunch, huh? W're in single file,
wal ki ng up the ravine, when one of the other kids shouts and points to the
sky.

The other two kids see it too and they start yelling and scream ng. |I'm| ast
in

line, so at first I don't know what it is they're looking at. So | ask one of
the kids next to me, “Jimmy, what is it?" He points to the sky and | | ook up
where he's pointing and there it is.”

He paused dramatically, then continued. "The sky was big and blue. Not a

cl oud

init. There, off to ny right, hovering, is this silver disk. Just hovering.
Sittin' in the nmddle of the sky without a sound. We all stare at it, for, |
don't know ... thirty seconds or so. Then all of a sudden this thing just

t akes

of f, straight up into the air. Wthout a sound. One instant it's there and

t he

next its gone. Just like that." He snapped his fingers and rolled his eyes



upwar d.
The story was unconfortably fam liar, and Mac shifted uneasily in his seat.
"Then what happened?" he finally asked.

"Well, we all ran back to canp as fast as we could. W told everybody what
we'd

seen. Here's the part I'lIl never forget, though: Six hours |ater everybody
but

me deni ed that we had seen anyt hi ng.
"What do you nean?" Mac asked.

"I nmean all the other kids nade so nuch fun of us that we felt |ike

out si ders.

So the three other kids denied the story. In fact, by dinner that evening,
t hey

all said it was just a joke, that we'd just made it up. | didn't go al ong,
t hough. "

"You didn't change your story?"

"Nope. And that got ne in a lot of trouble.’
angry.

He reached over and grabbed Mac's armand pinned it to the bar. "And if you
know

what's good for you, you'll forget everything you' ve seen, too—MacKenzie."
How does this guy know nmy name? Mac wondered. Did | tell hinP He yanked his
arm

away and tried to stand, his head reeling fromthe al cohol. Some instinct
screamed for himto run—but run from what? Mac swayed on his feet.

Pinkie Rings slid off his stool. He was bigger and qui cker than he'd seened,
and

now he suddenly | ooned inches from Mac's face.

"Now you listen and you listen good," the man's voice rasped in Mac's ear

"Go

hone and forget all this stuff. Just for-get it."

Mac heard a dull thud and felt a stabbing pain above his stomach. He was npst
of

the way to the floor before he realized he'd been slugged in the solar

pl exus.

"Hey, what's going on here!" Mac heard the bartender yell

The portly man suddenly | oomed over Mac's face, and Mac felt hinself being
hoi sted upward by his jacket collar. "Just go hone."

"Hey, let the guy go!" the bartender's voice insisted. "I'mcallin' security!

The man's face grew dark and

The portly man dropped Mac back to the floor and hurried out of the bar

di sappearing into the endl ess flow of conmmuters.

"You all right?" the bartender called out, waving the phone with one hand.
Mac held his stomach and struggl ed back to his feet. "Yeah. Hey, don't cal
anybody, okay? I'mall right. The guy's just a jerk, that's all."

Mac | eaned on the barstool, closed his eyes, and tried to catch his breath.
Suddenly he felt a hand on his shoulder. He jerked upright and blindly swing
at

what ever, whoever, was there—but checked his swing as he spun and saw that it
was a wonan.

"Are you all right?" she asked. She was alnobst as tall as Mac, with striking
bl onde, al nost white, bobbed hair, care-fully painted red lips, high
cheekbones,

and dark sungl asses. Wen she rempved her sungl asses, Mac stared into the
nost

striking green eyes he had ever seen. Mist be those new col ored contacts, he

t hought .
"Are you all right?" she repeated.
"Yeah, | guess so," he answered, and slunped onto the stool

"Why did he punch you?" she asked.



"You saw hi m punch nme? \Were were you?" Mac asked slowy.

"I"ve been tailing you. Roswell sent nme to nmake sure you got on the plane
safely. He knows you hate to fly."

Mac brushed his hair vigorously back fromhis forehead with both hands.
"Roswel |

sent you?" he asked incredul ously.

She nodded. "Did the guy say anything to you? Have you ever seen hi m before?"
Mac shook his head. "Never seen the jerk. | wasn't really listening, to what
he

was sayi ng. He bl abbed about a bunch of things. The guy woul dn't shut up
There

was sone old sci-finovie on the television and the next thing | know he's
telling me some crazy story about UFGCs."

"Way did he hit you? " she asked again.

Mac | ooked at her. "He threatened ne." Mac was far from sober, but he was at
| east consci ous enough to know one thing: whoever the guy was, he'd known way
too nmuch about Mac. The attack had been deli berate.

The wonman wat ched himas if trying to read his thoughts. "Did he try to

di scourage you fromgoing to Israel ?" Mac nodded.

"Did he succeed?"

Mac | ooked tight-Iipped at her, then asked, "Wo are you peopl e?"

"Peopl e who want to know the truth," she said.

"Maybe | should just go hone and forget about all this. This is way over ny
head. "

"Don't you want to know the truth?" she asked, then added, "I know about your
father."

Mac took a deep breath and rubbed his aching solar plexus. "Listen. R ght now
I

don't give a flip about ny father or about the “truth,' as you put it, if
it's

going to get ne killed."

"You could help, you know Wth all of this."

Mac shook his head, "Why nme? Wiy not send soneone el se?"

"Because unli ke nost people, you're linked to what's going on, through your
father. Because of your past, you're special —you' ve been in it fromthe

begi nni ng. You've just chosen to ignore it."

Over the | oudspeaker cane the announcenent for his flight. Mac stared at her
unbl i nki ng.

"That's your flight," she said, her eyes |ocked on his. "You sure you're al
right?" the bartender asked again. "Yeah. Thanks. I'll be okay." Mac nanaged
a

smle. Turning back to the woman, he asked, "Wat's your name? Do you have a
real name, or is it a code nane |ike Aurora or sonething equally stupid?"
She smiled. "Laura ... for real."

"Let's get out of here," he nunbled and took a step toward the exit. She

wal ked

next to him They nade their way slowy, staying next to the wall to allow
for

the frantic racing of late commuters in the crowded wal kway. Mac becanme aware
of

her perfume. He | ooked at her as she wal ked next to him matching his stride.
Who was she—real l y? She seemed assured but wary, confident, calculating, and
intelligent. She was al so drop-dead gorgeous.

"Here's your gate, " she said, nodding in the direction of a crowm of people
clustered around an El Al boarding tube. The crowd slowy formed itself into
a

senmbl ance of a Iine and began to board the pl ane.

"Why should I go?" he asked. "G ve nme one good reason, after what just
happened

back there.”



She folded her arns in front of her. "Okay, here's your one good reason
MacKenzie, the man who hit you wants to keep you away from sonething. Wat is
it? What could be so inmportant? Don't you see? Somebody is trying to hide
somet hi ng. "

"Way can't you just tell me what it is and save nme the plane ride?"

"What kind of talk is that froma reporter? You have to see for yourself,
form

your own opinion."

"Why does ny opinion matter so nmuch?"

"Sonmebody had to be chosen; Roswell chose you. After all, you were a great
reporter—ence."

G eat —she knows everything about me, Mac realized. "You could bring a

Vi ewpoi nt

to the story that few people could ever hope to have."

"Because of ny father."

She nodded.

Mac studi ed the handful of people who hadn't yet boarded the flight to

| srael.

He | ooked back at her, surprised to see how cal m she was. There was no

pl eadi ng,

no whi ni ng, no coercing. She'd done her job. Now it was his nove.

"Flight nunber 757 with service to Tel Aviv is now fini shed boardi ng and

r eady

for take off. Al ticketed passengers should now be on board. El Al Flight
757,

| eaving for Tel Aviv, gate nunber 3 ..." The announcenent echoed through the
t erm nal

"All right. I'lIl go." He patted his jacket pocket. "Besides, | already have
t he

ticket."

"Good. Now listen." She grabbed himby the armand started himin the
direction

of the gate. "I'Il inform Roswell of your assailant. We'll also notify Uri
You

have nothing to worry about. Try to relax and get some sleep during the
flight."

"You make it sound so sinple."

"Here you are," she said as they reached the boarding tube. He handed his
ti cket

to the agent at the nouth of the boarding tube.

"Have a nice flight, M. MacKenzie." The agent snmiled as she handed his

ti cket

back.

"Thank you," Mac said nechanically.

As he entered the tube he glanced quickly over his shoul der and scanned the
crowded gate area. She was gone. He thought he saw a bl ond head weaving in
t he

crowd, but it vani shed.

In his dream he bursts into the hospital enmergency room but instead of the
nurse calling his name, the guy fromthe bar who sl ugged hi m bl ocks his way.
He plows into the man with his shoul der and the guy falls against the wall,
hits

his head, and slunps to the floor



Mac runs down the hallway and sees Maggie. She is pressed agai nst the gl ass.
As

she turns to look at himit's not Maggie at all. It's the woman fromthe
hospital . The woman whose baby was abducted. She points to the operating
room

Mac turns and sees his son Art, lying on a table. The head doctor turns to

| ook

at Mac, and he realizes that it is not the doctor at all but his father. "You
can't do this . . . you're dead!" he screans as he tries to get to the door
Hs

feet becone welded to the floor and it takes all his effort to nove them He
stares down at them expecting to see Sarah and Jereny clinging to them but
instead there are two hybrid children, with |arge el ongated bl ack eyes ..
alien

eyes. They stare at him Mac realizes that he can't nmove and he | ooks again
at

the operating table. His father lies on it instead of Art.

He struggles to free hinself but can't because of the two children entw ned
about his legs. He screans for Maggie. The woman next to himignores himand
continues on about her abducted baby. The nan with the pinkie rings has

recovered and runs down the hall. He grabs Mac's head and pushes it agai nst
t he

glass. Mac is forced to stare at the operation in progress. His father is
gone

fromthe operating table, and it is little Art who now lies there. None of
t he

doctors or nurses is doing anything to help him They are standing to the
si de

of the operating table. He hears the man's angry voice hiss in his ear. "o
hone! Go home! Go hone!" The nachine nonitoring Art begins to drone in the
next

room There is no heartbeat.

The head doctor takes up the chant. "Go home!" Soon everyone in the roomis
repeating it. "Go home! Go hone!" Mac screans again, "Maggie!"

"Mster! Mster! Wake up."

"Maggie . . . Maggie."

"M ster, you're having a bad dream ... wake up
"What ? " Mac munbl ed, as his eyes blinked open. He saw a girl with blue hair.
Hs seatmate. He slowy realized where he was. On the airplane. Flying to

| srael.

"Are you okay?" she asked with genui ne concern

"Yeah." Mac rubbed his perspiring forehead with the back of his hand.

Whi |l e she went back to her Wal kman, he stared out the wi ndow at a group of

t hunder head cl ouds in the distance. He rubbed the back of his neck, trying to
clear his nmind, but the imge of his father kept returning.

What a crazy dream he thought.

He wondered if by some renpte chance his father mght be alive. Three years
after his father disappeared, hikers had found a body just outside of the
ten-nmle search radius the police had conducted in the Angel es Muuntains. The
body was badly deconposed and had been disturbed by animals, and the dental
records didn't match up exactly. But everyone—ncluding the police and his
not her —-assumed that the body was that of his father and that he had been

nmur der ed. They had never found the perpetrator, however. But Mac had al ways
suspected it had sonmething to do with his father's work at Roswel |

He t hought about the picture in the docunent Roswell had given himand
shifted

uneasily. There was no m staking a much younger version of General Roswell
with

his armaround Mac's father. Mac had scrutinized the picture | ooking for

si gns



of forgery, but it seenmed to be genuine. On the back side was a faded date:
Jul'y

1947.

Why t hen, when he'd net Roswell at the warehouse, was he so reticent to talk
about his father? Why woul d the governnment need to cover up anything that
happened in 19477

He t hought again about the incident at the bar. Wiy should he trust Roswell
or

BenHassen? Why shoul d he trust any of these people? Wwo did they work for?
Who

wrote their paychecks?

If things don't add up when | get to Israel, | can always return on the next
plane to the U S., he reassured hinself. He let the questions drift away
unanswered in his mnd.

* * %

Mac woke again to the pilot's voice announcing their descent into Tel Aviv,
Israel . An hour later, after going through the passport and custons check and
collecting his luggage, he energed into the bustling term nal

He spied a crude cardboard sign with the word "MacKenzie" scrawed on it,
hel d

by a rugged-1ooking man wi th wavy bl ack hair and a thick bushy rnustache.

He went over and introduced hinself. "I'mArt MicKenzie."

"Shal om Welconme to Israel. I'm Ui BenHassen." He extended a dry, thick
cal | oused hand, which Mac clasped in return

"You are | ooking better than your picture,” Ui conmrented.

Mac | aughed, surprised by the backhanded conplinment. "How was your flight?"
"Long and boring," Mac replied wearily.

"I amsorry." Ui grabbed Mac's bag and headed for the door

Hot, dry air hit Mac's face as they stepped outside the term nal. He breathed
deeply. Not too bad, he thought. Alnost |ike California, but wthout the

pol [ uti on.

"My van." Uri pointed to a white Ford covered with a veneer of yellow and

br own

dust. He opened the back door and Mac peered in at an assortnent of shovels,
pi cks, digging bars, ropes, stakes, markers, brushes, and other accoutrenents
used in archaeol ogy. On one side of the van a row of netal shelves held an
assortment of boxes with pieces of pottery. Each was carefully tagged and
nunber ed.

"First century" Ui said as he picked up an artifact, set it into one of the
boxes, and placed it on one of the overburdened shelves. He set Mac's bag on
top

of the tools. "Here, look at this.
out

a coinin a plastic zipped pouch, and handed it to Mac.

Mac turned it in the light. Even through the plastic there was no m staki ng
t he

wor n i mage of Augustus Caesar.

"Froma tel we are excavating," Uri explained.

"Fascinating, " he replied, giving the coin back. They clinbed into the van,
and

Ui started the engine that spurted noisily to life. "Hole in the nuffler,”
he

expl ai ned as he shifted into reverse and backed out.

"Yeah, | thought it sounded famliar," Mac said, thinking of his jeep.

As they left the airport Mac was awed to see the ubiquitous presence of the
mlitary. Arnored jeeps, sonme mounted with machi ne guns fastened in the rear,
cruised the parking |l ot and were stationed at intersections. Hel nmeted

sol diers

wi th automati c weapons seermed to be everywhere. "It |ooks |like a war zone,"
he

He reached into one of the boxes, pulled



comment ed.

"It is! Unfortunately, it is our way. If we relax for even a nonent, our

nei ghbors will push us to the sea."

"How so?" Mac asked.

"Remenber Six Day War? Or Yom Ki ppur War? Who attacked first?" Wthout

wai ting

for Mac to reply he continued, "You see, we are small country just over three
hundred nmiles, tip to tip, and maybe fifty at the w dest place. Small

country.

We are surrounded by people who think we have no right to the land. But our

cl ai m goes back thousands of years. Before Mihanmad and his hordes, Jews were
here. W built the first Tenple. Wen it was destroyed by the Babyl oni ans and
we

were carted off to slavery for seventy years, our ancestors vowed to return
Ve

did and built the second Tenple. When Titus and his | egions came and burned
everything and killed a million people, new generations prom sed that one day
they would be returning to Jerusalemand rebuild the Tenple. Now the Mislim
shrine, the Done of the Rock, rests on top of what is left of Tenple Mount.
Its

presence certainly is a big problem W Jews believe the Tenple Munt is
ours,

but . . ." And his eyes twinkled. "I'"'mthinking in a way it offers a solution
to

the problem. . . They built on our foundation! So who was here first?" And
he

| aughed good- naturedly.

"Are you religious?" Mac asked.

"I amnot. | ama Jew, and what Jew doesn't know of these things? It is our
history."

They drove by an arnored personnel vehicle with troops gathering around it.
"Look at this." Ui notioned at the arnored car. "We live in tension, between
the constant threat of war and very fragile peace. But that is what nakes us
strong. W depend on one another in a way you Anericans haven't done since
Vorld

War 11. Every day the threat of surprise attack |oonms over us. This day could
be

the one our enem es decide to attack us. W have |learned to pull together. To
be

strong together."

Ui pulled his van out onto the freeway that connected Tel Aviv with
Jerusal em

and they began their slow ascent. The six-lane road was in excell ent

condi tion,

and Ui pushed the van five mles over the speed linmt, which was a nodest
fifty-five.

"You keep going up slowy, up and up, and then you come to Jerusalem" Uri

i nformed him

"How far is it?" Mac asked

"Maybe one hour. You've never been here? The M ddl e East?"

"No. | thought about it once, right after college. You know, travel, see
Eur ope,
Istanbul ... | got married instead."

Ui nodded toward a picture of a woman with |long dark hair that dangled from
a

neckl ace of colored braided twine fromhis rearview mrror. "Rebecca. W' ve

been

fourteen years married ... three children. You?"

Mac shifted in his seat and | eaned forward, pretending to | ook at sonething.
"Well, I"mnot anynore. It would have been ... ah ... fifteen years. But



we' re divorced."

"Sorry." Uri concentrated on his driving for a noment, then said, "I'm
soneti mes

t hi nki ng, you canme quickly, Elisha wondered if you would cone at all."
"Eli sha?" Mac asked.

"My grandfather, Elisha BenHassen." Ui smiled proudly. "Ch ... | still don't
under st and what the big secret is."

"It is what you say . . . a big secret,” Ui said, and | aughed. "Well, tel

ne

about the room Who found it?"

"Li ke some discoveries here, it was an accident. Two workmen were com ng back
from anot her area under the Tenple Munt and one of them thought he heard
something fall from behind the wall of the tunnel. He took a tool and knocked
on

the stone. It sounded hollow. The workers reported the incident, and a few

days
| ater an archaeol ogi cal teamwas sent to investigate. They used a speci al
device. It is called, | think, “ultrasound ?" Ui said, monentarily troubled

with his Hebrewto-English translation

Mac nodded. "Yeah, that's right. Utrasound."

"They used the ultrasound and di scovered that there was a room behind the
t unnel

wal | . Once they knew, they brought in equipnent to renove the stones and
opened

it."

"And | suppose you don't want to tell me what's in the room Presum ng of
cour se

that there is something," Mac pressed, hoping for the slightest inkling.
"Elisha said to not tell you anything . . . he wants you to |l ook first.
Believing is seeing?" Ui grinned.

"You mean seeing is believing," Mac corrected.

"Ch!" Ui smiled.

"Way all the nystery?" Mac asked.

"Because not everyone is ready to cone to understand what is going on," Uri
answer ed.

"And what is going on?"

"The briefing packet Roswell gave you. How did it nake you feel ? Wre you
di sturbed, realizing that we mght not be alone in the universe? Did it cause

you to doubt your origins or your god ... assum ng you believe in one."
"I thought the pictures were fakes," Mac said, not revealing what he really
t hought .

"Thi nk what you like, but Roswell has been with all of this for a very |long
time. He knows what we're dealing with."
"Ch. And what do you think we're dealing with?" Mac asked.

"A superintelligent extraterrestrial life-formthat has the ability to travel
light years in space in a very short time," Wi replied. "They are centuries
ahead of us technologically. I'mthinking ... fromwhat ... a dying race.
They

cone here to regenerate their gene pool."

"If that were the case, then why the abductions? Wiy not just ask for

vol unt eer s?"

"I'mthinking they have their reasons which are above us intellectually, as we
are above a dog!"

"Come on, you don't just take people against their will," Mac argued. "I saw
some of the results of what happens to people who supposedly get abducted!
It's

not pleasant. The worman | saw was a basket case. Literally!
"Basket case?"

"You know, she was nuts."



"Well, sonetines people are not ready—"

Mac cut himoff. "Not ready? For what? It's not right. | don't care how
advanced

these ... aliens are. To be taken against your will goes against everything
we

believe in."

"You see ... you just said it. Everything we . . . you . . . believe in. That
is

why all the hush up! People are slow to change what they believe is truth. It
is

too much threatening. Remenber it wasn't | ong ago peopl e believed the world
was

flat ... Here, look. " And Ui notioned out the front w ndow.

Mac | ooked and saw the city of Jerusalemsprawed in front of him It was
late

in the afternoon and what caught Mac's eye was a | arge gol den done shining
gloriously in the sun: the Done of the Rock

Mac recalled a trip he had nade to WIIlianmsburg. He had been inpressed by how
old everything | ooked there, but it paled in conparison to what he now saw.
Here

was antiquity. Before himlay the tangible result of thousands of years of
history, a | egacy of the ebb and flow of a myriad of peoples and cul tures.
"Unbel i evabl e! " he murnured.

"A good word for it. The dome you see is the Muslimshrine, the Mysque of
Qmar .

It sits on what is left of our Tenple Mount. Below it is the nost sacred

pl ace

to any Jew—the WAiling Wall. Jews conme here fromall over the world just to
touch it, kiss it, wet it with their tears and pray before it. The Rabbi nica
Tunnel is underneath. That is where we will be in sone minutes."

Ui BenHassen guided the van off the freeway into a tangle of side streets in
the Christian quarter of the AOd City. He parked the van and junped out. Mac
clinmbed out and stared around him It was as if he had stepped into anot her
century.

"Be close. lIgnore the vendors," Ui said. He wal ked swiftly, w nding his way
t hrough the narrow | anes. The ever-present Israeli mlitary displayed

t hensel ves

on rooftops, in darkened doorways, in the marketplace. Essentially they were
positioned in every strategic spot around the Tenple NMount

"I's it always like this?"

"Always. Mdre so during the holy days for Muslim Christian, and Jew. " He

| ooked

around the crowded area then said, "Once a few years ago, a story circul ated.
The Pal estinians were going to cone with knives and kill Israeli soldiers.
The

sentries heard about this and became nervous. A few Pal estinians happened to
show near the Tenple Munt. They were detained and started to be searched.
One

of the nen gestured or said something, naybe he noved too quickly. Something
went wong and one of the guards opened fire. The other men shouted. The

Ar abs

that are here in the marketplace heard the shots and then the cries of the
nmen,

and what shoul d have been a routine search becane a riot. The authorities

f ound

out later that the nmen stopped weren't armed. The runor had been just that, a
runor. But . . ." He wagged his finger at Mac. "Who is what! People sit at a
cafe, here in the dd City, drinking tea, tal king, enjoying the sun, the open
air. A wnman cones along with a baby carriage. No one really notices her. She
is



a wonan with baby carriage, that is normal thing. No one sees her wal k away
and
| eave the carriage. A few mnutes | ater—boom A dozen people are killed, sone

are mained for life. You see . . . that is howwe live."
They stood at the entrance to the Rabbinical Tunnel. Two armed sentries were
posted on either side of the entrance. O her personnel, |ooking bored, stood

near a guard shack. Uri stopped and tal ked briefly to one of themin Hebrew,
gesturing toward Mac as he did so. The sentry gl anced at Mac, then nodded to
Ui .

"Let's go," Ui said, and they wal ked into the tunnel

It was maybe ten feet in height and a little nmore than that across. Soft
electric lights glowed fromthe walls every fifteen feet or so, casting
shadows

on the rough quarried stone.

Mac becane aware that the floor of the tunnel felt like |large slabs of stone,
i nterconnected randomy at different intervals. It was cool and their

f oot st eps

echoed slightly as they wal ked deeper into the tunnel

"There are nore secret tunnels than this one," Ui explained. "They go in al
directions under the Tenple Muunt. Here again is conflict, as the Arabs are
afraid we will under-mne the Dome of the Rock with all of our diggings.
There

is even a runor, a runor only, mnd you, that the |lost Ark of the Covenant
was

found in one of the tunnels."

Mac snickered. "Come on, |'mnot sone |ndiana Jones wannabe you're tal king
to."
"No, really,” Ui insisted, "it has been thought that Sol onbn had a secret
room

constructed to hide the Ark. Renenber, the Ark of the Covenant was nost holy
object to the Jews. Sol onon reasoned that if invaders overran Jerusalem they
wouldn't find the Ark. After the Babyl oni ans canme and destroyed the Tenpl e,

t he

Ark was never seen again. Poof it vanished!"™ And he sl apped his hands

t oget her.

The second Tenple did not have the Ark. So there is a chance that it mght be
lying in a secret roomfor all of these centuries."

"So who found it?"

"The story is, and | say it is only a story but . . . late one night

ar chaeol ogi sts and rabbini cal scholars were excavating along the | ower |evel
of

the Western Wall. They entered a fairly long tunnel. At the end of the tunne
t hey saw what they thought was the Ark. It had dried animal skins all over
it.

But they could see one end of it gleamwth gold as they held their torches.
They went to get the Chief Rabbi. Hours passed. By the tine they returned,

t he

Arabs had nmade a concrete wall."

"Why didn't they just break the concrete wall down?" Mac asked incredul ously.
"Good question. The Rabbis say they are waiting to hear from God, and when

t hey

do they will get the Ark. The governnent officially denies the discovery. And
the Arabs avoid the topic altogether, choosing instead to caution us about

t he

foundati on bei ng weakened by all of the diggings."

"Politics and religion, bad chem stry,” Mac blurted.

"Yes, and |'msonetines thinking if the Rabbis are waiting for God they have
a

long wait!"

They wal ked further and then turned into another tunnel that had a slight



incline to it. Ahead of them Mac could see a hastily constructed pl ywood wal |
that went out into the corridor perhaps five feet and spanned fromfloor to
ceiling. In front of it a sentry slunped on a stool and snoked a cigarette.
"Shalom " Uri called out as they neared him

"Shalom" the guard nuttered, took a drag off his cigarette, and slowy stood
up

and stretched hinself.

He said something in Hebrew and notioned toward Mac. Uri smiled, then
transl at ed

for Mac's benefit.

"He said he was hoping we were his replacenents,” Ui explained. "Follow ne."
He

went into the plywod anteroom

Mac passed through the newly created opening through the tunnel wall and
entered

the secret room

"There it is," said Ui as he gestured with his hand.

Mac stepped further into the roomand carefully | ooked about. It was perhaps
ei ghteen feet square and hewn fromsolid rock. But what caught Mac's eye as
he

entered was a | arge stone sarcophagus. Perhaps twelve feet or nore in |ength,
it

domi nated the small chanber. The |id had been taken off and laid next to it

on
t hi ck bl ocks of wood.

Directly above it several electric lanps illuminated the sarcophagus and its
cont ents.

"Go. Look," Uri whispered.

Mac grew suddenly aware of his pounding heart, which seened to echo

t hr oughout

the room He took several steps and cane al ongsi de the sarcophagus and peered
into it.

He gasped. Before himlay the skeleton of a man of enormous size. A giant
skeleton, and it was conpletely intact.

Ui stepped next to Mac and pointed. "Look here, six fingers and six toes on
each of the hands and feet."

Mac was stupefied. "Wiat is . . . Wiat was it?"

Ui went over to the |lid and pointed to the chiseled arcane inscription at

t he

top of it. They were distracted by the sound of shuffling feet as soneone
entered the room

"Nephilim Anakim Rephaim " a ragged voice replied, to Mac's question
"This is ny grandfather,” Ui said as he went to the man's side. "Dr. Elisha
BenHassen." He helped himinto the room

A wi zened elderly man with a bushy white beard and a slight stoop to his
shoul ders presented hinself to Mac. He was dressed in dirt-stained khak
pant s

and a faded white cot-ton shirt, which hung |oosely around his thin body. Hs
white hair crept over his ears, concealing the ends of wire-rimtrifoca

| enses.

El i sha extended a twisted arthritic hand, and Mac stepped forward to grasp
it.

"This is Art MacKenzie ... the Anerican that Roswell told us about,” Uri
sai d.

"It's a pleasure, sir,
weat hered face.

Ui grabbed one of the crates Ilying near the wall and set it next to his
grandfather. The old man eased hinmsel f gingerly down on the makeshift seat.
H s crooked fingers traced the letters etched in the lid of the sarcophagus.

Mac replied. He studied the man's deeply |ined,



"Nephilim Anakim Rephaim Al different words, uttered by nmy ancestors

t housands of years ago to describe the sane creature. The renmains of which
you

see before you. Have you ever heard those words before?"

"No. "

"Most peopl e haven't. A handful of biblical scholars are famliar with them
but

nost have no idea of what the significance is. Have you ever heard of David
and

CGol i at h?"

"OfF course . . . no, you're not saying that ..." Mac renenbered the | ast
conversation with his daughter and marvel ed at the coinci dence.

El i sha nodded, and a playful snmile spread over his face. "Hard to inmgine,
isn't

it?"

"That's an understatenent,” Mac replied.

"What you are | ooking at are the bones of a giant, |like Goliath, preserved
here

and hi dden away all these years."

Mac | ooked again at the skeleton and wondered if it could really be true.
"When ny ancestors first entered the Prom sed Land, under the |eadership of
Moses, they sent twelve nen in to spy out the [and. Wen the men returned,

t hey

reported giants living there . . . To use their exact words, W saw the
Nephilimthere. W seened |ike grasshoppers in our own eyes, and we | ooked

t he

same to them' Ten of the twelve counsel ed Mbses and the people not to go in.
But two of the spies, Joshua and Cal eb, disagreed."

"Excuse me. I'msorry," Mac interrupted, "but is this the same Mses, as in
parting the Red Sea and the Ten Comandment s?"

"Yes." Elisha chuckled. H s |aughter abruptly turned into a hacki ng cough. He
cleared his throat, turned his head, and spat toward a corner of the room
"One of the souvenirs | carry fromthe war," he lanented. Mac waited for an
expl anati on but none cane, just a slight shifting of Ui's feet.

El i sha continued, "Because the people believed the ten spies and not Joshua
and

Cal eb, that generation did not enter into the Prom sed Land. They al

peri shed.

Forty years |l ater Joshua crossed the Jordan River, and the conquest of Canaan
began. The stories are true, the accounts accurate, and here are the bones to
prove it."

"Some of this | renmenber from Sunday school, but what does finding giant
bones,

no matter whose they are, have to do with UFGs? | don't see the connection.”
El i sha gazed steadily at himthrough his trifocals. The room grew quiet.

"Maybe

everything," he said softly. "But this place"—and he gestured wearily with
hi s

hand—is dark and nusty. And though an archaeol ogi st | maybe, |I'm hungry and

some things are best said in the light of day."

Ui went over and helped Elisha rise to his feet.

"We' || conme here tomorrow," Elisha prom sed.

They left the roomwith Elisha I eaning slightly on his grandson s arm Mac
foll owed them

An electric cart was parked next to the plywod wall. They clinbed in. Ui
drove, Elisha sat next to him and Mac sat cross-|egged on the nmakeshift
platformin the rear. They drove through the tunnel and soon found thensel ves
at

the entrance. Mac squinted as his eyes tried to adjust to the late afternoon
sun. Uri parked the cart next to the guard shack and then hel ped his



gr andf at her

get out.

El i sha conversed briefly with the guards, who nodded respectfully, and the
three

men left for Ui's van

Mac | ooked back at the entrance to the tunnel and wondered what a giant
skel et on

had to do with flying saucers.

Ui BenHassen hel ped his grandfather into the front seat of his van. He then
opened t he side door for Mac, who crawed in and found a place to sit on a
stack

of dusty burlap sacks.

Ui maneuvered through a series of circuitous shortcuts through the narrow
streets of Jerusalem On the way he pointed out various points of interest to
Mac. The Dung Gate, David's Tonb, the Russian Othodox Cathedral, the War of
| ndependence Menorial. Mac tilted his head awkwardly and caught fleeting

gli npses of nonuments and buil dings through the front wi ndow. He punctuated
each

one with an obligatory staccato of uh-huhs as the van bounced and rocked

al ong

the road.

A while later Ui slowed down and pulled up in front of a nodest conplex of
t ownhouses.

"Here we are," he said. Wile he hel ped his grandfather out, Mac opened his
door

and carefully crawl ed out of the van. He stood upright on the sidewalk,

ar chi ng

his back and stretching his |legs, thankful to be out of the cranped
Houdi ni - 1i ke

posi tion.

Elisha |l eaned on Ui as they clinbed the concrete steps that led to a small
courtyard. Uri's townhouse was tucked in the rear of the quadrangle, offering
the rare |l uxury of privacy.

Ui produced his key ring, selected a key, fitted it into the jock, and
opened

the door. He hel ped his grandfather into the house. Mac foll owed but paused
at

the threshold, for he was nmet with a strong aroma of fresh baked bread that
made

his stomach grow and his nouth water. He realized he hadn't eaten since his
arrival in Tel Aviv.

"Papa! Papa!" The joyous cries echoed through the house as three children
bur st

into the roomand swarnmed all over the nen in a flurry of hugs and ki sses,
shouting all the while with childlike glee.

Mac stood at the doorway and remenbered such greetings before the accident

when his son was alive and his famly was still together. The scene tugged at
his heart.

Anot her lifetine, he thought.

"Children, this is M. MicKenzie," Ui said. "This is nmy el dest, Mshe." He
reached out and patted the head of a boy perhaps ten years of age. "This is
Vera," he added, as he hugged his daughter of seven years. "And this is ny
youngest .."

"Qur youngest,'

corrected a lilting, musical voice. "His name is also Elisha



after his great-grandfather ... and |I'm Rebecca." She introduced herself to
Mac

as she entered the room

Mac thought of the photo in Ui's van and realized it could never possibly
relate the qualities that nmade her not only beautiful to behold but so

vi brantly

alive. The sound of her voice, her dark shining eyes, her thick long hair
tied

| oosely behind her back, the swish of her skirt as she wal ked into the room
and

stood close to Ui's side ... all of this was so wonderfully fem nine.

"My wife," Ui said, and gazed at her |ovingly.

"My granddaughter," Elisha added proudly, as he opened his arns to greet her
She kissed Ui, then went to her grandfather-in-Ilaw and pecked him

af fectionately on his cheek

Seeing Mac poised in the doorway, Rebecca went to him took his hand, and
escorted himinto the living room

"Come and sit down—you nust be exhausted. Knowi ng ny husband, he has not

t hought

anyt hi ng of what you nust feel like after flying in an airplane from
Anerical"

She threw Uri a derisive |look, then turned to Mac, smled warmy, and said,
"Qur

hone is your hone. Qur famly will be your family while you are here!"
"Thank you," Mac said, allowing her to lead himto the couch where he
pronptly

pl opped hinsel f down and | et out a weary sigh.

Rebecca went into the kitchen and returned with a pitcher of iced tea on a
tray.

She poured four |arge glasses, served the nen, and then herself. The children
gat hered around Mac and began to ask questions.

"Not now. Go and play. M. MacKenzie will be here for sonme days. You will
have

plenty of time to talk with him" Rebecca adnmoni shed gently.

To Mac's amazenent there was no pleading, whining, or cajoling fromthe
children. They sinply got up and left the room

"I have only one rule while you are here," she said, assuming a stern air as
she

| ooked at Mac. "My husband and his grandfather, and now you, have all day to
wor k. When you wal k through the door of this house at night, you nust |eave
your

work out there." And she pointed at the door

Ui nodded. "She neans it," he |anented.

"Ckay," Mac agreed, realizing he was left with only one appropriate answer.
"Rebecca, what is that wonderful snell?" asked Elisha.

"Ch, the bread!" Rebecca exclainmed and darted for the kitchen

Mac wat ched her run out of the room then turned to Ui and said, "You have a
wonderful famly, Wi. You' re fortunate."

"I"'ma lucky man." Wi beaned, spreading his mustache across his face.

"Blessed is the nore appropriate term" Elisha added. "I introduced them
Rebecca was one of ny students at the university, an exceptionally bright
young

worman. W were working a newtel. | arranged for Ui to be there that
weekend,

and, well, nature took care of the rest."

"The mat chmaker! He |oves the story."” Wi |aughed. "Does she help you with
your

wor k now?" Mac asked. "Wth the children, not so much, but she still manages
to

do nost of the reports,” Wi replied.



"What does she think of the bones you . Mac began

"No, no!" Elisha chided. "You nustn't discuss work. It hasn't been nore than
a

m nute and see, it's harder to do than you think!" He | eaned back in his
chair

and chuckl ed.

"Cone to the table!" Rebecca called fromthe kitchen

The three men rose and wal ked to the dining roomonly to be intercepted on

t he

way by the children, who fought to sit next to Mac.

The neal cane on | arge polished silver trays that were obviously a prized
famly

hei rl oom Rebecca served chi cken cooked in herbs and wi ne, small new pot at oes
roasted in garlic, and cold fresh cucunbers and tomatoes in a vinaigrette
dressing. The nmeal was topped off, of course, with a warm | oaf of fresh baked
bread. Mac had trouble recalling a finer neal

Rebecca conducted the conversation, weaving an array of questions at those
eating at her table. She queried the children about school. She talked with
Uri

about the upcoming Aynpics and Israel's chances of getting a gold in the
hurdl es. She asked Elisha how his arthritis was and scol ded himfor not

t aki ng

hi s nedici ne. She then asked Mac what life was |ike in Anmerica.

"Some nore bread?" she offered, while Mac briefly related what his life

consi sted of as a reporter.

Mac took the offering, deliberately cut his story short, and savored the

pi ece.

When the neal was over, they sat and listened to each child tell of their
favorite thing they had done that day. After-ward the children cleared the
tabl e

and hel ped with the dishes.

The task of kitchen work conpleted, Mac and Elisha retired to the living room
while Ui and Rebecca settled the children down for the night, but not before
each child said good night to their great-grandfather and Mac.

"How | ate will you be out tonight?" Rebecca asked Elisha, as she and Ui cane
back into the room

"Not too long," Elisha prom sed.

She frowned and | anented, "Ch no! That means all night!"

"No, no." Uri started in defense of Elisha.

"No, no?" She mimcked him "I know both of you well enough to know what t hat
means. M. MacKenzie." She turned to Mac. "I'msure you are exhausted from
your

travel, but as for these two, huh!"™ And she glared at them "They have little
concern for that! | hope you don't like to sleep because there will probably
be

very little of it tonight." She folded her arms in front of her defiantly.
Ui went over and put his armaround her. "W promise not too late," he
cooed,

trying his best to appease her.

"Ch, | don't know why | put up with you two," she said. "Because you |ove
us, "

El i sha answer ed.

"We should go now," Uri said.

"Wonderful to meet you, and dinner was extraordinary," Mac said, rising
wearily

fromthe sofa.

Rebecca snil ed and said, "Thank you, M. MacKenzie."

"Call me Mac."

"Thank you ... Mac."

Elisha cleared his throat. "I nust agree with Rebecca," he said. "Mac's eyes



are
rolling around in his head. He is exhausted. And, as | said earlier, sone

t hi ngs

are best saved for the |ight of day. Rebecca, why don't you show Mac his room
while Ui gets his bags?"

Ui started to protest but after a | ook at Mac's bel eaguered face and a quick
gl ance at Rebecca, he acquiesced. "All right, the bag," he munbl ed, and
headed

out to the van

El i sha cl asped Mac's hand in both of his and said warmy, "Well, Mac, when

you
awaken in the nmorning, Ui wll drive you out to nmy house and we'll talk. |
pray

your sleep will be restful."

Mac nodded, | ooking forward to it.
"This way," Rebecca said, as she grabbed Mac's hand and pull ed hi m down the

hal lway. "It's Moshe's room He was honored to give it to you while you stay
with us."”

"Thanks, | could have slept on the couch,” Mac answered, feeling awkward.

"No, this is better."” She opened the door to the roomand |left him

Mac was alone for the first tine since being in Israel. In the silence of the

room hi s exhaustion overwhel med him He | ooked around at posters of

not or cycl e

racers and rock stars plastered on the walls. An outdated conmputer sat atop
t he

child' s desk next to the wi ndow that overl ooked the courtyard. Neatly
arranged

books, with perhaps a dozen com c books interspersed anong them rested on a
shel f above the bed.

Ui knocked on the door of the roomand entered. "If not for Rebecca | would
work . . . what, all the tine?" He grinned, then added, "Here's your bag.
11

see you in the norning."

"Good night," Mac replied, as his host closed the door

Mac changed out of his clothes. How many hours have | been in these? he
wondered. He tried to do the math but realized his brain was too tired to
function properly and he was too tired to care. He left his clothes in a heap
on

the floor and tunbled into the small single bed. He pulled the covers around
hi s

neck and pronptly went to sleep.

10

Mac was awakened by giggling children peering through a crack in his door. He
ki cked the covers in a flurry with his feet, nmaking the children erupt in

| aughter at his antics. Then he junped out of bed, stretched his hands high
over

his head, and grow ed, taking a step to the door as he did so, which caused

t he

children to run down the hall in a confusion of screans and | aughter

As he entered the bathroom his mnd drifted to thoughts of Jereny and Sarah
He

m ssed them

He took a brief but vigorous shower, then found his way out to the kitchen
where Rebecca was serving breakfast. He guzzled two cups of coffee and wol fed
down a couple of slices of toast topped with plum marmal ade. Then he and Uri
left the townhouse and headed toward Elisha's.



Mac bounced in the front seat of the van as they skirted the dd Cty of
Jerusal em

Ui nade a wide turn around a stalled vehicle. "Elisha lives in a house built
bef ore the War of Independence,” he told Mac. "An Englishman nade it. After
war,

very few English remai ned. People were certain there would be war with the
Pal esti ni ans. Peopl e pani cked, real estate prices went very | ow, and

G andf at her

bought the house for a tenth of its value. He raised his children in that
house. "

"Your father was raised there?"

Ui nodded

"Where is he now?" Mac asked, curious as to why Ui had never nentioned him
"Accident. He died a nunber of years ago froma stray sniper bullet. After
hi s

death nmy nother noved fromlsrael and went to live with relatives in France.
She

was tired of wars and killing."

"I"'msorry."

Ui shrugged off the coment, "You know what? It is something we have cone to
accept. Al nost everyone has |ost nenber of their famly because of our
struggl e

to be sovereign nation."

Mac's dead son and his father's nurder cane to the fore-front of his mind. He
felt nunmb as he | ooked out the window at the ruins of the Ad Gity.

They drove a few nore mles, then Ui turned on a narrow | ane that wound its
way

up the side of a small hill. Near the crest, they swng into a gravel
dri veway
hi dden by tall, stately cypress trees. The trees marked the boundaries of the

Ben- Hassen property, creating a cloistered sanctuary.

A white-washed, two-story stucco house with a flat expanse of tended | awn sat
toward the rear of the property.

"This is it. He's lived here since the war. It is the same as the day he
bought

it, but the cypress have grown up," Uri explained as he parked the van

They wal ked toward the front porch. Mac felt the solitude and quiet privacy

t hat

the towering cypress trees afforded. Like silent sentinels they enclosed the
house and grounds fromthe outside world.

"I see you're both here early," Elisha called, as he swung the nassive front
door open and stepped onto the small porch of the house.

"He has surveillance caneras everywhere," Uri explained, as he pointed to one
mount ed near a second-story w ndow. They clinbed the steps and Elisha and Uri
enbr aced

"Good to see you again, MacKenzie. You slept well?" Elisha asked, as he

ext ended

hi s hand.

"Very well, thank you. You have a beautiful home here."

Elisha smled proudly. "Yes, I'mfortunate to have obtained this. | think God
restored the years the |ocusts consunmed ... that portion of nmy life, lived in
Cer many. "

Ui cleared his throat and | ooked away from his grandfather. Mac sensed
uneasiness in Ui and attributed it to Elisha's conment. He nade a nental
not e

of it.

"Come in, let me show you our |aboratory, El i sha said.

Mac stepped into the foyer, the walls of which were Ilined with pictures of
Elisha's fanmily. Bearded patriarchs with black top hats and phyl acteries
stared



solemmly fromdusty franmes. At one end were recent pictures of Ui and
Rebecca

and what Mac assuned to be other children sired by the el der BenHassen. C ose
to

the front door and set apart fromthe others was a faded bl ack-and-white
portrait of a newly married couple that Mac thought m ght be Elisha and his
bride.

"Isn't she beautiful?" Elisha offered, followi ng Mac's eyes toward the
portrait.

"That was taken so many years ago. |'ve been w dowed al nbst ten years."
"I"'msorry," Mac replied awkwardly.

He jutted his lower lip and said, "Death is part of life." For a nonent he
became |l ost in sonme private nmenory, but he suddenly came back and resuned his
role as host. "But thank you . . . cone in, conme in!'" And he smled at Mac
reassuringly. They wal ked out of the foyer into a wide hall, which ran toward
the rear of the house. To the right was a long single step that led to the
living room A cathedral ceiling | oomed over bookshelves that |ined three of
t he

wal | s and reached to the base of the dark wooden rafters. Books were stacked
in

an assortnent of ways on the shelves, revealing a working library. Two | arge
tabl es presented a sizable work area in the niddle of the room Next to piles
of

notes and stacks of reports were three conputers set in a row on one of the
tables. A large map of the world sat on an easel with notes and col ored fl ags
pinned to it. Mac counted four separate tel ephones spread throughout the
room

next to one was a fax machi ne, which had spewed a stream of paper onto the
floor. Beside it and fastened to one of the bookshel ves was a bl own-up

phot ograph of what appeared to be a meteor or fireball streaking across the
ni ght sky. Mac stared at it for a nonment, thinking it mght not be the
fireball

he assunmed it to be.

"It was taken by an American, Gary Schultz, near a secret government
installation in

Nevada. It is a UFQ," Uri said, noticing Mac's interest in the photograph.
Mac rai sed his eyebrows and asked, "How do you know it wasn't faked?"
"Roswel | and Schultz were together when the photo was taken. In fact it was
Roswel I who tipped himoff as to when was the best time to take the
phot ogr aph.

And we have had it analyzed ourselves. At this location it seens they

experi ment

with the alien craft m dweek, usually on Wednesday after mdnight, and go
unti |

daybr eak. "

"You mean they have a schedule for flying these?" Mac asked incredul ously.
"You know what? As hard as it is to imagine, they have a schedule," Ui said.
"Under Roswell's direction, Schultz positioned hinmself near what is called

t he

“Action Zone,' an area just outside the base where the di sks woul d sonetines
be

flying over. That's where he took the photo."

"Still, it could be faked," Mac chal | enged.

Ui nodded. "Yes, but this one has been put through a bar-rage of tests ..
['m

thinking, is the real goods."

El i sha gl anced at the photo, nodded in agreenment with Ui, then gestured

t owar d

the room "This is where we work. Mst of our research is carried on here.”
Mac shifted on his feet. "How do the bones in the sarcophagus—the Nephilim—



figure into the UFO phenonena? "

"Here, please." Elisha pointed to one of four worn | eather chairs.

Mac sat down. Elisha and Ui took seats on either side of him formng a
sem circle.

El i sha rested his hands on the arns of his chair, cleared his throat, and
asked,

"Are you familiar with the Torah, the books of the A d Testanent?"

Mac frowned. "Sonewhat, " he replied. "I was brought up going to church, but
it's been a while since |I've actually read any of it, especially the Ad
Testanment. "

"Have you read the book of Genesis?" Elisha asked.

"No, not really,"” and Mac wondered what direction Elisha could possibly be
headed with this.

"Then, let's begin there." He | eaned forward expectantly, rested his hands in
his lap, and began. "In Genesis, in the sixth chapter, the begi nning passage
states that, ~Wen nen began to increase in nunber on earth and daughters
wer e

born to them the sons of God saw that the daughters of nen were beautiful
and

they married any of themthey chose. Then the LORD said, "My Spirit will not
contend with man forever, for he is nortal; his days will be a hundred and
twenty years." Now listen carefully to this next passage,"” Elisha said. " The
Nephilimwere on the earth in those days—and al so afterward-when the sons of
CGod

went into the daughters of nen and had children by them They were the heroes
of

old, men of renown.' The term Nephilimis the same that you saw on the
inscription of the sarcophagus yesterday underneath the Tenple Munt."

"l renmenber, but what or who are the “sons of God' ?" Mac asked.

"Good question. Conmentators differ on their interpretations, but | believe
t he

sons of God are fallen angels.™

"Fal | en angel s?" Mac asked in disbelief.

El i sha nodded. "Yes, the Hebrew translation for 'sons of CGod' is bene Elohim
which is only used in reference to the fallen angels. It appears that these
fallen angels, also known as ' The Watchers,' cane to earth and resided here,
resulting in an unholy union between thensel ves and the earthly wonen. Their
of fspring were giants! Men of great strength. But these giants or Nephilim
wer e

anat hema. Cursed of God. According to other apocryphal texts, they corrupted
t he

entire earth with violence, so nuch that God had little choice except to
destr oy

them" He paused for a nmonent and all owed Mac to di gest what he had said,

t hen

began again. "However, underscoring this is sonmething far nore sinister
pernicious if you will. It seenms that by corrupting the human of fspring, the
angel s may have altered human DNA so nuch that the human race was corrupt,
tainted, essentially non-human. And if you follow this Iine of reasoning one
step further, this would negate any hope of the prom sed Messi ah being born
of

men! So God saved those who had not been corrupted by the fallen angels.

Per haps

this is why it says that Noah was pure in all his generations. The rest of

t he

i nhabitants of earth he destroyed with what has become known in nany

di fferent

cultures as 'The Geat Flood."

"Noah ... as in Noah and the ark?" Mac asked, a bit amused by the prospect of
this seemingly | earned man believing in something as mythical as the flood.



El i sha | eaned back in his chair and said, "Mst cultures throughout the world
have a flood | egend. Look at the G| gamesh | egend of the Sumerians brought to
light in the earlier part of this century. There are aborigines in Australia
and

anci ent Greeks who have flood | egends. There is also a small tribe in your

native California, the Chunmash, | believe they are called, who have a fl ood
| egend that describes an evil race of people who dwelt bel ow the m ddle

ki ngdom

or the place that nmen inhabited. | could go on, the | egends are nunerous, but
| et

me assure you that | don't say these things lightly, nor do | take for
grant ed

t hose who have studied and witten about these arcane ideas |ong before ne.
e

such author, G H Penber, wote an extensive treatise called Earth's

Earli est

Ages. The thrust of his book illum nates the prospect of the return of these
bei ngs, or fallen angels, shortly before the return of Chri st

pr esum ng,

of course, he was here the first time. " Elisha chuckled. "Wat is

i nteresting
are the simlarities between their first appearance and what now may be their
last."

Mac | ooked doubtful. "I don't follow you. Do you nean the ... ah ... fallen
angel s are here on earth? Now? " "I do," Elisha answered firmy. "I wll
quot e

anot her pas-sage fromthe Christian Scriptures, the New Testanment." "Ch?" Mac

asked, wondering what interest the New Testanent could possibly have to this
old

Jew.

"This is attributed to a fanmous rabbi," Elisha said, "Jeshua ben Joseph."
Mac shrugged. The nanme had no neaning to him

Elisha smled and said, "You m ght know himbetter by his nore common G eek
name

of Jesus."

Mac nodded but was annoyed at Elisha playing linguistic games with him
"Jesus said, '"As it was in the days of Noah, so it will be at the com ng of

t he

Son of Man.' | believe it is one of his nobst cryptic utterances. You must ask

yourself, what is it that differentiates the 'days of Noah' from any ot her
tine

in history? " He waited for Mac to respond.

Mac shifted uneasily in his chair. He wondered if the conversation could
possi bly get nore bizarre. "I don't have a clue,” he nuttered.

El i sha continued, "Sonme believe that the West's noral decay and the frequency
of

wars or the onset of famine or increase of disease and plagues are indicators
that the Second Coming may be immnent. But those factors have al ways been
with

us, nmore or less. But | believe a unique dynanmic is with us nowthe presence
of

fallen angels. They are here again and doi ng nmuch of the sane m schief that
t hey

were responsi ble for before, only under the guise of extraterrestrials. And
since 1947 the nunber of sightings, abductions, and people with missing tine
has

grown exponentially."

Mac thought of the nental hospital and the woman who had claimed to have her
baby taken by aliens.

"They are inpregnating the wonen and creating a race of hybrids—Nephilim"



El i sha finished.

"That's a lot to swallow, " Mac exclainmed. "You really see a connection

bet ween

Noah and flying saucers?"

"Yes, part of an el aborate deception," Elisha explained. "The book of Enoch
records that the first time they came they supplied us with technol ogy. They
showed us the art of weapon making. In return they gai ned access to the
Womnen.

Now | eap forward to present day—these aliens also have technol ogy which they

have traded or bargained i n exchange for the same access ... to wonen."
Ui, who had remained silent until then, interrupted and said, "But that is
your

theory. What if they are froma dying race froma distant planet and have
cone

only to renew thensel ves with fresh genetic material ?"

"Certainly plausible,"” Elisha agreed, "and of course it would explain the

government's willingness to conceal all of this fromthe public."
Mac | eaned forward in his chair. "Look, I'mnot saying | believe what 1've
hear d

here, but one thing's for sure—f they do exist, can you inmagine the
repercussions if they reveal ed thensel ves?"

"Precisely," Elisha agreed. "Wat would people do if they realized that we
are

not al one? Renenber Orson Welles's "War of the Worlds' broadcast, which
caused

hysteria in some parts of your country when it was first aired? Wat would
happen if the aliens actually made their presence known? The phil osophi ca
and

religious inplications would be enornous. "

Ui nodded gravely. "I believe it would cause panic. Information that Roswell
has given us is suggesting that the aliens genetically manipul ated us, maybe
some ten thousand years ago, and in fact are our progenitors. "

"Do you believe that?" Mac asked Elisha.

"No, absolutely not," he stated w thout hesitation

Mac | ooked at Uri and waited for himto continue.

"If what they claimis true, then | think . . . You know what. If they did
genetically engineer us fromprimtive humans, then what many major religions
teach and millions believe becones not so good."

"But what if this is an el aborate deception?" countered Elisha. "What if they
have lured us in the same way the ancient texts reveal —through the Trojan

hor se

of technol ogy? What if they are who | think they are? The resurgence of the
fallen angel s." He paused and gathered his thoughts. "Here, if you will,

m ght

be a litnmus test. How do you di scern whet her these beings are benevol ent or
mal evol ent, good or evil ?"

"Cood and evil are relative terns,’

Mac responded.

"Not so relative," Elisha exclaimed. "I believe you woul d agree that good
aliens

do not take hel pless wonen in the nmiddle of the night, inpregnate them then
renove the fetuses in the third nonth of devel opnent, all against the will of
t he poor soul who has been abducted."

"Ckay, I'lIl admt that, " Mac answered.

"But you make that argunent from our perspective—what we determine is good
and

evil," Ui argued. "What if the aliens are beyond such things?"

El i sha shook his head. "In order to enbrace your thought, you have to abandon
the very essence of human norality and ethics. Exam ne the Nazi concentration
canp guards. After the war, during the Nurenberg trials, they had a favorite
sayi ng, when asked how they could willingly comrt such hei nous crimes



agai nst

humanity. Their response? W've all heard it before, so nuch that the phrase
has

becone al nbst a joke. "W were just followi ng orders,' they said. They had
abandoned any hint of norality, the ability to discern right fromwong, good
fromevil. They abdicated that responsibility for the privilege of serving in
the Third Reich, which was the mechanism the catalyst, that hel ped t hem
transforminto the nonsters they becane."

Mac and Uri sat silent.

"Let me assure you," Elisha began, "there are many sinmilarities between what
happened ages ago during the days of Noah and what is happeni ng now And what
is

happening is evil."

El i sha paused and the roomwas silent for a nmonent. Then he said, "Ui, would
you pl ease find the book of Enoch? | want M. MacKenzie to see sonething for
hi msel f."

Ui went to the library, found the book that Elisha had requested, and handed
it

to

Mac.

"What is the book of Enoch?" Mac asked, holding the worn vol une.

"It is a pseudoepi graphical book ... neaning a book that has a false author's

nane ascribed to it, in this case Enoch. It is a book that is not part of the
Christian canon, and of course | don't treat it as such. But it was read

wi del y

during the time of Christ, and passages of it are quoted in the canon
specifically fromthe book of Jude. It was also found in Qunran, in the Dead
Sea

scrolls. W can at |east appreciate its historicity." He | eaned forward.
"Look

at the book of Enoch. Go to page thirty-four and | ook at section six," Elisha
i nstructed.

Mac read the paragraph, then | ooked up at Elisha.

El i sha summarized, "It says in the nmanuscript that Senjaza was the | eader of
t he

angel s, or children of heaven, | believe the text calls them It continues
and

says that he required the other angels to swear an oath with him binding

t hem

together. A pact created and formed for the sol e purpose of taking the wonman

of

earth for wives ... because they lusted after them Now renenber all of this

takes place during the tine frame in which Noah is alive, which may have been
ten thousand years ago, or longer. You know the rest of the story. They have

intercourse with the women and the off-spring is the Nephilim Then God

j udges
them and destroys the world in a deluge."
Mac | ooked at Elisha and said, "I've always thought that a bit severe.”

"It is severe
with
Senj aza being a fallen angel, the offspring of that unholy union were denonic.

El i sha excl ai ned passionately. "He had little choice, for

"But Senjaza could al so be an interdi nensional being," Ui said.

"What's that?" Mac asked.

"An entity that exists in another dinension but can access ours. W live in
what ? The t hree-di mensi onal space-time continuum Height, w dth, and depth.
Because of that we are subject to properties and constraints of tinme. \Wat
woul d

a being from anot her dinension, that was not subject to tine as we knowit,



| ook

like? Could they have the same qualities that Enoch describes? Wuld they in
fact live for thousands of years? I'mthinking, in our ignorance, we m ght

m st akenly call them gods or angels,"” Ui said.

"But what if they are precisely what the book of Enoch and the book of Jude
describe them as,"” countered Elisha.

"The book of Jude?" Mac asked, trying to keep up with all of the literary

ref erences.

"Jude is the book that precedes Revelation in the Christian Bible. Jude
echoes

t he book of Enoch and describes the angels."” Elisha turned to Ui. "Wy do
you

have such a hard tinme believing what these books say about these beings, that
they are fallen angels? Beings that were created to be in the presence of the
holy and eternal God of light, the Creator of the universe, the holy God of

I srael. But they sinned—as Jude says, ~The angels did not keep their
positions

of authority but abandoned their own hone.
Uri brushed his nustache down over his upper lip, took a deep breath, then
sai d,

"Because to ne these books are nyths and superstitions that the men living in
those times passed down orally and then were witten by others maybe a very

| ong

time after the events. They are filled with I egend and lore, old wives' tales
and superstitions. You know what? There may be an elenment of truth to some of
what is said. But I'mthinking the witers were ignorant, unlearned nmen. And
what if what the aliens are saying is true, that we are a direct result of
their

genetic mani pul ati on thousands of years ago? Maybe these stories are accounts
of

what happened then. But now | think they are conducting some kind of genetic
research. | think to replenish their race through our genetic material."
El i sha | eaned on one el bow, pointed his finger at Ui, and said, "Renmenber,
angel s are created beings, and for all we know they may have been in

exi stence

for mllions of years. They are not sone cherubic, enmascul ated, w nged beings
but were and are creatures of i mense power! So nuch so that nen are reduced
to

lying as if dead during the briefest of encounters with them They are
created

to be in the presence of a holy God. And who knows what know edge they
possess,

both the good and the fallen?"

Ui shook his head.

El i sha continued, "I believe that they are super scientists. It says in the
book

of Enoch that the fallen angels showed the nmen of earth secrets, the art of
weapon meki ng. That inplies technol ogy Technol ogy that at the tinme had not
been

devel oped here on earth. Think of what they mi ght be able to dazzle us with
now

And the simlarity of trading know edge for access to the woman, to ne this
is

no coi nci dence. They are back because they know that their tine is short
here."

Ui rose fromhis chair, paced a few tinmes, and argued, "I don't agree. W
have

been through this over and over again .. . a dog who chases his tail ... No?
You

argue always fromspiritual and I fromsecular ... I'mthinking no one really



knows. But that is why we are involved in the research. W agree Sonething is
going on. W have different answers to what .. . but we believe. It seens

t hat

some governnents in the world are not telling everything they know, to keep
these things fromtheir citizens. But we believe wonmen and nmen are being
abduct ed, and di sks are seen by peopl e everywhere."

Mac's mind was full of new and unsettling ideas. He needed a break fromthe
conversation. "Do you have a rest roon? " he asked.

"Yes, of course,"” Elisha answered. "And while you're gone I'll fix sone
coffee."

Mac cl osed the bat hroom door. Wat have you gotten yourself into? he thought,
staring at his reflection in the mrror

M nutes | ater he made his way back into the living room The roomwas enpty,
and

Mac settled back down in his chair. He could snell the coffee and | ooked
forward

to drinking a cup.

A short while later Elisha returned, followed by Ui, who held a tray
cautiously

in front of him

Mac smiled as he watched Ui pick his way carefully down the single step into
the living roomand set the tray on a small table. Not sonething he does
every

day, Mac thought.

"Here, this will be good for you," Elisha said nerrily as he poured the
coffee

froman old ivory-colored pitcher. Mac quickly rose fromhis seat and
accepted

t he cup.

"Have a piece of cake," Elisha insisted.

"Thanks," Mac said as he eagerly reached for a piece of cake.

"Did Roswell fax you a copy of the article | wote?" Mac asked. He took a
bite

of cake. Spice. Delicious.

"Yes, we both read it," Ui replied.

He took a sip of coffee, washed the cake down, and said, "The woman | wote
about in the article was convinced that sonethi ng had happened to her. To be
specific, she believed aliens had inpregnated her. She enbraced this to such
a

degree that she had to be confined to a nmental hospital and placed under
surveill ance. Whatever it was she went through [eft her disabled and

conf used.

I f she was abducted then who-ever did this is" and he nodded toward

El i sha—nal evol ent. The worman's |ife was ruined. She was violated in every
possi bl e way. That, to ne, is evil. \Woever, or whatever, is responsible for
her

debilitated state, their actions are evil, for crying out loud."

The roomgrew quiet. Mac realized that Elisha and Ui were staring at him
"Mac, Roswell also gave us a briefing packet on you .. . and your father,"
El i sha said softly.

Mac bit his lower lip, balled his fingers into a fist, and stared at Elisha,
whose face was poised with patience and passivity.

Mac gl anced toward the bookshelves, let out his breath slowy, and said, 'Al
right.

Al right. Wat do you guys want to know?"

"Not anything you don't want to tell us," Elisha said gently, "but Roswell

i nformed us that your father was at the 1947 crash in New Mexico, and that he
was one of the commandi ng officers responsible for the retrieval of the
craft.”



"And the bodies," Ui interjected. "Yeah. He was there. And being there is
what

probably got himnurdered too," Mac answered. "You know, of course, that
Roswel |

knew hi n?" Elisha asked. "Yeah. That's what he said."”

"The only difference between your father and Roswell is that Roswell had the
presence of mind to keep his feelings and opinions to hinself," Elisha said.
"When the nmilitary or governnent covered everything up, he went along with
what

they instructed himto do. He obeyed orders. This enabled himto wait and
clinb

the ranks until he was in a position to do sonething."

Mac cl osed his eyes and nuttered, "My father thought that his life m ght be
in

danger. He wote a letter, hired an attorney, and instructed himto keep it
until my eighteenth birthday. My not her apparently knew nothi ng about it.
assuned afterward that he was afraid they nmight go after her too. "

"What did it say? Do you feel you can tell us? " Elisha asked.

Mac straightened hinself in his chair, |ooked at Elisha and Ui, then said,
"What | read really, really scared me. The letter was witten a few days
after

my father's initial contact with the aliens at Roswell. It was |ucid,
desperately lucid, like he was obsessed with archiving his thoughts and
feelings

so he wouldn't forget them In it he said he couldn't believe our government
woul d del i berately hide the know edge of the existence of extraterrestrial
life.

That realization—that life did exist on other planets—shattered everything ny
father believed in. God, famly, country ... everything. " "Did he say
anyt hi ng

el se?" Uri asked.

"Yes. He said that the nmilitary created a cover-up story and may have

nmur der ed

some of its own citizens to keep the truth hidden fromthe public. He al so
plainly stated that he was afraid for his |life because of his invol venent.
Reading it nade ne wonder whether he was nurdered by his own governnent, but
I

didn't want to know anynore. It was just too crazy, too painful, and | was

t oo

young to deal with it, so | buried it and just tried to forget it. Until
now. '

"Did he talk about the debris field?" Elisha asked.

Mac grew quiet and | ooked at Elisha, wanting to trust him wanting to confide
in

him Elisha's gaze never wavered. Mac wondered what he saw in Elisha' s eyes.
I's

it peace? Is it assurance? What nakes this old Jewi sh scholar tick?

Mac nodded his head a few tinmes, prefacing his response. "He wote about
handl i ng sections of the disk or whatever it was. He al so saved a piece."
Ui's mouth dropped and Elisha sml ed.

"Do you still have it?" Elisha asked softly.

"Yeah. "

"Does any one el se know?" Uri asked.

Mac shook his head. "No one. Not even ny wife ... ex-wife."

"Where is it?" Ui pressed.

"In a safe deposit box."

"What does it look |ike?" Ui asked, his voice not able to conceal his
excitenent.

"Sort of like alumnumfoil. It's about eight by ten inches. | have it in the
original manila envelope ny dad left me along with the letter. The odd thing



about it is that when you roll it into a ball, it unravels itself and is
perfectly smooth again. Not a winkle or crease. And you can't tear it or
burn

it."

Ui whistled lightly between his teeth and asked, "Wen was the last tinme you
| ooked at it?"

"It's been a while. A couple of years anyway. | try not to think about it.
I've

never been able to believe nbst of this—+t's always been too incredible.
Dragging it all up creates a lot of very unpleasant nenories. | believe that
ny

father's invol vemrent with UFGs, or whatever they are, led to his nurder."
There was a brief silence, then Ui said, "W believe that the aliens are
accel erating whatever their mssion is here. Wth the increase in UFO

si ghti ngs,

abductions, cattle nutilations—

"Cattle mutilations?" Mac interrupted.

"Cows are found with certain parts of their anatony renoved," Elisha

expl ai ned.

"So?" Mac shrugged.

"The incisions are so very precise, like that of a laser,"” Ui added."And
what

is renoved is, to say the |least, bizarre," Elisha d. "Eyes, reproductive
or gans,

tongues. And the aninmal is drained conpletely of blood."

Mac nodded. "I heard sonething about that a few years back, when | was stil
a

reporter, but dismissed it as sensationalismrun anmuck." "W have sone

pi ctures

and good documentation,” Uri said. "But we are feeling that all of this is
adding up to sonething. " "And what do you think is about to happen?" Mac
asked.

Ui | ooked at Elisha, deferring Mac's question to his grandfather

El i sha | ooked at the photo of the UFO on the wall, then turned to Mac and
sai d

softly, "I call it the "The G eat Deception'—an unholy interm ngling between
t he

fallen angel s and the wonen of earth. OF course, part of the deception is
t hat

t hey pose as beings fromother worlds."

"But why? For what purpose?" Mac asked.

Eli sha frowned, then said slowy, "To deceive nen .. . because they know
their

tinme is short.”

"That's it? Just to deceive us?"

"I'n the book of Thessal oni ans—

"What book?" Mac asked.

"Thessalonians is a letter witten by Paul the apostle and is found in the
New

Testanent,"” Elisha instructed. "Paul says in Second Thessal onians 2 verses 9
and

10: " The coming of the |lawl ess one will be in accordance with the work of

Sat an

di splayed in all kinds of counterfeit miracles, signs and wonders, and in
every

o

sort of evil that deceives those who are peri shing.
"\What does that nean?" Mac asked.

"It neans that the energence of UFGs and aliens mght be setting the stage
for

the awl ess one ... the Antichrist. | believe the Antichrist will sonehow



have

an alien connection. Perhaps they will aid himin counterfeit mracles as the
passage describes. It seens they have already deceived many. There are those
who

bel i eve they are here to usher mankind into a golden age. It is a |ast

at t enpt

to seduce the human race into believing the Iie that there is another god
besi des the one of the Bible. That is why | call it the G eat Deception.”

Mac nodded. Elisha had given himmuch to absorb. Perhaps too much.

11

Mac spent the rest of the day delving nore into the UFO phenonmena and woul d
have

continued into the night had it not been for Rebecca's phone call to Uri

rem nding himthat dinner was to be served in half an hour. Mac enjoyed

anot her

delicious neal with Ui's famly. Then, still feeling some of the effects of
j et

| ag, he excused hinself and went off to bed. The next norning, though, he
awoke

eager to explore and learn nore. After taking a shower and dressing, he
pul | ed

out his laptop to do sone work. First he recorded the facts that he'd

| ear ned.

Then, pulling up a new file, he began a journal to explore his feelings.
June 4

| find nyself in the ancient city of Jerusalem Upon ny arrival here | was
shown

an artifact underneath the Tenple Munt that astounded ne—the remains of a
massi ve skeleton well over ten feet sealed for centuries in a hidden room
Dr.

BenHassen (see c:/EBH) believes that the skeleton is that of the Nephilim
(see

c:/NEPH). | cannot inmagine comng face to face with such a creature. Dr.
BenHassen has hired a lab to test the DNA of the bones. Through this | have
been

i ntroduced to the disparate theories of "Fallen Angels Versus Friendly

Ali ens”

as an explanation to the UFO phenonena. It is at best unsettling, and given
what

happened to ny father, downright terrifying.

Morments after seeing the skeleton | began to feel tense and apprehensive, as
i f

somet hi ng wi cked was com ng. What an odd sensation. It is a physical feeling,
a

gueasi ness in nmy stonmach, a sudden tightness of my neck muscles. But what is
there to fear?

Watching Uri's kids here, seeing himinteract with them nakes ne realize how
I

mss ny owmn children. And if I'm honest, Maggie too. | wonder how invol ved
she
is with Cranston. Wiy should this matter? After all, we are divorced. But

sonehow it does.

Then there's Laura, the woman with the green eyes at the airport, supposedly
sent by Roswell. | find nyself wondering what it would be like to see her
agai n.



Today Ui and | will go to get the test results of the DNA. This should be
i nteresting. DNA of what? An ancient extraterrestrial or a denonic hybrid?
Bot h

seem equal | y absurd.

"Breakfast!" Rebecca called, knocking at his bedroom door

"Il be right there," Mac said.

Mac saved his work, then shut down the conputer and headed out for breakfast.
The neal was a hurried affair, with both Mac and Ui eager to get back to
their

work. "Let's go," Uri said, pushing back his chair. "Ckay." Mac grabbed one
| ast

pi ece of toast and followed Uri out the door. "Where are we goi ng?" Mac asked
Ui as they wal ked down the steps of Ui's townhouse."To Dr. Fineberg' s |ab
He

is heading up the DNA testing on the bones fromthe sarcophagus, trying to
determne if there s anything abnormal. I'mthinking he is not going to see
anything," Ui answered. He unl ocked the van and they got in.

"So you don't agree with your grandfather's theory about the origin of the
bones

being attributed to fallen angel s?" Mac said, as the van swerved onto the
street.

"You know what? To nme, his theory is | egend, fables handed down from one
generation to another. Each time the story is told, someone adds to it. So
there

were giants ... | think what the lab will find is that this is a freak of
nature. An overactive pituitary gland. There is nothing to it."

"What if they find sonething el se?" Mac asked.

"I'f that happens, then | will walk across the bridge."

"You mean cross that bridge when you cone to it," Mac corrected, and tried
unsuccessfully to conceal his smle. "OCh, thank you ... cross that bridge
Ui repeated. "Your grandfather seenms fairly confident that the DNA testing
will

produce the evidence he is looking for," Mac pressed.

Ui frowned. "I love grandfather, but he is an old nman and has been through a
lot. He is fromthe old school. | ama Sabra."

"A Sabra?"

"An Israeli-born and educated Jew. | have lived here all ny life. |I see the

world in a nodern way. This is the difference between grandfather and ne. He
is

. . ." He groped for the word and finally said, "Superstitious."

"Because he believes in the stories fromthe Bible?"

"The Bible," he scoffed. "Wiere was the God of the Bible in the concentration

canps of Europe? G andfather is much different because of the war and what he

has been through. Wo is what?" Ui threw both hands in the air. "I only know
for me that | amlsraeli, a Sabra. This is nmy country. My land. Land of ny
ancestors. W will never be driven out again! | believe what | can see. Wat
ny

hands can touch!"

They drove for a while in silence, and Mac was content to observe the
conplexities of everyday life in Jerusalem Arabs, soldiers, children, and
vei |l ed wonen shared the crowded streets. An ancient, bent Hasidic Jewin a
wor n

beaver hat prayed silently on a corner. Young boys raced through the traffic
on

bi cycl es while young Jewi sh woren, |ooking nuch like their Wstern
counterparts,

wal ked about in tight jeans and makeup. A man with bowed | egs and a faded red
fez crowning his head stood in a doorway snoking a handmade cigarette. And of
course everywhere tourists, nostly Anericans, with caneras dangling from



their

necks and tour maps protruding fromtheir fanny packs, pockets, or purses.
They drove to a nodern section of the town in which office buildings rose
several stories overhead.

"Dr. Fineberg's lab is here,” Ui said, nodding toward one of the buil dings.
They had trouble finding a parking place and finally parked several bl ocks
from

the lab. As they wal ked to the Iab, the sun clinbed rapidly in the sky and

t he

tenmperature corresponded accordingly, causing Mac to break into a |ight
sweat .

They entered the building and rode the elevator to the fourth floor

"This way," Ui said as they wal ked down the plush carpeted hallway.

They opened one of the doors in the corridor and entered a snall,

steril e-1o00king anteroom Except for a large painting of the double helix, or
DNA spiral, in pulsating reds and blues on the wall, the room held no other
f ur ni shi ngs.

"Interesting,"” Mac comrented, as they wal ked past the painting, through a
doorway, and into a large | aboratory where two nen and a woman were busy
runni ng

di fferent experiments. Computers and an array of sophisticated equi prent

l'i ned

the walls and sat atop benches and tabl es.

A short, stocky young Israeli woman wal ked over and greeted them

Mac caught the habitual shalomand after a brief, inconprehensible dial ogue
with

Ui, she led theminto an adjoining office, which Mac assuned was Dr.

Fi neberg's.

"He'll be with us soon. He's | ooking at data,"” Ui informed him

They sat down and Mac surveyed his surroundi ngs. Several educational degrees
were displayed in brushed al um num franes. An oversize black and white

phot ograph of Masada was suspended directly behind the blue-col ored gl ass
desk.

File cabinets and a well supplied library, filled nostly with nedical books
and

journals, stood opposite a row of tinted, plate glass w ndows, through which
t he

norni ng sun streaked in.

"Do you know what DNA is?" Uri asked.

"Not really ... Just what | wite in the papers,” Mac replied, the sarcasm of
whi ch was lost on Uri.

"DNA is the building block of life that ascended from prinordial soup
mllions

of years ago. Wthout it, [ife wouldn t exist." He rattled off the statenent
like a litany.

Bef ore Mac coul d respond, the door opened and Dr. Fineberg entered his

of fice.

Mac and Uri rose to greet Fineberg.

"Dr. Fineberg, this is Art MacKenzie, the American my grandfather told you
about . "

"I am pl eased to make your acquai ntance,
t hi ck

accent. "Please, gentlenen, sit down. Mke yourselves comfor-ta-ble," he
sai d,

del i berately accenting each syllable carefully.

Fi neberg wal ked behind his desk and sat down, crossing one long thin |leg atop
the other, while his hands tw tched nervously on the arns of the oversize
chair.

Fi neberg said, in a very slow,

"How is the testing?" Ui asked.



"Well, as | informed you | ast week, we ran the tests and we wanted to make
sure

before commt-ting ourselves to their results. So | had themrun again. Let
ne

preface what | want to tell you by saying that there is | ess than two percent
di fference between the DNA of a nmonkey and that of a human being. " He paused
for effect.

"Real | y? Less than two percent?" Mac asked.

Fi neberg nodded. "Yes, that is correct. Well, when we ran the tests the first
time and di scovered sone great anomalies, we didn't know what to think. So we
ran them again, to be certain of the results.”

"What did you discover?" Ui asked.

"I want you to cone into the | ab and see for yourself,
The three nen left the office and went into the |ab
"This is Mishe," Fineberg said, introducing one of his |l ab assistants. "He
has

been working on the DNA sanples taken fromthe sarcophagus.”

Moi she smiled pleasantly, then stated, "The sanples, the bones, are in

remar kabl e condition considering they are over three thousand years old."
"That fits the tine line that Elisha established for the Israelites' conquest
of

Canaan," Uri comment ed.

"Are you certain of the dating?" Mac asked.

"We could be off by five hundred years either way,'
there

is nore."” And he notioned to Mi she.

"Yes, this part is very interesting. Woever this DNA bel onged to, wherever
this

Fi neber g suggest ed.

' Fineberg added. "But

cane from... the test shows that this is not entirely a human being. It is
sonmething different .. . something we have never seen, perhaps a hybrid of
sone

sort."

Mac frowned. "What's so different?"

"Look here at the Iight box," Mdishe said, and pointed to the wall

Mac wat ched as Mi she slipped what | ooked like a large piece of filmover the
box and then switched on the light."lIts like an X ray, isn't it?" Mac asked.
"Very much so," Fineberg replied.

"You see that?" Moishe pointed to the film

"Yeah, but what am | [|ooking at?" Mac asked.

"That is the DNA fromthe sanple. Fromthe sarcophagus. It is not conplete,”
Mbi she sai d.

"It is frag-nen-ted," Fineberg added.

"You see the four lanes that begin to go down to the bottom of the slide,

t hat

| ook l'ike the rungs of a |adder?" Mbishe asked.

"Yeah, but there are rungs mssing," Mac replied

"Good, you noticed. Now | ook," Mishe instructed as he sw tched slides.

Mac | ooked closely at the slide. "The | adder goes to the bottom of the slide

it continues. The rungs aren't broken." "This slide is what nmy DNA | ooks
like,"

Moi she explained. "It's our control sanple," Fineberg added.

Moi she switched the slides again and put the sanple fromthe sarcophagus back
on

the |ight box.

Mac scrutinized it. "Why doesn't the pattern go to the bottomlike the
contro

nodel ?" he asked.

Fi neberg smiled thinly. "We think there is an undi scovered foreign or
ex-ot-ic



nucl eoti de. "

"Which creates an exotic pair of nucleotide," Mishe added, "W ran this
three

ti mes using a di deoxy sequencing gel. This should have allowed us to separate
the different DNA according to size."

"And what happened?" Mac asked.

"The control sanple sequenced, but the sar-coph-a-gus sanmple did not,"

Fi neberg

sai d.

Moi she pointed to the slide and stated enphatically, "It won't sequence."
"So why doesn't it sequence?" Mac asked.

"As | said, it nust have a different nucl eotide or perhaps a defective one,"
Fi neberg st ated.

"We've never seen anything like it," Mishe exclained.

"Yes, it is very nmuch an anomaly," Fineberg agreed. "But there is nore, we
did

something else to it." And he notioned for Mdishe to continue.

Moi she gestured toward the slide. "W cut the DNA into individual nucleotides
and anal yzed it by high sensitivity chromatic graphic methods. And we

di scovered

two unknown peaks in the readout."

"So we anal yzed that by mass spectronetry," Fineberg said.

"What happened?" Uri asked.

"It differs significantly with all known nucl eoti des," Mishe said.

"It doesn't match up with any of the four known nucl eotides," Fineberg

agr eed.

"So what is it?" Mac asked inpatiently, wanting the bottomline.

"We're not certain," Mdishe replied. "Wth what we know about DNA, it is so
different ... Nothing that has its origins on this planet has a fifth

nucl eoti de

"Not hi ng that grows and reproduces,"” Fineberg said. "Sinply put, this is a
different life-form and the inplications of that discovery are staggering."
"Coul d there be extraterrestrial connection?" Ui asked excitedly.
"Extra-ter-res-tri-al?" Fineberg repeated.

"Somet hi ng from anot her planet or solar system" Ui said.

Fi neberg adjusted the glasses on the bridge of his nose, sucked on his
cheeks,

and replied, "Yes, yes, | know, but how can |I possibly tell if it was? | have
nothing to conpare it to! "

"Children and animals born in and around Chernobyl, where the radioactive
fallout fromthe reactor is very great, have chronpsomes and genes that are
altered,"” Mdishe offered as an explanation."But not a fifth nucleotide,"”

Fi neberg count er ed.

"Woul d that account for the enornous size of the skeleton? " Mac asked.

Fi neberg | ooked doubtful. "The size could be attributed to nmany different
factors. But yes, size certainly could be affected."

"How could a fifth nucl eotide happen?" Mac asked. Fineberg shook his head, "I

don't know . . . As Ui suggests, a commngling with another life-form...
but
"Like an interbreeding ... with sonething that originated outside our solar

systen?" Mac asked.
"It is very likely ..
"I"mthinking we need to tell Elisha about this. He will be junping by the
news," Uri said. "He is waiting at the Rabbinical Tunnel."

"Yes, Elisha should see this for hinmself," Fineberg agreed.

Mac | ooked again at the slide and marvel ed, realizing he was | ooking at
somet hing that mght not be entirely fromthis earth.

The hair raised on the back of his neck. "Nephilim" he rmunbl ed as he stared



at
the slide.

12

Ui was the first to see the roadblock that lay directly ahead. It consisted
of

two Israeli soldiers who' d parked their jeep so that it bl ocked the oncomn ng
| ane of the road. The soldiers' Uzis hung |oosely fromtheir shoul ders. One
| eaned against the jeep and snoked a cigarette while the other listened

i npassively to the pleas of each new notorist as to why they should be

al | owned

past the bl ockade.

"Something is happening in the dd Cty," Ui said, as he eased the van up
cl ose

to the bunper of a faded station wagon six cars back fromthe bl ockade.
"What's goi ng on?" Mac asked.
"The Pal estini ans! Wo el se,’
"Thi s happen often?"

"Yes, but |I'mnot getting too excited.
The van inched forward.

Mac wat ched a battered VWturn around at the bl ockade. The angry face of an
Ar ab

driver glared at himas he gassed the ancient car and passed by.

"Do you think we'll get through?" Mac asked.

"I have high security clearance; we should be going through,” Ui replied
confidently.

A short time later Mac reported, "That's five for five. The 2y's not letting
anybody past."

"W will see,"” Ui said, as he slowy pulled the van up to the soldier and
addressed himin Hebrew. He flipped open his wallet, exposed his |I.D., and
hel d

it out the window The soldier |eaned forward and exami ned it wthout

t ouchi ng

it.

The man | ooked at it, then at Ui. He suddenly snapped to attention and
sal ut ed.

Ui returned the salute. The guard spoke again and pointed toward the Ad
CGty.

Ui put the van in gear and rolled past the roadbl ock. "Wat did he say was
goi ng on?" Mac asked, inpressed by Ui's clout.

"There are Palestinians at the steps to the Dome of the Rock."

"Are they rioting?"

"No, but the soldier said things are getting out of hand soon."

"Ch." Mac | ooked out the window at the nearly deserted streets. "Wy did he
sal ute you?"

"Special card fromthe Prinme Mnister's office. It enables grandfather and ne
to

go al most anywhere in |Israel because of our involvement with Nationa
Antiquities. There is also an insignia on the card, telling that | served in
t he

thirty-first paratroop brigade."

he sai d.

Mac turned to get a better look at Ui. "Did you see nmuch action?"
Ui's face remai ned expressionless. Wthout taking his ;eyes off the road he
answer ed, "Enough of action. | was in the War of Atonenment in '73."

"Ch?" Mac asked, hoping for nore.
Ui ignored him



The van rolled by a shop, and Mac saw a short rotund man in a fez hastily
rolling up the awning. Uri continued, "One thing is for certain.”

"What's that?"

"I'f the Arabs have a chance, they will attack again. They say peace for |and,
but those of us who know don't believe this. To the Arab there can never be
peace as long as a single Jew remains in the |and. One day they war agai nst
us

again .. . Now |l ook! " He pointed out the front w ndow.

A quarter mle away, Mac saw a crowd of several hundred nen convergi ng near

t he

steps leading to the Miuslimshrine, the Dome of the Rock. Fifty feet fromthem
a

line of Israeli military personnel in riot gear prevented the mob from nmovi ng
further toward the Done.

Mac saw one of the protesters pickup a rock and hurl it at the Iine of
sol di ers.

It bounced harm essly off one of the clear plastic shields wi th which each
sol dier faced the rioters.

"This will go on for a while. Then one side has enough, and the violence wll
begin," Ui stated. He slowed the van to a crawl while he surveyed the crowd.
"I"'mthinking it's good to get out of here. W can enter the Rabbinica

Tunne

fromthe other side near the Western Wall."

A short distance away, Wi pulled the van up to the mouth of a small side
street

that was not w de enough to drive into. He parked so close to the crunbling
stone of an ancient building that Mac had to clinmb out on Uri's side to exit
t he

van. Uri doubl e-checked the | ocks.

They wal ked qui ckly down the street, hoping to go around the inpending riot.
Doors and wi ndows were shuttered and barred. Sonewhere in one of the closed
shops a crackling radi o playing Arabic nusic was suddenly turned off.

In the distance Mac heard the roar of the crowd. Alnpst |like a football gane,
he

t hought .

An old man with bowi ng knees, an unshaven face, and a partially unravel ed

t ur ban

hurried by on the opposite side of the street.

Mac could feel the tension in the air. He sensed that somnething
unpr edi ct abl e,

om nous, shifting, and volatile was about to occur

They came to the end of the street and turned the corner. o the left they
coul d

see the gold donme of the second holiest sight in the Muslimworld. They heard
a

rise fromthe crowd, although fromtheir vantage point they couldn't see what
was responsible for it.

A stone wall, perhaps four feet high, ran on the left side of the street and
followed the curve of the road as it turned away fromthe Tenpl e Munt.

"W will go over here," Ui said, as he swung his |l eg over the wall, sat for
a

nmonent, then pushed away. He dropped twelve feet to the street bel ow himand
| anded on the balls of his feet in a balanced crouch

Mac foll owed and sat on the wall. He turned around and | owered hinself so

t hat

his hands held onto the | edge while his body stretched its full six feet

al ong

t he rough stones.

He pushed out with his feet and fell the remaining distance. He | anded, | ost
hi s



bal ance, and fell backward.

"Pretty good," Ui said, and offered hima hand.

"Right," Mac said sarcastically, as he grabbed Ui's hand. He got up, brushed
the hair fromhis forehead, and dusted hinself off.

Across a | arge square about a hundred yards away was the entrance to the
Rabbi ni cal Tunnel. Mac counted ten sentries guarding the entrance. They were
alert and braced for trouble. A sudden cry fromthe crowd distracted the
sentries. They turned as one in the direction of the Done of the Rock

"Let's go, quick," Ui said, starting off at a slight trot. Mac foll owed

cl ose

behi nd. At about fifty feet fromthe entrance, Ui stopped and waved. He was
recogni zed, and a few of the guards waved back. They quickly wal ked the
remai ni ng di stance to the nmouth of the tunnel

Ui talked with the captain of the guard about what Mac assunmed was the
massi ng

of the Pal estinians around the Donme. The soldiers were tense with
anti ci pation.

They were outfitted in riot gear and, according to Ui, had rubber bullets in
their guns. A shortwave radio blared to life. One of the nen picked up the
receiver and talked into it.

"Let's go. W will be all right in there no matter what hap-pens,” Ui said,
as

he wal ked into the tunnel

As they entered, the noise fromthe crowd suddenly ceased. Mac wel conmed the
silence. He hadn't realized how tense he was. He rubbed the back of his neck
and

rolled his head a fewtines to | oosen up

"It gets to you," Uri said knowingly. "It conmes up on you and you get tense

You know what? I've lived with it alnost every day of ny life." He
conti nued
wal ki ng down the tunnel a few steps ahead of Mac.
They came to the plywood barrier, and Ui and the soldier stationed there
exchanged greetings. Mac nodded and num bl ed an awkward, "Shalom"
Mac noticed Elisha's electric cart parked close to the entrance. It was
fitted
with a small trailer used to haul equipnment to different sections of the
tunnel .

They entered the room There they found Elisha seated on the sane crate as

t wo

days before. He oversaw the work of two students as they painstakingly
renmoved

bits of debris fromthe interior of the sarcophagus. Next to the sarcophagus
was

a |l arge wooden crate with packing material spilling over its sides. Two
power f ul
banks of lights that ran on batteries illum nated the room A video canera

rested on a tripod at the foot of the sarcophagus.

"Shal om shalom Grandfather,” Ui said, as he enbraced the el der BenHassen
"Shalom Uri, |ook what we found as we were preparing to nove the skeleton,”
Elisha said, his eyes bright with excitenent. "It was underneath the ribcage.
No

wonder we've never seen it before." He held up a | arge stone spearhead.

"Vivi an

di scovered it," Elisha continued, introducing the student.

The young woman sniled at Dr. BenHassen and quickly returned to her work.

Ui took the spearhead and felt the weight of it in his hands, then passed it
to

Mac.



"Put nuscle on this skeleton of bone and dress that in arnor and | believe
you

woul d have a terrifying sight. Imagine himthrowi ng that at you," Elisha
sai d,

pointing to the spearhead that Mac hel d.

"I hope he wasn't too accurate," Mac joked as he handed t he spearhead back to
El i sha.

"What did you discover at Dr. Fineberg s?" Elisha asked. Ui brushed his

nmust ache down on his upper lip. "Some-thing is different with the DNA "

"What specifically?" Elisha asked, unable to contain his excitenment.

Ui smled at his grandfather and said, "It has a fifth nucleotide. He said
nothing that has its origins on this planet has a fifth nucleotide.”

"What does he mean by that?"

"He does not want to conmit to anything, but no one in the | ab has seen
anyt hi ng

like this before.”

El i sha pressed his |ips together and slapped his thighs with the palnms of his
hands. "Wen will he know for certain? " "Maybe by week's end,"” Uri stated.
Elisha turned the collar of his shirt up over his neck. "You are col d?" Uri
asked.

"Yes, yes, but also excited. | nust call Fineberg this after-noon. But now
want to | eave. The danpness slowy works its way into ny soul in this place
Let's go," Elisha said as he turned toward the entrance of the room He

st opped

at the doorway and was about to say something to the students when he erupted
in

a coughi ng spasm whi ch reverberated through the small room He | eaned agai nst
the wall to steady hinself. Vivian and the other student stopped working and
started to go to him

El i sha held out his hand and shook his head. The coughi ng subsided, and he
cleared his throat and spit on the floor

"Excuse me," he sighed wearily. mall right. Thank you ... go back to
wor k. "

Ui came up next to himand hel ped hi mout of the room

Elisha all owed his grandson to lead himto the electric cart, where he

sl unped

onto the front seat. Ui assuned his position at the wheel while Mac sat in

t he

rear of the cart. Ui maneuvered the cart through the passageway, and soon

t hey

were at the main entrance.

Mac heard the crowd. It sounded angrier now. The roar surged, then quieted
slightly, then surged again, like a hellish choir. Ui talked to one of the
guards, getting an update, while the el der BenHassen renmained in the cart and
listened to the seething crowmd in the distance.

He | ooks weary and every bit of his seventy-eight years, Mac thought.

Ui finished, wal ked over to Mac, and said, "It's too far for my grandfather
Ve
will get the van and conme back for him Wth all that's going on, it might be

taking a while."

"He'll be all right here?" Mac asked.

"I"ll be fine," Elisha reassured them "Renenber | fought in the War of

I ndependence ... I'mused to it."

The crowd roared | ouder and the cluster of soldiers and nen | ooked toward the
Dome. Mac noticed that the soldiers seemed nore on edge than when they first
arrived.

"We better go now, " Uri said.

Mac waved to Elisha and started across the square. Ui wal ked after hi m but
suddenly turned around and went back to Elisha. The two men conversed for a
m nute, then Ui started across the square again.



"We nust hurry,” Uri called.

Mac was about hal fway across the open space when the noise fromthe crowd
crescendoed. He heard a few gunshots. He froze where he stood and |i stened.
Mor e

gunshots foll owed by a cacophony of shouts and screams. The riot had begun
He heard men running. Frantic running, a stanmpede, and it grew | ouder
"Theyre conming!" Ui yelled frombehind him "Quick!" He ran toward the

sol diers

at the entrance of the Rabbinical Tunnel

Mac hesitated for a nmonent, then began to run for the wall at the other side
of

t he square.

"No! No!"™ he heard Uri's voice scream

Mac stopped and | ooked toward the Dome. White snoke drifted toward himin the
hot afternoon air, msting his view of the golden edifice. H's eyes darted
toward the end of the square. The first man of the nob appeared and sprinted
like a gazelle. He was followed by a second runner, then three nore clustered
tightly together, then cane the rest of the pack. He watched as one nan
tripped,

stunbl ed, and went down. The man directly behind tunbled over him Two others
tried to junp out of the way. One man succeeded and continued to run. The
second

collided with another, lost his footing, and fell scream ng to the ground.
"Go out of there!™ Ui yelled

The fleeing nob of nmen fanned out in the square. Mac realized he woul d never
make it back to where Ui and Elisha were. The thought chilled him He | ooked
at

t he place where he had junped fromthe wall and realized it was too far away.
He

was trapped. Wth no other choice he began to run in the sane direction as

t he

pack.

Sonet hi ng whi zzed over his head as he ran. A bullet!

A Palestinian ran next to him The nman glared at him baring his black

cr ooked

teeth. He yelled sonething and | ashed out at himw th his fist. The punch
grazed

of f Mac's shoul der. He stunbl ed, barely caught hinself, and continued to run
Sonet hi ng whi stl ed overhead, |anded in front of him and then expl oded,

spew ng

a white gas over the square. Mac's eyes began to burn and tear. Hi s |ungs
felt

like a bomb went off in them and he started to choke. It's tear gas, he

t hought, as sonmeone bunped hi m from behi nd.

Anot her canister exploded to his right. He pulled his shirt out of his pants
and

held it over his face as he ran.

The pack left the square and ran wildly down a narrow street. Mc squinted
through his tears and saw a doorway to the left of him He tried to get over
to

it, but a man to his left blocked his way. Alittle further ahead he saw
anot her

door-way. He renenbered his freeway trick, slowed his pace, ducked in behind
t he

man, and dove for the doorway. He slamred into the rough wooden door and
pressed

his body close to it as the pack of men ran by.

He heard the sound of boot-shod feet running toward him Thank God, the
sol di ers, he thought and rel axed, glad the ordeal was over. He turned his
head



and tried to see, but his vision was still blurred.

Power ful arns grabbed himfrom both sides, jacked hi mup against the door

and

knocked the wind out of him

Sonet hi ng t hudded next to his head. A soldier screamed at him Mc felt the
bl ast of the nman's hot breath as saliva sprayed his cheeks. The sol dier

gr abbed

Mac by the hair and slammed his head agai nst the door. Sonething expl oded on
t he

wood next to his face. A sharp splinter tore into Mac's neck. He's got a

bl ackjack ... he's going to split ny head open! he thought. "American, |'m an
Ameri can," he yelled.

The sol dier screaned in Mac's face and brought the bl ackjack down agai nst the

door panel

Anerican ... Anerican," Mac screaned.

Mac heard someone yelling. It was Uri. Thank God, Mac thought.

Still holding Mac by his hair, the soldier faced Uri, who nanaged to talk
calmy

to the soldier.

The man snarled a reply to Uri. He let go of Mac's head but then placed the
tip

of his blackjack on Mac's cheek. Mac's knees al nost buckl ed and he felt |ike
he

was about to pass out. He forced his eyes open and | ooked at Uri, who

conti nued

to talk to the soldier. Ui took a step closer. The soldier |owered his

bl ackj ack and barked an order. The soldiers who ;pinned Mac to the door |et
hi m

go. Ui took a few nore steps toward Mac, reassuring the soldiers as he did.
The soldier with the blackjack curled his Iips and shouted final order. The
three soldiers left and hurried down the street in the direction of the

fl eei ng

Pal esti ni ans.

"You all right?" Ui asked.

"Yeah . . ." Mac replied, as he rubbed his arns.

"Your neck is bleeding," Ui said, as he pointed to the spot.

Mac dabbed at the trickle of blood. "The guy was going to bust my head open,"
he

sai d.

"He thought you were a Russian or lraqi."

"An Iraqi ?"

"He suspected you were one of the | eaders. Lucky |I got here when | did. Can
you

wal k?"

"Yeah, I"'mall right. My eyes are killing ne."

"Tear gas. Don't rub it. Makes it worse. Are you sure you're all right?"
Mac squinted and | ooked at Uri. "Hey, thanks," he mnuttered.

Mac took a couple of steps out of the doorway. Hi s | egs were wobbly and his
hands trenbl ed. He opened and closed his fists a fewtimes, trying to stop

t hem

from shaking. Slowy they headed back up the street.

As they entered the square, Mac saw Israeli military personnel everywhere. At
the other end of the square five Pal estinians |ay facedown on the stone
paverent. Soldiers with guns stood over them The square was littered with
fragnments of clothing. A tear gas canister spurted a wi sp of snoke

They wal ked to the guardhouse at the entrance of the Rabbinical Tunnel

"I's he hurt?" Elisha called out.

"I'"'mokay," Mac call ed back

"One of the soldiers thought he was an Iraqgi. One of the |eaders,” Ui said.
"Crusader blood." Elisha smled wanly.



"Crusader bl ood?" Mac asked.
"You' d be surprised how much of it shows up in the Arab popul ation,"” Elisha
replied. "Wth your dark hair ... and you were running fromthe soldiers

wel | 2"

"I"ll get the van and be coming back for you," Ui said as he left them

Mac shuffled over to the guardhouse and coll apsed on a rickety stool. He

| eaned

back against the structure, closed his eyes, and let out a deep sigh. He felt
a

hand rest on his shoulder. He slowy opened his eyes and saw Dr. Elisha
BenHassen standi ng next to him

"Not hi ng just happens,"” the old man stated.

Mac frowned. "What do you nean?"

"Not hi ng just happens. Unseen forces were trying to destroy you ... but a
greater power prevented them from doing so."

"What are you trying to say?"

"Have you ever considered that God might be guiding you, protecting and
separating you fromthe evil of this world? |I don't believe that |uck
prevent ed

you fromgetting hurt in the riot . . . The hand of God is upon you . .

In spite of his efforts to control them Mac's hands trenbl ed. He rubbed t hem
toget her and stared at Elisha, not knowi ng what to say.

13

Mac ac spoke softly into a portable tel ephone while he | eaned agai nst a
bookshel f in Dr. Elisha BenHassen's library. He faced a row of books, keeping
his conversation fromElisha and Ui, who worked at the conputers at the

ot her

end of the room

"Maggi e, the bullets went flying over ny head, for crying out |oud."

"Thi s happened today? It's lucky you didn't get killed!" she said, the anger
rising in her voice. "How would | have explained that to our children?"

Qur children, Mac thought. For a nmonment he softened. Then, hiding behind

sarcasm he said, "Well, you don't have to explain a thing, because |I'mstil
br eat hi ng. "
"Come on, Mac, really ... sonething horrible could have happened."

He was about to tell her about the soldier who al nost clobbered himwth the
bl ackj ack but figured she was upset enough. "Wy so worried?"

There was silence on the phone, then she answered, "I am... about you ..
nor e

than you think."

"Ni ce to know sonmebody cares."

"I"ve always cared ... you know that."
Mac started to say sonething but stopped when he heard soneone call
" Maggi e?"

in the background. There was no m staking the voice of JimCranston

He |istened as Cranston called out, "Mggie, the food's getting cold."
"That's Cranston? He's having dinner with you?" Mac asked.

"And if he is, what business is that of yours?" she said.

"You're right, it's none of ny business. Wiy don't you go. After all, the
f ood

is getting cold."

"Mac, it's not |ike—=

He cut her off. "Ch, come on, admt it, for crying out I|oud.

You're in love with the guy. Just stop leading ne on with all the phony "I
care'



busi ness. "

"I wasn't |ead—=

"What ?" He pretended that soneone was calling himaway fromthe phone. "Hey,

I

have to go—+'mtying up the phone lines. Say hi to the kids."

"Mac, don't hang—

"Ckay. Bye. I'Il call whenever." And he clicked the phone off.

I mredi ately he regretted what he'd done. I'man idiot, he thought. He brushed
his hair off his forehead, then rubbed the back of his neck as he stared with
unf ocused eyes at the row of books in front of him

"I want a drink," he munbled. "No, that's not exactly right,

I want several of them" He sucked in his cheeks and | ooked over at Uri and
El i sha.

I'"m marooned with a couple of UFO nuts, he thought. He stared at the picture
of

the flying saucer across the roomand snickered to hinmself. Guess |'m al ong
for

the ride.

He wal ked over to the worktable and pulled up a chair next to Elisha.

"Look at this, MacKenzie," Elisha said, pointing to the screen

Mac pulled his chair closer. On the monitor were the correspondi ng names and
stories of eyew tnesses involved in UFO sightings, abductions, and cattle
nmutil ati ons.

"Here is a particularly interesting account,’
and

clicked the file open. "It is the testinony of a rancher who saw the debris
field at the Roswell sight. A deathbed confession."

Mac | eaned forward and scanned the article on the screen. "How many of these
do

you have?" he asked.

"More than we have tinme to be looking at," Ui answered, as he typed on his
keyboar d.

Mac read the article, then asked Elisha, "This guy kept all of this to

hi nmsel f

for fifty years?"

"Yes. Even fromhis famly. Your governnent, or what | believe is actually a
splinter group, threatened himin the usual way." Elisha | owered his voice
and

said with nmock gravity, "Wat you' ve seen is of great national security! If

El i sha began as he highlighted

you
say anything, you mght be putting you and your fanmily in the path of
danger."

Mac nodded. "It echoes what my father said in his letter to me . . . about
nati onal security. | was afraid to talk about the Roswell crash. My father
al so

warned me not to show the piece of weckage fromthe saucer to anyone.
Renmenber

when | got this it had been years since his murder. | didn't know what to

t hi nk.

The truth was | didn't want to think about any of it at all."

"There are other w tnesses fromthe Roswell site that have cone forward. Are

you
interested in seeing another? " Elisha asked.

"Always Roswell," Mac said, not concealing his bitterness. Elisha scrolled
down

and found the entry.

Mac read the testinony of another w tness who had been stationed at Roswell
and

was a nenber of the 509th Bombi ng Group, the only atom c bonbing group in the
world at that tine. He attested that he had seen the alien bodies after they



had

been retrieved fromthe crash site. The witness was still alive, only
recently

breaking his silence, due partly because others had cone forward.

"Anot her wacko | oose out there," he said, but inwardly the story nmade him

f eel

connected to his father. He secretly hoped Elisha woul d show hi m nore.

"You know what ?" Uri said. "Mich of what is coming fromthe witnesses fits
ot her

stories ... even after fifty years.™

"Roswel | instructed ne to show you this when | thought you'd be ready for
it,"

El i sha stated as he typed a conmmand on his keyboard.

Mac stared at the screen and read the title, "Extraterrestrial Entities and
Technol ogy, Recovery and Disposal." The date on the title page was 1950. Mac
shook hi s head.

Elisha scrolled to the next page and Mac began to read.

"Li eut enant MacKenzi e's cont act "

"Hey, this is about ny father," Mac stammered.

"Yes, it is," Elisha said, and notioned that Mac shoul d conti nue.

"Li eut enant MacKenzie's contact with the surviving extraterrestrial continues
to

be ongoing, beginning in July 1947 at the first point of contact.
Communi cat i on

appears to be in the formof nental telepathy. Lieutenant MacKenzie seens to
have been chosen by the extraterrestrials as a liaison between their race and
ours.

"The ot her survivor of the crash died shortly after its arrival at the 509th
Bormbi ng Group stationed at Roswell, New Mexico, bringing the total of bodies
to

five recovered. Four dead, one living.

"MacKenzi e along with Lieutenant Nathan were the first officers at the crash
site and supervised the handling of the then two |ive extraterrestrials.

Unli ke

other Air Force personnel who shunned direct physical contact with the
extraterrestrials, MacKenzie handl ed the two injured biological entities and
personally lifted theminto the transport. Thisgray be the reason for the
apparent selection of MacKenzie as a point of contact fromthe surviving
extraterrestrial.

"MacKenzie, along with the extraterrestrial biological entity, or EBE
remai ns

at Wight-Patterson for further study

Mac | eaned back in his chair, took a deep breath, and said, "He nentioned
some

of that in his letter, but reading it like this ... in an official report
"Sobering, isn't it?" Elisha said.

"That's an understatenent, " Mac replied.

Elisha's nmonitor flashing grabbed Mac's attention

"Security breach," Elisha nuttered. "Must be the Major."

A moment | ater a knock rang out fromthe front door. Elisha typed a conmand
into

his computer. The screen changed i nmages, and Mac saw a man standi ng outsi de
t he

front door.

"It is good to have surveillance,’
friend

of m ne was nurdered."

Mac was caught off guard by the remark. "Ch? "

"My friend worked for the government. One eveni ng, someone knocked on his

Elisha said. "A few years ago a cl ose



door.

My friend answered and was gunned down on the spot. Terrorists! They never
captured those responsible." Elisha typed anot her comand and the canera

cl osed

in the face of the caller. "Good. It's the Major. "

Mac waited for an explanation

"Ui, will you get it?" Elisha asked.

Ui nodded and left.

"We call him Major. A joke name. Oficially he doesn't hold a rank, but he is
high up in the Mbssad, our secret service. He has brought us a video |I want

you
to see."

" About ?"

"You'll see.”

El i sha went over to the bookcase and pressed a conceal ed button. The mddle
part

of the bookcase opened, revealing a large tel evision nonitor behind it.

Ui and the Major entered. Mac's first inpression was of a little Caesar. The
maj or was a short, balding man with w de shoul ders, a flat stomach, and a
round

face. Dark sungl asses conceal ed his eyes. He and Elisha enbraced and ki ssed
one

anot her s cheeks.

Mac was introduced and while the obligatory mnute of small tal k comrenced,
Uri

arranged the chairs in a semicircle facing the tel evision nonitor and di nmed
t he

[ights.

The men took their chairs and Uri clicked on the video.

"What you are about to see was taken less than six months ago. This is very
nmuch

classified," the Major said, in a deep, heavily accented voi ce.

"He is doing ne a favor," Elisha added.

The Major patted Elisha on his | eg and chuckled. 'Al ways anot her favor."
The video began. Mac | ooked at a blue screen for maybe five seconds. Then the
screen burst with Ilight and sonething streaked by. The filmjiggled as the
caneraman tried to keep the object in focus.

"This was taken fromone of our jets at about twenty thou-sand feet. The
copi | ot

filmed this," the Mjor said.

The obj ect slowed, then stopped and hovered in the air. The jet accel erated,
gaining on its target.

"Now wat ch," the Major said.

The canera zooned in on the object. Mac stared at the image. There was no

m st aki ng what he saw. It was a silver disk. Mac coul d make out somet hing

t hat

| ooked |i ke portholes or windows in the upper section of the craft.

"For crying out |loud," he exclai ned.

Sonet hi ng shot out from underneath the jet.

"What's that?" Mac yell ed.

"It's amssile. . . Youll find this interesting," the Mjor said.
Mac wat ched as the nmissile closed in on the object, |eaving a vapor trail in
its

wake. At the point of inpact the disk suddenly hopped straight up and the
mssile flew by harm essly underneath it.

The jet closed on the target rapidly and fired another nissile. Mac watched
as

t he di sk di sappeared then reappeared slightly above its last |ocation. The
m ssil e streaked by.

"I ncredible,™ Ui nuttered.



"Qur plane is less than a half mle fromthe object and closing fast. Here is
the best part," the Mjor announced.

Mac wat ched the disk turn at an angle and then level off. Suddenly it shot
straight at the jet ... on a collision course.

Mac held his breath. The disk accelerated so fast that it was hard to keep in
the canera lens. At the last possible noment it veered and rocketed past the
pl ane.

"That was too close,” Ui said excitedly.

"Qur pilot reports that the object mssed his plane by less than a foot," the
Maj or stated. "We calculate its speed at just over twenty thousand m | es per
hour . "

"Unbel i evabl e,” Mac said. "And how does it junp like that?" "W think it
bends

the space around it," the Major replied. "Bends space?" Mic asked.

"We don't know how, but alien technology mght do that. It would allow them
to

travel great distances quickly. Fromtheir world to ours.”

"There is an American who says he worked for your governnment ... He has

cl ai ned

to be working on the propul sion system trying to back engineer it, before he
was let go," Ui added.

"So ny government has been secretly involved in the back engi neering of a .

Mac pointed to the picture of the disk on the wall

"Roswel | sent us information that one of the alien ships was apparently given
to

us for the purpose of back engineering," Ui said.

"What? A gift? Sone sort of trade?" Mac asked, finding it hard to believe
what

he was heari ng.

"Yes," Elisha said. "Roswell has suggested the possibility of aliens and
American mlitary personnel working side by side.”

"There is testinony from abductees that they have seen what | ook |ike
mlitary

personnel aboard the spacecraft, as they were being nedically exam ned," Uri
said. "We have sone of their testinonies in our files."

"Unfortunately, no one sees the whole picture," the Myjor said seriously.
El i sha frowned and gestured toward his nmonitor. "But what is the part of the
picture we do see? The picture | see is a sinister one. For instance, a case
could be made |inking some of the abductees with involvenment in occult
practices. The cattle mutilations are done deliberately, as if to send an

om nous signal to us. Finally, when they make contact, the aliens claimto
have

genetical ly mani pul ated us thousands of years ago, which renders noot the
creative act by a divine being. A concept which al nbst everyone on this

pl anet ,

in spite of their religious differences, believes. No, | don't believe these
are

creatures fromanother world. | would propose instead, spirit beings from

anot her di nension. "

"Well, whatever they are, they don't seemto be going away, do they?" Mac
obser ved.

"How do you account for the piece of material that MacKenzie's father gave
hi nP"

Ui asked.

"Spirit beings don't make flying saucers," the Mijor added.

"It is a nystery," Elisha agreed, "but if the book of Enoch is an accurate
account of their arrival the first time, then we know that they dazzled nen
with

their technol ogy. Renenber the account says they showed men the art of weapon



maki ng? No matter how primitive we may consider those weapons now, to the nen
living at the time it was a phenonenal |eap forward. Think of the state of
wor | d

affairs directly after World War 1. The Cold War exi sted between the Soviets
and the rest of the free world. The atom c bonb had been dropped at Nagasak
and

H roshi ma, ushering in a new era of total annihilation on a global scale.
Consi der for a nonent ifone of the super powers had the technol ogy we are
tal ki ng about, alien or otherw se. What would they conpromise in order to
acquire it? What would they pay for that kind of power? Wat would they all ow
in

order to get it?"

The Major cleared his throat and said, "Perhaps the aliens crashed the disks
del i berately, knowi ng that we woul d bargain for their technol ogy"

El i sha nodded. "A deliberate deception. It does fit a simlar pattern. W
have

the historical record fromthe book of Enoch, accounting some sort of trade

access to the wonmen for technology. As | have said before, the results of
t hat
union resulted in the Nephilim The skel eton we have di scovered nmay establish
the authenticity of these abom nations. "
"The DNA testing at Fineberg's lab is showi ng some-thing," Ui added.
"Yes, and if what he says is true—about a fifth pair of nucl eotides—+then we
nmay
have established a link," Elisha said.
"Maybe ny father wasn't so crazy after all,"” Mac said quietly.
Elisha | eaned slightly forward and said, "Renmenber nuch of this has been
repressed for the last fifty years. Your father nust have felt conpletely
al one.
He probably was afraid for you and your nother's life, not to nention his
own. "
"Did he ever say anything about the crash to you, other than what was in the
letter?" Ui asked.
Mac thought for a nmoment, then said, "No, he kept every-thing to hinself. |
don't think ny nother ever knew anything. She died before | got the letter."
Ui looked at his watch. "It's late. Rebecca is going to be mad. W shoul d be
now goi ng. "
"And tonorrow | nmust go to the remains of the Philistine city of Gath, by way
of
Masada, " Elisha said, as he stretched his arns in front of him "Mc, | think
you woul d find Masada interesting. The ruins are exceptional. "
"That sounds good. But what are you doing in Gath?" Mac asked.
"CGoliath, the giant, was fromthe city of Gath," Elisha said. "The book of
Nurmber s chapter 13 seens to indicate that there was again a conmingling, or
anot her outbreak if you will, between the fallen angels and the wonen of the
earth, although it was Iimted to the land of Canaan. When the Israelites
conquered the area, remants of the Nephilimfled to the city of Gath.
Goliath

was probably a Nephilim 1'mgoing there to see if we can start a dig to
unearth

any nore relics.”

"Sounds fascinating. And I'd Iike to see Masada. |'ve heard a bit about it,"
Mac

sai d.

"Good. My driver will pick you up at Ui's house at five-thirty tonorrow
nor ni ng. "

"That early?" Mac asked.
"To avoid the heat of the day," Ui explained as he got up
"The Major and | have some unfini shed business to attend to," Elisha said as



he

wal ked themto the front porch. "See you at five-thirty" He waved as Mac
cl i nbed

into the van.

14

June 5

It is late at night and everyone at Ui BenHassen's house is asleep. | am
sitting cross-legged on ny bed with just ny laptop as the only source of

['i ght

in the otherw se dark room

In | ooking back at the events of the day, | can hardly believe all that has

transpired.

It seens the people of this |Iand bal ance precariously on the edge of life and
death. They stare into the abyss of uncertainty daily, relying on their

| eaders

and mlitary prowess to protect them and keep their enemies fromdriving them
into the sea and anni hilating them The threat is ever present and because of
it, people carry Uzis as casually as Londoners carry unbrell as.

| suppose | take being alive for granted. | think, probably like all men,

t hat

somehow | will live forever. Incredibly | could have been killed, or at |east
maimed in the riot today.

In the quiet of this borrowed child s bedroom | can see the tw sted,
sharling

face of the soldier glare at me like a mad dog. | can hear the thud of his

bl ack-j ack sl am agai nst the door panel, barely m ssing ny head.

It is the closest brush I have ever had with death. | joked to Maggi e about

t he

bullets flying over ny head. But | realize anything could have happened. |
coul d
have been shot and been standing before ny Maker instead of pushing keys on

ny

| apt op.

If Ui had not rushed to protect me, |'msure the soldier would have hit ne
within the next mnute or so. | could see himworking up to it, |osing

pati ence.

To him1l was nothing but vermn, utterly dispensable, and certainly at that
nmonent sonet hing much | ess than human in his eyes.

| have never been so conpletely hel pl ess, ny fate hangi ng on the whi m of
anot her.

The experience has had a very sobering effect on ne. | don't mean fromthe
standpoi nt of guzzling a bottle of G and Marnier nightly. No, something
deeper,

even spiritual | suppose, is the word I am | ooking for

Sobering, for | realize | amnortal, that ny tine here on this earth is
limted

and finite. Like ny father and son, | too will die. I will leave this shell of
a

body and go where? To Jesus and heaven like | was taught as a child? Like
used

to believe? | don't know.

Here in Israel, Jesus has becone nore real to ne. | can alnost see him
wal ki ng

the streets of the old city. Here is the place where Christianity began, and
al |



because of an obscure carpenter's son, Jesus.

Jesus. | have bl ocked himout of ny life since ny son's death. | am angry
with

himfor allowing the tragedy to happen in the first place. If that's what God
is

all about, why believe at all?

| used to be distracted by all the things life has to offer. Caught up, like
everyone else | know, in acquiring nmore and getting ahead and being
successf ul

in my career. Now since Art died, |I just feel dead to it all. Nothing
matters.

Maggi e is right—+ have never been able to accept his death. It is so
poi ntl ess.

What has it acconplished? What has taking that little child s life, poised on
the threshol d of manhood, meant in the grand schene of things?

Wiere is he now?

Does he exist?

Is he with Jesus or God, if they exist?

I would love to believe that.

I would love to hang ny hat on that.

What peace and hope there would be if it were true.

But nobody knows. Not one person. It is, as | was taught, a matter of faith.
And right now | have no faith.

It is dead.

| am dead.

I amonly going fromone distraction to the next, and when the distraction
ceases | find nyself trying to escape the pain that surrounds ny heart in a
shroud of sorrow. There doesn't seemto be a way out of it...

The information that the BenHassens have filled me with since ny arrival is
very

di sturbing. In sifting through it, I amnore inclined, however, to accept
Elisha's idea that these may in fact be spirit beings. A though as Ui points
out, it is difficult to imagine fallen angels building spacecraft.

Addi ng to the conundrum are the bones in the sarcophagus, or what might be

t he

remai ns of the Nephilim (How bizarre! The offspring of an unholy union

bet ween

fallen angels and earthly wonen.)

Sonetimes | can't believe what | amhearing fromthe two of them

I nt er-di nensi onal beings. Abductees. Cattle mutilations. Bending space.

O course, nost disturbing is knowing that my father was involved in
sonet hi ng

t hat happened in Roswell, New Mexico, fifty years ago, and he passed to ne a
souvenir of what he saw Somet hing now | wish | had never set eyes on

I find nyself being drawn into this crazy world of UFGCs.

The BenHassens are consunmed with the enigma of them | believe ny father's

i nvol vement with themled to his murder. The idea of little green nmen, or
shoul d say gray men, is too nmuch to believe. And yet | have ny own father's
letter telling me that is precisely what they are . . . little gray nmen. From
where? | wonder.

Art MacKenzie

Jerusal em
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Jim Cranston sat at his desk, talking on the phone to "John," his contact at

t he



Agency.
"Well, where is he?" Cranston asked inpatiently.

"He's in Israel all right. W traced the call to a Dr. BenHassen, lives just
out si de of Jerusalem"™
n \N]O?"

"BenHassen. He's an archaeol ogi st, huh? Has a | ot of connections in the
government. Wirks for the Department of Antiquities. Apparently he has a
recent

find under the Tenple Munt." Cranston heard the man sorting through papers.
"Under the Tenple Munt they found a sarcophagus."”

"And?" Cranston asked.

"BenHassen found this, and sonebody is naking a big deal about it."

"Why woul d MacKenzi e be associating hinself with this man?" Cranston asked.
"I was hoping you night be able to help me on that, huh?" John said. "Here's
what | know so far." Mre sorting of papers. "The guy was in a concentration
canp during Wrld War Il. He immgrated to Israel in 1946. Fought in the War
of

I ndependence. He teaches at the university. He's a Jew sh oddity."
"How so?" Cranston asked.

"His religionis listed as Christian. The guy converted from Judai sm
Cranston didn't reply.

"He nmakes frequent calls to the States,” John said.

"To whom MacKenzie?" Cranston asked.

"Not sure, I'mtracing it. If he contacts you, informme inmediately, huh?
I've

got to go. I'll call later."

The phone went dead.

Cranston hung up the phone and | ooked at the original Rothko abstract,

illum ned

by a single spotlight fromthe cathedral ceiling overhead.

What's the connection? he thought as he played with the clipped ends of his
nmust ache. Wat's the inportance of this sarcophagus under the Tenpl e Munt,
and

what does it have to do with MacKenzie?

He shrugged. Sonetines he wi shed he'd never gotten involved with the Agency,
West wood Medical Center, or any of this top-secret nonsense about
extraterrestrials. But something—a reporter's curiosity, maybe, or the lure
of

power, or perhaps just the | arge sunms of noney the Agency paid hi mkept him
goi ng.

Qovi ously MacKenzie's revealing article and subsequent trip to Israel were
di sturbing to Cranston's contact at the Agency. He'd never heard John sound
so

rattl ed.

He turned the whole thing over in his nind as he focused again on the Rothko
pai nting. For a nonent he enjoyed the deep red color that seened to pul sate

agai nst the white wall.
* * %

John used a secured phone and di al ed anot her number. "It's me," he said.
There was no acknow edgnment fromthe other end. "You might find this

i nteresting

concerning Art MacKenzie. He waited for an answer and when none cane he
proceeded."He s the reporter who wote the article on the Westwood Medi cal
Center—

"I know who he is," a low, gravelly voice interrupted. "The article regarding
t he abductions,” John conti nued.

"It seens he's in Israel, and he's connected with a Dr. Ben-Hassen. \Wat do
you

want ne to do?"

"\Where does MacKenzie live?" the voice demanded. "Near Los Angeles. In



Veni ce.

He rents an apartnent,"” Cranston replied.

"Anything there we need to |l ook at while he's gone?" "What do you nean?" John
pr obed.

"You break in and check his apartment out,'
"National security," John chuckl ed.

"OfF course," cane the response. "Where national security is threatened, the

| aw

doesn't apply."

"Ckay. Ch, there's one other thing."

"Yes?"

"This Dr. BenHassen apparently di scovered a sarcophagus underneath the Tenple
Mount in Jerusalem"™
"What was in it?"
"Don't know . . . yet.
"CGet back to me if it turns out to be something that might concern us. In the
nmeanti me keep your eyes on MacKenzie." The receiver went dead.

John snmacked the phone agai nst the pal mof his hand, making it sting.

He had never net the man he had just talked to. He knew himonly by the nane
of

Abaris and secretly . . . he feared him

t he voi ce ordered

16

Art MacKenzie sat in the rear seat of Elisha BenHassen's car while his driver
not ored south, toward the ruins of Masada. The barren, rugged desert, faintly
illuminated in the rising sun, becane even nore desolate with each passing
mile.

Ahead a | arge body of water, |ooking nore like a nirage, wavered uncertainly.
"The Dead Sea," Elisha said, as he rested his newspaper in his |lap and
gestured

toward the front wi ndow of the car. "It has been called many nanes in the
past,

"The Salt Sea,"The Sea of the Plain,' "~The East Sea.' The Arabs call it, "The
Sea of Lot."' His face hinted at the beginnings of a smle as he said, "There
is

a fable that no bird can fly over it."

"But of course that's just a fable."

"OfF course." Elisha chuckled. "It does, however, have some fascinatingly odd
formations along its shores due to the nminerals and salt content. If we had
nor e

time I would show you.,

Mac saw the water reflecting the dull pink of the nmorning sky. It seened to
stretch endlessly in the distance.

"The Jordan River flows into it fromthe Sea of Galilee, north of us," Elisha
expl ained. He returned to his paper againand with his head buried in it said,
"There is quite a wite-up about yesterday's riot in this norning' s Jerusal em
Post . "

"Ch?" Mac replied. "How interesting. For once |'m being witten about instead
of

t he other way around."

El i sha | aughed, then read al oud, " About twenty Pal estinians were arrested.
One

man was seriously hurt.” "It was al nost twenty-one," Mc said.

"Yes, it could have been but for the hand of God's protection," Elisha said.
Mac avoi ded eye contact. Yesterday's encounter had shaken himnore than he

l'i ked

to admt. "Uri told ne this kind of thing happens frequently."



El i sha put down his paper and peered at Mac through his wire-rimtrifocals.
"Yes, it does. One becones hardened to it ... unfortunately, it is our way of
life. Children learn froma very early age to dive to the ground at the sound
of

gunfire.”

Mac thought of the confort and safety of his children and compared it with

t he

war - savvy BenHassen children living in Israel. It was no place for the weak
or

faint of heart. Only the strong survived here. He began to have an inkling
into

t he pervasive nationalism expressed by the BenHassens and other Israelis he
had

encount er ed.

Dr. BenHassen thunbed t hrough anot her section of the paper, while Mac wove an
i ntrospective tapestry of thought that included the giant bones in the

sar cophagus, flying saucers, Maggie, Cranston, and the deaths of his son and
f at her.

Dr. BenHassen | ooked out the wi ndow and announced, "There it is, Msada."

H gh

above the desert floor lay the ruins of the ancient citadel. "Wat you see
was

once the stronghold of a handful of Jew sh zeal ots who wi thstood the mi ght of
the Roman Tenth Legion for seven years before it fell. Even then the Roman

victory was a Pyrrhic one.™

"How s that?" Mac asked, as he peered through the wi ndow at the ruins.

"Rat her than be taken alive by the Romans and sold into slavery, the Zealots
chose mass suicide.”

"They killed thensel ves?"

"As hard as it is to imagine, they did. Men, wonen, and children all owed

t hensel ves to be killed by nmenbers of their own household, rather then submt
to

capture and servitude."

"Fanatical ," Mac replied, with disgust.

"Yes, it is," Elisha agreed. 'A Jewi sh historian, Josephus, recounts the |ast
days of the Jewi sh settlenment. He wites in a lengthy comentary that

El eazar,

who was the Zealots' |eader, preferred, and I quote fromnenory, 'To let our
wi ves die before they are abused and our children before they have tasted of
slavery; and after we have slain them I|et us bestow that glorious benefit
upon

one anot her nutually, and pre-serve ourselves in freedom as an excellent
funeral nonument for us.'"

"Still, I can't imagine killing my own famly in order to escape slavery, for
crying out loud!" Mac retorted.

"It was nmore than just slavery, for those Jews it was a deeply religious

deci sion. They chose death rather than bow their knee and honor Rone. They
remai ned faithful to the God of their fathers.”

Mac | ooked at the barren fortress with a growing curiosity.

"The Romans built a six-hundred-foot ranp in order to besiege it. They were

j ust

as determ ned as those inside, Eli sha said, as he pointed to the ruins and
debris of the ranmp. "Titus, the Roman general that razed Jerusalemin A.D. 70

and sl aughtered a nmillion of its inhabitants, is responsible for the
handi wor k

you see before you."

"I't sounds like the Zealots were the JimJones of the first century, " Mac

replied, as he craned his neck to get a better view of the ranp.
"Not a fair conparison. Jones and his followers were not about to be cast
into



the horrors of slavery. There are sonethings worth dying for, you know. "

Eli sha

shot Mac a sidel ong | ook.

Mac didn't answer. Instead he | ooked out the wi ndow at the ruins.

"There's a lot to explore here. You'll find Masada fascinating, " Elisha

sai d.

"I"'mlooking forward to it."

"I"ve arranged with one of the guides that works here to give you the king's
tour. You will have preferential treatnent, see the places the general public
is

not allowed to go."

They reached the foot of the ranp where there was a cable car in operation
for

those not inclined to hike up the steep ranpart to the fortress itself. As
Mac

got out of the car, a blast of hot, arid air assaulted him "It's heating
up, "

he conment ed.

El i sha chuckl ed. "Now you understand why we left so early. It will be well
over

a hundred in less than two hours."

"Dr. BenHassen! Dr. BenHassen!" A large, burly man roughly the sanme age as
Mac

ran toward them

"That is Chaim an old student of nmine fromthe university,"” Dr. BenHassen

i nf or med Mac.

Chai mreached them and i medi ately threw his arns around Elisha.

"Easy . . . easy," Elisha laughed as he enbraced his former student. "This is
Art MacKenzie, fromthe United States.” Mac shook hands.

"Shal om Shalom good to neet you." He flashed a snile at Mac.

Elisha said, "As you know, | amgoing to Gath to | ook at sone recent work on
t he

tel there. M. MacKenzie is excited to see the fortress firsthand, and by
such

an experienced guide."

Chaiml s face brightened and he said enthusiastically, "The king's tour. You
will

see the places that we close to the public.”

Mac nodded. "Sounds great."

“I'"ll return in a few hours. In the neantine, he's in your keeping, " Elisha
sai d.

"Don't worry, there are no Romans about. He's perfectly safe,
hi m

El i shas driver hel ped himback to the car. The old scholar waved to Mac and
Chaimas he settled in the rear seat.

"I"ll see you in a few hours, " he called through the open wi ndow as the car
started to pull away.

An hour later, after Chaims informative tour, Mac was high atop one of the
crunbled walls of the Masada fortress. Below himthe desert, barren and
lifeless, fanned out in all directions. Horizontal stratas of red granite
banded

t he huge rock formations around the fortress. In the horizon, the deep blue
waters of the Dead Sea shimered, contrasting with the desert that it

i ntruded

upon.

Mac was alone in the remains of a circular tower that had probably been used
to

store grain. He sat recklessly on the outer | edge of the tower wall and |et
hi s

feet dangl e bel ow hi mas he surveyed the desolate country. The sun inched its

Chai m assur ed



way higher in the sky, and Mac could feel the warnth of it penetrate his
shirt.

A deep silence surrounded him He could al nost feel the stillness. Qther than
the privacy of his roomat night, this was really the first time he had been
al one since his arrival in Israel

He shifted his weight on the wall and | ooked down again at the remains of the
ranp the Romans had built. C osing his eyes, he imagi ned the siege taking

pl ace.

Sol diers marching with their shields overhead, creating a turtle formation as
they clinmbed the ranp. Drunms thuddi ng a cadence by which the soldiers paced
their advance. Shouts and taunts fromthe Jews in their fortress.

For seven years the finest fighting force in the Western world sought to
vanqui sh what to them were stubborn rebels and, to their consternation, were
hel d at bay. And what spoils went to the victor? The bl oated carcasses of
worren

and children? It all seemed so pointless in the end.

He was restless.

Deep within, his enotions advanced |ike soldiers, demanding his attention

The

i mge of the operating roomleapt to mnd. He saw his son lying on the table,
the doctors frantically working.

"I can't handle this now," he said aloud and picked up a small stone that |ay
next to himon the wall and hurled it into the air. He watched as it fel
silently into the space below him He lost sight of it as it dw ndled away to
not hi ng.

The t hought occurred to him alnmost like it was placed there by soneone el se,
Maybe | should throw nyself after it. He | ooked below him Wat was it that a
friend of his had said about suicide? "Suicide is a permanent solution to a
tenmporary problem"™

But his son's death was not a tenporary problem

The fam liar grief and anger welled up in him and he banged his fist on the
ruined wall. The sharp stone cut at his hand. But he didn't care. The cut

pal ed

besi de the ache inside. The raw, festering wound that never heal ed.

He noved cl oser to the edge and put both hands on the | edge so he could push
himsel f off. Druns thudded in his ears. The loneliness ... Ch, God, the

| onel i ness. He was enpty and al one. Al ways al one.

A new t hought entered his mnd. He saw hinmself in church, at his son's
funeral,

and the mnister was preaching. Maggie was next to him her swollen eyes and
tear-stained face turned away fromhim Mac saw the polished wal nut casket
adorned with flowers directly beneath the pulpit. He heard the minister's

Voi ce

soft in tone yet strong with conviction

"For he triunphed over the grave when he rose again on the third day. He
knows

the sting of death. He knows the pain and hopel essness it brings. He knows

t he

enptiness. He knows, and he will take your pain. He will carry it for you. He
will heal as only he can. He will take your pain ..."

Mac forced his eyes open and he saw the precipice below him Instinctively he
noved back. He swung his | egs back around to the other side of the wall and
stood, holding on to the | edge. He took a deep breath and wi ped the sweat
from

hi s forehead.

"For crying out loud, I don't want to die," he said al oud.

He nade his way to the ruins of what had been the center square of the
fortress.

Leani ng up against the partially collapsed wall, he breathed deeply severa
times, as if doing so would exhale the pain. Exorcise it fromhim He thought



about the minister's words and nunbled, "If it were only that sinple.
He stunbl ed down toward the ranp unsure of what he was doi ng, placing one
f oot

ahead of the other nechanically.

Who can rescue nme fromthis? he thought, as he hung his head and slowy
continued to wal k al one.

17

Four men in civilian clothes and carrying gym bags got out of a van parked

j ust

down Fthe street fromthe building where Dr. Fineberg's office was | ocated.
Their | eader, a short stocky man with broad shoul ders and a bal di ng head, I|ed
the other men quickly down the sidewal k and into the building.

The group entered the elevator. As the door closed and the el evator began its
ascent, their | eader pressed the stop button causing the elevator to jolt to
a

halt between the first and second floor. Wthout a word each man knelt on one
knee and began to assenble the automati c weapons conceal ed in their gym bags.
Each al so donned a tight-fitting ski mask to conceal his face.

When they finished, their |eader switched on the el evator. The nen stood

poi sed,

in a fighting stance, as the elevator slowWy nmade its ascent to the fourth
floor. It stopped and the doors slid back

The | eader cut the power so that they remai ned open. He | ooked down the

hal | way
in both directions. Satisfied that they were al one, he stepped out of the
el evator, signal ed his conpani ons, and wal ked qui ckly down the hall, followed

closely by the others.

They came to the door of Dr. Fineberg's |lab. The | eader opened it and they
noved

into the anteroom One nman renmai ned by the outer entrance poised and ready to
appr ehend anyone unl ucky enough to enter the office.

The | eader threw open the door and noved into the main | ab. He wal ked to a

I ab

bench that had various glass dishes and bottles stored on it. He took the
barre

of his gun and smashed it into the glass, sending it exploding to the floor
The three |l ab technicians, absorbed in their work, |ooked up when they heard
t he

commot i on.

"CGet down on the floor!" the | eader yelled, in heavily accented Hebrew

For a nonent no one noved. One woman and her two mal e coworkers stared dunbly
at

the intruders.

"I said get down!" the |eader yelled, and fired a short burst fromhis gun
A ass expl oded across the roomfromhim a piece of which flewinto the
wonman' s

cheek. She screamed. The other two |lab technicians tried to go to her aid but
were intercepted and forced to the floor. The woman touched her cheek, felt
t he

bl ood, and becane hysterical .

"Where's Fineberg?" the | eader yelled.

* * %

Inside his office, Dr. Fineberg heard the shot, then the breaking of glass,

t hen

the scream Fear filled him H's eyes darted around the wi ndow ess room
There

was no place to go, nowhere to hide. And his people were in danger

He heard the voice. "Were's Fineberg?"



And he knew. They were after him

He went to the door, his knees trenbling. Qpening it, he found hinself
face-to-face with three masked gunmen. Thel eader wal ked over to Fi neberg,
j amed

the barrel of his gun under Fineberg's chin, and pushed himback into his
of fice.

"Please, | have two children ... a wife," Fineberg whinpered.

"Shut up," the | eader shouted, as he pushed the gun barrel further into
Fi neberg's chin. "Were are the bones?" "Wat bones?" Fineberg replied.
"The bones that BenHassen gave you."

Fi neberg stuttered, "In the lab. | think they're in the lab. I'Il get them
for

you. "

"And | want the testing results,” the | eader grow ed. He notioned with his

gun

for Fineberg to go.

Fi neberg forced his legs to move and wal ked out of his office.

Ruth, his femal e assistant, had passed out and lay in a heap where the man
had

forced her to the floor. The other two | ab technicians were prostrate but
appeared to be alive.

Fi neberg wal ked to the | ab bench where he had done npbst of the DNA testing on
t he bones fromthe sarcophagus. "Here are the sanples. W received only two
smal | fragnents."

The | eader took them from Fi neberg and slipped theminto his coat pocket.
"And the data," he demanded gruffly.

"Well, it's in the conputer. And backed up on disk. |
"Pull up the file!" the | eader ordered.

Fi neberg went to the keyboard, scrolled to the file, and clicked it on

The | eader took a disk fromhis pocket and inserted it into the computer's A
drive. Fineberg stared at the nonitor as the information began to | ose sone
of

its letters.

"Avirus," the leader said, "it will erase all of your files. Now, where are
your di sks?"

Fi neberg hesitated, knowi ng there were years of research on his backup disks,
hundreds of hours of data and hard-won information

"What if | just give you the disks you're |ooking for?"

"Where are the disks?" the | eader said, ignoring his plea. He pointed his gun
barrel back into Fineberg' s face.
"Over there in the file cabinet,
cabi nets across the room

The | eader wal ked over and opened the drawer. One of the other men joined him
and withdrew a plastic bottle fromhis bag and squirted its contents into the
file drawer. A horrible snelling smoke spewed into the roomas it began to
eat

away at the disks.

"Are there any nore?" the | eader asked.

"That's everything. You ... you destroyed ny files ..." Fineberg whined
pitifully, as he | ooked at his ruined Iab.

The | eader wal ked over to Ruth and put his gun to her head. "Everything?"

"I swear to you it's everything." Fineberg' s voice shook with fear

The | eader wal ked over to the nonitor and gazed at the screen, which by now
was

a hopelessly illegible tangle of letters and nunbers. He scrolled down page
after page and checked to see if they were the same. Satisfied that the virus
was wor ki ng, he turned away fromthe conmputer and wal ked to one of the

t el ephones. He yanked the wire out of the wall and notioned to one of his

nen,

who repeated his actions with the other phones around the |ab

Fi neberg noaned, notioning to the mnetal



"This is everything?" The | eader demanded of Fi neberg once again, as he spun
on

his heel and faced him

"That is everything, | swear!" Fineberg whinpered.
"If I have to return here | won't be so considerate,
"I promise you ... it's everything!"

The | eader | ooked at Fineberg and, satisfied that he was telling the truth,
notioned for his nmen to | eave. As they left,one of the men paused by the
door.

He took a grenade fromhis bag, casually pulled the pin, and tossed it into

t he

room "Don't! Are you crazy?" Fineberg screaned

The | eader closed the door behind him and the intruders were gone.

Bef ore Fi neberg could nove, the grenade exploded with a | oud concussi on, and
snoke filled the room

Fi neberg was knocked to the floor by the inpact of the explosion but

ot herw se

wasn't hurt. He struggled to his feet and groped his way through the thick
haze

of acrid-snelling snoke.

"Moi she!l Ari!" he yelled.

"I"'mall right," Mishe called, his voice strained, "but Ari's passed out."
"Open the wi ndows!" Fineberg coughed and then covered his nouth and nostrils
wi th his hand.

He craw ed t hrough the snoke and reached Ruth, picked her up, and dragged her
into his office. He slamed the door shut and managed to keep out nost of the
snoke. He placed his hand on her neck and felt a pulse. She was alive. But
her

face was bl oody and her white | ab coat was seared fromthe expl osion

Fi neberg went back out to the Iab and kept close to the wall as he staggered
toward the w ndow.

Moi she had his arm around Ari, supporting himas the two nen | eaned out over
t he

the | eader said.

wi ndowsi || and gasped for air. "Wwo would do this?" Mishe nanaged to ask.
Fi neberg shook his head and slowmy replied, "I don't know ... | don't know "
* * %

The | eader sat in the back of the van as it nade its way through a tangle of
traffic. He had renoved his ski mask and had lit up a cigarette. He exhaled a
| ong stream of snoke as he talked into the cell phone. "W got everything.
['m

sure of it," he said.

"And the virus?"

"It took out the hard drive. | sawit myself."

"Good. Very good. Proceed with the second objective."

"Right." The | eader clicked off the phone and tossed it on the seat next to
hi m

and took a long drag fromhis cigarette.

"I'"mhungry,"” he said. "Let's get something to eat."
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Art MacKenzie sat at a snmall folding table which rested on the pebbl e-strewn
shore of the Sea of Galilee. Dr. Elisha BenHassen was directly across from
hi m

and they shared a picnic lunch that Elisha's driver had spread out.

During the drive from Masada to Galil ee Mac had been withdrawn and reticent.
Dr.



BenHassen attenpted to show hi m some pot shards fromthe tel at Gath, but Mac
was far renmoved fromany interest in broken bits of ancient clay. Cbserving
this, Elisha politely refrained fromany further attenpts at conversation

As he | ooked around, Mac couldn't help but nmarvel at the contrast of the
country. \Where a few hours ago there had been nothing but barren earth, now
verdant rolling hills and meadows surrounded the shore of this vast body of

water. A short distance fromwhere they were sitting, fishermen, like their
predecessors for mllennia, were repairing their nets in preparation for
goi ng

out to sea.

Mac forced hinself to take another bite of |unch which consisted of cold

chi cken, a vegetable salad, and small bits of dried garlic bread. Elisha
reached

for another piece of bread that lay in a w cker basket on the table's edge.
As

he did so, Mac noticed what appeared to be a faded tattoo on his left wist.
Eli sha saw Mac staring at it and said, "One of ny lasting souvenirs from
Vorld

War 11, along with, of course, ny habitual fits of coughing.”

"How so?" Mac asked, as he put down his fork and readied himself to listen
Elisha cradled the bit of garlic bread in his twisted arthritic hands, then in
a

halting voice said, "During Wrld War 1l, | was interned at Bergen Bel sen ..
a

concentration canp."

Mac raised his eyebrows and pressed his |lips together as he inmagined the
hor r or

t he man rmust have gone through. There was an awkward silence. Then Mac's
journalistic instincts took over and he forged ahead boldly. "I've read about
t hem and seen pictures, but |'ve never had the opportunity to talk to a
survivor."

The aged schol ar sat perfectly still, the only noverment being his chest
rising

and falling slightly as he breat hed.

He absently fingered the bit of bread in his hand and then, |ike a man
forcing

hinsel f up the last part of a mountain even though he is exhausted, he began
"The day we arrived at the canmp we were separated, woman and children, from
t he

men. Most families never saw each other again after that initial separation
The

men who could work were sent to a building where they were stripped of their
cl ot hes and any bel ongi ngs. W were shaved of all our body hair and del oused.
They applied the del ousi ng powder directly to our bare skin. We then dressed
in

the canp uniform striped shirts and trousers that for nost of us were either
too big or too small. And then we received our tattoo." He pulled the sleeve
of

his shirt, then held his wist up and turned it slowy so that Mac coul d see
t he

faded nunbers.

"Li ke cattle, | was branded." He paused for a nmoment and | ooked at the faded
tattoo on his wist. "They would have inspections at four in the norning,
even

inthe winter. | would stand in the freezing, cold night, along with endl ess
rows of other men, and wait to hear ny nunber called ... five, six, zero,

t wo,

four, two ... And then | would yell “present.' When all the nunbers had been

called and the roll checked, which could take hours, we would start the
wor kday. "



Mac let his breath out slowy between his teeth, then asked softly, "How did
you

get through it?"

El i sha sat back in his chair and | ooked out at the blue water sparkling in

t he

afternoon sun. "God was with me. | never lost nmy faith in him Al though | did
not understand why | was in the living hell | found nyself in, | never
doubt ed.

| knew that he was not responsible for what the Nazis were doing to us."

Mac shook his head, |ooked at the half-eaten food on his plate, and keepi ng
hi s

eyes fixed there confessed, "I don't know how you can believe in anything
after

goi ng through something so horrible."

Mac's statenent |ingered unanswered for a noment. Then Elisha replied, "Wuld

you care to hear a true story .. . one fromthe canp?"

Mac nodded

Elisha shifted the garlic bread to one hand while he rubbed his bearded face
with the other. "There was nan who, like all of us, was a prisoner. He had
been

a great musician, a classical violinist. It was very sad, because in the
canp,

he lost his faith in God. And because of that he despaired of |life. Each day
he

became nore norose. | saw his spirit slowy die ... a ittle each day. There
cane

a day when in desperation, he threw hinself against the electric fence and
was

killed instantly. The only difference between himand me was that | knew
not hi ng

could take away what | believed in, ny faith in God. In here." He lay a bony
hand on his chest. "The guards could kill me and take ny body, but not ny
soul

Most every: one who survived shared the commonality of faith ... in the God
of

our fathers. It is the one deciding factor that got us through the Hol ocaust.
Wthout nmy belief in God, | would never have survived that nightmarish

pl ace. "

Mac toyed with the food on his plate. "Does it haunt you today?" he asked.
El i sha | ooked steadily into Mac's eyes and said, "Yes. It haunts ne even now.
I

lost nuch of ny family in the canps. Sonme of the things | saw . . . well,

t hey

are the work of the Evil One. When | recall those thoughts | pray, and over
time, the menory loses its power. It is still there, mnd you, for once you
t ake

something into your mind it remains there. But now, it no | onger has power
over

me. It is | who control it .. . through prayer."

"I don't understand sonething," Mac said.

"And what is that?"

"You and Uri seemto be opposites when it conmes to religious things. | have
t he

i npression that Ui doesn't believe in God at all."

El i sha popped the bit of garlic bread into his mouth, chewed slowy, and
sai d,

"Uri has studied the Hol ocaust extensively. Because of that, he doesn't
bel i eve

in God. It isironic that | amthe one who believes in God, having |ived

t hr ough



the Hol ocaust. Yet he is nore bitter about it than I. There is al so sonething
else ..."

Mac knew from years of talking to people as a reporter that he was about to
hi t

pay dirt. Elisha was going to confide sonething very personal to him He
tried

not to | ook anxious while he waited for Elisha to begin.

"I"mnot exactly what you woul d consider an Orthodox Jew," Elisha said. He
reached for his glass of water, took a small sip, swallowed carefully, and

t hen

conti nued.

"Not unlike Ui, | studied the Hol ocaust, but not from books. None were yet
witten. | talked to others |ike nmyself, who had gone through the canps and
lived to tell about it. It was during this tine, a few years after the war,

t hat

I met anol d rabbi who had been hidden by a Christian famly for two years
when

t he Germans occupi ed Hol | and and so had escaped the death canps. He |ived
with

this famly in the nost intimte way, shared their food and cl ot hing. He was
conpl etely dependent on them Hi s benefactor happened to be a Protestant
mnister. At night, sonmetines to pass the tinme, the two would tal k about each
other's religion. The rabbi and the mnister. It sounds like the start of a
j oke, doesn't it?"

Mac smil ed and nodded.

"They woul d study the Scriptures together and talk about them One night the
m ni ster showed the rabbi a passage of Scripture in |Isaiah which tal ked about
the com ng Messiah. The two di scussed the passage at | ength. Many ot her

topi cs

wer e bandi ed about over that two-year period, but the rabbi always canme back
to

that particul ar passage of Scripture dealing with the prophecy of the comn ng
Messi ah. One day shortly before the end of the war and after exhaustively
studyi ng ot her prophecies, the rabbi concluded that the Messiah had indeed
cone

in the person of Yeshua."

"Yeshua?" Mac asked.

"Yeshua, the Hebrew name for Jesus. The rabbi becanme a believer in Yeshua A
Meshiac ... or Jesus the Messiah. The rabbi became what is considered a

Messi anic Jew.'

Mac finished Elisha's thought and said, "And you talked to the rabbi and you
accepted Jesus, Yeshua, as the Messiah?"

Elisha smled broadly and he said, "Yes, it was the npost inportant day of ny
life."

"Then you're not a Jew?
Elisha tilted his head back and | aughed. "Al ways a question."

"Al ways," Mac replied.

Elisha repeated, "Am | a Jew? Sinply answered. | ama Jew by birth and
observe

t he Sabbat h and Passover and the high holy days ... but | amalso a Jew that
believes in Jesus as the Messiah of Israel. So | attend also a Christian
chur ch.

| ama Messianic Jew "

"A Messianic Jew," Mac repeated the phrase slowy.

El i sha | eaned back in his chair, folded his hands in his |ap, and asked

poi ntedly, "And you, MacKenzie, what do you believe in?"

Mac gl anced toward the Sea of Galilee, shifted nervously in his chair, and
replied, "I"'mnot sure anynore. There was a time when | believed in ... No,
| et

me rephrase that ... | thought | believed in ... Jesus. But probably it was



j ust

because 1'd been brought up that way. Now | don't think | believe in
anyt hi ng. "

El i sha brushed off his hands. "This is a wonderful place to take a walk," he
sai d, changing the subject. "Qther than Jerusalem it's nmy favorite place in
al |

of Israel."

Mac got up and went to Elisha's side and hel ped himget out of his chair.
"Thank you ... ny arthritis,” Elisha said. "I come here as often as | can
Isn't

it beautiful ?" He gestured at the lush hills surroundi ng them
Mac nodded as they began to walk in silence along the | ake's edge.

After a while Elisha said, "In the file Roswell sent us ... it nentioned that
you | ost your el dest son?"

Mac felt his stomach tighten. "Yeah ... |'ve never been able to ..."

"Rel ease hinP" Elisha offered.

Mac | ooked away and answered, "I don't know if release is the right word ..
but

yeah. "

El i sha nodded slowy, then said, "Wen nmy wife died there was a tinme of
grief,

of mourning. It was a very difficult period. After alnpst two years,
realized

that it was tine to release her, to continue ny life without her. | prayed
t hat

God woul d hel p ne because this is sonething that | don't think we can do
wi t hout

his help."

"And did he hel p?" Mac asked, the sarcasmrising up in his voice.

"Yes. | prayed and the burden was |ifted. There was peace.

"Peace?" Mac asked incredul ously.

El i sha nodded, then said, "I still love ny wife and deeply m ss her, but | am
at

peace with her death. | amat rest, and this is nothing short of mracul ous.

"How does it happen? How does it work?" He hesitated and then stamered, "I
can't let go of ny son ..."

El i sha stopped wal ki ng and | ooked at Mac.

"What ?" Mac said defensively.

"You said, | can't let go,' and that is the point. You cannot |let go on your

own. It's beyond all the strength that you possess . . . to let go. But that
is

what Jesus will help you do, if you let him"

"I used to believe in Jesus as a kid. Even after Maggie and | got married, we
went to church. | went through the notions, but | guess | didn't really
bel i eve,

| had no real faith, because after ny son was killed | grew resentful." He

| ooked away, thought for a nonent, then asked tentatively, "So how can God
hel p

me | et go?"
"The Scriptures say in Isaiah 53:3 that "He was a man of sorrows, and
famliar

with suffering.' If you ask himto help you, he will. In place of the pain
there

wi || be peace. A peace that passes understanding, in our human terns." He
paused

and | ooked out at the sparkling waters, then back at Mac. "But you nust cone
to

the end of yourself and finally let go."

Mac recalled sitting on the edge of the stone tower at Masada, a part of him



wanting to | eap off the edge to escape the pain. He al so renenbered the
mnister's words at his son's funeral. Now here he was, the old wound
uncovered

in the light of day.

He grew angry. Raising his voice, he argued, "It doesn't nake sense! Wy
didn't

CGod take me instead of ny son?"

"Why did God all ow the concentration canps?" Elisha countered.

"Maybe Uri is right,"” Mac said, "CGod doesn't give a hoot about us! He's

det ached

fromus, for crying out |oud!"

"Remenber that sanme God, who you think is so detached, sent his only Son
Yeshua, to hang on a cross, so that he could save us and reconcile us to
him"

El i sha of f ered.

"It's too much |ike some sort of cosm c passion play," Mac said angrily and
ki cked the gravel, which sent a spray of sand and stone flying into the cal m
wat er .

"It is a passion play, and the stakes are high," Elisha said firnmy. "Human
soul s spending eternity with God, or eternal dammation and separation froma
holy God! That is what is at stake!"

"Not hi ng can take away what | feel! You don't know the hel pl essness | felt at
not being able to save him If only | could have done sonething . . . That
eats

at me, unless | drown it in alcohol to the point where | pass out! And the
next

nmorning ... the next norning it all comes back and it's still there ... the
pain, like a ravenous wol f."

"He'l | take your pain," Elisha said quietly.

Elisha's words hit Mac like a hamrer. "Wat did you say?" he asked.

"I said, he'll take your pain, but you have to ask himin here." And Elisha
pointed toward Mac's heart.

They stopped and faced one another. Mac | ooked defiantly at Elisha and said,
"

can't do that."

"Why not?" Elisha asked softly.

"I don't need anybody's help," Mac shot back. He pressed his |ips together
and

scow ed. He felt |ike he was being backed into a corner. One part of him
want ed

to run fromthis w zened old man and drown hinself in a good bottle of

what ever

he could lay his hands on, and the other wanted to fall on Elisha' s shoul der
and

weep. The battle raged inside him It felt as if he was being torn apart.
Anger

and resentnment welled up in himlike a tenpest. He wanted to punch the old
man

who | ooked at himw th such peaceful eyes. How dare he have what Mac so
desperately wanted! Was he flaunting it? Lording it over Mac, saying to him
t hat

he was superior?

Mac cl osed his eyes and wi ped away the sweat from his forehead. He opened

t hem

and stared at Elisha. The man means ne no harm Wat am | thinking? he

t hought ,

marveling at the tricks his mnd was playing.

"Its tine to cone back," Elisha whispered. "Let himtake the pain."

Mac saw that the old man was crying silently. Tears ran down his |ined cheeks
and di sappeared into his beard.



Sonet hi ng then broke in Mac. As he | ooked at the older nman, he realized that

Elisha was crying for him. . . for his pain ... for his suffering. He
understood that he was reaching out to him like a nman reaches desperately
for

his drowning friend in a raging sea.

And then the wall of self, that bastion of independence and self-reliance,
began

to crunble. Mac felt it give way. At first it scared him for it nade him

f eel

vul nerabl e and weak.

As he stood trenbling he heard Elisha say, "Hs burden is light."

He | ooked at Elisha and blinked his eyes. Sweat poured from his forehead.
"He'l | take your pain," Elisha whispered again.

How di d he know to say that? Mac thought.

He felt himself sway on his feet. There was a weat hered post that was sunk
into

the gravelly shoreline near him He reached out and steadied hinself on it.
He

cl osed his eyes and fought back the tears.

He felt Elisha s hand on his shoul der. "Conme back to him... he |loves you,"
t he

ol d man whi sper ed.

Mac |l et go of the post and col |l apsed on the ground. Elisha followed him

wr apped

his arms around him and held himfast.

Mac's body trenbl ed spasnodically and his shoul ders shuddered uncontroll ably.
He

let out a long cry of anguish. A guttural, primal wail, that seened to

rel ease

his soul from a darkened prison.

He wept for his son Art, for his dead father. He wept for Maggi e and Sarah
and

Jereny. Al their faces raced clearly into his mnd, in rapid succession
"Take it fromme," he nmurmured. "Oh, Jesus! Take all of it ... take the

pai n!"

He said it over and over again. And with each time he uttered those words it
seened that a weight was lifted fromhim Falling away, |eaving himfree!
The two nmen renained | ocked in one another's arms.

Mac exhausted hinself in what was the only catharsis he had ever experienced.
So

many people and enotions tucked away. Half a lifetime of thoughts unchecked,
left to fester, left to bitterness, buried under the fragile veneer of
personality and career.

But there was al so sonet hi ng new being born. The begi nning of a whol eness. He
felt alive for the first tinme in his life. Like he had been awakened from a
ni ght mari sh sl unber.

The light had entered into him

H's burden was lifted and in its place was peace.

He knew that a miracle had happened, and that the source of that mracle was
Jesus, and that somehow he was present..
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Mac and Elisha slowy got up fromthe ground. "Well, how do you feel ?" Elisha
asked as he rubbed his own tear-stained face.

Mac | ooked at a small boat with its single sail catching the wind. "Like that
little boat out there . . . free ... and with a fresh wind at my back."



Elisha put his armon Mac's shoulder. "That's a good feeling, MacKenzie. " He
chuckl ed. "We should get started back .. . there's always nore work to be
done. "

They were interrupted by Elisha's driver. "Dr. BenHassen! Dr. BenHassen! " He
ran to them waving a cellul ar phone over his head.

"Somet hi ng has happened, " Elisha said to Mac as he waved his hand over head,
responding to his drivers frantic calls.

The driver caught up to themand tried to catch his breath while he
spasnodi cal |y conversed with Elisha in Hebrew

"Ch no," Elisha groaned.

"What ?" Mac asked, with grow ng concern.

"He says that several men broke into Dr. Fineberg's lab sonetine this
nor ni ng,

took the sanple bones of the Nephilim and destroyed rmuch of his lab and
data. "

"What are you going to do?" Mac asked, trying his best to bal ance this sudden
turn of events with the lingering after-math of his conversion

"Cet back to Jerusalemas fast as we can. I'll call Ui once we get to the
car."

The driver ran ahead of them gathered up the table and chairs, and hastily
threw theminto the car's trunk

Mac steadied Elisha as the old man forced hinself to walk faster than he
coul d

manage. They reached the car and clinbed in.

The driver spun the car around and headed back to the Add Cty, going well
over

t he posted speed limt.

"I"'mgoing to see if | can reach Fineberg and try to get what happened
firsthand," Elisha said as he dial ed the nunber.

Mac wonder ed how anyone coul d possi bly know about Fineberg's testing on the
Nephili m bones. Granted, if what Fineberg' s |ab discovered about them were
true—that they contained a fifth nucleotide, making themfor all practica
pur poses a genetic anomal y—this woul d i ndeed cause quite a stir in the
scientific comunity. But nothing had been published yet.

How coul d anyone possi bly have found out? And why destroy the di scovery? he
t hought .

"lI've reached him" Elisha said to Mac.

Mac listened inpatiently to Elisha converse in Hebrew, w shing he understood
t he

| anguage.

Elisha turned to Mac. "It seens three heavily arned men wal ked into his |ab
They roughed up his assistant, put a virus into the main conputer term nal
and

confiscated the bone sanples fromthe sarcophagus.”

"Was anyone hurt?" Mac asked.

"A woman who works with himhas sone |ight contusions and is enotionally

di straught. But everyone el se escaped serious injury. The intruders seened to
be

only interested in the | ab work concerning the Nephilimbones. I'"mgoing to
cal |

Ui. "

"Who do you think is responsible? " Mac asked.

"I don't know. | don't think it's the Arabs, although they m ght attach sone
significance to the skel eton being found under the Dome of the Rock."

"What about your secret service? Wuld they do some-thing |like this?" Mac
asked.

El i sha i mredi ately shook his head. "The Mdssad? No, | would have been



notified

if we were jeopardizing national security in some way. No, | think this
originated outside the Mddl e East, nmaybe from your country or the Russians.
Sone- how, soneone has gotten a hint of what we' ve discovered and is

t hr eat ened

by that information."

"What's so threatening? " Mac asked.

"Fineberg's testing points to a genetic anonmaly. Because of that, the
skel et on

m ght be proof of the existence of the Nephilim. . . the comm ngling of
fallen

angel s and the wonen of earth." He paused and | ooked Mac squarely in the eye.
"l

haven't told you about some very interesting informtion sent by Roswell."
"Such as?"

"Roswel | sent the results of DNA testing on residual amiotic fluid froma
worran

who cl ai ns her baby was taken from her by aliens.”

"Li ke the woman | saw at the hospital."

"Yes. Fortunately one of Roswell's agents happened to be working in the
ener gency room where the woman was brought. She was henorrhagi ng badly. He
was

able to gather a sample and preserve it."

"And Roswel| had it tested?"

"Yes, and the results were the sanme as Fineberg's.”

"Afifth nucleotide," Mac stated softly.

El i sha nodded. "Yes, a fifth nucleotide. Do you see where this is |eading?"
"There's a link to the past," Mac answered.

"Yes. And | believe it is the beginning of the Geat Deception | told you
about ,

the fallen angels mating with human wonen. "

Mac frowned and tried to put the pieces together.

The cell phone rang, and Elisha picked it up. "It's Uri," he informed Mac.
" So

you know about Fineberg's |ab?" He paused as he waited for an answer.

"He knows about it," Elisha informed Mac. 'Are you going to the tunnel ?" He
listened to the answer and replied, for Mac's benefit, "Good, you're there
NOW.

Is the skeleton ready to be shipped? Good ... Yes, we're on our way. W'l
see

you in an hour. He sends his greetings," Elisha said, as he clicked off the
cel |

phone.
"Do you think the sane people will try to get the skel eton?" Mac asked.
"I"'mnot sure," Elisha answered, his face taut with concern. "It is possible

but | think it's highly unlikely they would try anything at the Tenple
Mount .
It is much too volatile."
* * %
Ui BenHassen called the Miuseum of Antiquities and reaffirned his request for
transportation to nove the skeleton in order to have it properly studied. He
then made his way to the secret room containing the sarcophagus.
"You are alnost finished the packing?" Ui asked one of Elisha' s students as
he
qui ckly made a nental note of their progress. One of the students, a girl,
nodded and held up a carefully wapped bone. "The transport will be coning
soon," he remarked and | ooked at his watch again. He began to doubl e-check
t he
nunberi ng of the bones against the rendering of the skeleton as it lay in the



sar cophagus, which would enable others to reconstruct it at the Miseum of
Antiquities. He saw the spearhead was about to be wapped and put away. "Let
ne

see that, will you?" he asked. He felt its cool snooth surface as he bal anced
it

in the palmof his hand. @ ancing at the inscription on the stone lid, he
frowned. Nephilim... where did you cone fron? Wat are you? he wondered, and
suddenly the spearhead felt very heavy. * * *

The | eader sat alone in a restaurant in the Arab quarter. He had gorged

hi nmsel f

so nmuch that he | oosened the top but-ton of his pants.

He | eaned back on two legs of his chair and | eisurely snmoked an Anerican
cigarette, savoring the flavor.

Qutside the restaurant, a van pulled up with the same men he had led in the
raid

on Dr. Fineberg's lab. One of themexited the van and entered the restaurant,
found the | eader, and sat across fromhimat the small table.

"Did you pay off the driver?" the | eader said as he exhal ed snoke toward his
conrade's face.

"Yes, he's been paid. He'll call us just as he's |eaving.
"And it is today? Are you sure?" the | eader asked

"We nonitored his cell phone. It's today, soon," the man answered.

Satisfied, the | eader nodded. He took one last drag on his cigarette and
crushed

the butt out in the blackened tin ash-tray. He glanced at the nman across from
hi m and asked, "What about the unifornms?"

"He's going to get us two," came the reply.

"Good." The leader lit another cigarette and offered one to the other man,

who

took it.

He waved his hand, and a rotund waiter in a dirty apron shuffled to his

t abl e.

The | eader held up an enpty gl ass.

"And one for ny friend here," he said.

The waiter jerked his head like a marionette and di sappeared.

The leader lit the other nman's cigarette, |eaned back in his chair, and

| ei surely inhal ed.
* * %

Elisha's driver parked his car near the Tenple Munt. Elisha and Mac got out
and

hurried toward the entrance of the Rabbinical Tunnel. The soldiers stationed
t here nodded respectfully to Elisha as they entered.

"You drive," Elisha said as Mac helped himinto the cart. Mac clinbed into

t he

electric cart and drove it through the cool passageways to the secret room
hol di ng t he sarcophagus. "You arrived quickly,"” Ui said as they entered.
Mac saw that the sarcophagus was enpty. Next to it lay two | arge wooden
crates,

hol ding the precious artifacts. Their lids were screwed securely shut.

“Any news from Fi neberg?" Elisha asked.

"He's very distraught about the files he lost. The police are investigating,
but"—ri threw his hands into the air—=whoever it was is mles away by now
They're not going to find anything."

El i sha sighed, then exam ned one of the crates. "Are you ready to | oad then®"
"We're ready now. The truck fromthe Museum of Antiquities should be arriving
shortly,” Ui said.

"I wonder if you could open one of the crates," Elisha asked.

"OfF course, I'lIl do it nyself."

El i sha sat on the other crate and watched as Uri and one of the students
carefully unscrewed the Iid and renoved sone of the packing material. Elisha



got

up and went over to the crate. He rested his hands on its side for support
and

| eaned over the bones. Each bone had been carefully tagged and numbered so it
could |l ater be reconstructed at the nuseum He reached into the crate, noved
nore of the packing material away, and sel ected what appeared to be a bone
from

the rib cage.

"I want you to personally be responsible for this,"'
to

Ui .

Ui took the artifact fromhis grandfather and slipped it into a canvas pack
that | eaned agai nst the stone wall near the entrance.

"Well, let's move all of this, shall we?" Elisha said, and cl apped his hands
t oget her enthusi astically.

"I nsurance?" Mac asked Elisha as the students and Ui began to nove the
crates.

he said, as he handed it

"Yes," Elisha replied, "considering what happened at Fineberg's, | don't
t hi nk

we can be too careful."

* * %

From t he basenent of the Museum of Antiquities a small diesel flatbed truck
| unbered into the late afternoon sunlight.

The driver stopped just before the security gate. He left the vehicle,

unl ocked

the gate, and slid it open. He | ooked nervously around. Satisfied that he
wasn' t

bei ng wat ched, he drove slowy out of the fenced security area of the museum
He

set the energency brake, then hopped out and quickly closed the gate before
driving away.

He was being paid al nost six nmonths' wages for providing the uniforns and the
truck. He didn't care who the nman was who had approached him Nor did he
particul arly wonder about what the truck was going to be used for. He had
been

assured it would be given back in good condition. No one would know ... and
for

his part, he would be richer.

He drove to the address he was instructed to and left the truck parked in a
narrow al l eyway. After putting the keys on top of the rear tire, he wal ked
qui ckly down the street. He | ooked back once, then hurried on his way.

* * %

Mac hel ped | oad the last of the crates on the electric cart. He waved as Uri
drove it slowy away, down the tunnel

Mac | agged behind as the two students began to wal k toward the entrance. He
went

back into the secret roomand went to the lid of the sarcophagus, staring for
a

nmonent at the inscription ..

"Nephilim. . . Anakim. . . Rephaim..."

Here again on earth? he wondered.

He left the room and wal ked back down the tunnel

* * %

A white van was parked directly behind the truck fromthe Miseum of
Antiquities.

Inside the van the | eader put on the uniformthat he had retrieved from
behi nd

the front seat of the truck, as was pre-arranged. Across from him another
man



was conpl aining that his uniformdidn't fit.

The | eader rebuked him "Shut up and get into it."

The man rmunbl ed somnet hi ng under his breath and forced his muscular arminto

t he

sl eeve of the shirt.

Two ot her men were busy underneath the carriage of the flatbed truck. One of
them strapped two | arge bundl es of explosives on either side of the gas tank.
The ot her made sure that the antenna of the detonator was tightly secured and
that the radi o receiver was activated before he crawl ed out fromunder the
truck.

"Everything ready?" the | eader asked.

The nmen nodded.

"Good, I'lIl drive," he said. He got out of the van and clinbed into the
driver's

seat of the flatbed. The other man wearing the uniformgot into the passenger
side of the vehicle. They appeared to be security for the nuseum

The | eader started the diesel engine and headed down the street. The two

ot her

nmen followed in the van a short distance behind.

* * %

El i sha BenHassen sat on a stool in front of the entrance of the Rabbinica
Tunnel . The crates were a short distance away. Ui and Mac were talking to

t he

students, and the soldiers on watch were idle and rel axed.

Elisha stirred at the sound of a diesel truck engine. "I think they're
com ng, "

he called to Uri.

Ui wal ked into the square. "It looks like they're here," he affirned.

* k%

"Let me do any talking," the | eader instructed as he drove the truck. "If
somet hi ng happens, don't start shooting people. Remenber, there are soldiers
here. Play dunb, you're good at that. Renmenber, let me talk," he repeated.
The ot her man remai ned nute.

"That's it ahead of us. Keep your gun under your seat. And don't |ook so
nervous." The | eader sl apped the man's shoul der and | aughed.

The ot her guy grunted and spat out his open w ndow.

* * %

Mac sat beside Elisha near the guard shack on the same rickety stool as the
day

bef ore and wat ched the truck cross the square and stop directly in front of
t he

entrance to the Rabbinical Tunnel. He watched Uri point to the crates and say
something to the driver. The driver waved to his hel per, and the nan got out
of

the truck and wal ked over to where the crates rested. The students hel ped the
two nmen lift the first crate and set it gently on the rear of the fl atbed.
"I's Dr. Sledzik going to receive these?" Mac heard Elisha call to the driver
Mac | ooked at the driver and realized the nan hadn't heard Elisha.

"I don't think he heard you, Dr. Elisha," Mac said, as he got off his stool
and

went over to him

Mac hel ped Elisha get up and they wal ked over to the truck.

"Excuse me," Elisha said. "lIs Dr. Sledzik going to be there to receive

t hese?"

The driver hesitated for a nonent, then called out over his shoul der, "Yes

Dr. Sledzik will be there."

They lifted the other crate onto the truck and tied it with a nylon rope.
The nmen finished securing the crates and started to get back into the truck.
"Wait just a mnute," Elisha called. "You forgot the paper-work!"



"Ch . . . yes . . . the paperwork. 1'Il get it. Hold on." The driver opened
hi s

door and began to look for the paperwork. The other man clinbed into his
seat,

then slouched down in it and stared out the wi ndow at Elisha and Mac.
"Here it is,"” the driver said, as he produced a battered clip-board. He
wal ked

over and handed it to Elisha.

El i sha gl anced at the document, began to frown, and said, "The paperwork's
not

correct. This is for another pickup, not ours," and he pointed out the

m st ake

to the driver.

"Ch ... sorry." The driver apol ogi zed.

Ui wal ked over to his grandfather and Mac. "Is something a probl en?" he
asked.

"The paperwork isn't correct," Elisha said, exasperated.

"Here it is. I'msorry, it nmust have gotten mxed up,"” the driver said and

sm | ed, as he handed the clipboard back to Elisha.

Ui |eaned over Elisha's shoulder and | ooked at the docunent. "Looks in
order,"

he sai d.

Elisha examined it carefully, then took a pen fromhis khaki shirt pocket,
signed the bottomof it, and handed it back to the driver

"Al'l set then?" the driver said, as he patted the clipboard. He wal ked to the
flatbed, threw the clipboard onto the seat, clinbed in after it, and started
t he

engi ne.

Elisha turned to Mac and said, "Inconpetence," as the truck pulled away.
"Yeah," Mac agreed.

"l better call Dr. Sledzik and informhimof it."

"Why don't you call frommy house?" Uri suggested.

El i sha thought for a moment and then said, "No. | want to call now while

t hi ngs

are fresh in nmy mnd. Can you pl ease get me your cell phone?"

Ui walked to the electric cart and pulled his phone fromhis pack. He
returned

and handed it to Elisha.

Elisha turned it on, gave the phone a disgusted | ook, and said, "The battery
is

weak," as he pointed to the flashing light.

"Sorry. Do you want ne to get yours fromthe car?" Ui offered.

"No, that's all right," Elisha responded. "I suppose it can wait for later
Let's go. I'Il call fromyour house."
* * %

The white van carrying the other terrorists appeared out of an alley and fel
directly in behind the flatbed truck. The | eader caught sight of it in his
rearview mrror and gave a thumbs-up out his wi ndow. The driver of the van
honked the horn once in response.

The two vehicles left the Od Gty and headed across the Kidron Valley. Forty
mnutes later the | eader steered onto a rutted dirt road and parked behind a
| arge out croppi ng of rock. The van pulled up behind it, and the | eader and
hi s

acconplice left the flatbed and clinbed into it. The | eader took a small
contro

box and notioned for the driver of the van to backup. The van raised a dust
cloud as it backed away fromthe truck

"This is good," the |eader said.

He slid off his seat and stood next to the van directly behind the door

He | ooked around him Satisfied that they were isolated and conceal ed, he



pointed the box in the direction of the truck, sw veled the antennae, and hit
the flashing red button.

There was a slight pause, then a terrible explosion rocked the van, the force
of

whi ch slamred the door into the | eader's chest and knocked himto the ground.
Debris flew high into the air. The crates containing the bones of the
Nephi |'i m

di sintegrated. Were the truck had been only nonents before, a newy forned
bl ackened crater burned hotly with gasoline and tw sted, unrecogni zable parts
of

net al

The | eader got up and wiped the grime fromhis face. The other nen inside the
van | aughed. He | ooked at the crater and his face broke into a devilish grin.
He

reached into his coat pocket, pulled a cigarette fromthe package with his
teeth, and lit up. After staring at the crater for a few seconds, he gave the
signal to | eave

The van pull ed back onto the main road and headed for Jordan

* * %

"What do you mean the truck hasn't gotten there yet? " a frustrated Elisha
cried

into the receiver.

"I"'msorry, Dr. BenHassen, but the truck never got here
"I's Dr. Sledzik there?" Elisha asked

"No, he isn't, sir. He's out of town for the week. | expect himback next
Monday, " she replied.

"Excuse me, but did | hear you say Dr. Sledzik was out of town for the

remai nder

of the week?"

"Yes sir. Until next Monday," she said apologetically. "And you are sure the
truck hasn't arrived? It was carrying rare antiquities," Elisha pressed.
"I"'msorry, sir, but 1've checked this nyself, and the truck hasn t arrived.
Security has been alerted and they're looking intoit. I'lIl call you
personal ly,

sir, as soon as we hear sone-thing."

El i sha resisted the inclination to slamthe receiver down and instead cl osed
hi s

eyes and silently prayed.

Ui asked, "What did they tell you?"

a worman answer ed.

"Dinner's getting cold!" Rebecca called fromthe kitchen. "W will be

com ng, "

Ui yelled back, fromhis study. "The truck hasn't arrived ... and Sl edzik
hasn't been at the nuseumall week. He's out of town," Elisha answered
wearily.

"Then who picked up the crates at the Tenple Munt?" Elisha sighed. "W may
never know. There is nothing we can do now. The woman inforned ne that
security

has been alerted. She will call as soon as they know what happened. W shoul d
go

to di nner so Rebecca doesn't get upset.”

"I can't believe this," Ui said angrily. "Wat if the crates are gone? Then
al |

of our work ...
"No, we still have the one bone | gave to you," Elisha rem nded him

Ui hit the door with his palmangrily as the two nen left his study.

They wal ked into the living roomwhere they found MacKenzie, who was on al
fours in the nmddle of the roomwith a pile of Iaughing children on his back
The heal i ng has begun, Elisha thought, as he watched them play. For a noment
he

forgot the m ssing truck and abandoned hinself in silent praise.
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Mac, Elisha, and Ui sat in Elisha's living roomand con-versed on the
speaker phone with a wonan adninistrator fromthe Miseum of Antiquities.
"And security found the man in his apartment?" Elisha asked, and gl anced
si deways toward Uri .

"Yes, that's correct ... with his throat cut. Really very horrible," the
wonman' s

voi ce responded through the small speaker

"And there has been no trace of the truck?" Ui inquired. She hesitated, then
said, "Well . . . we may have discovered what's left of it, sir."

"What do you nean?" Elisha asked.

"I can only imagine," Ui nunbled under his breath. "Earlier this evening
there

was a report of an explosion just outside the Od Cty. Apparently Cenera
Security investigated it and according to their report they believe it was
t he

work of terrorists, probably Palestinians or Hezbollah." "But was it the
truck?"

El i sha asked inpatiently. "They're not positive, but they believe it m ght
be. "

"Of course, no traces of the artifacts?" Ui said.

"Not hing, sir. General Security is having considerable difficulty identifying
what type of vehicle it was."

Elisha put his head in his hands. "Ch well." He sighed. "Thank you for the
information. If there's anything el se we need to know, you have ny nunbers."
"Yes, sir. I'msorry, Dr. BenHassen. Good night, sir."

Ui clicked the speakerphone off, and the three nen sat imersed in their own
t hought s.

"At | east you have one bone fromthe Nephilimskeleton |left, " Mac said

breaki ng the sil ence.

"True. True," Elisha answered softly. "But | believe the rest of the skeleton
has been destroyed ... Whoever these people are it seenms they will stop at
nothing to destroy the truth."

"I'ncluding nmurder," Mac added sonberly.

El i sha agreed, "Unfortunately ... even nmurder." He lingered in thought for a
nmonent, then said, "Uri, | called Dr. Fineberg before we |left your house and
told himabout the |ast bone that we have in our possession. He was, needl ess
to

say, somewhat reluctant to have anything nore to do with it."

"I"mthinking we need to contact Roswell," Uri suggested. "He nust need to
know

what has happened here. Maybe his people will want to do the testing on the
artifact."

Mac got up fromhis chair, walked to the picture of the UFQ and stared at

it.

He call ed over his shoulder, "You know, |'mleaning toward your theory,

El i sha.

There seens to be a link here.” He pointed to the disk in the picture.

"Qt herwi se why bl ow a bunch of bones to smithereens?"

"I"'mglad |I'mmaki ng a believer out of you," Elisha said, "although we're not
certain as to who is behind the confiscation of the Nephilimartifacts and

t he

mur der of the museum enployee. It is like a flare going off on a starless

ni ght;

suddenly you can see where you're going, even if it is just for a few nonments.



I

feel like we now have been pointed in the right direction. | believe there is
a

link between the Nephilimand the emergence of the UFO phenonena, and whoever
destroyed the artifacts knew that. Only a handful of us know about the
significance of the bones ... Yes? Suppressing that information is inportant
enough to soneone to go to such extrenme nmeasures to silence their wtness.”
"How much do you think your governnent knows about all of this?" Mac asked.
Elisha lightly rubbed the armof his chair with his thumb while he thought.
Finally he said, "I have contacts. The Major, whomyou nmet, for one, and

ot hers

that | have known since our first days of independence. The Mjor confides

t hat

the Air Force is very aware when an unidentified craft flies over Israeli air
space. As you saw in the video, they scranble jets and attenpt an intercept.
O

course nothing we have cones close to matching the speed of these craft."

"I's your governnent curious about the research you and Ui do here?"
"Unofficially, very interested,” Ui said.

"The Maj or spends nost of his time investigating sightings,"” Elisha added.
"V

of t en exchange information."

"We still have the one bone remaining, and | feel Roswell should get that as
soon as possible even if we have to hand deliver it ourselves," Mac suggested
as

he paced in front of the picture. "It's the only physical link that may
val i dat e

Elisha s theory Especially if Fineberg' s conclusions about the DNA are
correct.”

"W can now contact Roswell," Wi stated matter-of-factly. Mac | ooked at

Eli sha

and waited for himto respond. Elisha put his hands on the armrails of his
chair and boosted hinself fromhis seat. He steadied hinself, then slowy

wal ked

over to his conmputer and sat down.

"You know what? This is amazing," Ui said to Mac, as he foll owed Elisha over
to

t he computer.

"It is,"” Elisha agreed, smling. "It makes nme feel |ike a school boy passing
notes." He typed in a conmand. "Did you know Roswel | has a Wb page?" he
asked.

"A Wb page ... you're kidding," Mac replied.

"Under Spiral of Life," Elisha answered. "Here, 1'll show you."

Elisha typed in ww. spiraloflife.com and waited

Mac wat ched the screen. In a nmoment an interesting icon flashed onto the
screen.

"What is that?" he asked.

"A close-up of Mchelangelo's painting fromthe Sistine Chapel but slightly
revised. Instead of the finger of God touching Adams finger in the act of
creation, it is replaced with the double helix spiral of DNA"

"Deli berate,” Mac said.

"Very deliberate," Elisha corrected

"Here comes the good part,"” Ui added.

El i sha took the nouse and clicked. The screen changed to a deep blue col or and
a

quote floated in front of the inage. "CGo ahead, Mac," Elisha pronpted.

Mac read it out loud, ""And the stars of heaven shall fall, and the powers
t hat

are in heaven shall be shaken."



www.spiraloflife.com

"It's fromthe gospel of Mark, chapter 13, verse 25," Elisha stated.
"I didn't know Roswell was religious."
"He's not anynore, but he collaborates with the people who set up the Wb

page. "

"Who are these peopl e?" Mac asked.

"We know that some of thembelieve like | do that the world is on the verge
of

the G eat Deception spoken about in the Bible." Elisha clicked on the
Scripture

and it vani shed, |eaving an open box with a flashing cursor. "You have to
know

t he password,"” he said, and typed in a series of nunbers and letters.

Anot her box appeared, larger than the first. It contained a strange
cuneiformlike witing with synbols and figures of aninmals.

"What's that?" Mac asked.

"More security, watch." Elisha typed in a command and used the cursor to
rearrange sonme of the icons. The witing changed into a picture of a bare
f oot

floating over the ground.

"What is it?" Mac asked.

"Jesus descending on the Mount of Adives . . . The Second Coming. It's a
cl ose-up of his foot just before it touches the earth."
"These people believe that the Second Coming ..." "Mght be in our lifetine,"

El i sha finished.

Mac wat ched as Elisha typed another password. The screen went black for a
nmonent, then the cursor began to blink

Elisha typed and as he did, the letters appeared white agai nst the bl ack of
t he

screen.

"That's it?" Mac asked.

"Yes. This is an I.C.Q linkup. The nessage | send will activate Roswell's
pager."

"How secure is the systen?"

Ui folded his arnms across his chest and said, "No password ... you can't get

in." He picked up a card next to Elisha's conmputer which had a series of
nunber s

on it and expl ai ned, "The code changes every day. Wthout this"—he waved the
card—"it would al nbost be inpossible to gain access."

"But what if soneone lifted it right here fromyour conputer?" Mic asked.

"I't wouldn't work because a certain section of digits have to be sequenced in
reverse order and only sonmeone who has been instructed by Roswell knows where
that section is." Elisha typed his nmessage on the page, pushed the return
key,

and waited.

The letters vani shed fromthe screen and it becane bl ack again except for the
fl ashi ng cursor.

"He's not there?" Ui said."Be patient,"” Elisha whispered.

The nmen stared at the nmonitor and waited.

"I"mgoing for sonmething to drink," Ui said. "You want anything? "

"Not hing for ne," Elisha said.

"I"ll take whatever you have," Mic answered.

Ui left themand a short while later returned with cold fruit juice.
"Anyt hi ng?" he asked.

"It takes tine," Elisha repeated. "Look, sonmething is comng in." The
exci t ement

clearly showed on his face. "I still can't get used to it,"'
| ooked

boyi shly at Mac.

They stared at the nonitor, and all that appeared on the screen was a white

he said, and



junbl e of nunbers and letters.
"Now what ?" Mac asked.

"This is the best part. Watch this," Elisha said cryptically.

The nessage was finished. He hit "save as" and entered a code. Sone of the
| etters unscranbl ed thensel ves, nost of the others sinply disappeared. The
three

of themread together.

Have read your note. Sorry you had trouble with the artifact. Fortunate you
have

sample left. MacKenzie should return with it to the States. Ui should cone
with

him Things seemto be reaching a clinmax here. They know about you. Be
careful .

Elisha waited with his hands poi sed on the keyboard and | ooked up at Uri.
"What

shoul d | answer?"

"Tell him MacKenzie and | will |eave within twenty-four hours. Providing
can

convi nce Rebecca," he said.

El i sha typed the nessage, and they waited for Roswell's reply.

Good. Uri will be invaluable. WIIl contact you at MacKenzie's. Wait for
instructions, don't tal k. Be careful

Wth a puzzl ed expression Mac asked, "Wio is "they' ?"

El i sha | ooked at Mac, his brow knit together. He pointed toward the picture
of

the UFO and softly said, "The beings that make those fly.

* k%

"Dad?" Laura called out. "Dad, are you all right?"
"I"'mfine, honey," Roswell answered.

"Did you take your medicine?" Laura asked.

Roswel I thought about |ying, then answered, "No, not yet.

"Was that inportant . . . what just came in?"

"Yes ... BenHassen indicates that the Nephilimartifacts were destroyed."
"I'"'msorry"

"They still have a sanple. MacKenzie and the younger BenHassen are going to

return to the States with it." Are we going to pick them up?"

"Too conspi cuous—eh, ny back," he groaned.

"Daddy, are you all right?"

"Where are those darned pills?"

Laura went to his desk and opened the bottle that was next to the phone.
"Here,

Daddy, take two," and she held the pills out in her hand to him

Roswel | shifted in his chair, took the pills, and swall owed t hem

"I'"d give anything to have one day w thout pain," he nunbl ed.

21

In his last night in Jerusalem Mac stayed up late recording the day's events
in

hi s j ournal

June 6 So much has happened today that | hardly know where to begin. Wt hout
doubt the nobst significant event was the long walk with Elisha on the shores
of

the Sea of Galilee. Sonething extraordi nary happened there. But in contrast,
just a few hours earlier, | had been sitting high atop the ruined fortress
wal | s

of Masada, contenplating hurling nyself to the desert floor far below It is
hard to conprehend, let alone reduce to nere words, the inner turmoil |



experienced. Alife-time of emptions, thoughts, and nenories boiled up in ne.
I

was, as Dr. Elisha puts it, "at the end of nyself. " | realized | have been
hiding from God ever since Art's death. Hiding out of fear? Hate? Anger?
Resent ment ? A conbi nation of these? | don't know

Sonehow, incredible as it seenms, sonething has changed inside nme. | have a
sense

of being released. | ama different person

I want to call Maggie and tell her what has happened. | want to see Sarah and
Jereny and tell them!| love them Really love them | want to hold them cl ose

and feel the precious gift of life that surges through their little bodies
with

each breath they take.

It feels as though I have been given another chance.

| realize that | have been touched by the Spirit of the Living God. Al along
I

have been hearing his voice ... | have tried ny best to ignore it for it is

unsettling. It isn't an audible voice. But it is definite and clear .. . and
for

so | ong the sane phrase has been repeated, "I'll take the pain." But | have

done

everything to ignore the offer.

| wonder, How is he capable of projecting thoughts in ny nmnd? Howis he able
to

touch ne in such a deep, personal way? | suppose that is why he is CGod.

Part of me screans that this can't be real. That | have been del uded. That
Elisha put ideas in my head and that in a weak nonent | became enotional and
what transpired isn't valid. That what happened to ne was reserved for the
apostles or a few sel ect saints centuries ago.

| remenber as a child praying and al so as a young man. Somewhere in college
| ost the connection .. . or nore accurately, deliberately broke it.

But I know | haven't lost nmy mind or deluded nyself or had a break with
reality,

for | amnore alive than |I've been since Art's death. | suppose | have
returned

to ny faith.

Yet this has a new dynamic that 1'mas yet testing, getting used to the way
it

fits.

Yeshua.

The Hebrew nanme for Jesus. What was that Dr. Elisha said about hin? That he
was

a man of sorrows, acquainted with grief? | remenber some of the gospe
stories,

but Elisha seenms to have a much deeper know edge, a working know edge, where
mne is but a cursory overview.

I know (even though | cannot explain it) that he knows what | have gone

t hr ough

with the death of nmy son. He understands what Elisha experienced in the canps
in

Germany. He knows of all the hurt and pain and junk that | carry around in
ne.

He knows this and holds out his hands and says, "Here, let ne take this

bur den

fromyou. It is too heavy for you to carry it alone!"

It seens so sinple, and yet | want to nake it nore conpl ex.

| feel like a small child in Sunday school, uneasy as | am asked to sing
"Jesus

| oves ne.'
t he

But no words were ever nore true. Jesus loves nme! It is a bal mon



wounds and hurts of nmy life. That | ove has changed ne where | could not
change

nmysel f. Where | was powerless, he was powerful. Were | was |acking and weak,
he

was strong. | amgrateful for another chance.
How does he confort? |I don't know. But ny heart is thankful and I am at
peace.

Thank you, Jesus!

Swi tching topics: Sonething of utnost inportance. It seenms that the Nephilim
artifacts were hijacked and nost |ikely destroyed. Needl ess to say Dr. Elisha
and Ui are distraught over this. Elisha contacted Roswell and inforned him
of

this. | learned that there seens to be a network of people who are involved
in

this UFO eni gma

He nentioned the Second Comi ng. He believes that we might be living in the
tine

frame of the physical return of Christ. | find it fascinating. I'mtrying to
renmenber what |'ve read of this and am having trouble getting the facts
straight. | need to get a Bible and find out what it says. How long has it
been

since | cracked one of those open?

I only hope I"'mup to speed in dealing with all of this.

A. MacKenzi e Jerusal em

22

El i sha | ooked Iike a man who had not slept well as he stood before Ui and
Mac.

In fact, he hadn't slept at all, for he had been awake in his bed and praying
nost of the night.

He now presented hinself, draped in a worn prayer shawl and wearing a faded
yarmul ke on top of his head.

"I only wish | had the strength to go with you," Elisha said, and sniled

wi stfully.

"Who woul d take care of all of this?" Uri gestured to their office. "Besides,

you must | eave the battle to the young nmen," he teased.
"I mght surprise you yet," Elisha said. "But now, | want to pray over you.
want you to know that | will pray as often as | can for your safety. As

Roswel |

has warned, you nmust be careful." He notioned with his hands. "Cone closer."
The old man put his calloused, bony arthritic hands out and placed one on
Mac' s

head and the other on Uri's. He closed his eyes and began to faintly sing in
what to Mac sounded |i ke Hebrew. Mac shut his eyes and yiel ded hinself.
Elisha finished and slowy took his hands off their heads. He enmbraced Uri
and

then Mac. Tears welled up in the corners of his eyes.

El i sha began to talk to his grandson in a paternal tone. "Ui, | know we
di sagree as to the origins of these beings. | amcertainly being redundant
when

| warn you that |I fear that they are mal evolent. But you nmust try not to be
decei ved. Renenber if they are what | think they are, then they maybe able to
appear as they wi sh, even as an angel of light."

Ui nodded respectfully, enbraced his grandfather, and kissed himon his
cheek.

Elisha turned to Mac and conti nued, "Mac, you leave with the gift of being
renewed. The fire is rekindled." He touched Mac's chest. "Guard your heart



And you nust make time to read this.
t he

book of Enoch. "This is ny own copy of the book of Enoch. Pay special
attention

to some of the underlined passages.” Mac nodded and took the book

"Mac," Elisha warned, "nen are trapped by evil times that fall unexpectedly
upon

them Don't be deceived."

Mac shifted uneasily.

Ui looked at his watch. "I'mnot getting too excited, but we have a plane to
catch and if we don't soon | eave we m ght not have the time to get through
custons. "

He handed him a copy of the Bible and

"I"'ve made a call to the Major," Dr. Elisha said. "You will have a mlitary
escort that will put you on the plane. So there will be no need to go through
custons. "

"That's convenient," Mac said.

They wal ked to the front door and enbraced each other again. Ui started for
t he

van, but Mac felt Elisha's hand on his shoul der

"I want you to know sonething," he said. "A nonth ago | had a dream

Actual |y,
it was nore of a vision than a dream In that vision | saw you. | knew you
wer e

conm ng here and that he sent you."

"You knew?" Mac asked.

"Yes, the Lord told ne."

Mac shook his head. "I don't get it, why ne? |I'mno saint.

"Elisha smled wistfully. "Neither is anyone el se he chooses to do his work.
He

delights in using the weakest of us to carry out his will."

"For what purpose?" Mac demanded.

"I"'mnot entirely certain, but his hand is upon your life, and I think he
will

show you in tinme."

"We're going to be missing the plane,"” Ui yelled fromthe van

Mac | ooked intensely into Elisha's eyes ... searching. "It's sonmething to do
with the Nephilim isn't it? "

Elisha held Mac's gaze and nodded slowy. "Go now," he said.

Mac turned on his heels and ran for the van.

"Wat ch Rebecca and the children!™ Ui called to his grandfather as Mac

st epped

into the van.

"I think it is she who will do nost of the watching," Elisha said, and he
chuckl ed.

Mac and Elisha's eyes | ocked on each other. Mac waved and said under his

br eat h,

"CGod bl ess you, old man."

Elisha held up a hand and bl essed themone |last tinme as the van pulled out of
the drive and headed down the hill

* * %

The pl ane touched down at the Los Angeles International Airport at two-thirty
in

the norning. Both men were exhausted.

Ui was carrying a diplomatic-attache |1.D. card, which the Mjor issued to
hi m

bef ore boarding at the Tel Aviv Airport. Yet another benefit of Elisha's
connections. This enabled the men to get through Anerican custons rapidly.
They stepped out of the term nal and Mac scrunched his nose distastefully as
he



i nhal ed the Los Angeles air. "I had almost forgotten what this place snells
like," he said."Cone on, we'll grab a cab and get out of here."

"I'min Arerical" Wi said, and he threw his hands over his head and did a
little dance.

"Easy, big guy," Mc cautioned. "They'll arrest you for |less than that here."
"America! This is wonderful. 1've always wanted to cone ... and now " He
started

to dance again.

Mac | et himhave his monment and hailed a cab. He gave the driver the address
and

they were off.

"Where are we now?" Ui wanted to know.

Mac had cl osed his eyes in the back of the cab and didn't want to open them
"l

dunno, " he nunbl ed.

"How far before we come to your place?" Ui asked. "Pretty soon," Mac
answer ed

wearily.

Ui grew excited and exclai ned, "Look at the tiny houses ... and they have
little gardens in front."

"How wonder ful ," Mac npaned

At last the cab arrived in front of Mac's apartnment. Mac paid the driver and
clinmbed out, followed by an all-too-eager Uri.

"You live here?" Ui asked, as he | ooked up and down the street.

"Yep, this is it. The Venice Hlton," Mac said, with an edge of sarcasm

Ui | ooked puzzled so Mac explained, "I'mbeing facetious ... a joke. See how
rundown everything is?"

Ui grinned. "What? | think it's |ooking pretty good." They stood on the
front

porch while Mac fiddled with his keys. "All this house is yours?" Ui asked.
"No, the landlord converted it into apartnments. I'mon the third floor," Mac
expl ai ned and for a noment he thought about his former spaci ous house before
t he

di vorce. What had he traded all that for? Living alone in a run-down studio
apartnment in Venice.

He | eaned on the door and forced it open because it had swollen tight against
the janb. The glass rattled in its frame, and the sun-bl eached curtains shook
out a little dust. The nen stepped into what had once been part of an el egant
foyer. Mac clinbed the staircase that led to his apartment, with Uri

foll owi ng

cl ose behind. The hall light was on at the top of the stairs, and Mac went
over

to his door.

"Ch no!" he exclained. "It's open. Sonebody busted in."

"Wait, don't go in yet," Ui said, and he grabbed Mac's shoul der and held him
back. "Let ne go first."

Ui nmoved cautiously to the door, stood next to it, and |istened. He notioned
Mac to the other side of the hallway. Mac watched as Uri transforned hinself
fromcarefree tourist to stealthy Israeli conmando. He bent |ow, pressed

hi nmsel f

flat against the wall, and blended into the shadows. He extended his |l eg and
with his foot slowy pushed on the door. It squeaked on its hinges as it
opened.

The noi se sounded like a train whistle to Mac. He held his breath.

Ui waited, then slowy noved his head to the janb of the door and peered
into

t he darkness of Mac's apartment. Uri slipped catlike into the apartnment and
vani shed. Expecting sone sort of confrontation, Mac listened intently and
bal | ed

his fists, ready to cone to Ui's aid.



The light clicked on and Ui called, "It's all right. Now there is no one
here."

Mac hurried across the hall and rushed into his apartment. Wat greeted him
made

himfirst angry and then sick to his stomach as he realized that the little
he

owned in the world was trashed.

"I can't believe this! Look at this place. Everything s upside down."

Ui let Mac rave for a while longer then interrupted him "Ws anything

t aken?

Look carefully."

Mac | ooked around the room H s books were strewn about, exposing the bare
shel ves of his bookcase. H's computer and fax were upside down on the floor
Al

of his flop-pies were dunped out beside them The nmattress was ripped open
and

the box spring lay on top of it. H's clothes were tossed in a pile in front
of

the closet. Even the refrigerator had been rummged through

"I don't know ... how can | possibly tell, for crying out loud."

"I'" mthinking, people were |ooking for something," Ui explained.

"What woul d anyone be | ooking for here?" Mac asked, the anger rising in his
voi ce as he wal ked over to the refrigerator and started to clean the ness

t hat

was in front of it.

"Information ... about grandfather, the sarcophagus, Roswell . . ." Ui said
He

wal ked over, bent down on one knee, and began to hel p Mac cl ean up

"There was nothing here they woul d . " Mac's face suddenly bl anched and he

exclaimed, "Ch no. | really nmessed up

"What ?"

Mac sighed. "Renenber the packet of information Roswell gave me? | forgot to
take it with me. | left it in one of the drawers of the desk, and it's not
there

anynore."

"Are you sure?" Uri pressed.

"I'"'mpositive."

"Now t hey have that."

"But Roswell's nanme isn't anywhere on the docunent,"” Mac protested.

"Who is what ... uh? I'"mthinking Fineberg's lab, the Nephilimartifacts
stol en,

and now this." Ui picked up a jar of kosher pickles, read the |abel, and
asked,

"Are these really kosher?"

"So what happens to your theory about friendly aliens? " Mac pressed.

Ui's face darkened. "I don't know . . . it doesn't fit what |'ve been al

al ong

t hi nki ng. "

"Right," exclained Mac. "It doesn't fit, so now what ?"

Ui looked at the pickle jar and said, "I admit things are not going together
as

they should ... I'mthinking maybe there is nore to this than when | first

thought." Uri unscrewed the Iid of the jar, reached in, and took a spear. He
ni bbl ed cautiously on one end. "Good." He took another bite.

"Well, you better start thinking real quick, because who-ever is responsible
for

this is upping the ante.”

"What ?" Uri asked.

"You know, meking the stakes higher ... doubling the bet . putting nore noney



up.

Ui nodded. "W should nmake contact to Roswell, he needs to know what
happened

here. You think the conputer is working?"

"Wait, wait ... there's sonething |I haven't told you." Mac | ooked across the

roomto where the bed had been. "Cone here, 1'll show you."

Mac picked up a butter knife that was Iying on the fl oor anongst the clutter
and

crossed the room On the way he carefully closed the door to his apartnment
and

| ocked it. He went over to the box spring, picked it up and |leaned it agai nst
the wall, and noved the nmattress.

The intruders had rifled through an assortment of boxes that Mac stored under
his bed, creating an odd collage of famly pictures and bits of newspaper
clippings that lay randomy on the floor. He gathered theminto a pile and
pushed themto the side. "Here," he said, and he pointed toward the

fl oor - boar ds.

"What ?" Uri stared where Mac pointed and knitted his dark eyebrows together
"Here . . . They didn't find it. Least |I don't think so, " Mac whispered to
hi nsel f.

He knelt on his knees and slid over to where there was an electric outlet in
t he

wall. His reading lanmp was still plugged in but was mssing the | anpshade. He
set it on the floor in front of himand clicked it on

He ran his fingers down the wall fromthe bottom of the plug, and when his
hand

reached the floor he counted twel ve boards over to his inmmediate right and

t hen

foll owed the boards where they butted ends with one anot her

"One, two, three,"” he whispered, under his breath. "Here it is." He carefully
slipped the knife in between the boards and wiggled it back and forth. A

col ored

putty worked its way out of the crack, and the space between the boards began
to

wi den. He set the knife deeper and then pried the board, |oosening one end of
it. He reached with his other hand, took the end of the board, and pulled it
up

fromthe rest of the flooring.

"It's still here,” Mac said, and he jiggled another floor-board out. H s hand
di sappeared into the newly created hole, and he reached in so that his entire
armwas concealed. "Got it," he said, and carefully retrieved his arm

He placed a slightly rusted nmetal box on the floor next to him then | ooked
at

Ui and made an eerie noise by whistling and humr ng at the same tinme. "Wat?
You sound |ike some old radio," Ui smrked.

"It's supposed to be a flying saucer, for crying out loud," Mic said, and
made

the noise again. Ui folded his arms in front of himand | ooked annoyed.
"Look," Mac said, "this is just too nuch to deal with. Al of this, Roswell

t he

Nephi |l i m bones being stolen .. my apartment. |'m just blow ng off sonme steam
by

goofing off on all of this."

"What is goofing?" Ui asked, and | ooked curiously at Mac.

Mac covered his eyes with his hand, then patiently explai ned, "Mking fun of
somet hi ng when circunstances get too overwhel ming. And right now things are
over whel m ng!"

"Ch . . . goofing off." Ui repeated the phrase, nodded satisfactorily, then
repeated it again under his breath, thrilled to have a new Anmeri can

col I oqui al i sm under his belt.



Mac turned to the box on the floor and drew back the catch. He paused and

| ooked

at Uri. Then he opened the Iid.

I nside was a manil a envel ope that was fol ded once. He picked it up, unfol ded
it,

and carefully took out a letter and handed it to Uri. "Read this."
Ui took the letter and read it. His |lips were drawn together and his
eyebr ows

were raised |ike bushy antennae on his forehead.

Mac reached into the envel ope again and produced a small piece of what | ooked
like dull gray alum numfoil. He crunpled it into a ball, then held it out in
front of Ui who watched, like a child seeing his first snowfall, as the foi
unfolded itself and remained in Mac's hand without a trace of a winkle.

Ui slowy reached a trenbling hand and touched the nmetal. Mac nodded
encouragi ngly, and Uri took it fromhis opened palm

"You said it was |locked in a vault."

"I lied," Mac said, and grinned. "I had it in a safe-deposit box for a while,
but when | went through the divorce | cleaned everything out of it because
was

afraid Maggie's | awyers woul d subpoena it."

"Did they?" Ui asked.

"No, of course not. | was paranoid ... too much booze. Anyway, here it is.
Just

like | told you and Elisha. This is what ny father left ne. It's part of the
wr eckage that he took fromthe debris field."

"Amazing! | can't be believing this,” Wi said, clearly excited. He rolled

t he

foil into a ball and watched as it reverted to its original shape wthout a
wrinkle or a crease. He did it again, becane serious, and said, "W nust

t ouch

the bases with Roswell. Do you think your conputer works?"
"It's “touch base, not touch the bases ..."
"What ? Touch base? Ch ... Ckay. "

"Let's check it out,” Mac said, as he hastily refitted the boards back into
pl ace. He took the letter and slipped it into the nmanila envel ope, put it
back

in the box, and stood up. "Cone on."

Ui remained on his knees, still holding the holy grail of the UFO artifact.
Mac went to his overturned desk and righted it. H's conputer was lying on its
side next to the fax machine. The nonitor was facedown on the floor. He set
it

back on the desk, checked the cables, made sure the connections were good,

t hen

set his keyboard in front of the nonitor and plugged everything into the
power

surge protector strip. He closed his eyes, gritted his teeth, and turned the
power strip on, expecting the worst. Hearing the hard drive start to boot up
he

peeked. The nonitor was working, and the conmputer was going through its

nor ma

war mup.

"Hey, | think it's all right," Mac said, surprised and relieved.

"Huh?" Uri nmunbl ed.

"I said it's working. The conputer's working. We can call Roswell!"

"Ch," Ui said as he slowmy got up and nade his way to the desk, not taking
hi s

eyes off the foil as he wal ked.

"Do you have the code?"

" Huh?"

"WIl you please focus for a nmonent?" Mac said. "Do you have the code?"



Ui set the foil reverently on the desk in front of him "Ch, | forgot

t he

code ... You're right, it won't work fromhere. W'll have to call Elisha

first

and have himcontact Roswell."

"So why didn't you tell ne?"

Ui shrugged lanely and stood with his hands on his hips. "Forgive nme, but
" He groped for the right word to use. "This is monunmental for ne. Because
of

thi s"—he pointed to the scrap of foil on Mac's desk—1 know life is existing
el sewhere in the universe. What an incredible nmonent."

Mac | ooked at Uri and inwardly conpared the difference the foil had nade

bet ween

them In his life it connected himwi th his father's death. It was for him

somet hi ng om nous, harbi nger of doom But to Uri it was the tree of life.
Physi cal proof that we were not al one.

Mac said, "I appreciate that, although | don't agree, but we need to cal
Roswel | and we need to do it soon. | feel like we're on the Titanic and I'm

trying to get us into a lifeboat while you're admiring the iceberg!"
"I"'msorry, you're right. The tel ephone is working?"

Mac scanned the apartnment and said, "I don't know | cant seemto find it."
Mac moved some books off the floor by the bed and foll owed the tel ephone cord
until he reached the phone, which was buried under a pile of clothes. "Here
it

is. Make the call,"” and he handed Uri the phone.

"Wait." Mac grabbed the phone back, held it to his ear naking sure it had a
di al

tone, then clicked on the speaker-phone. "Now we both can hear,"
he

handed it back to Uri.

Ui dialed his grandfather's numnber.

"Shalom " Elisha's voice erupted over the speaker

Ui's face Iit up and he answered, "Shal om Shal om G andfather.”
"Uri?You're in Arerica . . . with MacKenzie? " Elisha asked.
"Hello, Elisha," Mac called out.

"Shalom Mac. |I'mglad you' re both safe.”

Mac said as

"Yes, we are safe, but we have a problem | need to speak to soneone that you
know," Uri said, enphasizing the word. Elisha said carefully, "Sonmeone at
Spira

of Life?"

"Yes," Ui replied.

"I can locate that person for you. Stay where you are until your party
contacts

you. "

"We're not |eaving anywhere," Ui replied.

"Are you both all right?" Elisha asked.

"Al'l right, yes, " Wi said. "Tonight | touched the sky."

"The sky?"

"Yes, the sky. The chariots of the gods," Ui exclainmed.

There was silence on the line and finally Elisha' s voice responded,
"Fascinating."

"Until we hear fromyou or your friend, we wait here," Ui said.

"I"ll set to work on it imediately ... and Ui ... Mc."
"Yes."

"Pl ease be careful," Elisha said.

* % %

Elisha went to his conputer and called up the Spiral of Life Wb page. He
squinted through his trifocals as he read the coded sequence of nunbers and
letters that allowed himaccess to Roswell. He typed in the necessary



i nformation and exited the Wb page.

H s house was quiet and he felt old and al one as he shuffled to his bedroom
in

the rear of his house.

He sat on the edge of the bed and reached for his worn Bible that |ay open on
his nightstand. He turned to the Psalns and read a passage. Afterward he

cl osed

his eyes and prayed for the blindness to be lifted fromhis grandson

* * %

Ceneral Roswell's pager went off. He | ooked at the digitally displayed
nuneri cal

sequence and recogni zed the pat-tern of numbers corresponding to Dr. Elisha
BenHassen.

He wal ked over to his conputer and brought up Spiral of Life, then punched in
his special access code. He opened up his area and typed in the information
necessary to unscranble the nmessage fromDr. Elisha. He read the message

t hen

erased the information. He typed in A MACKENZI E and after a short pause the
conputer presented himwith the file. He found the tel ephone nunber and

di al ed

it.

He felt like it was going to be another long night. But after a lifetine of
mlitary service he was used to | ong nights.

He steadied hinself and set his will on remaining alert and aware.

23

Mac and Uri succeeded in putting the apartnment in sone senbl ance of order
Afterwards, they sat in front of the desk, sipped coffee, and waited for the

phone to ring. "Do you think he'll call here?" Mac asked wearily, his eyes
bl oodshot from | ack of sleep.
Ui shrugged an "I don't know "

"Why don't we get sone sleep?" Mac suggested, rubbing his stubble of beard
with

t he back of his hand. "I1'll take the couch. You can sleep in the bed."

"I'f he calls, what?" Ui asked, then shook his head. "No, you sleep and I'I
wait."

"You nean take the first watch?" Mac scowl ed and shielded his forehead with
hi s

hand. "Al'l quiet on the western front, sir." He forced a | augh as he sal uted.
"Yeah, goofing," Ui said. "I"'mthinking this is not a good place to be ..
anyt hi ng m ght happen.” Ui got up and went over to his bag and unzipped it.
He

carefully slipped his hand into a side pocket of the suitcase, produced a
smal |

round plastic tube, and laid it carefully on the floor next to him He took
out

his shaving kit and added another plastic piece next to the first one.

Mac stared for a monent, then exclaimed, "You re making a gun, for crying out
[ oud! You' ve got all the parts of a gun in there." He pointed in disbelief.
"W

could have gotten arrested coning through custons.”

"I"'mnot getting too excited because you Anericans never do a good search to
find this." He held up the magazi ne and excl ai med proudly, "Plastic bullets.”
He

qui ckly assenbl ed the gun and slipped the clip into the handl e. He | ooked
seriously at Mac and said, "Now |l et themconme, but for me ... | won't be

def ensel ess. "



Mac rolled his eyes and nuttered, "I can't believe this is happening. | need
some sleep.” He went over to the bed, lay down on his back, and closed his
eyes.

Just at the point where he began to doze off, the phone rang. He sat up and
| ooked at Uri.

"You get it," Wi said, as he bounded fromthe chair.

Mac nodded and reached for the phone on the night-stand.

"Hello." Mac made his voice sound tired as if he had just been awakened.
"Listen carefully, | can only talk for a mnute."

Mac recogni zed the voice as Roswel |l's.

"What's that?" Roswel | asked.

"I turned the speakerphone on . . . for Ui," Mac quickly answered.

Roswel | spoke quickly in a |low voice. "I've been advi sed of your situation
and

suggest you nove away from your present location. In the norning neet ne at
t he

war ehouse ... ten AM" The line went dead

Mac and Uri | ooked at each ot her

"You heard him" Uri said with a certain anbunt of satisfaction. "It's not
saf e

here."

"The warehouse," Mac said, ignoring Ui's coment. "That's the sane pl ace
nmet
Roswel | the first time. It's in a run-down section of the city"

He got up fromthe bed and wal ked over to his suitcase that he still hadn't
unpacked. "l guess we should get out of here. | know a cheap hotel not far
from

here."

"No, we need to get nore upscale hotel with its own security. No one will
want

to be bothering us there," Ui said, as he tucked the gun into his back
pocket .

"Ui, this isn't Israel, you can't walk around L. A like that," Mac
pr ot est ed,

as he pointed to the gun

"It's the middle of the night, what? I'll cover it with a jacket."

"And what if we get stopped?”

Uri shrugged, |ooked at the floor for a nonent, then back at Mac. He sniled
broadly and said, "I'll cross that bridge when | cone to it."

Mac rolled his eyes. "Let's get out of here.”

"What about the artifact? Fromthe crash site?"

"We' |l put it under the floorboards again," Mac said absently, as he grabbed
hi s

Sui t case.

"No. We take it with us. \Wherever we go," Uri announced firmy.

"Fine. Have it your way. Only let's go, because |'m exhausted and hungry and
['m

really getting tired of all the cl oak-and-dagger nonsense. Here." He picked
up

the manil a envel ope and shoved it at Uri. "You be responsible for the thing
I'"ve | ooked after it for sixteen years, and | don't care if | ever see the
stupid thing again. It's yours ... for the keeping."

"Does this mean | have to give it back?" Wi asked.
"It neans it's four-thirty in the norning and | want to sl eep sonmewhere,

anywhere . . . and to top it all off, I, we, have to neet Roswell, or
what ever

his name is, in less than six hours."

"You sound . . . what's the word? Crinky?"

"The word is cranky and yes, right now|l'ma prinme exanple. Can we go now?



Pl ease?"

"I can really keep it?" Ui held the foil up in front of his face and | ooked
at

it wde-eyed.

"Yes. You can keep it, but you have to prom se ne sone-thing."

"Anyt hi ng. Whatever you want." Uri took a step toward Mac and | ooked like a
man

ready to pledge his life for a noble cause.

"Prom se nme that we'll get out of here and get sone sleep, for crying out

| oud, "

Mac said, and without waiting for an answer he unbolted the door, stepped out
into the hall, and waited for Uri.

Ui reverently slipped the foil back in the manila envel ope, placed it in his
sui tcase, and then zipped it up

"I"'mready. Do you want anything before we | eave?"

"Yeah, but |I'm not drinking anynore," Mac answered sarcastically. "Let's go!"
Ui | ooked one last time around the apartnment, went to the refrigerator
opened

it, and took a can of 7-Up. "You want one?"

"Nope," Mac replied.

Ui popped it open, took a swig, and joined Mac in the hallway.

Mac | ocked the door and the two of them hurried down the stairs, through the
foyer, and onto the street.

They threw their suitcases into the cluttered back seat of the jeep.

"Not so fast," Mac said as he went around to the front and opened the hood.
"I"ve disconnected the cap on the distributor." He struggled with the cap for

a

nmonent, succeeded in reconnecting it, and then closed the hood.

"Let's go," Mac said, and they got into the jeep. "lI've got to air this thing
out . . . snells nusty in here," he conplained as he fussed with the danp

t owel ,

while he tried to get confort-able in the front seat.

He turned the key in the ignition. There was a clicking sound, |like an

out - of - bal ance roul ette wheel, but the engine didn't fire.
"What' s happened?" Uri asked.

Mac renmenbered the security guard at the hospital. "lIt's y cables ... at |east
I

hope," he nuttered as he clinbed out of the jeep and went to the front and
opened the hood. "You have a knife?" "No. Wy?" Ui asked, as he got out.

"The cables to the battery . . . see how corroded they are." Ui canme around
and

peered under the hood. A single anmber streetlight a short distance away cast
just enough light so they could nmake out the interior. Mac tried to | oosen

t he

battery cable, but the corrosion had welded it tight to the post of the
battery

"I don't believe this," Mac conpl ai ned, as he struggled with the cables.
"Very badly corroded, you should change those," Uri suggested, as he pointed
to

them then said, "Let me see at sone-thing."

Mac moved out of the way and let Ui take a | ook.

"W need a screwdriver or a knife," Mac said, "I'll go back in the house and
get

one."

"Wait, let me try one thing," Ui said. He took a long sip fromthe can of
7- Up,

then wiggled it to see how much was left. To Mac's astoni shment he poured the
rest of the contents over the battery posts.

Mac | ooked at Uri, then back at the drenched battery, and cried, "Wat are
you



doi ng?"

Ui motioned for himto |ook. The 7-Up fizzled around the battery posts. Sone
sort of chemical reaction was taking place.

"What's happening? What's it doing to the battery?" Mic asked.

"It's eating at the corrosion." Ui jiggled the cables, then said, "Go try it
now. "

Mac hopped into the front seat and turned the key. Mich o his delight the
engi ne

turned over.

"Hey, it worked."

"ddarny trick. Israelis nust be resourceful!"

"Thanks. Now get in," and he gassed the engine.

Ui clinbed into the jeep and before he could fasten his seat belt, Mac
roar ed

of f down the street.

* * %

They travel ed into Westwood and checked into a roomat the Wstwood Hilton
Uri

had used travel ers checks to pay for it. They were ushered to their room on
t he

ninth floor by a bell hop.

"Enj oy your stay, gentlenmen," the bell hop said, as they entered the room
"Thanks," Mac said, as he handed the nman a coupl e of bucks.

The bel | hop pocketed the two dollars and left w thout saying thank you.

"He wants to retire on what | tipped him" Mac said. "What time is it?" Ui
asked.

"The ridicul ous hour of five-thirty in the norning. W have to neet Roswel |

| don't want to think about it. I'Il call room service and have them gi ve us
a
wake-up call," Mac said, and went to the phone.
Ui nodded and went into the bathroom
Mac call ed room service and requested the wake-up call
Ui appeared fromthe bathroomin only his underwear, holding the gun in his

right hand. "I'll take the bed near to the door," he said.
"\What ever." Mac exhal ed as he stripped down to his underwear, pulled back the
covers, and fell into the bed. He wapped the pillow over his head, munbl ed

"Good night," and pronptly went to sleep.

Ui switched the light off. The room was plunged into darkness.

* * %

Al most hal f an hour had el apsed since MacKenzie had offered a quick good

ni ght .

Ui lay on his side facing the door and listened to Mac's restful breathing.
He held the | oaded gun next to his face on the pillow. Fromhis mlitary
trai ning he knew he couldn't sleep. Rest, yes, but not sleep. There woul d be
time to sleep another day, but for now he must be aware. He gripped the gun
and

clicked the safety off. Wth his other hand he rolled up the piece of foi
from

the UFO weckage. He let it go and felt it unravel itself into a smooth, flat
surface. He did it again and again in the darkness.

Each time the realization of what he held in his hand hel ped keep hi m awake,
alert, and, nore inportantly, alive.

24

The phone rang in the hotel room and the noise of it penetrated the pillow
t hat



was wrapped around Mac's head. It was eight AAM and he could hear the shower
running. Ui was already up
He reached for the receiver.

"Hello . . . Yes, | knowit's eight . . . thank you . . . Yes ... Good
nor ni ng

to you too. Thank you," he said, with forced politeness. He hung up the
phone.

He sat on the edge of the bed and stretched his legs and arns to their
limts,

maki ng his muscles taut fromthe strain. It's a good time to call Mggie, he
t hought, as he reached for the phone and di al ed her number.

"Hello, this is Sarah," a squeaky voice shrilled over the receiver

Mac | aughed at the sound of her voice. "Hello, honey, this is your dad. |'m
back

fromnmy trip.'

"Daddy' s back!" she yell ed.

Mac pulled the phone away from his ear and chuckl ed. He listened carefully as
he

brought the receiver slowy back. Satisfied that there would be no nore
ear-splitting outbursts, he asked, "Sarah, honey, is your nomthere?"

"Daddy, are you coning here soon?" she asked, ignoring his question

"Yes, honey. Is your nother there?" he repeated.

He heard a slight commotion as the phone exchanged hands.

Maggi es voice replaced Sarah's. "Mac? Is that you? \Where are you?"

"Hi. Yes, it's ne. |'mback but | can't tell you where | am.. . at |east not
yet."

"Are you all right?"

"Look, I"'mfine. It's a long story . . . but | can't stay at ny apartnent.”
She hesitated, then asked, "What do you nean?"

"Somebody busted in and trashed it . . . they were | ooking for sonething."
"That's horrible ... what were they |ooking for?"

"Papers," he said, bluntly.

" Papers?"

"Maggie, | can't explain it right now—=

"Mac, what are you involved in?" she interrupted. "You' re shot at in Israel
and

now somebody breaks into your apartnment . . . Jimsaid he didn't like the
sound

of what you were getting into."

"What does Cranston have to do with it?" he asked, the anger rising in his
voi ce. She's confiding in him he thought. He got control and said, "Look

I"mall right. Maggie, listen, | don't want to get into all of this right now
but, honestly, |'ve never been better."

Sil ence again, then she asked, "Did you neet sonebody ... in Israel?"

"Well, actually | did ... but it's not what you think." "Well, | hope you're
happy, " she sai d.

"Maggie." He groped for the right words to say, then blurted out, "I had an

experience while | was in Israel. A religious experience."
"Ch?" Her voice softened, and there was no mistaking the curiosity init.

"Look, honestly, | can't talk about all of this now | have an appointnment |
have to get to. 1'll call you later tonight and we'll talk."

"Promse you Il call . . . for the kids? They need you, Mac."

"I promise. Say hi to Jereny, " he said, not wanting the conversation to end
but

afraid to pursue it any |onger.

"Ckay." She paused a nmonent then hastily added, "I'mworried about you, Mac."
Her |ast words caught Mac completely off guard. "Ch .. . 1'mokay, so don't
worry. |I'Il call tonight, okay? Bye." And with-out waiting for a response he

hung up the phone just as Ui energed fromthe bathroomwith a towel wapped



around hi s wai st and anot her draped over his nuscul ar shoul ders.

Ui | ooked agitated. "Wat are you doi ng?" he asked.

"I"'mcalling ny wife. Wiy?" Mac answered.

"It's not safe. Her phone maybe tapped. "

"Ch, cone on. You really think somebody is going to tap her phone?"

Ui shook his head and wal ked over to the heavy curtains that were drawn over
the wi ndows. He went to where they met, opened one slightly, and peered out.
"What are you | ooking at?" Mac asked.

"Not anything. | need just to see what kind of day it is.
"Ch, | thought ... never mind," he munbl ed.

Ui dried his hair vigorously with the white hotel towel. He wadded it into a
bal | and backhanded it through the bath-room door. "You know what, we don't
know

who is responsible for what happened in your apartnment. Right? |I'mthinking,
it's the people who destroyed Fineberg's |lab and took the Nephilimartifacts

"Over here?"

"Yeah." He frowned. "lI'mtelling you another thing . . . W are dealing with
prof essi onal s. Your door wasn't broken . .they picked the |ocks. And what is
to

be missing . . . the informati on Roswel| sent you. You see the connection?"
Mac

nodded.

"Somebody is watching what you do. Your wife's phone is nore likely to be
noni tored. "

"Yeah?"

"Remenber you were telling about the guy who roughed you up in the airport?
How

did he know you? Sonebody knows that you are probing into sonething they want
to

keep very secret. These people don't want us to find out. You see that? As we
get closer, everybody is nore risky."

"Yeah, | know all that, but ny wife's phone?" Mac protested.

"It's the first thing, if | wanted to know what and where you are going to.'
He

grinned at Mac. "And | thought you said she was your ex-w fe?"

"All right, ex-wife," he corrected.

"W nust be careful. People's lives may be at risk."

"So what about the friendly alien theory?" Mac brought hack his chall enge of
t he

ni ght before.

"I"'mthinking that I don't know, but maybe when we see Roswell he can make
things nore clear."

"Ckay, so for the nonent we both admit that we don't know what's going on ..
who's behind all the intrigue .. . huh?"

Ui nodded. "But | don't think friendly aliens that are here to repl enish
their

gene pool destroy laboratories, steal artifacts, and break into people's
apartments, for crying out loud." "You know what? Maybe you're right about

t hat

. | don't know ...
"Don't confuse you with the facts, right?" Mac chuckled. Imgoing to take a
shower, " Mac said, as he went into the bathroom

"Hurry, we don't want to be late," Ui rem nded him

* * %

Cranston sat at his desk in his office editing an op-ed piece for the weekend
edition of the paper. Wen the phone rang, he grabbed it and growl ed a
"What ?"

into the receiver.

"He called her a few mnutes ago. He s back in the States,"” the caller said



Cranston hesitated and wi shed that the caller would go away. Reluctantly he
asked, "MacKenzie?"

"Yeah. We traced the call and he's at the Hilton in Wst-wod. Cuess we

scar ed

hi m out of his place."

"What do you nean?" he asked.

"W searched his apartnment ... trashed it, huh?" Cranston's stomach

ti ght ened.

"Are you sure he's at the Hlton? He can't afford that."

"Hey, that's where he is,"” the caller assured him "W also put a bug on his
car."

"Why?" Cranston asked.

"Keep tabs on him"

"Why are you involving ne in this ... can't your people take care of whatever
you need to do?"

"You're his editor, huh? Besides, the story he wote has had its

r eper cussi ons. "

Cranston thought of the requests he'd ignored to inspect the sixth floor
Requests fromcity officials and a few desperate letters from peopl e | ooking
for

| ost | oved ones who had di sappeared in the | abyrinth of top-secret mlitary
bur eaucr acy.

"Look, |'m supposed to be a liaison .. |I don't want to be involved in your
dirty

wor k. "

The caller's voice becane agitated. "You should have thought of that when the
Agency approached you. Your part of the deal is to help keep our presence

| owkey. "

Cranston fidgeted in his chair. "I've done that and you knowit . . . | can't
be

responsi ble for every prying eye twenty-four hours a day. You have your own
security for that.""Well, relax, we know his every nove. Keep the faith, huh?

The cal | er hung up.

Cranston slowy put down the receiver.

Who' s paying for the hotel room... and why all the excitement over sone
anci ent

bones exhuned in Israel ? he wonder ed.

He got up from his desk and went over to a | arge mahogany bookcase. He
sel ected

a putter fromone of half a dozen | eaning against the | ower shelf. Then he
grabbed a few golf balls and set them down on the rug. He lined up his first
shot and sent it rolling across the floor toward the el ectronic hole. The
bal |

went into the cup, and in a nonent the machine kicked it back toward him
He |ined his second shot up and putted. "Darn you, MacKenzie," he said out
| oud

as his second shot mssed the cup by several inches.

* * %

"Are you ready?" Uri asked inpatiently, as he slipped his gun and the
envel ope

containing the artifact inside his w nd-breaker

Mac nodded

"Let's go," Ui said and zipped up his jacket.

"Do you have the artifact fromthe sarcophagus? " Mac asked.

"OfF course. I've put it in here." He held up a small duffel bag. "Look at
this,

| want to show you sonet hing."

Mac went over to where their suitcases were. Uri had arranged their |uggage



si de

by side. He had taken a small piece of Scotch tape and had carefully placed
it

inawy that if you didn't know it was there and you opened the suitcase,
you

woul d tear the tape.

"Pretty clever," MacKenzi e said.

"If they search in the room. . . we will know"

"Maybe we should take themwi th us. What if they rig themwith a bonb or
somet hi ng?" Mac asked.

"Here? No, too nuch exposures,” Uri assured him

They left the roomand Ui put the Do Not Disturb sign on the door. "This
shoul d

keep room service out," he said, as he put another piece of tape on the
bot t om

of the janmb. "What? Sinple? "

"Yeah," Mac agreed.

* * %

Hal f an hour later Mac's jeep bounced along the tattered asphalt in a

depr essed

area of the city. Mst of the buildings were vacant. The area was a haven for
vagrants and honel ess people. It also attracted a nore dangerous el ement of
gangs and drug users.

"This looks |like maybe it's a bad area,” Ui said as they slowy drove up the
trash-littered street.

"Count on it ... but |I nmet Roswell near here before."

"How nuch nore?" Uri asked

"Anot her coupl e of bl ocks."

"Turn on this street, quickly," Ui said.

"That's not the way—

"Trust me . . . turn,” Ui interrupted. "Go a little way, then stop," he

or der ed.

Mac gl anced at himand saw he was serious. "Okay, hang on." He turned the
wheel

sharply and headed down a small side street, went about half a block, and

st opped.

Ui reached out the w ndow, grabbed the side mrror, and turned it so he
coul d

see behind him He watched as a car slowy crossed the intersection

Mac heard the boom ng bass of sone rap song thudding fromthe car as it
passed.

"You know what ? That car was followi ng us for a while.
"You don't quit, do you?" Mac jabbed. He threw the jeep in gear and spun it
around, making the tires squeal

Ui patted his jacket where the gun was conceal ed and answered, "You know
what ?

|'ve been trained not to trust so nuch."

Mac backtracked and got on the street he was on before the detour. He drove
through a particularly bleak section where sonme of the buil dings were burned
out .

"Looks |ike a war zone," Mac said.

"It remnds ne sonetinmes of home."” Wi chuckled. "dad you feel confortable,"”
Mac said sarcastically.

Mac turned down Third Street then slowed the jeep. "This is it," he said, as
they pulled up to the abandoned warehouse. They got out of the car and wal ked
around to the entrance Mac had used the previous tinme he had nmet with
Roswel | .

"Just like before,"” Mac said. "No car. Nobody, nothing, and then poof! He

j ust

appears from behi nd one of the columms."



"Through there?" Ui pointed at the |arge weat hered wooden door

"Yep." Mac nodded, opened the door, and went in. The interior was unchanged.
A

few nore wi ndowpanes were broken but other than that, things |ooked the sane.
Mac wal ked the length of the room and | ooked behi nd each of the stout wooden
posts. "He's not here. What tine do you have?"

Ui looked at his watch. "We're early," he said, as he | eaned agai nst one of
t he

| arge col ums.

Tires crunched the gravel in the parking lot outside. Ui put his finger to
hi s

lips, moved quickly to the door, and peered out.

"It's a big black car," he said, and unzi pped his jacket.

"A Lincol n?" Mac asked, and he trotted back fromthe other end of the
bui I di ng

and | ooked out the door. "I think that's his car."

As they | ooked, the tinted mirrored glass of the rear window rolled silently
down. A tired, pale face | ooked up at them

"It's Roswell," Mac said, "but he doesn't | ook so good."

Mac opened the door and he and Uri stepped slowy out onto the | oading deck.
Roswel | notioned for themto come down. Roswell's driver got out of the car
and

opened t he door opposite where Roswell was sitting. Mac and Ui wal ked around
the front of the Lincoln and got in.

"You must be Ui BenHassen, " Roswell said, imrediately taking charge of the
conversation. "You're bigger than | imagined you. The sword is passed to the
younger and stronger," he said wistfully. "I'"mRoswell." He firmy gripped
Ui's

hand and punped it a few tinmes before letting go.

He turned to Mac and said tersely, "MacKenzie, " and shook hands.

"Let's go, Diebol," Roswell ordered his chauffeur

Di ebol turned the Lincoln around and then backed up so that the rear bunper
of

the car touched the rusted fence at the farthest end of the parking lot. The
car

faced the street and fromtheir new vantage point they were able to see Mac's
jeep and any vehicle that m ght pass by.

"So what happened at your apartnent—was anything taken?" Roswell| asked.

Mac gl anced at Uri, then blurted, "Look, I'msorry, but | messed up. | left

t he

i nformati on packet you gave nme in one of the drawers in ny desk. They took
that."

Roswel | tightened his Iips and | ooked steadily at Mac. After what seened |ike
an

i nordi nate period of silence he asked, "Wat did you think of the artifact,

t he

skel eton in the sarcophagus?"

"I think it's very interesting, and it seens to shore up Elisha BenHassen s
theory of the existence of a union between the fallen angels and the wonmen of
earth.” Mac notioned to the bag that Ui held in his [ap. "W brought the

| ast

remai ni ng pi ece of the skeleton with us."

"Elisha mentioned that testing showed it to have a fifth nucl eotide, making it
a

genetic anomaly of great proportions,"” Roswell said.

"It's more than just an anomal y—nhothing on this planet has a fifth

nucl eoti de, "

Mac sai d.

"He's right,” Uri said. "I'mthinking it could be extraterrestrial."

"l understand ... all too well,"” Roswell nuttered, as he turned in his seat



so

he could see the two nen better. "I want you both to know somnething of what |
think is going on." His pale blue eyes gazed at theminpassively froma face
that over the years had set into an unreadabl e nmask, void of enotion

"You both are aware that | have been involved with the alien presence since
'"47." He | ooked at Mac. "I want you to know that your father was a good
sol di er.

But he wasn't the only man to crack up over what he had seen. There were

ot hers

who saw | ess and couldn't handle it. | know of one nurse who has been

confi ned

to a sanitariumfor the last fifty years. She was never able to cope with
what

she saw. The idea of other life-forms in '47 was viewed a lot differently

t han

it is today. At that time the government was afraid the public mght panic if
t hey knew about the existence of extraterrestrials. The governnent was

concer ned

especially with the philosophical and religious inplications that m ght

unr avel

the very fabric of our society. Are you with nme?"

Mac and Uri nodded.

"President Truman formed a group of nen to study the extraterrestrial or
alien

problem They were to deal with any crashed saucers and recovered bodi es. And
al so advi se about the back engineering of recovered alien technology. It was
a

good idea ... on paper. Unfortunately, there were nen who used their position
for their own aggrandi zement. They man-aged to split off fromthe main group
and

became a sort of rogue elenent. They worked within the governnent and yet
wer e

accountable to no one. Because of ny rank and position | have been able to
keep

tabs on some of what they have done and continue to do. About ten years ago
was contacted by a group of men . . . The same nmen who are responsible for

t he

Wb site you accessed.”

"Interesting site," Mac remarked.

"Yes, it is, although they have a different viewpoint than | do. They're very
aware of the alien presence and want to expose it to the public at |arge.
Every

i nhabi tant on the planet has the right to know that we're not al one. But

bef ore

we can do that, the President and Congress nust be informed. That's where you
cone in, MacKenzie. | want you to wite about this froma layman's point of
vi ew. Soneone outside the mlitary establishment. But nore inportantly, from
t he

perspective of a man who | ost his father because of the coverup.”

Mac | ooked at Roswel|l for a nonent and wondered how much of what he was
heari ng

was true. "How many ot her peopl e know about this?" he finally asked. "And why
hasn't anyone tried go public with this?"

Roswel | frowned. "Sonme have tried ..."

"And what happened?" Mac asked.

"Most of themare found dead in their cars ... office .. . or a fanily
retreat.

Li ke your father."

"So what makes you think it will be any different if | try?" Mac said.
"I"'mnot saying things will be different, but as | said, | ampart of a group



of

peopl e who share the sanme distaste for the rogue el enment that has kept this
cl andestine for so long. There is a comonality of patriotismanong us that
finds this very un-Anerican and contrary to our way of life . . . There is
al so

anot her dynamic that | haven't told you."

"I"'msure there's a lot you haven't told us,"” Mac said sarcastically.
"You're right," Roswell adnmitted, "there are |layers upon layers . . . On the
Vb

page you saw the painting, the close-up of the foot descendi ng on the Mount
of

dives?"
"Yes, Elisha said it was an illustration of the Second Com ng," Mac said.
"Correct . . . sone of those | work with believe that we live in the tine of

Jesus' return.”

"Do you believe that?" Mac asked.

Roswel | | ooked away. "There was a time years ago ... but no, | don't believe
that. |'ve seen too nuch ..."

"How have they nanaged to keep all of this under waps?" Mc asked.
"MacKenzie, let me explain howthe mlitary can keep sonething secret for so
| ong. Those who are involved work on a need-to-know basis. For instance, if
you

want to back engineer a recovered disk to see what nakes it tick, you give
your

peopl e who are working on it only the part that pertains to, lets say, the
propul sion system Nothing else. Their need to know is confined to the
propul sion system and only the propul sion system They don't know where it
cones from You ell themthat it was recovered fromthe Russians. You never
say

that it is in fact froman alien ship. Every itemthey | ook at or touch is
classified above top secret. Your people are kept apart. Compartnentalized.
O her groups in the sane facility can be working on other technol ogy
recovered

fromthe sane craft. But because they are separated from each other no one
knows

the whole story. Only a few people at the top have any idea of what the broad
picture really is. We built the atonmic bonb in this way. People can keep
secrets, M. MacKenzie."

Mac shifted in his seat, wishing he was outside in the open air instead of in
the stuffy interior of the car. "I under-stand what you're driving at," he
sai d,

"but how could all of this get so out of control ?"

"A good question, but it's not inmportant to know how the situation got that
way.

What matters is that now there are isolated agencies within the military
establishnment with bl ack ops budgets who are accountable to no one. Part of
what

we're involved inis to bring to accountability this rogue el enent.”

"So the United States governnent sanctions what you're doi ng?" Mac asked.
Roswel | hinted at a smle. "Oficially, they won't sanction a thing."

"Unof ficially?"

"They're anxious for answers ... so we're protected to a point."
"How about the group that set up the Wb page?"
"Private sector ... large suns of nmobney . . . with a keen know edge of Bible

prophecy. They're working this thing from another angle altogether."

Roswel I bent forward, opened his briefcase, and took out a map. He held it in
front of himso Mac and Ui could see it.

"This, gentlemen, is a map of an area that officially doesn't exist. It is a
top

secret, underground facility hidden deep in the Nevada desert. Although it is



staffed by American scientists and mlitary personnel, the rogue el enent that
I

spoke of controls the base. They've operated it for years this way. Because
of

the I evel of security clearance, no one knows who is actually in control. Not
even the president." He | ooked at them both, his silence underscoring the
gravity of the situation. "There are also alien craft and personnel worKking
si de

by side with our own people.
Mac | ooked at Roswel | and shook his head in disbelief.

"I"ve seen it, and tonmorrow both of you will too." He laid the nap on his

I ap.

"Tormorrow norning at four o' clock you'll neet ne here." He pointed to an
area

out side Pal ndale. "Fromhere we'll fly to the base along with scientists and
other mlitary personnel who are shuttled back and forth to work at the base.
I've got unifornms that you'll wear that will enable you to acconpany ne.
You' |

pose as new t echnicians."

"What if someone catches on to us while we're there? Wiy are you willing to
t ake

such a risk?" Mac asked.

Roswel | straightened in his seat. "Because | want you to wite a story that
will

change the way people think, and to do that you have to go there and see for

yoursel f. Besides, |'ve had aides with me before. Also, | have introduced
scientists into the workforce at this particular base. Now listen. | want you
to

go back to the hotel and rest. But change roons first. Ckay?"

Mac and Uri nodded.

Roswel I continued, "You need to prepare yourselves for tonorrow. Don't go
out side. Order your food fromroomservice. Don't nmake any calls, and nost
importantly, be on tine at four." He | ooked at the nen and, satisfied that he
was understood, called out to the driver, "Diebol, check their car."

"Yes, sir," came the crisp reply.

Di ebol got out and opened the trunk. Mac coul d hear hi m nmoving things around.
Then the nuscul ar chauf f eur—er was he a bodyguar d?—headed for the street. He
held a small box that had what | ooked |ike a m crophone attached to it by a
cord.

Roswel | said, "If there's a tracking device on your car, Diebol will find it
and

deactivate it."

At Mac's jeep, Diebol switched the box on. Mac watched himhold the

m cr ophone

out toward the jeep and | ook down at the box. Diebol slowy noved the

m cr ophone

back and forth, exam ning different sections of the jeep. After a nonment he
set

t he box down on the ground and slid under the jeep's chassis.

A moment | ater he energed with a round netal object about the size of a
fifty-cent piece in his hand. He held it up for all of themto see, then

wal ked

back to the Lincoln.

"Good job, Diebol," Roswell said. "W Il drop it off sone-where interesting
| ater. Meanwhile, give these two their uniforns.”

"Yes, sir." He went to the back of the trunk and reappeared hol ding two shiny
silver tote bags.

"Here," Roswell said, as the nen were handed t he bags. "Now go back to the
hot el

and get sone rest, and that, by the way, is an order! |'ll see you at four



Ch

and Ui, leave the bag with the artifact. I'll have it tested by our people
Ui reluctantly handed it over and said, "It's the only piece we have left."
"I understand. 1'll see that it gets to the right people personally," Roswell

replied, setting it carefully in front of him

Mac and Uri clinbed out of the car and cl osed the door

"One other thing," Roswell said, through the open wi ndow "Park the jeep a
few

bl ocks fromthe hotel, preferably in an underground garage. That way they
won' t

be able to bug you again."

Mac nodded. "Sure thing."

Mac and Uri watched as the Lincoln noved slowy out of the parking | ot and
turned up the street. They heard its engine accelerate and then fade into the
ever-present din of the city. Ui |ooked at Mac as if to say "I told you so."
"Al'l right, so you were right. Who would want to bug my car? No, | know who,"
he

answered his own question. "The sane people who belted ne at the airport and
bl ew up the sarcophagus and rui ned Fineberg's |lab and nmy apartment. This is

hardbal | ." "Hardbal Il ?" Uri asked. "Yeah, an expression that refers to our
basebal | . When you play in the major | eagues for noney, you play hardball. It
means getting serious, getting tough." "Ckay, hardball. 1 like that," Uri

sai d.

They wal ked across the parking lot to the jeep. "Hardball," Ui repeated.
"Hardbal | . "

25

Mac lay in bed with his hands fol ded behind his neck and stared into the
darkness. In the bed next to him Ui Ben-Hassen punctuated every breath with
a
| oud assortnment of snorts and snores. Uri's commotion, however, was not the
reason why Mac was awake
A short while ago he had been stirred froma deep sleep. It felt as if
sonmeone
had gently roused himlike his nmother used to, in his childhood. Now it felt
as
if there was a hand upon him an inward pressure making himtake notice. It
was
a strange sensation, mldly unpleasant, so that Mac was very aware of it. He
had
never felt anything like it before.
He renenbered the Bible Elisha had given himthat still remained in his
sui t case

untouched. It seenmed as if the pressure or inner hand was directing him
to
it. Somehow the thought appeared in his nmind, suggesting he getup and read.
Is this feeling the Spirit of God? he wondered.
He quietly got out of bed and went to the bathroom and shut the door hal fway.
He
reached inside and turned the Iight on, then closed the door just enough to
| et
some light spill into the room so as not to disturb Uri.
He went over to his bag, opened it, and groped a bit before he found the two
books he was | ooking for. One was a Bible, the other was the book of Enoch
He
crept into the bathroom and cl osed the door. Then he | eaned up agai nst the



vanity and started to read.

He opened the Bible to where Elisha instructed himto ook first, in

Ephesi ans.

He read the small book of six chapters, not understanding much. One thing

t hat

i npressed himwas the |ast chapter. The passage about "the spiritual forces
of

evil in the heavenly real ns.
what

El i sha had said about the abductees and the cattle nutil ations.

H s eyes fell onto another verse near the end of Ephesians. He read it again.
"Put on the full arnor of God so that you can take your stand against the
devil's schenes." The arnmor of God, he thought. | need as nuch of that as I
can

get.

He gl anced at his watch and decided it was tine to get ready. He showered

qui ckly, wapped a towel around his waist, and |eft the bat hroom

"Uri, it's time," he called.

Ui opened his eyes and ki ssed the gun he'd held during the night.

"Do you have to do that?" Mic asked

"\What ? Sonetime you may be thanking ne for it.
little

early, but | figure we could stop and get sonething to eat on the road."
"Well, hey, good for us," Ui said, and he clinmbed out of his bed and headed
for

t he shower.
* % %

It sounded omi nous to him rem nding him of

"Whatever ... we're up a

A short time later they left the hotel roomand rode the el evator down to the
| obby. It was deserted with the exception of a young worman sitting behind the
pol i shed granite counter painting her fingernails.

They cautiously went out onto the sidewal k and | ooked up and down the street.
I't

was deserted. A heavy coastal fog had cone in sonetime during the night and
soaked everything with a layer of marine air. Satisfied that they were not
bei ng

foll owed, they quickly wal ked down the desol ate sidewal ks of Los Angel es.
They

arrived at the parking lot and rode the el evator three stories underground
and

wal ked to Mac's jeep

"Looks okay," Mac said, notioning to it.

"Let's nake sure,"” Ui said, as he went down on his knees and | ooked under

t he

chassis of the jeep. "Ckay," he repeated.

They got in and Mac fired the engine. It reverberated deafeningly off the
concrete walls, ceiling, and fl oor

"I"mthinking you nust need to get that muffler fixed," Ui yelled, as he
hel d

his hands to his ears and shot Mac a di sapprovi ng | ook

"I know, it's on the top of ny list after | return froma secret alien base,"
Mac replied.

He threw the jeep in gear, stopped and paid his parking fee, then headed out
into the danmpened streets of L.A. Afewred lights, a couple of turns, up the
freeway ramp, and they were on their way to Pal ndal e.

Wel|l outside the city limts they pulled over at a truck stop and each inhal ed
a

breakfast special. Wth their stomachs filled and nervous systens wired on
coffee, they drove the rest of the distance to where Roswell had instructed

t hem

he woul d neet them



"We're early again, aren't we?" Mac asked, as he pulled off onto the small
service road that Roswell had designated as their neeting place

Ui glanced at his watch and said, "Yeah, but we can do the changing into
junpsuits. "

Mac drove off the road then turned off the notor. The ter-rain was spotted
with

smal | bushes and scrubby trees. He and Uri hopped out of the jeep and began
to

undr ess.

"It's freezing out here! W shoul d have changed at the hotel, " Mac joked as
he

pull ed the silver junpsuit out of the bag. "I can see us wal king around L. A
in

t hese! "

"It's a free world." Uri laughed as he unfol ded his silver junpsuit.

"Yeah, we'd fit right into the local nightlife."

They | aughed and continued to suit up. Finished dressing, they stood by the
j eep

and waited for Roswell.

"I"'mnot getting too excited, but do you realize where we are going?" Ui
asked.

"Who are you kidding? You' re about to burst."

"You know the feeling ..." Ui replied.
Mac | ooked overhead at the surplus of stars in the clear night sky and said,
"No, | don't. I'lIl be honest with you ... |I'mscared," he confessed. "The nore

I

get into this thing, the nore | find nmyself |eaning toward what Elisha's told
us. | think the phenonenon is evil."

"Satan and his hordes,"” Ui scoffed, "folklore." Ui kicked the gravel on the
road, |ooked up at the stars overhead, and said, "Look at those. |If another
form

of life journeyed here and sinply needed to replenish itself genetically,

what

t hen? Because nen and governnents do evil things, that doesn't nean the
aliens

are evil. Roswell tells us, what . . . that some group has taken control. You
know what? If the aliens are with them because they have no other choice ..
what then? Maybe sonehow this rogue el ement are the ones who are pulling
strings."

"No, | don't buy that," Mac interrupted. "If they have the kind of technol ogy
that the Maj or showed us, | think they can do just about anything they

pl ease—hey, what's that?" He pointed to headlights that had just swung onto

t he

servi ce road.

"Must be them"™ Uri said.

The car flashed its headlights once, then stopped. "MacKenzie," a wonan's

Voi ce

call ed out through the darkness."Who's that?" Ui asked.

"I don't know," Mac replied.

They reached the car and Mac clinbed into the back of the Lincoln foll owed by
Ui .

"Hel |l o, MacKenzie," Roswell said. "This is nmy daughter, Laura.
Mac | ooked toward the front seat of the car. Laura smled slightly and said,
"Hel |l o, MacKenzie, still having trouble flying?"

Mac | ooked confused. "I don't follow"

Her smile broadened and her eyes danced playfully as she | ooked at him "At
t he

airport . . . | convinced you to get on the plane."

"You?" Mac gaped.



"I had bl ond hair and green eyes then," she said as she tossed a | ong brown
brai d over her shoulder. "It was a wig," she said and | aughed playfully.
"Green Eyes, " he said and sniled

Roswel | cleared his throat. "And this is Ui BenHassen
Laura extended her hand. "Pleased,” Ui said, as he took
"Let's go, Diebol," Roswell ordered.

Di ebol started the car and sl owy backed out of the service road and headed
towar d Pal ndal e.

Roswel | produced two plastic |.D. badges fromhis brief-case and said, "A few
t hi ngs you need to know. First, put these on. dip themonto your right
pocket ,

above the top of the flap. There's a little |oop especially sewed into the
sui t

to acconmodate it."

Mac funmbled with the clip and it took himthree tries to succeed in fastening
it

to the loop. In his frustration he | ooked up and noticed Laura smiling at him
as

he funbled with the tag.

"Now listen,” Roswell instructed, "you' re not to address anyone no matter
what

happens. |If you are spoken to, you defer to nme, imediately, and I'll take
care

of the rest. And whatever you happen to see, under any circunstances, do not
ook in the least bit surprised. Is that clear? W' re going to board the

pl ane

inafewmnutes. You will not talk on the flight to each other or to anyone
or

nme. Under st and?"

Mac and Uri nodded.

"I'f by sone renote chance we are separated, and | don't anticipate that in a
nmont h of Sundays, but if we are, try to nake your way to the base canteen
sit

down, and eat a nmeal slowy. Dont look for nme, I'll find you. And don't talk
to

anyone." He shifted in his seat and Mac noticed himw nce. "Now here's
sonet hi ng

you have to understand right fromthe get-go. There is a strong military
pol i ce

presence there. It pernmeates every-thing. You can't go to the bathroomin
t hat

pl ace without an escort. You will be watched constantly, which is why | need
you
to act like soldiers. Discipline yourselves. I'mnot worried about BenHassen

I
know he was decorated in the War of '73." He gave a quick nod of recognition
to

Uri.

"Thank you, sir," Ui replied.

The general continued, "MacKenzie, on the other hand, has no mlitary
trai ni ng.

And what |'mworried nost about is that you are going to see sonethi ng
fantastic

and that reporter brain of yours is going to want to ask a | ot of questions.
You

are not to do that."

"Yes, sir," Mac answer ed.

"There'll be plenty of tine after we | eave the base to di scuss what you see.”
"I's Laura coming with us?" Mac asked.
"No, she has anot her assignment

Roswel | said. "Okay, we're al nost



there
let's be careful.”
Laura turned around fromthe back seat and her eyes met MacKenzie's.
She's beautiful, he nused, and for a nmonent he forgot about underground bases
and aliens. But as the Lincoln pulled out onto the highway he felt his
st omach
flip. We're not playing around here, he realized. We're really on our way to
an
al i en base.
He shivered.

26

Mac sat pensively in the forward section of a nodified 737 airplane. Ui was
next to himwi th his back pressed strai ght agai nst the padded seat and his
hands

folded in his |l ap. Roswell occupied both seats across the aisle. Hs
bri ef case

| ay open on the seat next to himand his |aptop conputer rested on the tray
in

front of him Imrersed in his work, he ignored both Mac and Uri .

Al t hough over a hundred nen and wonen sat dispersed throughout the plane,
there

was no conversation. A quiet sonmberness hung over the passengers, like a
shr oud.

Mac cl osed his eyes. Put on the full arnor of God, he thought. He had a
feeling

he was going to need it. He squeezed his hands and began to pray.

After about half an hour, Mac opened his eyes again. The plane was headi ng
directly into the dull orange ball of the rising sun, which had just crested
t he

hori zon. As if by some pre-arranged cue, the passengers began to fasten their
seatbelts on their own initiative. They packed their books and papers and
readi ed thensel ves for |anding as the plane slowed and rmade its fina

appr oach.

The wheels hit the tarmac once, then rolled snoothly along the flaw essly

mai nt ai ned runway.

Mac | ooked out the window. In the early dawn he saw a | anding field that was
| arger than LAX. A huge hangar whose footprint nmust have taken up ten or nore
acres | ooned ahead of them The plane was dwarfed by the size of the building
as

it rolled to a stop near the entrance. The buil ding' s opening was at | east

f our

stories high, and the plane could easily have entered.

The occupants silently rose fromtheir seats. Sone adjusted |.D. tags while
others fidgeted with their briefcases. Aline formed and everyone began to
depl ane. The sil ence was unnervi ng.

At the door of the plane two yellow helmeted MPs with wal ki e-tal kies and si de
arnms i nspected each person's |.D. tag before allowing themto descend the

net al

staircase out of the plane.

Roswel I was one of the first to disenmbark. Mac and Uri followed himclosely.
Mac

felt butterflies in his stonmach as one of the MPs checked the |I.D. on his
junpsuit. He left the plane and felt a warmdry wi nd across his face as he
stepped onto the surface of the tarmac. He hurried to catch up with Roswell.
Roswel | | ooked at him stonily, whispered, "Stay close,” then wal ked into the
hangar. Mac and Uri followed one pace behind.



The first inpression that rushed at Mac was the over-bearing depl oynent of
MPs

everywhere. They were always in groups of twos. One MP handl ed a

wal ki e-tal ki e

whil e the other shouldered a rifle and surveyed the personnel. Both were
outfitted with holstered side arms. It was all very intimndating.

Mac noticed that the scientists and passengers fromhis plane deliberately

i gnored the MPs as much as possible. It was clearly evident that there was a
keen dislike between the two groups.

Sone of the scientists and workers headed toward what appeared to be a large
el evator several hundred yards away. As Mac wal ked toward it he noticed that
certain areas of the hangar had been sectioned off with black wall partitions
t hat al most reached the curved ceiling high overhead. Fromthe noise that
escaped from sone of these, he assumed teans of technicians were working on
aircraft of sonme fashion

The three of themfornmed a single line with Mac in the niddle as they

appr oached

the elevator. As they drew nearer to it the presence of MPs doubl ed.

A line of personnel began to funnel into the elevator, which was |arge enough
to

hol d as many as a hundred peopl e. Each scientist, technician, or assistant
was

nmeti cul ously checked by an MP and wal ked through sonme sort of metal detector
Mac wat ched two nen in blue junpsuits pass through an eye-scanni ng device.
There

was an eerie silence as the group slowy progressed into the el evator

It was Roswell's turn to be inspected. The only discernible difference

bet ween

how he was treated and everyone el se was that the MPs snapped to attention
and

saluted him He returned a crisp salute, then allowed hinself to be
processed.

"These nen are with me, Sergeant," he said to the MR

"Yes, sir." The MP nodded, then turned to Mac and Ui. Mac was nervous. Hi s
throat was dry and his palnms were sweaty. He held hinself erect as he wal ked
forward and stopped in front of the MR

The MP gl anced at Mac's silver junpsuit and then held his I.D. tag in his
hand.

He | ooked Mac squarely in the eyes alnost as if he were nentally
phot ogr aphi ng

him and then with a quick nmotion of his hand waved hi m f orward.

Ui went through the sanme procedure, and Mac held his breath until Uri was
cl ear ed.

They joined Roswell at the entrance of the elevator, then followed himinto
its

interior. Slowy it filled with an array of scientists and technicians, nost
of

whom appeared to be civilians ... and of course the ever-present

yel | ow hel net ed

MPs.

Mac noticed an exceptionally tall MP who was the el evator operator. H s
hei ght

enabl ed himto | ook above the heads of those occupying the interior of the
el evator. He had a key attached to his belt, which was inserted into the

el evator's control panel

Four nore MPs entered just before the operator closed the doors. They stood
with

their backs to the doors and faced the personnel

The situati on nade Mac very unconfortable. Al around hi m people stared
strai ght



ahead |i ke zonbies. Sonmeone sneezed behind himand out of habit he al npst
sai d,

"CGod bless you," but he was able to stifle the inpulse at the |Iast nonent.
The el evator descended very rapidly with no audi bl e sound.

Roswel | had explained earlier that the |l evels bel ow the hangar floor could

wi thstand a direct hit froma nucl ear weapon. He inforned Mac that |ayers of
specially formul ated steel reinforced concrete, over sixty feet thick, forned
t he foundati on on which the hangar was constructed. Underneath the protective
shield of concrete, twenty |l evels descended into the bowels of the earth. The
first of these was probably a m ni mum of a hundred feet bel ow the surface.
Roswel | cleared his throat. Mac waited a nonent, then casually turned to | ook
at

him It was a prearranged signal between them made before getting on the

pl ane

i n Pal ndal e.

Roswel I slipped his hands behind his back and with one finger pointed toward
t he

control panel operated by an MP. Mac waited a nonent, then | owered his head
and

stole a glance at the panel. It had nunbers running to twenty. Were the
nunber

twel ve shoul d have been there was a red star and the letters MAJ. Mac
remenber ed

the briefing packet from Roswell and wondered if MAJ was an abbreviated form
of

MAJESTI C. He nade a nental note to confer with Roswell about it.

Next to the letters MAJ a horizontal slot opened up in the panel to allow the
insertion of a specially constructed key card. Mac studi ed the panel and nmade
a

mental note of its buttons and operations.

The el evator stopped on the first | evel and paused as the operator rel eased

t he

airlock. The doors slid open noiselessly. The MPs negotiated a crisp
about - f ace

and stepped off the elevator into what appeared to be an anteroom of sone
sort.

An additional four MPs on that |evel inspected each person as they exited the
el evat or.

Mac wat ched as a scientist in a white lab coat energed froma solid wall. A
panel had sinply glided to the side and the man stepped out. Mc glinpsed
what

appeared to be a small chanber the size of a | arge phone boot h.

Roswel | had explained that to allow maxi num security and to guarantee total
control of certain projects, a systemof air |ocks was created on each | evel
For exanple, if you got off on the fourth level, you stepped into the main
anteroom You then would walk to one of the hidden panels, step on the plate
in

front of it, and the door would automatically open. As you entered the small
room the door would cl ose behind you and once it was shut another in front
of

you woul d then open. This allowed complete privacy and isol ation between the
floors where top-secret research was being conducted. It insured that no one
riding the main elevator would just happen to see sonething that they weren't
supposed to. It also nmaintained isolation to each particular level, in case
of

viral or bacterial infection or contam nation, which according to Roswell was
the main consideration for the precautionary neasures.

The el evator reached the el eventh | evel and Roswel|l notioned that they were
to

follow him The doors opened and the MPs exited. Roswell stepped out of the



el evator, followed closely by Mac and Uri. The MPs sal uted Roswell then got
back

aboard the elevator. Mac heard the sound of the airlocks as the doors closed.
| mredi ately afterward, another set of doors closed, which sealed off the

| evel

fromthe el evator shaft.

Mac found himself in an anteroomfifty feet wide and twenty in depth. It was
constructed of what appeared to be a snooth, Iightweight material he had
never

seen before. Walls, ceiling, and floor were all colored a monochromati c,
sonber

mlitary gray. Light emanated fromthe ceiling and reflected in little pools
on

t he snmooth expanse of floor.

Mac stood in the anteroom and heard the oscillation of a very | owfrequency
hum

that seermed to originate below him Hi s inpulse was to ask Roswell what it
was.

He restrained hinself, renmenbering Roswell's admonition

Mac and Uri followed Roswell toward what appeared to be a blank wall. As they
drew cl oser Mac could see faintly the outline of a series of panels spaced
about

every ten feet.

Roswel | stood in front of one of the panels on a rectangular plate. The pane
slid quietly to the left. Roswell stepped in and vani shed as the pane

cl osed.

Ui followed, |eaving Mac al one except for the ever-present MPs stationed
near

the el evators.

For a nonent he panicked and felt anxi ous. Then he stepped on the plate in

t he

floor and the panel opened in front of him He walked into the small chanber
and

heard the door close behind him Wen it was shut, another opened in front of
him As he stepped out he closed his eyes as Roswell had instructed himto
do.

Even so a brilliant light stunned himas he entered the room For a nonent he
dared not nove

Roswel I had explained that this was yet another security nmeasure and al so
served

to decontam nate any bacteria on the person's clothing as they entered this

| evel .

Mac's vision began to clear, and he regained his bearings. He noticed anot her
pair of MPs stationed on this side of the openings. They were positioned

behi nd

a dark green tinted glass w ndow.

Mac found Roswell and Uri and they wal ked down a wide corridor that curved to
their left. Laboratories and offices were |ocated to the inside of the curved
hal I . Thick plate gl ass

W ndows all owed viewing into each room although nost were covered with bl ack
panels to insure privacy and security.

As Mac followed Roswell down the corridor, a small group of men and wonen
filed

past. He took special notice of a woman whom he estimated to be a few years
younger than he. In spite of her blond hair gathered tightly behind her head
and

t he absence of makeup, she was a very attractive woman.

Their eyes net for a nonment and he sniled at her. She quickly | ooked down at
t he

floor and kept wal king on the other side of the corridor



Her reaction startled him

Why wasn't she able to exchange a sinple greeting? he wondered. The heavy
somber ness that had envel oped the personnel on the plane perneated the entire
under ground base as well.

Roswel | stopped in front of an opening that led into yet another |ab. He
wai t ed

for Mac and Ui and then entered. It was a |large room perhaps a third the

si ze

of a football field. Incredibly, there were only six people in the room They
wer e huddl ed around an object on a |arge table.

Mac wondered what he was seeing. It was a cylindrical object about four feet
hi gh and half again as round and appeared to be cast in one piece. They noved
within ten feet of it and stopped. There were no noving parts, at |east that
Mac

could see. No wires. No controls.

A mddl e-aged man with a pear-shaped body and a patchy bl ack and white beard
stopped tal king and | ooked at Roswel |, who gave no sign of acknow edgment.
The scientist paused, then continued to address the group in a nore subdued
Voi ce.

Roswel I wal ked past the group and went over to a | arge bl ackboard covered
with

di agrams, equations, and chal ky sketches. He pointed to one of the sketches
whi ch resenbl ed the object on the table and began to |l ecture Mac and Uri as

i f

they were newly recruited scientists being briefed for a new job.

"This is part of a recovered spacecraft fromthe Russians. Mre precisely,
this

is a nodel of the propul sion system of the spacecraft. This teamis involved
in

t he back engineering of it."

Mac and Uri | ooked attentive, acting out their parts as new enpl oyees. But
Mac

had to stifle a small smile. A space.. craft fromthe Russians ... the story
just as Roswel |l had said.

Mac heard a slight whirring noise and | ooked inits direction. On the ceiling
a

nmount ed surveill ance camera began to turn and stopped when it pointed to
wher e

he was standi ng.

Roswel | | ooked toward the entrance. Two nmen in white |lab coats entered. One
man

wore white plastic surgical gloves and carried a small metal box in his hand.
They wal ked over to where the group was huddl ed around the cylinder on the
table. The man carrying the box placed it carefully on the table, opened it,
and

took out something that | ooked |ike an orange wafer

Roswel I noved away from the bl ackboard and wal ked further into the |ab, away
fromthe huddl ed group of scientists. Mac and Uri foll owed.

"It's the fuel for the propul sion system" Roswell said, under his breath.

" Sone

of our scientists have labeled it Elenment 115 ... it doesn't exist anywhere
on

the earth.”

Mac sl ow y | ooked over his shoulder at the table where the scientists
appear ed

to be discussing the orange-|ooki ng wafers—El erent 115.

"I's it radioactive?" Ui asked.

Roswel I shook hi s head.

"How does it work?" Mac whi spered.

Roswel I frowned, indicating the term nation of the conversation. He wal ked



back

toward the group of scientists and deliberately ignored themas he left the
room Mac and Uri foll owed.

They nmoved down the corridor with Mac and Uri al ways one step behind Roswel | .
As

t hey passed another lab Roswell briefly slowed and notioned for themto | ook
as

t hey passed vy.

Mac sl owed his pace as he gazed through the opening. He saw a small gray
bei ng

standing next to a scientist. They appeared to be exam ni ng sonet hi ng.

Mac wanted to go into the lab, affirmwhat he thought he saw. One nore step
and

t he scene vani shed and was replaced by the corridor wall

What was that? He began to argue in his mind. No ... It wasn't an ... It was
| sawit .. . It moved ... Its arnms moved . It was so tiny, alnost childlike
. He forced hinmself to think the unthinkable: I've seen an alien

He becane nauseous and his legs felt like rubber. He glanced at Uri. The
col or
had drained fromhis friend' s face, and he | ooked |like he was in a trance as

he

continued to wal k.

Ch, God, help me, Mac prayed. Why do | feel so ill at ease? Wiy is it that
when

| saw the alien sonmething repelled ne? Wat was it?

Hs mnd was a flurry of questions. Wiat is it that troubles me about all of
t hese peopl e who work here? Wiy is everyone so detached?

He searched for a word to define the people. He stared at the back of
Roswel | ' s

head as he foll owed himand thought, These people are detached, but that's
only

a synptom of sone-thing greater. They're afraid. But of what?

He suddenly felt the strange feeling, the stirring, inside him and the
presence

of it jolted him He forced hinself to hold his thoughts in check for a
nonent .

A new t hought appeared in his nind. It was a sentence he had read fromthe
Bi bl e

that norning, the sane sentence that canme to himon the plane. Put on the
full

arnmor of God ..

He repeated it again silently and realized what he needed to do. His lips
noved

slightly as he began to pray in earnest for the protection of Ui, Roswell,
and

hi nsel f.

Roswel | stopped in front of a thick glass partition. "W're about to access
anot her part— Suddenly he stopped, wincing in pain. He | eaned agai nst the
wal |

and cl osed his eyes. "I'mall right," he said, though his |Iips barely noved.
"Just give me a minute." He took a couple of deep breaths.

"What was that we saw back there?" Mac whi spered.

"What do you think?" Roswell asked, as he grimaced again in pain. He reached

into his pants pocket, produced a small yellow pill, and swallowed it.

Mac said, "Ui, did you see it?"

"I couldn't believe it ... Yes."

Roswel | opened his eyes. "Don't talk about it . . . later " Mac could see

hi m



gathering his will ... to overcome the pain? He really |ooks sick, Mac

t hought .

Roswel | strai ghtened hinself and squared his shoulders. He tried to take a
step,

found his body would permt it, and began to walk slowy toward anot her set
of

doors. "I'mall right ... it's passed now," he said, as he reached out and
set

the pal mof his hand on a scanni ng device near the door. There was a slight
pause, then it slid open

They wal ked into the small detaining roomand were saluted by two MPs.
Roswel |

returned the salute. The MPs inspected their tags and all owed themto pass.
They entered the platformof a small train station. There was a cylindrica
t ube

perhaps twenty feet in dianeter. In the center of it were sets of mniature
train tracks. On the plat-formwere benches that were seanl ess and
constructed

of a material Mac had never seen before. It appeared that the plat-form and
benches had been nolded in place at the sane tine.

Roswel | wal ked over to the edge of the platformand peered down the tracks.
Mac

foll owed hi mand gazed down the dimy lit tube. He saw it curve inwardly, and
he

assuned it linked together other areas of the underground base.

Roswel | gl anced at his watch and said, "The train will be here in |less than
five
mnutes. | want to show you two other areas and then we'll go topside."

Mac and Uri nodded.

Mac wanted to continue tal king about the alien in the lab they passed in the
corridor but forced hinmself not to, cornying with Roswell's prior

i nstructions.

As if Roswell could read his inner struggle he |ooked right at Mac and said,
"This next place we are going"—and he pointed down the tunnel where the
tracks

di sappear ed—may have sonme other life-forms that may ... ahh . . . prove
interesting."

The door to the anteroom opened and two MPs wal ked out onto the platform

They

sal uted Roswel |, who saluted back. One of the MPs stared at Mac. He | ooked
away

and noved closer to Roswell. Thankfully the train arrived after a few

m nut es.

There was a conductor in a glass-doned car at the front. Behind the contro
car

were four other cars, each having the capacity to carry six people, two

abr east .

The train was enpty.

Roswel | got in the first car, followed by Mac and Uri, who sat directly

behi nd

him The MPs clinbed in the car behind them

The train accel erated quickly and raced down the tube. There were ot her stops
simlar to the one they had just departed. Mst of them however, were enpty
Then two stops further down the line, two nore MPs joined them and rode unti
the next area, where they got off. Both saluted Roswell upon their exit.

Mac realized that being with Roswell put himand Ui in a volatile position
O

one hand, it allowed them access and cl earance to seeningly anywhere on the
base. On the other, Roswell was conspi cuous because of his rank. He drew
attention to hinself and of course to Mac and Uri. Mac couldn't help feeling



that maintaining their anonynmity would be very difficult.

The train stopped and Roswel |l clinbed out of the car followed by Mac and Uri
They went through a set of doors and found thenselves in a small room staffed
by

two MPs. The repetitive clearance procedure ensued before they were able to
enter the new area.

The doors slid open and Mac wal ked behind Ui. He caught his breath because

t he

pl ace he found hinmself in was enornous.

"It's a natural cavern that used to be an underground reservoir. They
diverted

the water source, and this is the result,” Roswell informed themquietly.

Mac | ooked at the roof of the cavern where perhaps one hundred feet above him
an

intricate series of steel-girded cat-wal ks were erected that supported a nmaze
of

powerful lights, thick metal cables, and overhead cranes. Uniforned
techni ci ans

were stationed on nunmerous platfornms. In the center of the catwal ks a gl ass
conmand post was positioned. Fromit, the catwal ks spread out like the |egs of
a

spi der over nost of the cavern. At the far end of the cavern was a tunne

t hat

slowy ascended to what Mac assunmed was the surface.

Years before Mac had been assigned to cover a breaking story in New York
CGty.

He had driven through the Lincoln tunnel, and it had created a | asting

i npression on himas a marvel of engineering skills. But what he beheld now
dwarfed it. This was at least twice its size, perhaps nore. It appeared to be
constructed of the same material that Mac had seen used throughout much of

t he

underground facility. Large lum nous orbs inbedded in the tunnel's ceiling
cast

a peculiar greenish light inits interior

Mac was hypnotized by his surroundings. He heard Roswell clear his throat and
realized that he and Ui had wal ked a dozen paces from where Mac stood. He
qui ckly rejoined them

"Stay close ... be careful,"” Roswell adnonished sternly. "Ckay," Mc said,
awest r uck.

They started to cross the cavern floor. Mac was still trans-fixed. Then he
hear d

Ui exclaim "Wat?"

He gl anced at Uri, saw the wonder expressed on his face, ;then sought the
reason

for it.

A short distance away was a di sk-shaped flying saucer. It hovered silently
above

the floor of the cavern.

Mac wanted to stop and just |ook at it. But Roswell continued at the sane
pace,

rapi dly closing the distance between them and the saucer

Mac | ooked overhead to see if any cables were attached fromthe catwal ks
above.

While there were a few dangling above the disk, it was plain that there
weren't

any actually attached to it. The disk was hovering on its own power. There was
a

nmetal boarding ranp that was next to the craft, simlar to the one that they
had

used in exiting the plane when they had | anded.



A technician dressed in the sane silver junpsuit that Mac and Ui wore

cl i nbed

aboard the disk. He held a small conputer-Ilike device in his hands as he
ascended into the craft. A portal was open, exposing the interior. Mac could
see

two nen standing in the opening.

They were about fifty feet fromthe di sk when Roswel| stopped. Ui and Mac
cane

al ongside of him and they stared at the saucer

Mac took in every detail he possibly could, his brain acting like a canera.
He

noti ced the seanm ess, sleek exterior of dull gray netal-like material

simlar

to the material his father had given him A row of wi ndows circled the craft
near the top. On the bottom were rounded indentations that he thought m ght
conceal lights. As he gazed transfixed, the disk remai ned notionl ess,
floating

noi sel essly ten feet above the floor of the cavern

One of the men standing in front of the portal noved fromthe interior and
wal ked down the boarding ranp. Mac stole a glance at Ui, who was practically
comat ose with awe. He then | ooked back at the craft and what he saw stunned
hi m

to the core of his being. There was an alien sinilar to the one that he had
glinpsed a short while before. It |ooked very much like the one in the

phot ograph that Roswell had sent him It had the sane thin torso and | ong
spindly arms. On each hand were four fingers. Its head was di sproportionately
large for its body. It had no hair that Mac could see. It seened to be

cl ot hed

in a one-piece junpsuit that matched the color of its skin exactly.

What struck Mac, however, were the two | arge, elongated, dark black eyes that
were the nost dominant feature on the alien's face.

The creature jerked its head and | ooked right at Mac. It seened distracted by
him like it was bot hered sonmehow by Mac's presence.

Mac found hinsel f staring back

He shudder ed.

Sonething cane at him... an invisible force of sone kind. It envel oped him
but

centered in his solar plexus. He felt inmobilized, drained. H s head suddenly
ached and he felt nauseous. He began to feel |ike he was going to black out

horrible imges flashed in his mnd.

Then Roswell was in front of himand was tal king earnestly to him

"MacKenzi e! MacKenzie! Turn around and wal k out of here! Do it nowl Now
MacKenzie ... Mvel"

Mac | ooked at Roswel |l but somehow he saw only the alien's eyes. Those awf ul
eyes, so detached, so baleful, so omnous ... so evil

He shook his head to try to clear it. You're Roswell ... and that's Ui, he

t hought. What was Roswel | saying? To nove? Move where? Mac rubbed his eyes
and

tried to focus on Roswel .

"MacKenzie," Roswell's face was inches away from Mac s and he grow ed between
his teeth. "Mve! Now"

MacKenzi e turned around and began to shuffle a few steps. He felt an
unexpl ai nabl e urge to | ook back at the alien. Hs legs felt stiff but he kept
wal ki ng, due primarily to Roswell and Ui who shored himup on either side.
There was a partition a short distance in front of them Roswell steered them
toward it. They reached the partition and wal ked behind it, finding

t hensel ves

in a storage area for equi pment. Fortunately there was no one in the

encl osure.



"Never | ook at their eyes,"” Roswell said.
"What ?" Mac asked, trying to focus on what Roswel|l was sayi ng.
"Never look directly into their eyes," he repeated.

"Did you see it ... Did you see it?" Mac stamered, and he grabbed Ui's arm
"Yes, Mac, | saw ... it's okay ... you're okay . . ." Uri turned to Roswell
and

asked, "Wat has happened?"

"I"'mnot sure," replied Roswell. "There was sonething that attracted the
alien

to MacKenzie. It looked to me as if it sensed sonething. Al though | have no
i dea

what." He stared at Mac, frowned, then said, "lI've heard about this sort of
reaction before, which is why | got us out of there like | did. Did you
notice

that in this section there are no MPs?"

"What ? No, not really," Mac answered, still dazed fromthe encounter
"Well, there is a reason for it. The aliens gave us an ultimtumthat MPs
and,

nore specifically, weapons are not to be in the area of the craft. Apparently
when the craft is activated it can set off ammunition."

"Ch?" Uri exclaimed. "Very dangerous.”

"The story | heard, and this is hearsay because | can't substantiate it, is
t hat

some Rambo-type MP decided to go into the disk area arnmed. A confrontation
ensued between an alien and the MP, with the result being the MP had his head
bl own apart by some sort of |aser-like weapon."

"Well, | wasn't arned," Mac said defensively.

"And that's what bothers me," Roswell answered. He | ooked around. "No,
there's

anot her dynam c here, but |I'mnot certain as to what. The alien had an
abnor ma

interest in you. Did you see the way it jerked its head around as if it
sensed

you were near?"

"What ? He did?" Mac said, as he rubbed his forehead.

"Yes," Roswell assured him "Sonehow you drew attention to yourself. Did you
do

anyt hi ng that m ght have caused it to notice you?"

Mac forced hinself to think, then replied enphatically, "No, not a thing. I
was

| ooki ng at the disk, naking mental notes of the way it was constructed

then | found nyself staring at the alien. Onh, those eyes." He shuddered and
grimaced. "The thing isn't human!"

"You're right there," Ui said.

"No, no." Mac becane agitated. "Sonething ... a force or sonething canme at
ne.

It hit me here." He touched his stomach. "The thing wanted to kill me. Let's
get

out of here, for crying out loud. It's evil."

Roswel | stared at Mac for a nmonent, then said, "I want to show you both one
nor e

thing before we | eave and go topside again. Are you up to it?" he asked Mac.
"As long as it puts ne as far away as possible from-=

"I't will,” Roswell interrupted. He went to the edge of the partition wall and
| ooked back at the craft.

"The alien is gone, although one of the attendants is still there. Can you
make

it?"

Mac nodded

"Let's go then and stay close. W'll get back on the train,"” Roswell said,



and

| ed them out from behind the partition

They wal ked across the expanse of floor and went back into the anteroom
wher e

the MPs agai n checked them

They waited a few minutes for the train, which this time was nearly full of
silver-suited technicians who di senbar ked

Roswel I, Mac, and Uri boarded. They rode the train for perhaps ten m nutes.
They got off where Roswell indicated and went through t another clearance
procedure. Roswell led them down a corridor and stopped in front of a door

There were two MPs stationed outside. They snapped to attention and sal uted
as
Roswel | approached.

Roswel| returned the salute and said, "I want access to the docunent room
W th
t hese nmen."

One of the MPs glanced at the |I.D. tags on Mac and Uri's junpsuits.

Sati sfied,

he nodded to his partner, who took a key that was attached by a chain to his
belt and unl ocked the door. The three of thementered the docunent room
after

whi ch the MP pronptly shut the door and |ocked it.

Mac | ooked around. It was a plain, unadorned room not nuch | arger than a
child's

bedroom A conference table was |ined up against one wall w th drab-1ooking
uphol stered chairs in front of it. Directly above was a row of recessed
lights

that brightly illum nated the table. On the table were stacks of briefing
docunents.

Mac | ooked at Roswell with an expression that asked, "Wat now?"

"Go ahead ... take a look," Roswell said, and gestured toward the table.
"I've

gone through many of them | think you' |l be fascinated. W have a half hour
before the MP returns. It's a policy that you only read half an hour at a
tine.

You' |l see why, once you dive in. It's a lot to digest."
Mac and Uri sat down. Roswell went to the end of the table and sat on its
edge

where he could study their reactions while they read.

Mac sel ected one of the briefing documents. It was bound in a mlitary folder
and had Top Secret stanped on the front of it. He opened it and | ooked at the
title page and read, "CGenetic Manipulations.” He flipped through the pages
quickly to get a feel for how much material was contained in the briefing.
About

twenty pages, | can read that in half an hour, he thought. He began to read

t he

docunment and soon was absorbed in the materi al

The roomtook on the anbiance of a library. Other than occasional page turns,
the cloi stered roomwas qui et as the nmen pored over the materi al

Mac was both fascinated and di sturbed by what was contained in the briefing.
The

gist of it explained that a group of aliens fromthe Pl ei ades star system had
genetically mani pul ated the evolution of the hunman race over a period of

t hou- sands of years. Sixty-three genetic alterations had affected the

evol utionary devel opment of humanki nd.

Mac recalled what Dr. Elisha had so carefully inpressed on him That if the
alien presence was, in fact, the beginning of what he coined the G eat
Deception, an event that woul d overtake the planet shortly before the Second
Comi ng of Jesus Christ, then what he was reading would be a part of that
decepti on.



The aliens were saying that they were responsible for the creation of the
human

race. That without their direct involvenent, humankind as we know it today
woul dn't exist. W would be, at best, in evolutionary terns, still sw nging
from

the trees.

Mac | ooked at Roswell, who stared back at him stoically, although Mac detected
a

trace of pensiveness.

"What do you make of it?" Roswell asked Mac in a whisper. "Do you renmenber
when

you asked nme if | believed in the Second Com ng?"

Mac nodded

"You see why it's inmpossible to believe now

Mac pointed to the docunment. "No. This doesn't prove anything. What if it's a
lie?"

He stabbed a finger at the docunment. "Wat if this is an attenpt to actually
steer people away fromthe truth? What if the aliens—er whatever they are-are
deliberately lying to us, as Elisha thinks they are?"

"Li e about what?" Uri asked, managing to tear hinself away fromthe briefing
docunent he was readi ng.

Mac turned to Ui, laid his hand on top of the stack of docunents on the

t abl e,

and said, "All of these may have the sane purpose, to deceive and control."
He

pi cked up the docunent he was reading and opened it to the title page. "Look
at

this, genetic manipul ations. Wiat the aliens are sayi ng negates what at |east
a

portion of humanki nd has believed for thousands of years: the special act of
creation by a divine being who designed humans in his own inmage."

"You shoul d read the docunment on the crucifixion," Roswell interjected.

"The crucifixion?" Mac exclaimed. "The aliens have a docunent on the

cruci fixion?"

"Yes, and briefly put, they claimto have sonme sort of hol ographic fil m of

it.

They also claimthat they directly intervened"—Roswell cleared his throat—in
the Resurrection. It's in one of those sonewhere." He pointed toward the

st ack.

"Do you believe that?" Mac asked.

Roswel | stared at Mac with deadpan eyes, then nuttered, "I don't know what to
bel i eve anynore, but | don't trust them "

Mac | ooked at Roswell, then Ui, and said earnestly, "You know if you believe
this, then the ranifications are of shattering proportions to the fabric of
society! But if what Elisha says is right . . . that this is an el aborate
deception ..."

"For what reason ... this deception?" Ui chall enged.

Mac struggled to renenber what Elisha had inparted to him "The reason is
this

Let's suppose that the prophecies are true, that there is going to be a
literal Second Coming of Jesus. Then let's suppose that what the ancient
texts,
the Bible, say is true concerning him... that he is indeed the Son of God.
Hol d
t hat thought, okay?"
Uri shrugged.
"Now consi der you have these supposed alien UFO cosmponauts or whatever you
want
to call them. . . Wiy is it that they travel who-knows-how many |ight years
to



get here, and one of the first things out of their nmouths is to tell us that
Jesus wasn't the Son of God and that the crucifixion was unnecessary and that
they assisted in the Resurrection ..

Dont you find that incredible? Doesn't it make you suspicious that here cone
t he

aliens and they could tal k about a nyriad of things, about anything, for
crying

out |oud, and what do they decide to communicate to us? That Jesus wasn't
God?

Conme on . . . why not give us the cure for cancer or sonething useful ?"

Mac brushed the hair off his forehead then started again. "Way is it that the
aliens attenpt to discredit the story of the Resurrection? They seemto want
to

negate it in any way possible. If they can succeed, they crush the hope that
Jesus has given humankind for the |last two thousand years."

Ui frowned and asked, "And what hope is that?"

Mac | ooked hi msquarely in the eyes, then firmy answered, "The hope of
eterna

life!™
They were distracted by the sound of the door openi ng behind them
Roswel I glanced at his watch. "It's tine."

Ui reluctantly closed his folder and placed it carefully on the stack in
front

of him The MP stood by the door and the men filed out.

Roswel | | ed them down the corridor, and they came to the doors to the

ant eroom

that led to the elevator. The nen went one by one through the small airl ocks
and

regrouped at the elevator. Ui |ooked over his shoul der one last tinme, taking
it

all in.

"The secrets of the universe lie just beyond those doors,
Mac.

he whi spered to

"Or the greatest deceit,"” Mac retorted.

The el evator appeared, and the doors that separated the anteroom fromthe

el evator shaft hissed open, followed by the el evator doors thensel ves.

They foll omed Roswell am dst the usual flurry of salutes and checking of 1.D.
tags by the MPs. The el evator quickly ascended, stopping at each level on its
way to the surface. Finally the doors opened, and they were inside the
hangar .

Mac stepped out of the elevator. Sunlight streamed through the gigantic
entrance

and reflected brilliantly off the polished concrete floor of the hangar. Mac
wanted to run and warm hinmself in the light. H s head still ached slightly,
and

as he |l ooked at the sunlight he realized just how glad he was to be out of
t he

bowel s of the earth. A mld breeze blew through the hangar and felt
wonderful ly

refreshing on his face, especially after breathing the conditioned air
under gr ound.

Roswel | signaled a pair of MPs who ran over, saluted, and waited for his
orders.

He requested transportation to the base canteen. One of the MPs took his
wal ki e-tal ki e out and put in the general's request.

Sil ence prevail ed as they waited.

A while |ater Mac saw a jeep driving toward them It turned so the front
passenger side of the vehicle stopped a few feet from General Roswell. The
driver saluted, and one of the MPs stood next to the jeep while Roswell



cl i nbed

in. Mac and Uri found their way into the backseat. The jeep turned around and
sped toward the open doors of the hangar. As it left the hangar and noved

out doors, Mac shuddered. It was |ike he was shaking off sonething that had
tried

to cling to his soul. The further he distanced hinself fromthe hangar the
better he felt.

The jeep stopped at a single story, nondescript building that Mac assuned was
the canteen. Roswel| casually saluted the driver and instructed himto wait
until they were finished eating.

They got out of the jeep and went into the building. It was a | arge one-room
cafeteria capabl e of holding several hundred people at one sitting. What

i medi ately inpressed Mac was that nost of the personnel ate al one.

There were a few people in the lunch line. Mac watched themslide their trays
on

the worn stainless steel rail that ran the length of the food tables, helping
t hensel ves to whatever they desired.

Mac and Uri got their trays and foll owed Roswell down the food line, then

t hey

retired to a part of the canteen that no one occupi ed. Mac took a bite of the
ham and cheese sandwi ch. The familiar act of eating felt conpletely surreal
Ui, who sat next to Mac, guzzled a large glass of iced tea and started on a
second, without touching the food on his plate. General Roswel| sat across
from

them and slowy took a spoonful of soup

Mac wasn't sure whether it was safe to converse, and he waited for sone |ead
from Roswel | .

Roswel | lifted the spoon to his lips, held it there, and quietly said to Mac,
"I'n the docunent roomyou seened to be |leaning toward Dr. Elisha's theory
regarding the aliens.” He slipped the spoon into his nouth.

Mac took notice of where the MPs were stationed and then asked Roswell, "It's
okay to tal k here?"

Roswel | rested his spoon on the corner of the bow and said, "As you both are
aware of now, idle conversation is something that doesn't happen here. But
you're both with me and as far as anyone is concerned, conversation that

t akes

pl ace between us pertains to the work you will be doing here. W are
noni t or ed

so try to talk away fromthe camera." He | ooked toward the ceiling in the

cor ner

of the roomwhere two surveillance cameras were nmounted and noved slowy from
side to side nonitoring the interior of the cafeteria.

Mac gl anced over at the cameras and turned slightly in his seat so he faced

away

fromthem He |eaned forward and said to Roswell, "Look, |I'mcertain of one
thing, 1've never been so terrified in my life as when that thing | ooked at
ne.

There was an evil that seemed to emanate fromit. | know it sounds crazy, but

I
literally felt hatred directed toward me. It surrounded ne and was, as you
saw,
al nost overwhel ming. Afterthat and recalling what Dr. Elisha showed nme in
| srael

well ." He turned to Uri and said with conviction, "lI'msorry, Ui, but
I
don t think these guys are here to save our planet or leplenish theirs. No.
They
have anot her agenda, and | think your grandfather m ght be right on the noney
when he equates their presence with what he identifies as the G eat
Deception. ™"



Ui took a bite of his sandwich, let out a deep breath, and said, "You know

what ? The experience with the alien was .. . | don't know how to say it
nervous?"

"You mean nerve-w acki ng? " Mac asked.

"Yeah ... nerve-wacking ... Maybe it sensed fear and responded to that.
What ?

It seens to work with other humans wi thout incident. Wiy did it see you?"
"That's not entirely true,"” Roswell interjected. He | owered his voice so that

it

was barely above a whi sper and said, "People who are exposed to them the
aliens, for any length of tine often have disabling enptional and nental

i nci dents. "

Mac | ooked at Ui as if to say, explain that away.

Ui countered, "Yes, yes, but |ook at their technol ogy! Wat advanced
civilization they come from"

"So they have some hi gh-powered toys that we fall over dead for," Mac argued.
"That doesn't tell us anything about them Not about their norals or ethics—=
"But they evolved in another part of the universe! You expect themto have

t he

sane norals as we do!"

Roswel | | ooked at the two MPs, one of whom seened to be taking an unusua
interest in their conversation. "W better hold the chatter until later."”

Ui and Mac | ooked at each other and nodded a truce.

Mac took another bite of his sandwi ch and | ooked across the roomthrough the
wi ndow at the hangar a mle away. Here in the canteen it seened |ike none of
it

had ever happened.

Ui doodled on his napkin with a felt pen as he nibbled at the rest of his
sandwi ch with his other hand. Roswell wi nced and shifted in his chair. Mc
noti ced he | ooked drawn and exhausted. A man without hope, he thought. He
wondered how all of the people could continue to work under this kind of
stress

day after day. They seened to have a conmonal ity about them It was true that
they all worked in the facility together and that al one was a bond, but Mac
sensed that there was something else. He couldn't put his finger on it.
Abandonnent ? | sol ati on? Depression? No, that wasn't the word. He needed to
pi n

it down to define it. Boil it down, he thought, boil it down.

"W need to | eave soon," Roswell said as he glanced at his watch. "I

i nstructed

Di ebol to pick us up at the Santa Monica Airport. After we land | want to have
a

| ook at your friend in the mental hospital. | think there's a link to all of
this." And he notioned to the hangar in the distance.

Ui took one last bite of his sandwi ch and hastily w ped some nmustard from
hi s

mouth with the napkin he had been doodling on. He crunbled it into a ball and
let it fall onto his enpty plate.

Their chairs screeched as they got up fromthe table. They foll owed Roswel |
out

of the canteen and clinbed into the jeep.

"Airstrip," Roswell ordered.

The jeep swng on to the bl acktop and headed for the airstrip.
* * %

In the cafeteria one MP thought that the general's conmpani ons had been a
little

too conmuni cative, even if they were new recruits.

"I"mgoing over to that table where the general was seated,"” the MP said to
hi s

partner.



"Yeah ... go 'head, Dernot. I'l|l stay here and guard the place," the other
man

said in a bored voice that brimed with sarcasm

McDer not wal ked over to the table and | ooked at the dishes and gl asses.

On one of the plates he noticed a crunpl ed napkin. He thought he saw writing
on

it, so he reached down and picked it up. He set it on the table and spread it
out so he could see what had been witten on it.

"Hey, come here." MDernot signaled to his partner. The other MP slowy

wal ked

over.

"Look at this." MDernot pointed at the napkin.

The ot her MP | ooked down. "Ch, boy, we got sone trouble here," he said.
McDer not picked the napkin up and noved to a quiet corner of the cafeteria.
He

call ed his superior on his wal kie-talKkie.

"Sir, this is MDernot ... Sir, we got a security breach here ... a drawi ng
of

an alternate life-form" He used the wordi ng he had been instructed to cal
them "Yes, sir, right away, sir."

McDer not hol stered his wal kie-talkie and | ooked with satisfaction at his

part ner

as he made his way out of the cafeteria to his superior officer

Roswel I, Mac, and Uri boarded the snmall jet, buckled thenselves in, and
wai t ed

for the takeoff.

The jet taxied out on the runway, accelerated rapidly, and left the ground.
Mac

gazed out his small w ndow and | ooked at the hangar as the jet circled over
it.

He watched it grow smaller as the jet clinbed higher in the air. The further
away the better, he thought, and he shuddered again, glad for the second tine
in

his life to be on a plane.

* k%

McDer not hopped in the jeep and drove to the office of his inmmedi ate

superi or.

"Here it is, sir," MDernot said as he handed the napkin with the draw ng of
t he

alien on it to their commandi ng officer

"Good job, I'll see that this is rewarded," the officer said, and he sal uted

McDer not and di smissed him

McDernot |eft the room

The officer placed the napkin in a manila folder and called in his secretary.
A tall, mddle-aged man with a sergeant rank on his sleeve and bl ack circles
under his bl oodshot eyes wal ked into the office and awaited his orders.

"Take this to Sec Corn and have themrun directory for a two-star Air Force
general who accessed the pit today. He was apparently acconpani ed by two

sil ver

suits. Get ne stills and close-ups. Ch ... and run a background on him™"
The secretary saluted, left the room and hurried down the hall to the
Security

and Communi cati ons room-Sec Corn—a vast enclosure that |inked all of the
security information both on and off the base.

Twenty peopl e per eight-hour shift staffed Sec Corn, which operated

conti nuously

twenty-four hours a day. The vast array of conputers and data banks were

l'i nked

to many govern-nental agencies, including all branches of the armed forces.
| f



you existed they could find you here. They even knew t he nunber of POM t hat
still were being held in Viet Nam

The secretary handed the nanila envelope with his instructions to one of the
operators at Sec Corn. A short, thin, bony woman with thick glasses and

cl ose-cropped graying hair received the folder. She read the information. The
subj ect was last seen at the base canteen with two silver suits at thirteen
hundred hours. She typed the information into her computer and stared at her
nmonitor. A few seconds passed and then a picture of the interior of the

cant een

was on her screen. She fast forwarded the video until she saw the general and
two silver suits enter. They went out of the range of the canera. She
scrol | ed

ahead and found themsitting in the corner. She froze the frame and keyed in
some commands on her computer. She waited for about five m nutes.

The screen on her conputer suddenly split in two. On the |left side she could
see

a close-up image of the general. On the right, pages of information
pertai ni ng

to hi m appear ed.

"Do you want a printout?" she asked.

"Yes," the secretary said.

The wonman hit the print icon and the information was transferred. Wen it was
finished, over thirty pages of material were placed in the manila envel ope.
The

secretary left Sec Corn and went back to his office. He knocked on his
superior's office door and went in.

"Here is the informati on you requested, sir,
of ficer

the folder. He left the room

The officer opened the file and perused the information. He took a

hi ghl i ghter

from his desk drawer and underlined a few areas. Then he picked up the phone
on

his desk and called his superior

"We have a code red."

"Wio is it?"

"A two-star Air Force general. General Nathan, sir,
"Thank you, send the information up."

The Iine went dead and the officer slowy put the receiver back inits
cradl e.

He had worked at the base for three years. Al though he had been trained in
case

of a security breach, he had never actually been involved in one, especially
a

code red. That neant that soneone had accessed areas that they were

unaut hori zed

to do so, which was a breach of national security.

CGeneral Nathan is going to have to be brought in and debriefed, he thought.
Hs

stomach grew queasy. He'd heard rumors of how that debriefing left some of

t he

peopl e who went through it.

he said as he handed the

the officer replied.
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The round white object sailed through the air in a high, graceful arc. It
rotated in the opposite direction it traveled as it intruded on a cloudl ess



deep

bl ue sky.

Jim Cranston stood poised on the ninth tee and watched the ball fly toward
t he

green. It was an excellent shot and it nade himfeel like a pro. He held his
breath and hoped that the ball would roll into the cup, capturing for himthe
el usive hole in one.

The ball | anded a good fifteen feet past the flag and amazingly, spun
backwar d

toward the hole. It stopped within less than four feet fromthe cup

af f ordi ng

Cranston an easy birdie but not the hole in one he'd hoped for
"Alittle nore and it would have gone in," he lamented. "Ni ce shot though

huh?" his partner conplinented, as he twi sted a pinky ring on his chubby
finger.

"Thanks, "Il take it," Cranston remarked, letting his nine iron rest on his
shoul der as he wal ked of f the tee.

H s partner, a short, portly man with slicked-back hair, strode to the tee.
He

pl aced the ball on the mani cured grass, took a hasty practice sw ng, then cut
at

the ball with a fast, choppy backswi ng. The ball flew toward the hole nore
like

a baseball s line drive than the graceful arc of Cranstons shot. It |anded
about

ten yards in front of the green, bounced hurriedly three times, and then
rolled

toward the cup. It stopped just inside Cranston's ball, making his bal

cl oser

to the hole by a few inches.

"Very nice, John."

"Luck of the Irish." He grinned as he wal ked qui ckly back to the cart where
Cranston sat. He set his club in his bag, got into the cart, and drove toward
t he green.

"Any nmore on MacKenzie? " Cranston asked, as he pulled his cap down on his
forehead to keep it from bl owi ng off.

"He's been staying at the Hilton, huh? But you know that."

"How can he possibly afford that? The guy's a bum " Cranston said

di sgustedl y,

as the cart stopped in back of the green

The nmen got out, grabbed their putters, and stepped onto the green. Cranston
went over and fixed his ball mark, which had left an indentation in the

snoot h,

flat surface of the green. He was further away fromthe cup, so he went to
hi s

ball and lined up his putt. He focused on the hole, took two practice putts,
and

set hinself up next to the ball. He wiggled his nmustache, a habit that he
attributed to good luck before he putted. Then he slowy drew his arnms back
and

tapped the ball, holding his breath as he watched it roll slowmy toward the
cup.

It was a good stroke, firmand true, with enough force to nmake sure the bal
would roll at least a foot past the hole. To his delight the ball broke
slightly, rolled squarely into the hole, and di sappeared from sight.

"Ni ce," John conplinmented as he squatted behind his ball and Iined up. He got
back up and then hunched over the ball. He took one |last | ook at where he was



aimng and tapped the ball toward the cup using a slower version of the
choppy

backswi ng that he had used to hit off the tee. The ball hit the back end of
t he

cup and dropped out of sight.

"Two birds," Cranston said

"Two birds," John affirned.

They met at the back of the cart and slipped their putters back into their

bags.

John grabbed a stubby pencil and narked their score cards.

"Well, what bothers ne," Cranston began, picking up the conversation where it
had ended, "he's being bankrolled by soneone, and you guys don't know who."
"We' || know that soon enough."

Cranston knocked his cleats against the back of the cart. "You said earlier
t hat

he shook your surveill ance?"

"The BenHassen guy . . . huh? . . . was in the Israeli army. That could
expl ain

why they found the bug so soon," John answered.

Cranston frowned. "Perhaps. But whoever renoved it from MacKenzie's car had
your

men following a truck all over downtown L. A for half the day before they
realized what was going on."

John twisted the ring on his finger. "It's early in the gane..
"Maybe they're close to putting things together. | don't appreciate the
position

|"mbeing forced into."

"l understand,"” John said.

"I don't think you do," Cranston retorted.

John tossed his golf ball in the air and caught it, then said, "You knew what
you were getting into when we first contacted you."

"That's not entirely true,"” Cranston protested. "It was explained to ne that
t he

government wanted a psych ward in the private sector to rehabilitate people
from

exposure with the extraterrestrials."

"Well, isn't that what goes on there?" John asked.

"Not entirely. W both know there are people being held there against their
will," Cranston said.

John tossed the ball in the air again and said, "You don't know that for
certain, besides, it's all top secret. Just do your art and don't worry ..

t hey' ve got things under control."

Cranston | ooked at the nan. "But what if they don't have things under
control ?"

John squeezed the ball and answered, "Ilnpossible."
"So what am | supposed to do w th MacKenzi e?"
"You're still his editor. Use that relationship to find out what he's up to.

Draw himin," John suggested, "call his wife. You're friends with her, huh?
Use

her."

Cranston thought about it, then said, "Ckay. I'll call and see if he's
cont act ed

her. 1'lIl tell her I"'minterested in the story he's working on."

"Good, now you're thinking," John said, and sl apped himon the back.
Later, Cranston had missed an easy putt for par, and John was now two strokes

up
on him But his mnd was distracted fromthe gane.
"Stop for a nonment, will you?" he asked

"What 's the matter? " John stopped the cart in the mddle of the fairway.
"I want to call Kennedy over at the hospital and have the wonan that



MacKenzi e

i ntervi ewed noved out."

"It's done . . . already happened . . . she'll be noved today," John said.

" But

go ahead, call to make sure."

Cranston di al ed the nunber.

A man answered the phone. "Westwood Medical Center."

"Ms. Kennedy, please,"” Cranston said. He was placed on hold and forced to
listen

to a syrupy rendition of "I Want to Hold Your Hand," with what sounded |like a
t housand violins playing the melody. Mercifully M. Kennedy picked up before
it

reached the chorus of the song.

"This is Ms. Kennedy." Her voice was pl easant and prof essi onal

"This is Cranston. | want you to listen carefully. I'ma little worried about
a

certain patient on the sixth floor. I want her noved out to Camarill o and

pl aced

temporarily in the psych ward there."

She | owered her voice to a whisper. "It's been schedul ed al ready."

"When is it going to happen? | mredi atel y?"
"Very soon," she said firmy

"Good. Ch ... Ms. Kennedy."

"Yes?"

"Call me when the transfer is conpleted.”
"Ckay. As soon as it's done I'Il ring you."

He clicked off the phone and held it in his hand for a nmonent before putting
it

back in his bag.

John grinned. "All under control. Huh?"

Cranston nodded, but inwardly he wasn't so sure.

* * %

The Lear jet carrying General Roswell, Art MicKenzie, and Ui BenHassen

t ouched

down on the tarnac of the Santa Monica airport with a perfect three-point

| andi ng. There was no bunp to the wheels as the pilot glided onto the runway.
The three men had refrained from di scussi ng anyt hi ng about the base and in
fact

had continued in their role-playing as General Roswell's new recruits.

Mac | ooked out the wi ndow and saw Roswel|'s Lincoln parked at the far end of
t he

runway. He recogni zed Diebol, the general's chauffeur, standing next to the
Li ncol n.

The jet came to a stop and the nmen quickly clinbed out. As soon as they were
a

short di stance away, the jet wheel ed around and started back down the runway.
Di ebol cane for-ward to nmeet them

"Did you have a good flight, sir?" he asked.

"Yes, Diebol. Thank you."

"Your daughter took off half an hour ago," Diebol inforned him

"Cood, " Roswel | said.

She flies? Green Eyes flies, Mac thought and grinned.

They got into the Lincoln and for the first tine in hours, Mc rel axed.
"Were

did the pilot go?" he asked.
"Directly back to the base,’

Roswel | answer ed.

Mac bent over and held his head in his hands. "Look, | just want a sinple
answer
to this ... okay? Wiwo's in control, for crying out loud? Are the aliens in

control or are we? Sinple answer .. okay?"



Roswel | turned away and | ooked out his window. "It's not o sinple ... we're
not

certain.”

"What do you mean, you're not certain? You' re supposed to know that." Mac
rai sed

his voice in anger. "There's a bunch of aliens working side by side with
American mlitary personnel, and you're not certain who's in charge?"
Roswel | faced Mac and said wearily, "Layers upon |ayers, MacKenzie. The right
hand doesn't know what the left is doing." He | ooked steadily at Mac, then
sai d,

"I want to see the woman that you got your initial story from™

"At the hospital? " Mac asked, and he picked his head up and | ooked at
Roswel |

with a puzzl ed expression.

"Yes," Roswell replied, "she may know something that will link us to the
base.

"Il admit it's a long shot, though."” He leaned forward in his seat and spoke
to

Di ebol . "Westwood Medical Center. "

"Yes, sir," Diebol answered, and swung the Lincoln out of the airport
term nal

and headed for the hospital

Ui scratched his wiry hair vigorously and said to Roswell, "I have too nany
guestions, but what about the Maj 12 | evel ?"

"Mpaj. |Is that an abbreviation for nmjestic? And what does that nean?" Mac
asked.

Roswel | shifted in his seat. "Right after the crash at Roswel |, President
Truman

formed a committee to deal with the extraterrestrial presence on the earth.
The

conmittee—rmade up of a variety of nmilitary and governmental personnel —was
named

Maj estic and later shortened to Maj. Some of those nen took matters into
their

own hands and instigated a rogue elenent with the Majestic circle. | suspect
it

has something to do with hybrid engi neering between the aliens and us. But
t he

peopl e who have access to that area are unapproachable. They live and work on
that level for six nmonths or nore. \When their replacements come, the entire
base

goes into such tight security, a nmosquito can't get in. The elevator is
restricted to Level 12. All extraneous personnel, other than the

yel | ow hatt ed

MPs, are cleared of the area, and an unmarked 737 delivers the replacenents
and

they fly out the previous group. They install a special tunnel. It's a

pl astic

tube, and the personnel enter and | eave through that. No one sees anyt hing.
The

exchange usual Iy happens right after m dnight."

"How do you know t he personnel are . . . human?" Mac asked.

"W don't know what conmes and goes through that tube.”

"Can't you trace where the plane is going?" Wi asked.

Roswel | nodded. "We have. That part's easy. But here's the catch—t lands in
t he

Peopl e's Republic of China. So we have no way of seeing or identifying who
gets

on or off."



"What about surveillance satellites?" Ui asked.

"Again, the same thing. W can see where the plane touches down, but a
simlar

tube is in place and the personnel ... or life-forms ... are conpletely

hi dden

fromview The tube even bl ocks heat sensory detection equi pnent."

"I'n China?" Mac asked, surprised.

Roswel | nodded and said, "We're certain there's a base l|ocated there.
Actual |l y

there are at |east several of these bases that we know about, positioned
around

t he gl obe. "

"Several ?" Mac repeated incredul ously. "How are you ever going to expose
this?"

"Well, our group knows about it, but until we have a plan, until we know for
certain . " Roswell's voice trailed off, and he stared at Mac before
continuing, "Frankly, that's part of what |I'mexpecting fromyou. If the
public

becomes aware of what is going on, they' Il put pressure on the governnent for
accountability. The nore we can get the story out to the public and do it in
such a way as to not sound like a bunch of kooks, the better our chances of
revealing the alien presence. Your article in the paper is the type of

| eaki ng

information |'mreferring to."

"Yeah, but to do that we have to get all our ducks in a rowfirst," Mc

st at ed.

"What are ... these ducks?" Ui asked with a puzzled |l ook. "It's just another
of

our expressions," Mac explained. "W have to have the evidence, the

Wi t nesses,

phot os, statenents. Hard proof —+he ducks. If we take this to the paper, it
woul d

be the biggest story of this or the next century."

"And that's why we have to be cautious,"” Roswell said. They have an uncanny
knack for destroying the evidence and concealing the truth.”

"And the people who want to expose it," Mac remi nded him

"What ? Li ke the Nephilinms skeleton,” Uri said, and | eaned back in his seat.
"Exactly," Roswell said. "They're usually a step or two ahead of us."
"Concealing the truth," Mac repeated to hinself, "and just what is the
truth?"

He was confused. He had seen al nost nore than he could handle. H's mnd was
brimming with questions, but nore than anything he wanted to talk to Elisha.

28

The bl ack Lincoln Continental swung into the Westwood Medi cal Center parking
lot. Roswell, Uri, and Mac enptied thenselves fromits interior and wal ked
qui ckly toward the main entrance.

On the way Mac gl anced at the construction trailer at the far end of the |ot.
I

wonder if anyone has questioned Linda or Harry regarding the article | wote,
he

t hought as he led Roswell and Uri into the |obby of the institution

Mac approached the reception desk

The sane nan as before—Fhomas, according to his name badge—was busy sorting
papers. As he lifted his head and saw Mac hi s expression changed from
professional cordiality to restrained distaste. "M . McKenzie, fromthe

Ti nes, "



he stated dryly. 'And how can | help you today?"

Mac | eaned forward on the counter. "Listen, Thomas, |I'msure |'mnot too
popul ar
around here right now, but we"-he nodded over his shoul der at Roswel | —woul d

like to discuss a private matter with Ms. Kennedy. |s she avail abl e?"
Thomas | ooked at MacKenzie without saying a word for a nonent then tersely
asked, "Wiat is it regardi ng?"

"It's about a patient."

"I"ll check and see if she'll see you,'
A

nmonent | ater he spoke into the receiver. "Ms. Kennedy, this is Thomas at the
front desk. M. MacKenzie fromthe Times is here with two other gentlenen to
see

you. "

He |istened to her reply, then hung up the phone, |ooked at Mac, and said,
"She'll be right down, M. MacKenzie. Wuld you have a seat?" He gestured to
t he

overstuffed couches arranged in a U pattern by the el evators.

After what seened like a |l ong wait—ever fifteen m nutes—Mac heard the

el evat or

doors open behind him

"M . MacKenzi e?" He recogni zed Kennedy's voice. "Finally," he runbl ed.

He hurried to the el evator and began making introductions. "Ms. Kennedy, this
is

Ceneral Black of the United States Air Force," he said, using the nane
Roswel |

had instructed himto use. They shook hands. "And this is M. Ui BenHassen
an

archaeol ogi st fromlsrael ."
"Pl eased to neet you both,
in

her own and | ooked at the men with a practiced snile

"What brings you to the Center? " she asked Mac.

"Well, it's somewhat confidential. | was wondering if we could go to your
office

and discuss it there?"

Kennedy smiled and said, "Sure, right this way, gentlenen," and she pressed
t he

up button on the glass panel in front of the el evator

A short time later they were settled in her office. The door was cl osed and
t he

three nen sat in a semicircle around Kennedy's desk, which, other than a
neatly

pil ed stack of folders next to a |leather blotter and a phone, was

uncl uttered.

She rested her hands on the blotter, drummed on it with her fingernails, and
sm | ed reassuringly. "Now what can | do for you, gentlenen?"

Mac | ooked at Roswell who, with a nod, deferred back to him

Thomas said and di al ed her extension.

Kennedy said, as she grasped Ui's hand firnmy

"Well, Ms. Kennedy," he began, "first, let me thank you for seeing us w thout
an

appoi ntnent. | know you have a busy schedul e, thanks for fitting us in."

She flashed another of her inexhaustible smles.

He continued, "Well ... I"'mnot sure exactly howto put this. It ... ah ..
has

to do with one of your patients. Mre specifically we . . . General Black

t hat

is, would like to talk with one of your patients ... on the sixth floor."

Ms. Kennedy fixed himw th her gaze, her face suddenly serious. "That floor
is
operated solely by personnel fromthe United States mlitary. It's conpletely



outside my jurisdiction. I"monly a liaison between the hospital and the
mlitary establishnent. They have their own staff; you need to ask them" She
paused a noment, then began tersely, "Since we're on the subject of the sixth
floor, M. MacKenzie, your carelessly wit-ten article alleging a clandestine
mlitary psych ward for UFO abductees has made ny life incredibly difficult.
|'ve had a bar-rage of calls fromwhat seens |like every UFO nut in the

country.
"The article didn't inplicate anyone directly," Mac said.
"Perhaps, but really, M. MacKenzie ... you have an over-active inmagi nation

I

woul d think that you, as a journalist, would be nore discerning regarding
your

sources of information."

"What | wote can be substantiated,"” Mac argued.

Roswel | straightened in his chair. "Ms. Kennedy, | can assure you that | have
at

nmy di sposal the neans to access the sixth floor. That authority comes
directly

fromthe secretary of defense.”

Kennedy shifted a little in her chair and fol ded her hands in front of her.
"The

secretary of defense?" she repeated, trying her best to conceal her

ast oni shnent .

"Yes, ma'am"” Roswell answered quietly. "W have reason to believe that a
worran

who is interned as a patient here may be able to provide us with val uable

i nformation."”

"I'n this hospital ?"

He cleared his throat and said, "Yes, in this hospital . . . on the sixth
floor."
Kennedy frowned. "I don't have any information pertaining to patients on the

sixth floor."

Mac's eyes darted over to Roswell and waited to see how he woul d respond.
"Ms. Kennedy," Roswell began slowy, "in a matter of ours | can have this
hospital shut down and quaranti ned cause of the threat of a deadly virus ..
say

Ebola . . . found one of your patients. The quarantine woul d be extended to
al |
staff and personnel as well as patients. |I'msure you don't ant to trouble

yourself with that."

She | ooked at Roswel| steadily, her blue eyes holding his w thout blinking.
Finally she said tersely, "I'lIl have to call ny superior and defer to his
judgment on this." She picked up her hone and dialed quickly. "Yes, this is
Ms.

Kennedy. Is the director there?" A noment passed, then, "Sir, there is a
Gener al

Bl ack in ny office, and—=

Mac wat ched as she stopped midsentence. He could hear a man's voice on the
ot her

[ine.

Kennedy tried her best to conceal her astoni shnent which quickly turned to
controlled anger. "Ch, then it won't e a problem... right . . . thank you,
sir." She put the phone back in its cradle, avoiding eye contact for the
nonent .

Mac wat ched as she pulled herself together and faced Roswel | .

"Well, General, |I'msure a quarantine won't be necessary. The director has
instructed me to escort you gentlenen to the sixth floor nyself. Just let ne
i nformthemwe're coning."

Roswel | cracked the faintest hint of a smle and replied, Thank you."



Kennedy nade the call and asked for a Captain Myers. She inforned himthat an
Air Force general was in her office and wanted to locate a patient on the
sixth

fl oor.

"Al'l set, gentlemen," she said as she put the phone down.

They followed Ms. Kennedy out of her office and wal ked down the hall to the
el evator used strictly by personnel who worked on the sixth floor. Kennedy
pressed the button and wait ed.

A mnute passed and the doors opened. A uniformed man sal uted General Roswell
and introduced hinmself as Captain Myers. They stepped into the el evator and
ascended to the sixth floor.

"How can | hel p you, General ?" Myers asked as they got out and noved into the
dimy lit amber-colored corridor

"What kind of work are you involved in here?" Roswell asked.

"Sir, we primarily are engaged in the rehabilitation of patients who are
suffering from severe psychoses." He shot a nervous gl ance at Kennedy.

"WIl you show us sone of your patients?" Roswell asked.

"Sir, | would need special clearance to allow any direct contact between you
and

our patients, but you could observe themin their roons fromthe doorways."
"Very well, Captain, proceed.”

They wal ked down the corridor and stopped in front of one of the roons.

Mac recogni zed the patient he had seen before—+the woman with the scar on her
temple. He pulled Roswell away and whispered, "I think the one we want was in
the next roomon the right."

They went to the next roomand found it enpty. "Try the next one," Mac

whi sper ed.

They went to that one and found it enpty al so.

"I'"'msure she was in one of those two," Mac said, frustrated.

The group continued down the corridor, stopping at each room Mac saw a

vari ety

of patients, all of whom appeared to be heavily sedated, but the worman he had
i ntervi ewed was not anong them

"WIl you excuse us for a nonent?" Roswell said, and he notioned to Mac and
Uri

as he wal ked a short distance away. "They nust have anticipated we'd cone
here

so they've nmoved her," Roswell stated

"Astep in front," Ui added.

"She was in the roomback there. I'mpositive. Wat are you going to do?" Mac
whi sper ed.

"I want to talk to Kennedy again."

They rejoined the group and Roswel |l said, "Captain, why are all the patients
sedat ed?"

Myers fidgeted and | ooked down at his shoes. "Sir, we deal with severely
psychotic individuals. The people you see here are part of an experinental
group. W sedate themfor long periods of tine as part of their therapy. It's
call ed Project Deep Sleep."

"And when do you awaken then?" Roswell asked. "Sir, that varies in each

i ndi vi dual ' s case."

"Ch." He stared at Myers for a noment, then said, "Well, think we have seen
enough. Thank you, Captain."

Myers | ooked relieved and | ed them back down the corridor toward the

el evat or.

They entered and rode to the fifth floor, where they got off and wal ked back
to

Kennedy's offi ce.

"Did you find what you were | ooking for, Ceneral ?" Kennedy asked, and Mac
coul d

detect her gloating as they seated thensel ves around her desk.



Roswel | rerai ned silent, allow ng her question to hang in the air for an

i nordi nate amount of tine.

Kennedy drunmmed her nails nervously on her blotter.

"Ms. Kennedy," Roswell began so softly that Mac and Uri could barely hear
hi m

"if you're involved in a cover-up in any way it could be very debilitating
for

you ...
H s statement caught her conpletely off guard. "I don't have the faintest

i dea

what you're tal king about," she said, but the tension on her face belied her
wor ds.

"You nmoved a certain patient, didn't you, Ms. Kennedy?" Roswell's voice took
on

an accusatory tone.

Kennedy frowned and folded her arns in front of her. "General, we get a |ot
of

patients in here every week. | can't possibly keep track of every single
one—
Roswel | interrupted, "Yes, but you knew about this patient, didn't you."

She didn't respond.

"I could have you brought in for interrogation, M. Kennedy," Roswell

t hr eat ened.

She trenbled slightly and blurted out, "The worman was noved recently . . . to
anot her location. | don't know anything nore than that."

Roswel | pressed closer and said, "And where is that |ocation?"

"I ... | honestly don't know. | only know she was noved, that's all."
Roswel | 's eyes bored into hers.

Mac could hear her breathing in little pants. She's scared, he thought. How
nmuch

does she really know? What is she hiding fromus?

She | owered her head and her hair fell in front of her face, concealing it.
"They nmoved her to another hospital." "And where mght that be?" Roswell
r epeat ed.

She took a deep breath, lifted her head up and gl ared at MacKenzie, then
t ur ned

to Roswell and answered, "Canmarillo State Hospital."

"I don't know what you're involved in, Ms. Kennedy, but if | were you I'd
t hi nk

about informng me about what you know. In the long run, doing so will serve
you
well," Roswell said gently.

She | owered her head and didn't answer him

Roswel | rose fromhis chair and left the room Mac and Ui followed, |eaving
Kennedy at her desk.

They boarded the el evator, rode to the first floor, and hastily exited the
bui I di ng.

"They deliberately noved the wonan," Mac yelled, once they were outside.
"They

knew we were com ng."

"A step in front, always," Ui said angrily.

"Not always," Roswell said. "Let's go see if your friend the security guard
is

in"

They crossed the parking ot and stood in front of the trailer. Mac knocked
on

t he door.
"Yeah," an annoyed voi ce answered from i nside.
"Harry ... it's MacKenzie, the reporter fromthe Times ... can | talk to

you?"



"Huh? Ch, all right, give ne a minute, be right there." They heard a small
commotion fromthe inside of the trailer as Harry nade his way to the door

Roswel | | ooked at Mac and rai sed his eyebrows.

The trailer door swung open and Harry appeared. H s eyes opened w de when he
noti ced Roswell standing next to Mac. "Hey now, | didn't have nothin' to do
with

that ..."

"It's all right, Harry," Mac assured the man. "This is General Black. He
want s

to talk to you for a mnute.'
sixth

floor."

"Well, conme on in. Place is a nmess though.”

"That won't be necessary,"” Roswell said.

Harry wal ked down the steps of the trailer. "Ch? Wll, hey, you know

sonet hin' ?"

he said. "Your article set sone things straight about what's been going on
round

Mac | owered his voice and wi nked. "About the

here."

"Yeah, |ike how?" Mac asked.

"Well, like those special anbulances | see conme in here in the niddle of the
ni ght."

"What's special about that?" Mac asked.

"Those ambul ances aren't marked. There's no conpany name on 'em They j ust
roll

on in here and there's all this hurrying while they take some poor soul out
of

the back and roll eminto the hospital. OGther tinmes they bring 'em out and
| oad

"eminto one of those anbul ances and off they go. No sirens, either. They
j ust

vanish into the night." He whistled and noved his hand like a bird.

"So?" MacKenzi e prodded.

"So?" the guard repeated. "So them s the peoples that have sone connection

" He paused, |ooked around, and |l owered his voice.". . . Wth the aliens and
all." He | ooked at Mac, then at Roswell, then at Uri.

"Ckay ... so go on," Mac pronpted.

"Well, renmenber that wonan who' d | ost her baby? The one Linda got you in to
see?"

"\What about her?" Mac pl ayed dunb.

"That's what |'mtrying to tell you ... they wheel ed her out and stuffed her
in

one of those anbulances a little while ago."

Mac shot a glance at Uri, then at Roswell, then asked the guard, "You saw it
happen?"

"They took her out of there and drove her off real fast, couple of hours
ago. "

Roswel I shook hi s head.

"Did you see anything el se?" Mac asked.

"Well, she was struggling pretty much. They had her tied to one of those
roll -around bed things."

"A gurney," Mac offered.

"Yeah, and like | said, she was struggling bad. They gave her a shot of
somet hi ng and she passed out. But here is the weird thi ng—and you under st and
that | was peeking out the back w ndow of the trailer so nobody saw ne seeing
all this. They gave her a needle or a shot of something in her eye. Then she
got

real still and stopped struggling."

Roswel | stepped forward and asked, "Did they look as if they were putting



dr ops

in her eyes?"

"Yeah ... that's what it was. Drops. Sone kind of drops. | knew that. | knew
t hey woul dn't be shooting nobody in the eye with a needle."” He grimaced.
"Any i dea where the anbul ance went?" Mac asked.

He shook his head. "Nah. Like | said, they just vanish. Hey, but this was the
first one | ever seen in the daytime. And |'ve been here since the first day
t he

pl ace opened."

"Thanks, " Mac said.

Roswel | extended his hand. "Thank you very nuch for your help. Your country
appreciates it."

Harry shook General Bl ack's hand. "Thank you, sir."

"Let's go," Roswell said, as he spun on his heel and started toward the car
They clinmbed in and Di ebol drove them out of the parkng |ot.

"Now what ?" Mac asked. "Kennedy wasn't telling us everything."

"I"ll deal with her later, but nore inportantly, we've got to get to
Camarillo

i medi ately," Roswell said.

"What do we do when we get there?" Mac asked. "I'mthinking we rescue the
woman, " Uri offered. 'And then?"

Roswel | sighed and said, "Get her someplace that's safe and far away. Di ebol
see if you can reach Laura, will you, please?"

"Yes, sir."

Di ebol picked up the cell phone and dialed Laura's pager nunber. He punched in
a

code indicating that it was urgent she speak with her father

"It's done, sir."

Wncing with pain, Roswell shifted in his seat. "Thank you, Diebol," he said
as
he slipped another pill in his nouth.
"Ceneral, | want to speak to Elisha," Mac began. "Actually, that's not
accurate

I have to speak with him What happened a few hours ago . . ." He shook
hi s
head and sighed. "I have to speak with himtoday ... now'
Roswel | | ooked at Mac. "I understand. Why don't we go to Canarillo and you
can

call after we |locate the patient?"

Mac shook his head vigorously. "No, it can't wait. It's got to be now"
Roswel | | ooked at Mac. "If | drop you at the hotel, how am| going to
identify

t he woman?"

Mac sl apped his hand on his thigh in frustration. "All right, so | guess I'm
going to Camarillo ..."

"I"msorry, MacKenzie. Your questions for Dr. Elisha are going to have to
wait."

29

The Lincoln was caught in a snarl of rush-hour traffic on the 101 freeway.
"WIl you look at this, for crying out |oud,” Mac exclaimed as he | ooked out
t he

wi ndow at six freeway | anes of parked autonobiles. "Welconme to the | and of
gridl ock."

"I"'mnot believing this," Ui agreed, "too many cars."

"That's an understatenent,"” Mc said.



Ui leaned forward in his seat to nake eye contact with Roswell. "What about
Kennedy? She is knowi ng nore than we think."

"Yes, a wild card, and she probably knows a great deal nore than what she's
letting on ... a lot nore, but our focus nust be on the woman MacKenzi e

tal ked

to. She maybe able to tie her abduction to the underground base. Abductees
often

report mlitary personnel working al ongside the aliens."

"Do you realize how nuts that sounds?" Mac excl ai ned.

"You saw themwi th your own eyes," Roswell said gravely.

"Yeah, don't remind nme," Mac replied.

The car phone rang and Di ebol picked it up

"It's your daughter, General." He passed the phone over the seat.

"Thank you, Diebol," Roswell said as he grabbed it. "Laura, what is your
position? Good, | want you to fly into the Camarillo airport ... That's
correct.

"Il send Diebol to get you ... Probably not nore than an hour from now after
we

get through this traffic ... Okay, over." And he passed the phone back to

Di ebol

* * %

Feel i ng uneasy, Mac stood next to CGeneral Roswell at the adm ttance desk of
t he
Camarillo State Mental Hospital. There was an overwhel mi ngly oppressive

feeling

to the building, even though it had obviously been recently renovated. New
conput ers, tel ephones, linoleumfloors, counters, desks ... fresh paint on
t he

wal I's. But the original shell of the old building had been | eft untouched.
And

it seemed to Mac that all the paint in the world couldn't cover the feeling
t hat

had bled its way into those walls over the years.

Mac wat ched four severely nmentally retarded adults, led by an orderly,
shuffle

t hrough a set of double doors and di sappear down the hall.

He and Roswell waited for an attractive black woman with beautifully braided
hai r who was tal king on the phone behind the adm ttance desk. She raised a

| ong

purple fingernail indicating she'd be just a nmoment.

Roswel | nodded.

The woman finished the call and started toward the counter. A small fan
directly behind her, blew her perfume toward Mac, the snell of which preceded
her arrival.

She |l aid one hand on the counter and tapped its new Form ca surface lightly
with

the end of a pen. "How can | help you, gentlenen?" she asked pl easantly.

"My name is CGeneral Black fromthe United States Air Force. I'"'mhere to see a
patient that you rmay have just admitted fromthe Westwood Medical Center
specifically fromthe mlitary psychiatric ward."

Her deneanor suddenly became very professional and she answered, "Yes,
sonmeone

was adnmitted just a short time ago fromthere," and she stopped tapping the
pen.

Roswel | noved a little closer to the counter and said, "I would like to see
t he

woman. "

"Are you part of the Conservatorship?" she asked. Roswell waited a nonent
before



replying tersely, "No, | amnot."

"Are you related to the patient?"

Agai n he answered, "No, | amnot."

"I"'msorry, sir, but I can't let you see the patient unless you' re part of
t he

Conservat or ship. "

Roswel | frowned. "I understand."

"Wwuld you like to speak to her doctor?"

He nodded

"You're in luck, he's comng down the corridor just behind you. 1'Il call him
for you ... Dr. Jones?" And she raised her hand and waved.

Jones was reading a chart as he wal ked. Wien he heard his nane he stopped and
| ooked up.

"Dr. Jones," she called again and waved the pen

Jones wal ked over to them "Yes, Ms. Burross?" he replied, but his eyes were
fi xed on Roswel|.

"This gentleman, Ceneral Black fromthe United States Air Force, is
requesting

to see a patient that was just admtted fromthe nilitary psychiatric ward at
Westwood. He's not part of the Conservatorship, however."

Jones pursed his |ips together and addressed Roswell. 'Are you a nenber of

t he

worman' s fam | y?"

"No." Roswell folded his arms in front of him "Dr. Jones, it's inportant that
I

at least see the patient. Is she still sedated?"
"I"'msorry, sir, but that is private information. I"mnot at liberty to
di scuss

the patient's case."

Roswel | conpressed his |lips and | ooked at the man. "What is it going to take
to

al |l ow us access?"

"I"'msorry, CGeneral, but unless you' re part of the Conservatorship there
really

isn't anything you can do. May | see sonme |.D., please?"

Roswel I unfol ded his arnms. "That won't be necessary, Doctor. Thank you for
your

time. I"'msure you're very busy here. " He nodded to Mac and they left.
"Now what ?" Mac asked as soon as they were out of earshot.
"I think a phone call is in order,"” Roswell said. On his way out he stopped

in

the | obby and noted the name of the executive director of the hospital. Mac
wonder ed what Roswell had in mind to clear the red tape.

Mac saw Uri and Di ebol standi ng beside the Lincoln as he wal ked into the
par ki ng

lot. Wth them was Roswel |'s daughter, Laura, who was clothed in a faded
or ange

junpsuit. As worn out as Mac was, he perked up when he saw her

"dad you made it," Roswell said to Laura as they all clinbed into the

Li ncol n.

She turned around in the front seat. "How are you feeling?" she asked her
f at her.

Roswel | was clearly perturbed at her question. "I'mfine," he grunbled.
Laura | ooked at Mac and smiled. "Hello, MacKenzie." Mac snmiled. "I didn't
know

you could fly."

"Since | was a child. He taught me.
"Ch . . ." Mc exhal ed.

"Let's get down to business ... shall we?" Roswell interrupted. "Diebol, make
the necessary call so we can get to the woman. The name is Edward Heggi ns,

And she gl anced |l ovingly at her father



he's

t he executive director here."

"Yes, sir, Ceneral, give ne a minute, sir." And he typed in a command on his
| apt op, which was plugged into the cell phone of the car

Mac | eaned forward, rested his el bows on the seat, and | ooked at the screen
of

t he | apt op.

"What's he doi ng?" Mac asked.

Laura turned so that she faced him "Trying to find a |ink between the
executive

director here and one of our contacts. There are other mlitary personnel who
have pl edged their lives to defending our country fromwhat many believe is
an

i mm nent invasion."

"What invasion?" Mac asked.

Laura smiled at himwith interest dancing in her eyes. Mac felt butterflies
in

hi s stomach.

"The day they reveal thenselves, she answer ed.

"I"mthinking that would be a very interesting day," Uri added.

"A very unstable day," Roswell corrected.

Mac shook his head. "A very terrifying day if they are who your grandfather
bel i eves they are.”

Di ebol interrupted, "Got it, sir. W need to contact Major Lewis and brief
hi m

He knows the executive director of the hospital. They're old persona
friends."

"Ckay, do it," Roswell ordered

Di ebol reconnected the cell phone, dialed the nunber, and handed t he phone to
Roswel | .

"I need privacy for this, please," he said.

Mac, Uri, and Laura exited the Lincoln.

Mac could see the silhouette of Roswell through the tinted glass. He turned
to

Laura and asked, "Why woul dn't your father let me use the laptop to call Dr.
El i sha?"

She tossed her long | oose ponytail over her shoul der and said, "I don't know

| suppose he has his reasons. He can be very stubborn.”
Mac stared at the ground. "Do you really think they're going to revea
t hemsel ves soon?"

She nodded. "I think whatever agenda they have is accelerating. So does he."
And

she pointed to her father.

The wi ndow went down and Roswel| said with satisfaction, "We'lIl be able to
see

the patient as soon as the executive director arrives. He should be here in

| ess

than a half hour."

Who are these peopl e? Mac wondered. The day was proving to be too much for
hi m

All he wanted was to call Elisha and process sone of what he'd observed. He
had

guestions that needed answers. But what troubled himwas the realization that
he

didn't fully trust Roswell. There was a gap between them He thought about
Roswel | 's comments in the docunent room that he didn't believe in the Second
Comi ng anynore ... Not that Mac was sure about all the details of it either
but

t hat was anot her reason why he wanted to talk to Elisha. He renenbered what



Roswel | said, that he had al nost enbraced the idea of the Second Com ng unti
hi s ongoi ng involvenment with the alien presence. Then everything changed ..
something died in him Hope? Isn't that precisely what Elisha said would

happen

that the deception would be great ... people would be deceived and
bel i eve
the lie?
Roswel | | ooked at his watch and said, "I was told the executive director was
on

his way. We're to wait for himin his office. Let's see what kind of wel cone
we

generate now. Let's go.
* * %

And he opened his door

Mac, Roswell, Laura, and Uri had waited in the executive director's office
for

al nrost hal f an hour. Ms. Burross had brought in a fresh pot of coffee and
some

crumb cake. Mac had eaten three pieces of the cake and was reaching for a
fourth

when the door to the executive director's office opened and a tall, | anky man
with stringy gray hair and a slight linp entered the room He held a hospital
file in one hand.

Mac and Uri stood up, followi ng Roswell's |ead. The man wal ked straight to
Roswel I and announced, "I'm Edward Heggi ns, the executive director of this
hospital ." They shook hands.

Roswel I made the introductions.

"I"l1l get right to the point, Ceneral,’

Heggi ns said. "A good friend of nine

and apparently yours, Major Lewi s, called ashort while ago. Carl—sorry,

Maj or

Lewis. W go back a long way . . . high school westling team. . . Well, no
matter. Major Lewis informed ne of the situation. | came as quickly as |
could."”

Roswel I put his hands behind his back and said, "Thank you for your
cooperation

M. Heggins."

"Here." Heggins waved the file. "Ms. Burross handed me the wonan's file as
cane in. There are sonme things here ..." He opened the file and turned a few

pages. "Well, it's not exactly clear as to why she's being held in I ockup."
"What's | ockup?" Mac asked.

Heggi ns appeared startled by the question. "Well, the |ockup area is usually
reserved for the crimnally insane. Essentially it's a jail. Every roomhas a

keyed entry. All areas in that wing of our facility have to be entered with
special keys . even to use the toilet."

"Why is she being held there?" Roswell asked.

He held up the legal file in front of him "There really isn't a good reason
except it was requested by the mlitary psych unit for security purposes.”
"Can we see her now?" Roswel| asked.

"Yes, of course ... follow nme." Heggi ns showed them out of his office.

They arrived at the entrance to the | ockup wing. An orderly opened the door
whi ch had a heavy wired neshed glass windowin it, and they entered the area.
Heggi ns asked the man to escort himto where the wonman was bei ng kept.

The group wal ked down the hall. Suddenly soneone screaned. A high, wild wail

i ke that of a crazed aninal.
Mac froze and | ooked at Laura. She appeared startled as well.
"It's all right," Heggins reassured them "Sonme of themdo that, you know

when they get excited."



The orderly, who sported two solid silver crowns for front teeth, cane close
to

Mac. "They see things we don't," he said, and w nked.

They continued down the hall and arrived at the door of the patient that
Roswel |

had requested to see. The orderly fitted his key into the |ock and opened it.
Mac recogni zed the woman he'd seen days ago. She lay asleep on a bed with her
hands bound at the wists to the stainless steel side guards that were lifted
in

pl ace. She appeared noticeably thinner and her hair was matted in clunps next
to

her face. Her eyes were swollen shut and the lids had a peculiar red color to
t hem

"Ch no. . ." Mac groaned, turning to Roswell. "It's her. She | ooks
terrible. ™

"Are you sure?" Roswell asked.

Mac nodded. "Yeah, |I'msure. \What have they done to her, for crying out

| oud?"

Roswel | ignored the question. Instead, he turned to Heggi ns and asked, "How
soon

before we can have her noved?"
Heggi ns frowned. "Major Lewis didn't say anything about having the patient
noved

it's not sonething—

"Director Heggins," Roswell interrupted, "let nme assure you that it's
i mport ant
that we nmove this woman to a safe location . . . her life may be in danger."

"Here?" Heggi ns | ooked shocked.
"Yes, here," Roswell stated grimy

"Well, | suppose as soon as she regains consciousness, but I'll have to
cont act

t he Conservatorship and have it cleared."

"I"'mafraid you will be unable to do that ... at least for the tinme being,"

Roswel | said. "This is a matter of national security, and | need your
cooperation on this to the fullest."

Heggi ns shifted uneasily. "Well," he answered, "Lewis said to do whatever you
asked ... but her chart indicates she was given an experinmental drug which

i nduces | ong periods of sleep.”

"Thank you for your cooperation. Now | want her cleaned up and given a change
of

clothes,"” he said to Heggins. Then he turned to Laura. "Wen she wakes up see
that she gets sonme real food to eat, and | want you to stay with her until we
transport her." Roswell took from his pocket a small black plastic device

t hat

was no bigger than a credit card and pushed a button

Di ebol ' s voice, sounding thin and tinny, cane fromthe card. "Yes, sir?"
"Make a call for a special transportation unit . . . Laura will acconpany it
when it noves the patient.”

"Yes, sir. Anything else, sir?"

"No, that's all. Thank you." Roswell hit the button and slipped the
conmmuni cat or

back into his uniform pocket. He turned to Heggins. "Thank you for your
cooperation, M. Heggins. My daughter Laura will remain with this wonman unti
the transportation unit arrives."

"That's fine. The orderly can stay with her in case she needs assistance."
"Thank you, M. Heggins."

Ui held Mac's arm and whi spered with genuine concern, "I'mthinking it's a
good

thing we found her."

"Yeah, it's a good thing," Mac agreed.



"Well, let's go. Laura, stay in touch, Roswel | said, and he put his hand on
her shoul der just before he left the room
"Are you going to be all right?" Mac asked her as he was | eaving.
She grinned at himand said confidently, "I can take care of nyself,
MacKenzi e

even in here.”
They started back up the corridor. They got to the main entrance and anot her
orderly opened the door and let themout. Just as Mac stepped over the
t hreshol d
the scream ng started again.
He | ooked back at the room Laura was in and hoped she'd be okay.
* * %
Mac sat in the front seat of the Lincoln as it sped down the 101 freeway
t owar d
Los Angel es. Diebol had turned on his headlights and eased the Lincoln into
t he
fast lane. Roswell, Mac, and Uri were conversing about what they had
encount ered
at the secret base.
"Who's going to believe anything that we've seen in the | ast twenty-four
hour s?"
Mac said. "We have no proof."
"You know what? | alnobst don't believe it, and | was there too!" Ui agreed.
"More people than you would like to know what is going on," Roswell said
"We're
just waiting to find out what the alien agenda really is before we go in and
shut it domn ... O try to," he added
Mac's jaw dropped. "Do you nean you're deliberately allowing all of this to
continue unabated, until you di scover what their agenda is?"
Roswel I nodded. "We're allowing it in order to discover their weakness."
"Their weakness? \What about that woman who was | ocked up in the | oony bin?
The
aliens with their agenda ruined her |life! How about the zonbie scientists at
t he
base? Not to nention the who-knows-how much of the public's tax dollars that
have been dunped into that hole in the ground. You don't even really know
what
it is youre dealing with. Wether their intentions are good or evil. And
t hat
Kennedy worman was hol di ng back somet hing, that's obvi ous. How crazy does this
all have to get before soneone stands up and cries tinme out, for crying out
[ oud!"
Roswel I held up his hands and notioned for Mac to cal mdown. "It's not as
sinmpl e
as it sounds. W have noles that have infiltrated some of the secret bases.”
"Ml es?" Uri asked.
"Peopl e who have erased their past lives and taken a new identity. They work
their way slowy into an organi zati on or a governnent agency or in this
i nstance
a secret base and renmain there. They provide us with an incredi bl e anount of
i nformation."”
"So what do noles have to do with going public?" Mic asked.
"W have to protect them and get themout first before we go in. Their lives
are
at stake." He paused for a noment, stared at Mac with a poker face, then

continued, "Mac, | want you to contact your editor and start to |l eak bits of
t he
story. | have an outline that | want you to use to guide you, but | want you
to

make the story your own. You have enough information that you' ve seen



firsthand,

and what you don't know can be filled in later."

Mac shook his head doubtfully. "I don't know. Unless you cone forward and
can

get a television crew down into that hole in the ground in the desert, |
don't

t hi nk we have much of a story."

Roswel | shook his head. "You have the DNA evidence from Fineberg's |ab, plus
t he

sanmple Ui brought back is being tested by our people. Start with that.
There's

al so sonething el se, another Iink | want you to investigate. It's tangible

evidence. You'll be able to wite a good story with it."
"And what's the new evi dence?" Mac asked.
"I't's here." He handed Mac a file. "It has to do with cattle nutil ati ons.

Apparently, cows are drained of their blood. Certain parts of their anatony
are

cut away by what appears to be sonething like a |laser, and the carcasses are
found with-out any visible signs of struggle around the dead animal. It's
like

they were dropped fromthe sky"

"What does that have to do with the aliens?" Mac asked.

"There are the usual UFO sightings before the carcasses are found. W think
it

has something to do with their genetically produci ng some sort of human-alien
hybri d. "

Mac put his head in his hands and groaned. "Evil. They're just plain evil!
What

has Elisha been saying? It's the return of the Nephilim Can't you guys see
t hat ?"

"\What ? Because they take cows? " Uri asked.

"No," Mac nmpaned, "they could take anything they wanted with what we've seen
of

their spacecraft. But they deliberately |eave the carcass so that it will be
di scovered! What's the point in that? It's |like waving the whole thing right
in

our faces, taunting us!"

"There's a fresh carcass in Arizona, with a very unusual addition, if | can
use

that term It's in the file," Roswell said quietly. "I want us to go out
there

tomorrow and take pictures, do interviews, the whole nine yards. Laura will
fly

us out after she's finished helping with the transport. I'll be going with
you

but in civilian clothes, as your assistant."

"Tororrow?" Mac asked. "Wiich remnds me—ny jeep is still somewhere outside
of

Pal ndal e. How am | going to retrieve it?"

"You're not going to. It's too conspicuous. Diebol has a car in the garage at
the Hilton for you. Another thing—'mdrop-ping you off about a bl ock from

t he

hotel and I'm giving you cash, about ten thousand dollars in small bills. Use
the cash for everything."

Mac was dunbf ounded.

"I also have a new conputer | want you to use. It works off any phone |ine.
I't

can be linked up with Dr. Elisha in Israel. It has a scranbling device on it
to

i nsure privacy, but it also enables you to talk to each other and have visua



i mges. Also a cell phone with a special scranbling device on it ... nake al
your calls on it."

"I can't wait," Mac said

Roswel | smiled faintly, then said, "But first I want you to call your editor
and

whet his appetite. Mac, listen carefully. Cranston serves on the board of
directors at the Westwood facility . . . He nmay be connected to all of this.”
"Cranston?" Mac repeated. "l can't inmagine that."

"And that's why | want you to be careful. Now listen, after you contact him
then you can call Elisha. Afterward, | want you both to get sone sleep. W'l

| eave for Arizona in the norning."

"Why don't we all stay together? " Mac asked. "Don't you think that's safer?"
"No. | have sonme ot her people further up the | adder that | have to report to.
"Il see you in the norning. "

Di ebol slowed the Lincoln and pulled up next to the curb. Mac and Uri got out
of

the car. Diebol let the engine idle in park, went to the trunk, opened it,
and

handed them a brief-case. "The noney and the conmputer are in here,’
as

he handed it to them Uri took the briefcase and gripped it firmy. The
tinted

gl ass wi ndow slid down and Roswel| poked his head out. "Read the briefing.
11

see you tomorrow. " Diebol got back in the car, and Mac watched as it slowy
wove

its way into the traffic.

"What a day it s been," he said as he rubbed his forehead with his fingers.
"I"ve got a splitting headache." "What, |ike one that you have on the TV? An
Excedrin headache?" Wi teased. Mac | ooked at hi mand shook his head. "Your
brain has been corrupted by Anerican television. Let's get out of here," he
said, and they wal ked up the street toward the Hilton

he said

30

Jim Cranston was eating a wonderfully succul ent dinner of filet of swordfish
served in a wine sauce. He took a bite and savored the flavor

"What did she say?" John asked with a knowi ng | ook on his face. He cracked
hi s

knuckl es, whi ch produced a di sapprovi ng gl ance from Cranston

"Kennedy said they were there. MacKenzie and that tag-al ong BenHassen and ..
someone el se." He took a deep breath and added, "An Air Force general ."
"I't's heating up, huh?"

"The general wanted to speak with one of your patients.” "Well?" John
pressed.

"Thanks to your foresight the woman was noved, but just barely in tine. They
al nrost got to her," Cranston said angrily and took a sip fromhis w ne gl ass.
"Like | keep telling you, it's under control, huh?"

"Yes, so did you know about the general ?" Cranston asked, anxious to see
John's

response.
John grinned and his eyes narrowed. "General Nathan. He's responsible for
t aki ng

MacKenzi e and BenHassen out to the base. Apparently, one of themdid
sonet hi ng

foolish which attracted the attention of security. They're sending a team out
to



bring Nathan in for debriefing."
"What about MacKenzi e and BenHassen?"

"They have other plans for them" John nade a face, then said, "I sure
woul dn' t

want to be in their shoes right about now I'msure it will be a very
unpl easant

experience . . . if they can remenber it."

* * %

Mac and Uri were inside their hotel room Because of their Do Not Disturb

si gn,

t he beds were unmade. The tape on the suitcases was still in place, and it

| ooked as if no one had entered their roomwhile they were gone.

Ui went over to the bed, stood on the mattress, and unscrewed the heating
duct

grill that was just underneath the ceiling. He reached in, retrieved his gun
and stuck it in the back of his pants. He then pulled out the manila fol der
containing the Roswell artifact. "Here it is," he said as he refastened the
duct .

Mac set the briefcase Roswell had given himon a snmall table. He opened it
and

took the conputer out. "Where should we put all this cash?" he asked, taking
a

stack of twenties out and slapping his hand with the wad of bills.

Ui stepped off the bed. "We each take some, put nore in the trunk of the car
Roswel I has got for us, and put the rest of it up there"-he threw a thunb
over

his shoul der toward the air duct—when we get to the new room"

"Sounds like a plan,” Mac said, and he started to split up the noney. "I'm
goi ng

to call nmy editor," he said, as he handed Ui a stack of bills.

"Yeah, this is good, but call fromthe | obby. Use the phone Roswell gave you,
and we can switch the roonms while we are there,” Ui instructed.

"But what about all of this?" Mac gestured toward the conmputer and noney.
"We take it, is nothing to pack up, easy like one, tw, three," Ui said as
he

slipped the noney into his rear pocket.

Mac put the conputer back into the briefcase and closed it. "One, two, three,
ready?" he m mcked Uri .

Ui slapped Mac on the back. "Let's go."

They made their way to the | obby of the hotel. Mac stepped into the

wal nut - veneer ed phone booth and pulled out the Roswell phone. "How does the
scranbl er work?" he asked Uri, who positioned hinself with his back toward
MacKenzie so that he could survey the | obby around them

"I't works on the frequency; it nodulates it," Ui answered.

"Ch . . . Okay, whatever," Mac replied, not understanding Uri's answer.

Mac dialed JimCranston's nunber. "He's hardly ever there," Mac expl ai ned as
he

listened to the phone ring. "Plays a |ot of golf, ampbng other things." Mac

t hought about his last neeting with Cranston out at Paso Robles and his

st omach

flipped.

Cranston's secretary picked up the phone.

"Hey, this is MacKenzie. |Is he in?"

"Hi, Mac, how are you? | heard you were in Israel,"’
"Hi, Lee, news travels fast. Yeah, it was a nice vacation
vacati on,

what ?" Uri smirked. "You al nost got shot!"

"Shhh," he said, trying to quiet Ui, then said into the receiver, "Ch
not hi ng,

Lee. Is he in?"

a femal e voi ce responded
" "A nice



"No, but | can give you his voice mail."

"Ckay, put me through.”

MacKenzi e heard the prerecorded voi ce of Cranston

"Bl ah, blah, blah," he nmimcked as he listened. Finally the tone cane and he

said, "Cranston, this is Mac. |'ve been covering a very interesting story, an
exclusive. Big stuff !You could even say giant stuff!l |I'm alnost ready to go
to

print. I'"Il call again in the nmorning." He hung up the receiver

"G ant stuff?" Ui repeated, |ooking doubtful

"I"'msetting himup. You know, underground tunnels, hid-den roons, giant
skel etons. The whol e thing."

Ui | ooked confused.

"Cranston doesnt know beans about any of this and besides, it's how you sell
papers. Trust ne."

* * %

Roswel | ' s Lincoln Continental was stopped at a traffic light. The general sat
in

the rear seat and tried to find a confortable position. The pills weren't
wor ki ng. Every time he went out to the base it felt to himas if the
excur si on

had aged hi m anot her year. He felt exhausted.

Maybe MacKenzie is right, he thought as he sifted through the events of the
day.

Perhaps they really are evil.

At one tine he had tried to enbrace that idea. Once he had studied the

prophecies ... the return of the Messiah ... the Second Comi ng. Now, he knew
t oo

much. 1f | could only think |ike MacKenzie, he mused. Everything is so

si npl e,

so bl ack and white.

He heard a thunp on the glass next to him followed by a hissing noise.

"Di ebol, what's that?" he asked as he sat up and turned in the direction of
t he

noi se.

"I don't ... General ?"

He saw Di ebol slunp onto the steering wheel

No time, he thought. Gas!

He wat ched as Diebol's door suddenly flew open. Hi s seat belt was unbuckl ed
and

he was yanked from his seat.

Roswel I s vi si on began to narrow qui ckly, becom ng tunnel-Ilike. Everything
began

to sl ow down.

I've got to reach it before the darkness. H s hand groped for his watch.
They' ve

cone for me at last! H's hand found the but-ton and he sonmehow nmanaged to
turn

it and then press it into the tinepiece before he crashed agai nst the door
unconsci ous.

* * %

Mac and Ui sat at the snmall table in their new hotel room conversing wth
El i sha BenHassen on the computer that General Roswell had given them
Elisha's face appeared in high resolution on the screen. "So one of the
aliens

| ooked at you?" he asked.

"Yeah, if looks could kill ... | had the distinct inpression that it | oathed
ne.

And that's not a strong enough word to describe what | felt,"” Mac answered.
"But, what? So it | ooked at you, you don't know what it was thinking," Uri
protested and | eaned toward the conputer so his face would be picked up by



t he

smal | renote canera.

"No, | don't know what the thing was thinking, but I know what | felt, for
crying out loud. It was |ike waves of hatred were directed at nme," Mac

ar gued.

"Or directed at he who resides and dwells in you," offered Elisha.

"What do you nean?" Mac asked.

"Although it may be hard for you to conprehend and | admit this is a great
nmystery, the spirit of the living God dwells within you," Elisha stated
firmy

Mac gl anced at Uri and saw that he had i medi ately assuned his

not - anot herrel i gi ous-l ecture posture, as he folded his arnms on his chest and
knitted his brows together defiantly.

"I"'mnot sure | understand," Mac said, trying his best to ignore Uri.

El i sha adjusted his wire-rimglasses on the bridge of his nose and said, "The
prom se that Yeshua gave his disciples before he ascended to heaven." At this
Ui rolled his eyes and shook his head, but out of the conputer's canera
range

so that Elisha saw none of his antics.

"Yeshua promi sed that the Conforter, the Holy Spirit, would conme and fil

t hem

with power. He not only pronmisedthis to his disciples but to all those who
woul d

cone after them Do you understand the inportance of that, MicKenzie?"

Mac nodded and said, "Yeah, | think so."

Dr. Elisha continued, "That sane prom se applies to you and ne. Once we
accept

the Messiah we are filled with the Spirit. Mac, you have opened your heart to
hi m agai n, and he resides in you. Wat the alien—er | prefer to use the term
"fallen angel'—sensed in you, repelled him It angered him for he knows that
he

will be separated fromthat Spirit for all eternity. The waves of hatred were
real, Mac. What you felt in your spirit was the power of the Eneny, one of

t he

many fallen ones who knows his tinme is short."

Ui turned the conputer so it faced him "What? These fall en angel s nmake
spacecraft?" he asked sarcastically.

Elisha slowy shook his head. "Uri, Ui. Do you renmenber in the book of Enoch
it

specifically stated that these fallen angels instructed mankind in the naking
of

weapons?"

"Yes," Ui reluctantly admitted.

"If the account in the text is true—and surely we can at |east agree that it
is

a historical work, yes?—then this would inply that these fallen angels had
devel oped the technol ogy to produce those weapons."

"Yes, but the text is saying that these were spears and shields ... big
difference fromthe disk in the cavern we saw," Uri countered
El i sha rubbed his bearded face and said, "I'Il adnit it is a junmp, a leap of

faith here, but |ook how far we have advanced since the Industrial
Revol uti on.
In the last hundred years or so, know edge has increased exponentially!
Remenber
t hese beings, these fallen angels, are thousands of years old, perhaps
mllions

no one really knows. Wiy is it that you find it so hard to attribute
advanced technol ogy to then®? Especially when we have a historical nodel to
conpare to."
Mac turned the conmputer back so it faced himand said, "Fromwhat |'ve read



in

the sixth chapter of CGenesis and the little |I've read fromthe book of Enoch
there seens to be a pattern established. They reveal thenselves, dazzle us
with

technol ogy, then begin to crossbreed with us. Doesn't that sound strangely
fam liar? And by the way, what happened to Roswell? | get the feeling that he
used to believe."

"Yes," Elisha said, "at one time he was very close. He studied the
pr opheci es,
he knew about Yeshua but . . . he has been deceived. And that is why you nust

guard your thoughts, Mac. Turn them over when they conme at you. Take each one
captive. Renmenber the passage | told you to read in Ephesi ans?"

Mac remenbered. "About the arnmor of God?" he asked.

"Yes. Stand firm Mac, because you know the truth! And pray. It is your

weapon.
Not hi ng can touch you when you pray."
"I will. I"lIl pray. But when that . . . fallen angel stared at ne it was as

i f
| couldn't renmenber my own name. My mind went blank,"” Mac blurted.
"And that is why you have to build yourself up. You nust always be on guard!
I
cannot stress this enough. You are in a battle! Armyourself, shield
your sel f,
wash your mind with prayer. And be strong in the Lord and know that he | oves
you
and that his Spirit resides in you."
Mac was stirred. Hearing Elisha made himfeel as if he could face anything.
In
contrast, Ui slunped in his chair.
"Let's pray together now," Elisha said. Mac cl osed his eyes and bowed his
head
as Elisha prayed for them
When Elisha was finished he asked, "Were are you going with Roswell
t onmor r ow?"
Ui stirred and slid the computer so that the canera faced himand said, "To
investigate a very bizarre cattle nutilation. " Mac turned the conputer back
to
hi nsel f and sai d,
"Roswel| thinks it's a good place to start |eaking the story."

"He should know, if anyone," Elisha admitted. "I'll |eave you with a sobering
thought. If this is the beginning of the G eat Deception, then you mnust
remenber: “The coming of the awl ess one will be in accordance with the work
of

Sat an displayed in all kinds of counterfeit mracles, signs and wonders, and
in

every sort of evil that deceives those who are perishing. They perish because
they refused to love the truth and so be saved. For this reason God sends them
a

power ful delusion so that they will believe the Iie and so that all wll be
condemmed who have not believed the truth.”

Mac said, "Laura—Roswell's daughter—thinks that the fallen angels are

accel erating their agenda. What do you think about that? What's stopping them
fromlanding on the Wite House | awn?"
"He that restrains continues to do so,
asked.

Elisha said. "God's Spirit?" Mac

"Yes." Elisha nodded. "God's Spirit will not allowit until the tine of the
end,

and then ...
"The comi ng of the | awl ess one," Mac repeated.



"Yes, precisely,’
t hese events may take pl ace.
"I have sonething else to ask you," Mac said. "Wio is responsible for the Wb
site? Is it one person, a group of people, a consortium of some kind?"

El i sha rubbed his beard. "An enigmatic old nan who goes only by the nane of

Elisha said. "You're beginning to grasp the order in which

Johanen is responsible. |I've never met him He's very wealthy, but nore than
that, he has certain gifts ... although | have only heard about them
secondhand. "

"What kind of gifts?"

"Apparently he has the ability to heal people by the laying on of his hands."
"Mracles? "

"As | said, the story came to me secondhand, but yes, they re what | would
cal |

m racl es.
"Mracles,"” Mac repeated. "And he believes the Second Coming is soon?"
El i sha chuckl ed. "No one knows the day or the hour, Mac, but yes, Johanen
t hi nks

Jesus' return will be in our lifetine." "For crying out |oud," Mac whispered.
"Anyt hi ng el se?" Elisha asked.

"Yeah, 1've got about a thousand nore questions, but |et me chew on what

we' ve

just discussed for a while."

"That's probably a wi se decision. Wll, good night, gentlenen." Elisha's face

di sappeared fromthe screen

Mac turned the conmputer off and slunped in his chair. "Pretty heavy stuff,
huh?"

he said, looking at Uri, then repeated again softly, "Heavy stuff."

31

Laura sat on an unconfortable netal chair and studied the sl eeping woman who
was

lying before her. She and a female orderly had given the woman a sponge bat h,
changed her clothes, and conbed out her matted hair. Then they had rel eased
her

wists fromthe restraints and rubbed I otion on her raw, chapped flesh. Laura
had lifted one of the woman's eyelids and saw that her eyeball was rolled up
toward her forehead. Watever they had drugged her with was very powerful
stuff.

She | ooked at her watch. It was seven-thirty and still the transport unit
hadn' t

arrived. She hadn't eaten a thing since norning and al ong with her hunger she
was in desperate want of a hot shower. But she folded her arms in front of
her

and continued her vigil

She felt a lunmp in her junpsuit and realized she'd put a power bar in one of
t he

suit's pockets. She unzipped the pocket, took out the power bar, and began to
eat. At |east one of her needs had been net.

Her mind alternated between concern for her father and her grow ng interest
in

Art MacKenzi e.

It was true that she had a tendency to be like a nother hen when it cane to
her

father, but after all he had cancer and it seened to be spreadi ng. She al so
knew



that he'd just as soon die before he'd admt any pain. She'd | earned to watch
himfor the slightest indications of disconfort. She did her best to be ready
with his nmedicine or pain pills.

How | ong does he have, six nonths or a year maybe? she wondered.

Her thoughts turned to MacKenzie. Fromthe first tine she saw his picture on
her

father's desk she'd thought hi mhandsone. She sniled as she renmenbered his
reluctance to board the plane at LAX. And what was the nicknane he'd called
her

when they met agai n? Green Eyes. She took another bite of the power bar and
crossed her legs in front of her. It seemed he was interested. Hadn't he

per ked

up when he saw her in the hospital parking Iot? And when he left the hospita
room he reached out and touched her and asked if she was going to be al

right.

She liked that . . . he was caring.

She took the last bite of the power bar and realized it had nade her thirsty.
She al so needed to use the bat hroom

She went to the door of the room and | ooked out the wired nesh gl ass w ndow.
The

corridor was enpty. The orderly had promi sed he'd check in on her every half
hour. The nman had been fairly punctual. She |ooked at her watch again.
Roughl y

anot her ten minutes before he'd be back

She decided to pace around the small roomrather than sit again, walking

sl ow vy,

taking |l ong strides and holding themto stretch her leg nmuscles. After a few
m nut es passed, she was relieved when she heard the door being opened. It was
the orderly. Alittle early this tine.

"Everythin' all right?" he asked.

"Yes, she's still out cold though," Laura said, and nodded toward the

sl eepi ng

worman. "Look, | have to use the bath-room and | could use sonething to
drink."

"Thought you might. | bought you a soda but regulations say | can't bring

anyt hi ng down into | ockup. You got to come up to nmy post."

"Ckay, just take me to the bathroomfirst.”

"Yeah, all right . . . come on."

Laura | ooked over at the sleeping wonan.

The orderly foll owed her gaze and said, "Ch heck, she ain't goi ng nowhere,
she'l'l be all right."

"Ckay, let's go, but we'll make it quick," Laura said, as she left the room
"I"'mthe only one with the key," he assured her

She followed himup the corridor. They stopped in front of a bathroom where
t he

orderly fitted his key in the lock and let her in. "It locks fromthe
out si de,
so you'll have to knock or call me when you're done," he said. "I'll be right

here so you go 'head."

Laura flipped the Iight switch on and entered the bath-room At least it's

cl ean, she thought as she cl osed the door behind her

* * %

A short distance away in the same area of |ockup, Bobby sat |ike he always
did

inhis little cell, on the balls of his stocking feet on the cell floor, with
his knees tucked into his chest and his chin resting on them H's palns |ay
flat

on the floor and hel ped himto keep his bal ance.

He was mildly retarded and had been institutionalized for as long as he could
renenmber. He was prone to unpredictable violent outbursts of behavior, which



was
t he reason he had spent nost of his life in [ ockup. He was nicknaned "t he
Screamer"” by the orderlies. It was his wild, wailing screamthat had sent
shivers down MacKenzie's spine a few hours ago.

Sonetimes he would just go on screaming. It was the only thing he knew how to
do

to get attention. He would scream and if he kept it up |ong enough, soneone
woul d cone in to quiet himand give himhis medicine. And then he would try
to

bite or scratch or kick or anything else he could do to hurt ... he liked to
hurt. And if he hurt he would get nore nedicine and then he woul d di sappear

for a while.
Bobby sensed things other people, normal people, didn't. He sensed sonething
now, although he wasn't sure what it was. It nade himvery frightened,
t hough.
He rocked slowy on the floor of his cell. He suddenly threw his head back
and
let out a long wail ... alnost like that of a wolf.
VWhatever it was, it was getting closer to him
Using his hands and feet to propel him he slid on his butt to the corner of
t he
cell and pressed his bony body as far as it would go against the wall.
He began to shake all over.
Sonet hi ng bad was here ... and he didn't want it to find him
* * %
Laura wanted to | ook at her face as she was about to | eave the bathroom but
she
realized this bathroomdid not have the luxury of a mrror. She knocked once
lightly on the door and called out for the orderly.
Suddenly she was plunged into darkness. She groped for the light swtch and
flipped it, on and off, on and off, on and off...
"Hel | 0?" she cal |l ed out.
She heard the same wailing scream she'd heard earlier that day. Alone in the
darkness it terrified her.
"M ss Laura?" It was the orderly's voice.
Anot her scream echoed down the corridor and entered unwanted through the
crack
bet ween the bottom of the door and the fl oor
She didn't know the orderly's name so she just said, "lIs that you ... the
orderly?"
"It's me. Listen, sonething's happened to the electricity, that's all."
"Cet me out of here, please. " She pounded the door with the pal mof her
hand.
"I"'mtryin'. Hold on, the lock has to be here somewheres."
Anot her scream this time starting with a long | ow note which slowy
crescendoed

to a high shrill where it oscillated deafeningly.
Laura hel d her ears.
"I got it, | got it," the orderly said, as he finally found the keyhole. He

opened the door. Laura groped her way slowy fromthe interior of the
bat hr oom

The corridor was just as dark

"I can't see a thing," she yelled, alnobst in a panic.

The scream ng stopped suddenly and al nost as if by cue started again, but
this

time the other patients began. And the laughter started, wild, insane

| aught er

along with the shrills and shrieks and groans chorused in chaotic confusion
I't



was ni ght mari sh.

She hel d her hands to her ears and yell ed above the cacophony, "Wat's goi ng
on?"

"Electric's off. It's got "emall riled up. They're afraid of the dark. Let
nme

have your hand and 1'll get you out of here."

She reached out, groped for the orderly's arm and followed it down to his
hand.

He grabbed her tightly. "It's all right, mss, | knowthe way, we just follow

the wall. | got a flashlight back at my post,"” he said reassuringly.

They started to make their way slowy down the corridor

Then an explosion of light . . . blinding Iight that cane violently fromthe
room where the sedated wonan | ay.

Laura | ooked at the orderly's face, illum nated by the sudden light. "Wat's

that!" he cried.

The inmates screaned | ouder. She coul d hear sonme of them hurl thensel ves
agai nst

the doors of their cells, at the peak of madness.

The light grewin intensity.

Laura felt the orderly let go of her hand. She glanced at hi mand wat ched as
he

began to inch away fromher with his back pressed against the wall

Laura shi el ded her eyes and started toward the light. She knew what it was

what its source was ... and why it had cone.

She staggered down the hall to the room where the wonan was and realized she
didn't have the key to gain entry. She peered in and what she saw terrified

her .

The smal |l steel reinforced wi ndow that was placed high in the wall was gone.
Through the opening the blinding |ight poured into the room Floating above

t he

bed was the woman ... but now she was awake.

Laura pounded on the glass and screaned.

The levitati ng wonan nmanaged to | ook once at her. It was a hel pl ess,

wi de- eyed,

terrified stare, crazed with fear.

The wonman's |ips noved and Laura could read them "Help nme, help ne!"

There was a noise, like the rush of a freight train. The woman's body
qui ver ed,
and like a |leaf going over a waterfall, she was sucked out the w ndow.

A moment | ater the |ight was gone.

Laura slumped to the floor. Al she was aware of was her breathing. Then she
realized the scream ng and crazed | aughter had suddenly stopped.

The hall was dark agai n.

She wi ped her forehead with a trenbling hand and started to cry.

32

Mac was startled out of a sound sleep by the ringing of the tel ephone. On the
bed across fromhim Ui had tossed the covers off, clicked on the light, and
noti oned for Mac to pick it up

"What do | say?" Mac asked.

The phone rang again and Ui said, "You pick it up and say hello." He
not i oned

vigorously toward it.

Mac reached out and slowy took the receiver off the hook and held it to his
head. He cleared his throat and said, "Hello."

The voice was that of a man but sounded hollow and netallic. "You won't be
nmeeting Roswell tonmorrow " it said.

"Who is this?" MacKenzie demanded, caught off guard by the statement.



"And if you wal k away and just forget about everything you' ve seen, we'll
make

sure not hing happens to your wife and children in Paso Robles."

Mac | ooked at Uri, covered the nouthpiece, and frantically said, "They've got
Roswel I and now they're threatening my wife and kids."

"Keep talking to him" Ui said

"Look, | don't know who you are or what you're tal king about, but—=
The man cut himoff and said angrily, "You know exactly what |'mtalking
about .

Get out of town. And leave all of this alone! You have till morning. W're
wat chi ng you. "
Mac started to yell, "You can't " but the phone went dead

He held it away fromhimand stared at it, not believing that such a short
conversation could have such a disastrous effect on his state of mind

"What did he say?" Uri pressed.

Mac put the phone gently into its cradle and said, "That | should | eave
everything where it is and get out of town .

| have until norning."

Ui raised his eyebrows. "They are saying they got Roswell?"

"Yeah." MacKenzie stood up and paced the room "If they got Roswell, we don't
stand a chance!l He's got connections, he's big tine! And if they got to him

"And the caller said we had to be | eaving by norning, yes?" Ui asked
quietly.

"Yeah, |'ve got to call Maggie and warn her."

"Use the cell phone that Roswell gave us, the one with the scranbler,” Uri
sai d.

"Right." Mac wal ked over to the nightstand, picked up the phone, and dial ed
her

nunber .

"Hell o," came Maggi e's sl eepy-sounding voice. MacKenzie tried to calm

hi nsel f,

took a deep breath, and began, "Maggie, this is Mac, and—=

She cut himoff. "Mac? What time is it?"

"Maggie, listen, I've got to talk to you. It's inpor—

She interrupted

agai n.

"Mac, it's three-thirty in the norning! Can't this wait?"

"Maggie, listen to nme." H's voice took on an urgency. “I just got a phone
call,

a threatening phone call. You' re not safe where you are. You have to take the
ki ds and | eave!"

"Mac ... have you been drinking?" she asked slowy.

"Maggie, listen, please! | don't have time to explain all of this now but

want you to take the children and get out of the house.™

"What are you tal king about!" she exclaimed, fully awake now. "And where am |
supposed to take thenP"

Mac began to regret the call, but what other choice did he have? Not cal

her ?

Not try to warn her?

He took another deep breath. "Listen, just listen, okay? Sone of the people |
have been associated with recently are pretty inportant in the governnent—=
"Mac," she yelled, "I don't care if you're playing tennis with the president.
It's three-thirty. No, make that three-thirty-two, in the mddle of the

ni ght,

and what ever nonsense this is, it's going to have to wait until norning."
"Maggi e, please listen to ne . . . Please!" Mc pl eaded.

There was silence. He barrel ed ahead. "I just received a call threatening ny
life, yours, and the kids'. You ve got to believe ne and take this



seriously.”

"Mac . . ." She hesitated. "Is this something to do with the trip to Israe
Jim

war ned me about ?"

"What ?" He raised his vaoice.

"Mac, | don't have time for this, call ne when you're sober
the receiver down.

Mac . groaned, |ooked at Ui, and said, "She thinks I'm drunk"

And she sl anmed

"What can you do? I'll call Elisha, and we go to the Wb site,"” Ui said as
he

sat down at the table and typed on the conputer's keyboard.

"Yeah, good idea ... | wonder if anyone el se knows Roswel|'s been taken out?"
Mac sai d.

"I"'mthinking someone |ike Roswell disappears and sone people are going to be
knowi ng about it. Look." And Uri pointed to the screen
Once again Mac saw the feet about to touch the Muunt of Ives. The screen
changed, and they were on Roswel|l's page.
"Look at all of this!"™ Ui exclained.
There were pages of information, nost of it in code.
Mac | eaned over Wri's shoulder. "Ww ... Roswell nust have sonme sort of
war ni ng
system He nust have anticipated sonmething like this."
"Yeah, | ook here, at this,"” Ui pointed to a map of the United States which
showed a red line fromLos Angel es to Nevada where a snall green dot fl ashed.
"Some kind of tracking device?" Mac asked.
"Yeah, and | ook where it's flashing from" Ui added. "That's the base in
Nevada. | remenber fromthe map he showed us."
On the top right corner of the screen Dr. Elisha BenHassen's face appeared
"Uri

MacKenzi e," Elisha addressed them
Ui typed a command and the screen divided so that half of it showed Elisha's
face and the other was the information from Roswell's page on the Spiral of
Life
site.
"They got Roswell," Uri stated.
El i sha stared fromthe screen. "Oh no, when?"
Ui used the nouse and scrolled to the top of Roswell's page.
"Here." He pointed and showed Mac, then said to Elisha, "Seventeen hundred
hour s
is what it says."
"It's the first bit of information on his Wb page; it's flashing in green
letters,"” Mac added. 'After that are pages of information."
"Most in code,"” Ui said
"Let me see," Elisha responded. "G ve ne a nonent.
began to type on his keyboard. "There it is. Yes, | seeit,
"What should we do?" Mac asked.
Elisha's voice was sonber. "We nust pray for Roswell s safety and al so our
own. "

H s head bent down and he
" Elisha said.

Ui was incredul ous. "What? W get the call telling Roswell is taken
MacKenzie's wife and children threatened, and youay to pray? |'m not
bel i evi ng

this ... I"'mthinking we should e doing sonething else. Getting nore guns
maybe. "

"Ui." Elisha's voice was insistent. "No, Ui, listen. First we just pray.
What

we fight against is not of flesh and bl ood—=

Elisha was interrupted by something that began to flash n his screen. "Do you
see it?" he asked.

"Yes," Ui replied. "Wat is happening?"



"I"'mnot sure," Elisha replied.
"Maybe soneone's hacked into the site?" Mac suggested. Elisha adjusted his
trifocals. "No, something else is happening . . . Wiit, let's see.”
The map of the United States show ng the pul sing green dot at the secret base
flashed on the screen.
"What is happening?" Ui asked again.
"Look, the flashing dot has stopped,” Mac said. "And it is changing color to
red, " Ui added.
"They must have found the transmtter," Elisha said. "Now what?" Ui asked.
Elisha |l ooked tiredly fromthe screen and said, "I'mnot sure ..."
* * %
Maggi e had tried to go back to sleep after Mac's call but tossed and turned
for
hal f an hour. Finally she decided to get up and check the children. As she
wal ked down the hall toward their rooms, she chided herself for not |istening
to
Mac. She excused her hastiness by telling herself, He's been drinking again.
She gat hered her bat hrobe around her and fastened it with the silk ribbon
t hat
was sewn into the Iining.
She knew she was being deliberately obstinate . . . it was a pattern she had
fallen into after Art's death. One she was never able to break, and coupled
with
Mac' s drinking eventually led to their divorce.
When they sold the house she got the lion's share of the proceeds. Mac didn't
get nuch; he never even bothered to hire the services of a |lawer. By that
tine
he didn't care nuch about anything. He'd been living in Venice for a few
nont hs
and bi ngei ng on the booze pretty hard.
When the final papers for the divorce canme in the mail, she cried. Everything
caught up with her ... she was devastated. She realized too |late she'd nade a
m stake, but the thread of their marriage was a disjointed tangle of frayed
ends

i mpossi ble to put together again.
She noved back with her nmother in Paso Robles and tried to give Sarah and
Jereny
alife. They were what she clung to, her anchor
She got to Jereny's roomfirst, slowy opened the door, and peeked into his
room The child was sprawl ed so that one | eg hung out over the mattress. Hi s
head rested jointly on the pillow and an action figure. She went to the bed
and
gently noved his |l eg. Then she slipped her hand underneath his head,
recovered
the toy, and set it on top of the dresser
She went over to the wi ndow and drew the curtains closed, then tiptoed out of
his room and cl osed the door behind her. She crossed the hall and entered
Sarah's room
Her daughter was curled in a little ball with just her head peeki ng out from
bet ween the covers. Maggie smiled.
Standi ng at Sarah's wi ndow, she stared out at the night sky. She was about to
cl ose the curtains and | eave when some-thi ng caught her eye.
In the distance she | ooked at a |light that was noving very quickly toward
her .
She watched, fascinated, as it grew | arger
What is that? she wondered as she saw it veer suddenly at a sharp angle, to
t he
left. The object accel erated, moved over the range of hills bordering her
fam ly's vineyard, and dropped out of sight.
Probably a neteorite, she thought as she drew the curtains closed in Sarah's



room She went back to her room and picked up a novel she had started a year
ago

but had | ost interest in.

She tried to read, but her mnd kept going back to what had di sappeared over
t he

hill and what Mac had said.

Ui closed the connection on the conputer with his grandfather, |ooked
wearily

at Mac, and said, "He will do what he can. He can give us docunentation we
need

fromthe Department of Antiquities and Fineberg's report on the genetic
anomalies. So you call your editor. He is going to protect us. "

"Ckay," Mac said, grabbing the cell phone with the scranbler on it. "Besides,
it

will be fun to wake him"

33

CGeneral Nathan stared at the dimy lit bare walls, ceiling, General floor of

what he knew was an isolation cell. He had been stripped of his clothes, his
jewelry, and his dignity. He sat in a corner of the cell with his back
agai nst

the wall and his | egs gathered underneath himso that the soles of his feet
rested on the floor while his arns wapped around his knees.

Hi s back hurt, the cancer . . . he wi shed he had his nedicine. He forced

hi nmsel f

not to let the pain domnate him Instead, he attenpted to retrace how he'd
gotten here. First the abduction fromthe car ... the gas ... then fading in
and

out of consciousness. He renenbered bei ng wheel ed on a gurney through what
seened |ike an endl ess | abyrinth of passageways. Voi ces had sounded di st ant
and

echoed. H's vision blurred, and he continued to black out w thout warning .

then he awakened here, in this cell

He ran the palmof his hand slowmy over the material that was used to

const ruct

it. There were no seans or joints. The walls and ceiling nmelded into each
ot her

as if they were fashioned at the same tinme froma nold. It was alien

t echnol ogy

and therefore he was probably being debriefed at the base in Nevada ... but
he

wasn't positive.

Because of his capture and subsequent internment he al so knew t hat
MacKenzi e' s

and BenHassen's lives were in danger, as well as a host of others ... and
what

about Laura? The thought of something bad happening to her made himsick to
hi s

st omach.

He wondered how | ong his watch had sent out its homing signal before it was
deactivated ... that was his one hope.

He rubbed his eyes. They still burned slightly fromthe drops that were put
into

t hem

He renenbered bei ng wheel ed i nto what | ooked |ike an operating room There



Wer e

surgeons, nurses, and ... aliens. They worked together on him He had tried
to
nmove but found that he couldn't ... tried to screambut no sound left his

throat. A metal harness was attached to his head, holding it in place. He
renenber ed sonet hing grabbing his eyelid and holding it so that it renained
open. Then the drops ... then nothing.

How | ong had he been sitting here? Judging fromthe | ack of hunger pains,
probably not long. But what if they had fed himintravenously? Then maybe he
woul dn't have hunger pains. Had he been there for days, weeks, nonths? He
wasn' t

sure.

The cell was suddenly plunged into darkness. Darkness |ike he had never
experi enced, the conpl ete absence of any light. He held his hand in front of
hi s

face, inches fromhis eyes, and coul dnt nmake out the faintest silhouette.
There

was a hissing noise fromthe opposite corner of the room Struggling and
pressing his back against the wall, he tried to hold his breath. There was
not hi ng he coul d do, nowhere he could go. He clawed at the snooth surface of
t he

floor. He realized that even with all his training he was terrified. He
screamed. And as he sucked the gas down his throat, he nmercifully began to

| ose

consci ousness.

* * %

Mac sat on the bed opposite Ui and stared at the floor in front of him | ost
in

his own thoughts. He was numb. He coul dn't understand why Maggi e had hung up
on

him Have we grown that far apart? he wondered. He tried to capture the

t hought ,

as Elisha had instructed, and pray about it, but found he couldn't, or nore
exactly didn't have the strength of will. He was burned out, scared,

t hr eat ened,

and just wanted to be left alone.

Unfortunately the call with Cranston had nmade himfeel nore hopel ess.

Ui shifted his weight on the bed, | ooked up at Mac, and asked, "So what did
Cranston tell you again?"

Mac let his breath out slowy and sighed. "To neet him first thing in the
nmorni ng." Mac fell backward on the bed and stared at the ceiling. "He's not
taking any of this seriously. He wants hard proof, solid evidence. Frankly, |
get the feeling he thinks |I've gone over the deep end. It seens like he's

pl acating ne." Mac put his hands behind his head and cl osed his eyes. "Wat's
frustrating about all of this is to think that no one will believe us."

Ui slouched a little |l ower and said, "You know what? Wiy shoul d anyone? And
Roswel | has the |ast bone fromthe skeleton."

"Well, at least his people have it ... it's safe,"” Mac added

"Who is what? W don't know what anything is for certain,” Ui |amented. "It
coul d have been destroyed."

There was a brief silence, then Ui said, "Elisha is right, I'mthinking we
go

to the cattle nutilation, where Roswell told us.

"Yeah, | guess," Mac said, still staring at the ceiling. "I wonder if they
got

Laura and the woman at the hospital." Ui shrugged. "Wo knows?"

"I feel like a trapped cockroach,” Mac admtted.

Ui reached over and tapped Mac's | eg. Al nost norning, we should be ready.”
They were startled by a knock on the door. Before Mac regai ned an upri ght
position on the bed Wi had grabbed his gun that was next to himand noved



qui ckly toward the side of the door to their room
The knocking came again, this time a little |ouder and nore insistent.
Ui notioned for Mac to nove into the bathroom and then answer. Mac hurried

into
t he bathroomand called out, "Wo is it?"
A woman's nmuffl ed voi ce answered, "MacKenzie, Ben-Hassen ... It's Laura. "

Ui's eyebrows lifted on his forehead. He | ooked at Mac, waved the gun, and
whi spered, "Don't talk."

"Are you there, MacKenzie? Let ne in. It's inportant. " Uri shook his head
and

nout hed the word, "No."

Mac | ooked at him grinmaced, and whispered, "It sounds |ike her. Wat are we

supposed to do?"

Ui rmoved back away fromthe door, crouched down, and fixed his gun on the
spot

where the woman's head shoul d have been on the other side. He | ooked at Mac
for

approval

Mac's eyes practically popped out of his head. "You can 't just start
shoot i ng

peopl e," he whispered angrily.

"MacKenzie," she started again. "lIt's me ... open up."

Mac | ooked at Uri nervously, wi ped his nmouth, and answered, "I don't know
what

you' re tal king about. There's no MacKenzie here. 1'mgoing to call hotel
security. "

"Listen to nme." She was angry now. "It's Green Eyes, open up."

"I't's her," Mac said, and he wal ked out of the bathroom "It nmight be a

trap,"

Ui said, and kept his gun ained at the door

"I"'mgoing to let her in," Mac stated and glared at Ui with determ nation.
Ui nodded. "Ckay ... Open fromthe side, and then out of the way. If it's a
trick somebody is going to start to shoot." He ained the gun with both hands.
Mac wal ked toward the door. H s hands shook as they reached for the latch

" CGod,

pl ease help me. Protect us!" he whispered out |oud. He threw back the bolt,
opened the door, and stepped out of the way.

He held his breath and watched the trigger finger of Uri's right hand.

Ui slowy |owered the gun. "Laura . " Mac exhaled with relief, and he got

up

and went to her.

"They got the woman ... at the hospital," Laura cried as she ran into the
room

Mac cl osed the door and bolted it. "Wat? How?"

"They sent a ship ... and they short-circuited all the power, and everything
went crazy ... She levitated out of the room™

"Who | evitated?" Mac asked.

"The woman . . . The aliens did it ... | was so scared ..." "What about
security, and what happened to the trans-port unit?" Mac asked.

She shook her head. "Everything fell apart . . . there was none."

"You saw t he ship?" Ui probed.
"No. By the time | got outside to | ook, they were gone." Mac gave an
acknow edgi ng grunt. "How did you get here?"

"I had the orderly drive me back to ny plane. | |anded at Santa Moni ca and got
a

cab here.™

Mac | ooked at Uri. "She doesn't know "

"Doesn't know what?" Laura asked with imredi ate suspicion
"They got your father," Mac said slowy.
"They al so threatened his kids and ex-wife," Ui added, pointing to



MacKenzi e.

Laura went to the bed and sat down. "If he doesn't have his nmedicine ..."
"Always one step before us ... VWat now?" Uri asked. She collected herself
and

answered, "I know he wore a special watch. If he pressed one of the buttons a
certain way, it would activate backup support of sonme kind. It's also
supposed

to send a honming signal for twenty-four hours." "That explains what's on the
Vb

site,” Mac said. "Yeah, but who else does it contact?" Ui asked. "I'm not
sure

exactly," Laura said.

"So what happens now?" Mac asked.

Laura played with the ends of her hair and bit her lower |lip again. "W
fol | ow

what he outlined yesterday. W go and | ook at the cattle mutilation. In ny
pl ane. "

Mac ran his hand through his hair, scratched the back of his head, and said,
“In

your plane? The guy on the phone said we had to | eave by this norning. That
only

gives us a few hours."

"They can't be everywhere," Laura countered.

"W go to his editor first," Ui redirected, "then after, the dead cow "
"Ckay, okay, but | need a shower ... |'ve got to have a shower," Laura said,
and

got up fromthe bed and headed for the bathroom shaking her hair |oose as
she

wal ked.

"You want to take a shower with all of this going on?" Mac asked.

She stopped at the bathroom door, turned, and said, "I can't think when |'m
this

dirty."

Mac and Uri | ooked at each ot her
W thout any further coment she di sappeared into the bat hroom

34

Cranston swiveled his chair so that he | ooked out of the windowin his office
at

t he expanse of the city below him He said into the phone, "MacKenzie called
early this norning."

"And, " John pressed.

"And, he's coming here to discuss this story of his. What am| supposed to
do?"

There was a pause, then John said, "See what he's got and do not hing, huh?"
Cranston tapped his manicured finger on the desk and repeated, "Nothing."
John cleared his throat. "Nothing . . . No one is going to believe MacKenzie
Let himwite his story, he has no evidence."

"What about the woman in Camarill o?"

"She's been picked up. She 's no concern of yours."

"The sixth floor?" Cranston asked.

There was silence on the other end. Cranston was used to this by now so it
didn't agitate himthe way it normally would have. Let the silence hang in

t he

air, he didn't care. He stared out his wi ndow and watched a red sports car
weave



in and out of the early norning traffic.

"Fil es have been noved and patients reassigned; every-thing' s been covered in
mles of mlitary red tape."

" Ch?"

John continued, "By the way, we contacted MacKenzie | ast night and gave him
an

ultimatum" A slight pause, then he added, "W al so apprehended Cenera

Nat han

He won't be | eadi ng MacKenzi e around anynore."

Anot her | ong pause. Cranston waited. Finally John instructed, "Call me after
your neeting with him Renmenber, do nothing, just play along. He'll discredit
hi msel f, huh?"

The |ine went dead.

Cranston shook his head with disdain. He didn't |ike where this was going. He
was becom ng nore involved and he didn't want to be. He had other things to
do,

a paper to run, conmittees to report to, and neetings to plan. He turned his
attention toward the upcom ng neeting with MacKenzie. If he's been to the
base

t hen he nmust know a good deal

He pondered the short conversation he had had with MacKenzie a few hours ago.
He

may have a story but no proof he thought, and w t hout proof who will believe
hi n? He | eaned back in his chair and rem nded hinself to do not hing.

* * %

Ceneral Nat han slowy awakened. He was |ying facedown in the interior of his
cell. He opened one eye and stared at the floor a fewinches in front of his
face.

Wiere am | ? he asked hinself.

Hs mind was fuzzy. Strange imges floated in and out of his consci ousness.
He

nmoved his hand in front of his face and slowy noved his fingers.

Wio am | ? he asked hinsel f.

| mmges expl oded in his nind.

He saw himself in an airplane. Flying and shooting other planes in aerial
conbat. He shot a burst of machine gunfire at an oncom ng German warpl ane. He
braced himself as the bullets found their mark and the aircraft burst into
flames. Hi s body cringed and jerked on the floor of the cell, responding to
t he

all-too-realistic scene in his mnd.

He heard sonething slide open behind himand instinctively tensed.

"Ceneral Nathan?" a voice whispered. A dimlight swam above his head.

He remained still. Hs mnd swirled in a series of junbled pictures, like a
novi e rearranged so the viewer can nake no sense of the plot or the
characters

init.

"Ceneral Nathan ..." The voi ce whi spered again.

Nat han noved hi s hands underneath his chest and was startled to realize he
was

naked. He pushed hinmself into a sitting position, rubbed his burning eyes,
and

tried to focus on where the voice was com ng from

"Ceneral, over here."

Nat han tried to stand, but a searing pain shot through his | ower back. The
room

began to spin. He sat down again, then slunped against the wall.

Through eyes slitted against the |ight, he watched as some-one approached
hi m

The man held a syringe out in front of him

Nat han instinctively recoiled. "Get away," he nurmured with slurred speech



"This will help you, General," the man whi spered as he reached out and took

Nat han's arm "It will clear your mnd, trust ne."
"Whas are you doin'?" Nathan slurred as he tried in vain to pull his arm
away.

"Shhh," the nman whi spered as he slipped the syringe into a vein.
Nat han stared as the man w thdrew t he needl e, rubbed the place where the
needl e

had entered, and hurriedly left the cell. Mnents | ater Nathan passed out.
A man exited from General Nathan's cell . . . the same man who had injected
t he

general . He | ooked cautiously down the hall in both directions.

| made it, he thought, at least this far

Hi s attention focused on the surveillance canera above the door to the cell
He

reached up and took a special lens fromthe canmera's eye. He quickly put it
into

his |l ab coat pocket and wal ked away fromthe cell.

He pretended to be lost in his own thoughts and so gave no hint of
recognition

as two aliens passed himin the corridor

Mustn't turn around and see if they're going to go into the cell, he told
hi nsel f.

He ground his teeth together and began to wal k faster

Mac, Uri, and Laura sat in overstuffed | eather chairs in the confortable
expanse

of Jim Cranston's office.

Cranston sat in his favorite chair, a high-backed | eather throne that w apped
itself around him encasing himlike a shell. He turned his chair so he faced
them "And you're going to fly to Arizona and take photographs of a rotting
cow s carcass?" he asked.

Mac and Uri | ooked at Laura and waited for her to respond.

"M. Cranston," she began

"Call me Jim" Cranston said, and sniled broadly.

"M. Cranston," she continued, ignoring his attenpt at informality, "are you
aware of the ongoing cattle nutil ati on phenonena?"

Cranston | ooked at her with a bored expression and said, "Ad news."

"This recent mutilation in Arizona apparently happened only a day ago. M.
MacKenzie and Ui agree it's good to start breaking the story. It also
provi des

you with at |east some of the hard evidence you need."

"Not to mention what Dr. BenHassen will send to us shortly,"” Mac added
Cranston glanced at Mac, then scoffed, "A cow carcass is hard evidence? These
t hi ngs have been going on for years .. . even Ceral do doesn't cover them
anynore."

"That mght be true," Laura admitted, "but sonmething is different with this
one."

"Very different," Mac added in support.

"I"'mwaiting," Cranston said inpatiently.

Laura began, "About a week ago a rancher in Billings, Mntana, saw a

nyst eri ous

object in the sky. Wien he went to investigate it he saw one of his cows
floating upward into the belly of a UFQ "

"That certainly is newsworthy," Cranston qui pped sarcastically.

"Don't be so quick to judge," Mac said. "Now go to just out-side Biloxi,

M ssi ssippi, the sane day. A farner there w tnesses the sanme type of thing.
Sees

his prize cow floating upward toward—

"Let me guess," Cranston interrupted, "a flying saucer. Really, Mac, you'l
have

to do better than this."



"You haven't let nme finish," Mac said, an edge rising in his voice. "As | was
sayi ng, the sane phenonena happened in Biloxi and Billings. Right? So guess
what

shows up in Arizona a week or so later?" Wthout allow ng Cranston a word,
Mac

continued, "They find a mutilated cow on this ranch, but here's the kicker

The head of the cowis fromthe mssing cow fromBillings while the body is
from

the cow fromBiloxi. They re two different cows put together ... and that's
i mpossi ble."

"And the sheriff there believes that the operation was successful and the cow
was alive before it was nutilated," Laura interjected.

"How do they know— Cranston started.

Laura interrupted. "The cow s head had an |I.D. tag on the ear and the body of
the other had a brand on its flank. The sheriff did his homework. That
suggest s

somet hing of an eni gma, wouldn't you think?" And she fol ded her arms across
t he

front of her junpsuit.

Cranston frowned and said, "Ch, it's probably sone sort of grizzly ritua
performed by a Satanic cult or sonething," and waved his hand as if

di sm ssi ng

t he subj ect.

"No," Laura stated enphatically, "it's not a satanic cult."

"Well . . . I'"'msure there 's a rational explanation," Cranston huffed
"I"msurprised you're balking at this,”" Mac said. "Normally you d be junping
out

of your skin to get a story like this."

"I need proof, Mac," Cranston said. "I am concerned for the safety of your
famly. But what if you just had a crank call?"

"I't wasn't a crank call,"” Mac said wearily.

"No matter, " Cranston said. "I'll adnmit, although sone-what reluctantly,

t hat

you do have the begi nnings of sone-thing here . . . This cow story. But it's
t oo

much to swallow, and the pieces don't fit together, pardon ny pun, at | east
not

inny mnd."
He | eaned back in his chair and | ooked at themlike a father | ooks at his
teenage children who still believe in Santa C aus

"I know what it sounds like," Mac said, "but you've been ny editor now for
how

many years?"

"It will be a decade this com ng summer, Cranston replied.

"When have you ever known ne to exaggerate or slant a story to fit my own
personal agenda?" Mac | eaned forward and bored a hole into Cranston with his
eyes.

Cranston | ooked away and swiveled in his chair so Mac saw only his profile.
"Actually, Mac, you never did, and this is why you were the best. But ever
si nce

your son's death .. . well—=

Mac interrupted him "1 know what you're going to say and | agree with you,
but

t hi ngs have changed. | haven't had a drop to drink since | got off the plane
in

| srael."

"That's not a very long tine, is it, Mc?"
"Maybe not, but | swear on ny son's grave that all of what we've told you is
true! Wiy do you think Laura and Ui are here? Look at them Heck, | ook at



al |

of us! We're sitting on an incredible story. W've got the possibility of
collecting some very bizarre hard evidence in Arizona, and you're stalling! |
can't believe you, for crying out loud!"™ Mac got up fromhis chair, walked
around to the back of it, and curled his hands into the |eather padding. "Do
I

have to take this to another paper? |Is that what you want nme to do?" he

t hr eat ened.

"Mac," Cranston said, using his best fatherly tone, "I'mnot saying that at
all,

and you know it. Just sit back down and we'll talk this over sone nore.
Ckay ?"

"M. Cranston,” Ui said, "in Israel, | am archaeol ogi st. Now what? | have
cone

all this way for a wild goose?"

Mac | eaned over and whi spered, "You nmean a wild goose chase."

"A goose chase." Uri shrugged. "Wat MacKenzie is telling is true. Sonething
is

goi ng on and whatever, it's hardball." And he | ooked at Mac, who grinned at
hi m

Cranston knew his control of the situation was slipping and felt he was

rapidly

losing credibility with MacKenzie. He mentally shifted gears. "Okay, why
don't

Laura and Wi fly out and | ook at the cow carcass ..

"Mutilation," Laura corrected.

Cranston | ooked annoyed but continued, "Watever .. . and Mac and | will go
and

make sure Maggi e and the kids are all right."

Mac shook his head and replied, "No, I'Il go with Laura. I"'mthe guy that's
going to wite the story. | want to see the nutilation. Besides, Wi's the

ballistics freak."

Do not hi ng, Cranston remni nded hinsel f.

He swi vel ed his chair so that he faced them again, folded his hands on his
pol i shed desktop, and said, "I guess | can't argue with you. After all, it's
your story." He |looked at Uri and said, "Ui and I will go out and protect
Maggi e and the kids."

Mac wal ked over to the desk. "Why are you so interested in protecting

Maggi e?"

Cranston did his best to | ook offended. "Mac, |'ve known Maggie a long tine.
['m

just concerned, that's all."

Mac stared at him "Wy do | feel like it's sonething nore? "

Cranston stroked his mustache. "Really, Mac, we're just friends. Besides, you
are"—and he | owered his voi ce—divorced."

Mac let his breath out. "Ckay, |'msorry. See you get themall soneplace
saf e,

okay?"

Cranston pushed his chair away fromhis desk and stood up. "I'Il see to it
personal ly, Mac. Don't worry, | understand." Mac said, "I'msure you do."

Cranston turned to Laura. "Wen do you | eave to see the cow car—sorry,
mutil ati on? "
"I mredi atel y,
lips.

"We' || hook up with you tonight, through the conputers,” Mc said.
"Conputers? " Cranston asked

"Yeah, the people I'mworking for |oaned themto us."

"Very sophisticated.” Cranston feigned surprise.
* * %

she said, and let the faintest hint of a smle crease her



A quarter hour had passed with Laura and Mac showi ng Cranston where the
mutilation was |located on a map that Laura produced.

Laura snoot hed her faded junpsuit like it was a tailored dress and | ooked at
Mac. "Ready?" she asked.

Mac nodded. "In a minute. Jim let ne use your phone. | want to call Maggie
and

| et her know what's going on."

Mac grabbed the cordl ess phone and wal ked over to the corner of the office.
He

di al ed Maggi e's nunber, then | eaned on the large tinted plate gl ass w ndow
with

one arm He let the phone ring at |east twenty tines.

She nust have left the ringer turned off, he thought with di smay.

He hung up the phone and stared out the wi ndow, conpletely detached fromthe
antlike activity far below himon the busy city streets.

He took a deep breath, closed his eyes. His mind was swirling, but the one

t hought that recurred and domi nated himwas fear for his children's safety.
Here

goes, he thought as he tried his best to take the thought captive. He said a
short prayer. Then he faced the thought and told it: You have no power here.
In

t he nane of Jesus, you have no power here

It was a telling monent for him like a nman who tests his sword for the first
time in battle . . . but to his astonishment the thought began to dissipate

fall away of its own weight ... and | eave his nind

Ww, it worked. | brought it to prayer and it worked, he realized much to his
surprise. I wish | could tell Elisha.

"Are you ready?" Laura called from Cranston's desk where she had watched him
t he

entire tine.

"Huh?Yeah, let's go." Mac quickly strode across the office floor. He held out
his hand to Uri, |ooked himsquarely in the eyes, and adnoni shed, "Be
careful I'"

"You, too," Ui answered and grabbed Mac's hand in both of his. "W'Ill talk

t he computer. "

"CGot it," Mac said, and he gave a thunbs-up sign to Uri.

He | ooked at Cranston and said, "We'll get the story."

"Go get it then," Cranston replied

"All set?" Mac asked Laura.

Laura nodded.

Mac held the door for her as they left Cranston's office.

Cranston turned to Uri and said, "M. BenHassen, | have to make a private
call.

Could you wait outside for a nonent?"

"Not a problem" Uri answered, and got up fromhis chair and left the office.
Cranston picked up the phone and hurriedly dialed a nunber.

35

This is different, Mac thought as the small aircraft dipped its 1 wing toward
his side of the plane, which caused the ground and horizon to assunme crazy
rel ati onshi ps to one anot her.

H s stomach lurched toward his nmouth. He gripped his seat belt with one hand
and

the edge of his seat with the other and cl osed his eyes.



"Are you all right?" Laura asked.

Mac opened one eye, |ooked over, and saw her giggling. "You really don't I|ike
to

fly, do you?" she chided, but nercifully |level ed the plane.

Mac relaxed a little. "Thanks. | thought | was getting better at this, but
now

I"mnot so sure. What kind of plane is this, and why do you have all the gear
fastened down with bungee cords?"

She gave the faintest hint of a smle, slapped her hand affectionately

agai nst

the stick, and replied, 'A Decathlon. It's also a Citabria. And the bungee
cords

keep the gear in place ... in case of rough weather." She | ooked at him

m schi evousl y.

"Ch," Mac replied, not wanting to pursue that subject in a hurry.

"I learned to fly while nost kids were still riding their bikes," she

boast ed.

"Aren't there laws to protect the citizenry fromthat kind of fanaticisnP"
Mac

ki dded.

She | aughed and said, "There are, but when your father's a general in the Air
Force, rules don't always apply. "

"You love this, don't you?" He gestured to the interior of the plane.
"Fl yi ng?"

Mac nodded

"I do. Always have. Its been my surrogate nother since | was seven. That's
when

she died. I'mthe youngest of five kids, separated by eight years from ny
closest sibling. | was the accident.” She snil ed.

"Sorry about your nother," Mac of fered.

"It was a long tinme ago. " She checked one of her gauges and clicked the

gl ass

case with her finger to make sure the needle wasn't stuck. "After she died,
Daddy woul d take nme up al nost every weekend. It was his way of dealing with
hi s

grief and keeping our famly together. It bonded us. | suppose it nade us

cl oser

than we woul d have been had ny nother lived."

Mac gl anced out the w ndow, thought better of it, and quickly | ooked back at
her .

"My father died when | was young too," he nunbled. "He was stationed at
Roswel | ,

New Mexi co, at the same time your father was there."

"Yeah." She nodded. "Dad nentioned that to nme. I'msorry." She | ooked out the
front wi ndshield, pointed, and said, "That's the Col orado Ri ver up ahead."
Mac peered out and saw the river wind across the land |ike a carelessly

t ossed

ri bbon.

"It's beautiful." He smiled at her. And you are too, he thought. "Renmenber
back

at the airport when you hel ped ne get on the plane to Israel ?" he asked.
"Yeah, great disguise," she teased.

"Yeah, Green Eyes," he said with nmock annoyance. He turned in his seat so his
back pressed agai nst the door of the plane, grew serious, and said, "You
asked

me if | wanted to know the truth about ny father ... about the whol e UFO
phenonena ... renenber?"

"l remenber.”

"I think I know what's going on ... the truth."

She shook her head. "Nobody knows what's going on."



"Before | went to Israel and the base with your father, | would have agreed,
but

not now. . . not after what |'ve seen .. . and felt."

"My father would never take ne out to the base . . . said if | went it m ght
change ne into sonething he didn't want to see." She frowned. "It changed him
"How?" Mac asked.

"Well, he was different before. He smled a lot nore. |I've watched himslowy
deteriorate; it's like he's been drained of his enotions."

"Yeah," Mac agreed, "he's one of the nmpbst unreadabl e per-sons |'ve ever net,
and

| consider nyself fairly adept at reading people.”

"That's what he's becone, M. Deadpan."

"At the base, he collapsed against the wall. | could see he was in pain, rea
bad pain. He just popped a pill and pulled hinself together and went on I|ike
not hi ng had happened. "

"That's ny father."

"He's sick, isn't he?" Mac asked.

Laura bit her lower lip and gripped the stick tighter in her hands. "He's got
cancer of the prostate ... and it's spread to his back."

"I"'msorry," Mac said softly.

She nodded and there was a noment of awkward silence. Mac changed the

subj ect .

"Have you ever spoken to Dr. Elisha, Ui's grandfather?"

"Sone, what of it?"

"I think he knows what's really going on."

"And what's that?"

"Do you know about the Second Coni ng?"

"Yeah, | know about that fromthe Wb site. There's a group of people who
bel i eve Jesus is going to come back. My father toyed with the idea for a
whi | e.

| think he al nost believed it.
I've

t hought about it. But it's a lot to enbrace.”

"Elisha thinks that there is going to be a great spiritual deception, one

t hat

will overtake the entire planet just before Jesus' return.”

"Real | y?"

Mac nodded. "Yeah, he showed nme certain passages in the Bible and |I've read
and

reread them Elisha believes it will be so powerful that the world s major
religions will crunble in the wake of it."

"And he thinks the aliens have sonething to do with it?" she asked, follow ng
hi s | ead.

"Everything to do with it,"'
aliens."

She shrugged indifferently. "I don't know,

Mac corrected. 'And by the way, they're not

"I"ve heard the theory, fromElisha and nmy dad, fallen angels returning,
ri ght?"

"That's it."

She | ooked at himand frowned. "I don't think that's what's going on."

"Ch, so what's your take on it?"

"I think the aliens are just that, aliens, and they're producing a hybrid to
repopul ate the planet ... our planet . . . to invade us."

"Do you know how nuts that sounds?" he said

She grinned and said slowy, "Yeaaah."

"I don't understand sonething though."

"What's that?"

"Why are they sharing their technology with us if they' re planning to invade



us?"

"I know. |'ve asked ny dad the same question."” "Did he give you an answer?"
"He conmpared it with us giving another nation airplanes fromWrld War Il and
then having themfight a war agai nst nodern jets."

"No contest."

"That's right. But if you don't have any planes to begin with, then it becones
a

big deal . "
"Anot her deception,"” Mac huffed. "It seenms as if they're pulling all the
strings. You know one thing really bothers nme, though. | can't seemto get it

out of nmy mnd."

"What's that?"

"When your dad and | were in the docunent room at the underground base, he
sai d

that the aliens were responsible in sone way for the Resurrection of Jesus

at least that is what they clained.”

"Do you believe that?" she asked.

"No way. | mean, why cone nillions of nmles to say that? There's sonet hi ng
really strange here ... nore deception. It seens they tw st everything. They
lie, and they're masters of deceit."

"I agree," she said.

"If they had noble intentions, why not give us the cure to one of our nore
horri bl e di seases, like your dad's cancer? O if they're so powerful and
al | -knowi ng, why not give us a plan to end world hunger or put an end to
war ?"

"That woul d be nice."

Mac continued, "No, they malign Jesus' divinity and attenpt to drive homne
t hat

they, the aliens, will show us who God really is. You see, spiritua
deception.”

"So you believe that this is what's going on?"

Mac nodded and | ooked at her solemmly. "Yeah, right nowit nakes the nost
sense

to ne, especially after nmy encounter with one at the base.™

"Tell me what happened,” Laura said.

Mac recounted his journey fromseeing the bones of the Nephilimin Israel to
what had transpired at the underground base. He el aborated on his experience
when the alien had | ooked at him How it had made himfeel and what it had
done

to himmentally and physically.

He finished and was silent, allowi ng Laura time to digest what he'd told her
"And you think the return of the Nephilimis happening ... now?"

Mac nodded. "Yeah. Renenber the wonan in Canmarill o?"

"How can | forget?" She shivered.

"That woman was abducted, inpregnated, and the child that she clai ned was
shown

to her later by the aliens was not entirely human. | agree with you that they
are creating a race of hybrids, but |I believe the seed is denonic in origin."
"I used to believe that the aliens had come to hel p us, usher the inhabitants
of

earth into a tinme of gl obal peace."

"Uri believes that too, but I think he's changing his opinion after what he's
been through,"” Mac said.

They flew in silence for a while longer. Mac relaxed a little and even
managed

to l ook out the window at the earth streaking by bel ow

"Hey, we're alnost there," Laura said, and she banked the plane to her side.
Mac



responded by hol ding onto the seat again.

She gl anced over, saw himall tensed, and shook her head.
"You've got to relax and enjoy it. Here, let me show you.
do

that, you know," Mac said nervously. "No, really, |ook," she said
confidently.

"I"'mgoing to dip the wing on your side, and we're going to do a circle. Just
rel ax and pretend you're an eagle and those are your wi ngs, not the
airplane' s!"

"You don't have to

"That's easy for you to say."

"Try it, we'll do a nice little circle," she insisted and di pped the wi ng on
Mac's side. The plane began to turn

"I"man eagle!" he shouted, then nopaned. "I don't think it's working."
"Just let go ... you're not going to die, you know Look down at the ground
get into it.'

Mac stared at the ground and quickly closed his eyes. Then he opened them
again

but only halfway so that the terrain below | ooked a little fuzzy. He

pr et ended

he was a soaring eagle. Wth his eyes closed it wasn't too bad, alnost |ike
being a bird ... alnost.

"I'"ll circle the other way now. Ready!" Before he could answer she dipped the
other wing and the plane began to circle to the left.

"Remenber when you asked me what kind of plane this was?"

"Do | have to answer you right now?" Mac munbl ed

"I said it was a Decathlon," she continued, ignoring him "Yeah."

"Also that it was a Gtabria."

"Yeah, so."

She giggled. "Well, Ctabria is airbatic spelled backwards.'
lost on Mac. "You nean like a stunt plane?" he asked.

The pun was not

"Well, in the purest sense of the word, yes, and a whole |lot nore."

n O,]. n

"It's got an inverted fuel and oil systemso it can fly upside down."
"Real | y?"

"How about a barrel roll?" she asked.

"No, | don't like the sound of that."

"Hold on!" Before Mac could protest any further she put the plane into a
roll.

"Ahhhhhhh!" Mac screanmed as the plane rolled over tw ce. She stopped the
roll,

but now they were flying upside down.

"H there." She | ooked over at him and | aughed.

Mac felt like he was facing a firing squad. H s eyes were tightly shut and he
had a death grip on his seat with both hands.

"Turn it over," he groaned.

"What ? " she pretended not to hear him

"Pl ease," he pl eaded

She flipped the plane so it was right side up. "Wew she shouted, "I |ove
doing that!" She took her hands off the stick and quickly put her hair back
in

pl ace.

"I think "'mgoing to throw up,"” Mc said.

"No eagl e?" Laura asked, as she stuck out her lower lip and pouted.

"No, and don't do any nore barrel rolls, for crying out [oud!"

She | aughed. "You don't know what you're mssing."

"How much farther?" Mac asked angrily, still holding his seat.

She checked her gauges, |ooked out at the terrain, and said, "lIt's not far
NOW.



Maybe another twenty mnutes before we |and, which reminds ne that | should
radi o our contact there—the local sheriff."

"The |l ocal sheriff? "

"JimHuffinan. He's the authority that did the followup on the tag and brand
found on the nmutilated cow, he'll take us out to the ranch where it was found.

"How far is it fromthe airstrip?"

She glanced at him Her eyes Iit up and she sniled slyly. "Well, it's not
exactly an airstrip.”

Mac studied her face and said slowy, "Wat do you nean ... not exactly?"

She turned her head so it faced her wi ndow and nunbl ed quickly, "It's nore of
a

landing field . . . | think."

"What!" Mac shouted. "A field! You think?"

She peeked at himfromthe corner of her eyes, saw that he was nad, and

gi ggl ed.

"Well, 1've never |anded there, but Sheriff Huffnman said that once in a while
pl anes use it to make an energency | anding."

"Enmer gency | andi ng?" he groaned.

She reached over and punched himin the shoulder. "Ow " He grabbed his

t hr obbi ng
arm
"Well, you deserve it," she |aughed. "Maybe | should fly upside down or do

anot her barrel roll." And she w ggl ed the rudder

Mac raised his hands in the air and cried, "Ckay. kay. |I'msorry. Only no
nor e

barrel rolls!"

* * %

The pl ane passed | ow over the landing field that Sheriff Huffman had assured
her

was an adequate place to touch down. At the far end of the field she
throttled

down the plane and circled so she could land into the prevailing w nd.
"You're going to land this plane on that?" Mac cried as he strained to get a
better look at the field through his w ndow.

"Actually it | ooks pretty good," she said. "Just a fewruts fromwhere a car
got

stuck after a rain. No tree, no poles, no wires, plenty of roomto maneuver!
I

can do it with ny eyes closed.™

"That's okay . . . you can keep them open. But are you sure you don't need
nor e

ah ... runway?"
She | ooked at himand proudly stated, "I've |landed this plane in half this
space. "

"Ckay," Mac said, and pressed himself into the back of the seat.

She brought the plane in about twenty feet or so above the field, turned her
flaps up, and cut the throttle. She leveled the wings with the horizon and
tilted the nose up a little by pulling back on the rudder. Mac had never seen
anyone actually land a plane and in spite of his fear, he found it
fascinati ng.

Laura made it | ook easy. He watched as she concentrated on the field in front
of

her. The wheels lightly touched the dirt and picked up dust. She braked the
pl ane, and in less than half the distance of the field, it cane to a stop
She

turned of f the engine and | ooked over at Mac.

"Well?" she asked.

"You made it seemnore |ike parking a car than | anding a plane."



"Thanks," she said. "Daddy was big on |landings. Sone-tines that's all we'd
do.

Circle the field and touch the rubber. Over and over again."

"Touch the rubber?" Mic asked.

"I't's when you bring the plane in and the wheels first hit the runway, but

i nstead of landing you bring it back up, circle, and do it all over again.
Most

people call that a 'touch and o,' but Daddy al ways said ' Touch the rubber.’
He

told me that's what his flight instructor used to call it way back in Wrld
War

Il days."

"You had a good teacher."

"The best," she replied, and squinted her eyes. "Hey, |ook, there's a car
com ng." She pointed out the wi ndow.

Mac eyebal l ed the country surrounding him It stretched out fromhimin al
directions, nostly flat land with clunps of Sage and a few Joshua trees
scattered in the distance. He saw the car kick up a trail of dust as it noved
across the otherwi se still |andscape. "What did you say his name was?" Mac
asked.

"Huf fman. Yeah, it looks like it's him | can see the lights on the top of
hi s
car.'
t he
gear."

They clinmbed out of the plane, and Laura grabbed a video canera case with a
wor n

Air Force decal pasted on the cover. "Should |I take the conputer?" Mic asked.
"Yeah, grab everything; you never know what we m ght need."

Mac westled with a crisscrossed tangle of bungee cords, retrieved the gear
and

set it on the ground in front of the plane.

Huf fi nan's car turned off the road and slowy nade its way onto the field

t owar d

them It stopped about twenty feet fromthe nose of the plane. Through the
car's

wi ndshi el d Mac could see a middl e-aged man with graying hair, a round face,
and

a neatly trimed nustache.

"Howdy, folks, I'mJimHuffrman," the sheriff bell owed as he got out of the
car.

He wal ked over and offered Laura his hand.

"You must be M ss Nathan," he said. "Thanks for com ng out here. Hope the
field

was okay?" he said, and nodded toward the pl ane.

"Mre than adequate, and call me Laura," she replied, then turned to Mac.
"This

is Art MacKenzie, the reporter fromthe Tines | told you about."

"Pl eased to neet you, M. MacKenzie," Huffnman said, and took his hand and
punped

it vigorously.

"Thank you, nice to nmeet you, Sheriff."

Huf fi nan stepped a pace backward, stuck one hand in his pocket, and said,
"I'm

gl ad you fol ks came. The Parras brothers called early this nmorning. They're
really spooked by this thing."

"How far is it from here?" Laura asked.

"Not far. Maybe half an hour drive," Huffman said. "Let s get your gear

st owed

and we'll get over to the Parras brothers' ranch."

She shiel ded her eyes with her hand to get a better |look. "Let's get



"What do the brothers think is going on?" Mac asked.

Huf f man | ooked at the i mense spread of |and that fanned out in every
direction.

"Sure is pretty country, isn't it? " He noved some |oose dirt with his boot
and

| ooked at Mac,then answered, "They have a Spanish name for it ... call it the
Chupacabra. "

"How s that again?" Mac asked.

"Chupacabra. Roughly translated it means "goat sucker."”

"CGoat sucker?" Mac repeated.

"As the tale goes, the Chupacabra goes out in the cover of darkness and sucks
t he bl ood out of goats, cattle, even chickens."

"Has anyone ever seen it?" Laura asked.

"There are reports fromtine to tine. W follow up on 'em but we never see
anything. No tracks, nothin' ."

"And the Chupacabra is what you think is responsible for the cattle
nmutil ati ons?" Mac asked.

Huf f man grinned. "Well, that's why you folks flew out here, isn't it?

What ever

it is, it's got nmost of the local ranchers spooked. |'ve seen quite a few of
these ... nutilations, but never nothin' like this ... I'"manxious to see
what

you two make of it."

"Well, let's get out there then," Mac said, as he picked up the canera case
and

wal ked over to Huffman's car.

They | oaded the rest of the gear, clinbed into the car, and |left the | anding
field.

After a half hour of driving dusty roads, Huffnman turned the car onto a
gravel

driveway and passed by two | arge white-washed wooden gates. "Here's the
entrance

to the Parras ranch,"” he said. They crested a small hill, and a | ow,
sprawl i ng

ranch house came into view. There were cattle pens and horse corrals, wth
freshly pai nted whitewashed fences. Hay bal es were stacked on top of each

ot her,

creating a nmound the size of a small house. A large tractor with a trailer
attached to it drove out of the barn and headed toward the cottonwoods. There
were two dust-covered jeeps parked near the house.

"The Parras brothers have a real nice spread,” Huffrman said. "They own cl ose
to

ten thousand acres.”

Mac whistled through his teeth. "That's a lot of land."

"You need that nuch out here to make a go of ranching,” Huffrman replied. He
parked the car and they all got out.

"Hey! Alfredo, Bob!" Huffman called, and he waved to two nmen who had j ust

wal ked

out of the barn. They were dressed alike in jeans, sun-faded flannel shirts,
and

battered cowboy hats. Huffnman chuckled and said fondly, "They're always
toget her, those two, practically inseparable.™

The Parrases waved back

Huf f man nade the appropriate introductions, then Laura stated, "Sheriff
Huf f man

i nfornmed us that you'll be taking us to where the mutilation is.”

The Parras brothers | ooked at each other. Their faces, which nmonents ago had
smled warmy during the introductions, now | ooked worried, even fearful
"The Chupacabra," Al fredo said, somberly.

"Yes, he was here again," Bob added.



"I understand," Sheriff Huffman said in a consoling tone, then added, "Look
boys, | promise I'll do everything in my power to get to the bottomof this
thing."

"Thank you, Sheriff," Alfredo replied. "We'l|l take the jeeps. The land gets
rough out there."

"Qur foreman will take us to the spot," Bob added, "but from where he says
t he

carcass is, you are going to have to wal k some of the way."

"CGet your stuff and we'll neet at the jeeps," Alfredo said. "Bob and | will
get

Julio, our foreman, and neet you there."

"We' || do just that," Huffrman replied.

"Well, what do you think?" Laura asked Mac as they wal ked back to Huf frman's
car.

"They seem frightened,"” Mac answered.
"I agree. They're scared, all right,’
bag from Huf fman's car trunk

Mac opened his suitcase and brought out a snall tape recorder, which he held
in

his hand. "G ad | brought this," he said, as he tested it to make sure the
batteri es were working.

"Ready?" Huffnman asked.

"Al'l set," Laura answered as she fixed the canera bag strap over her

shoul der.

"Yeah," Mac replied. "Ready as I'l|l ever be." He slipped the tape recorder
into

his shirt pocket. And they wal ked over to the jeeps and waited for the Parras
br ot hers.

A while later, Mac found hinself bouncing along in the back of one of the

j eeps.

Laura sat next to himand punctuated the nore rough spots with a boisterous,
carefree, "Yahoo!" Alfredo drove and Bob sat next to him From Mac's view
their

bodi es jerked and junped |ike nervous puppets as the jeep sped down the

r ough,

hol e-infested dirt road.

Huf f man and Julio were in the jeep ahead. Julio swerved around snmall boul ders
and deep potholes. The drive seemed to Mac nore like a qualifying run for the
Baj a 500. They streaked by clusters of cattle, who stared at themwth big
unbl i nki ng eyes while they slowy chewed their cud and twitched their tails.
"I't's not far nom" Bob yelled over the noise and swirling dust. Mac nodded
and

held onto the roll bar that was in front of him

Julio slowed his jeep and pulled up next to an outcroppi ng of |arge boul ders.
Al fredo pulled up in back of himand shut his notor off.

At least that's over, Mac thought, as he got out of the jeep and dusted

hi nmsel f

of f.

"Down here," Julio said, as he pointed down an enbanknment to a dry creek bed.
He

made the sign of the cross over himself.

They gathered together at the side of the dirt road and | ooked in the
direction

Julio pointed. "There it is,"” Bob said in a whisper

Mac could see the cow lying on its side about fifty yards away.

Laura nudged Mac. "Let's check it out." She started down the enbanknent.
"Watch for snakes," Alfredo cautioned. "There are big rattlers out here."
Laura reached the dry creek bed first and started off at a slight trot to
wher e

Laura said, as she picked up her canera



the carcass lay. Mac and Sheriff Huffrman cane next, followed by the rel uctant
Parras brothers.

Julio would not cone down. He stood and watched them for a nonent, nade the
sign

of the cross over hinself tw ce, and then wal ked back to the jeep.

Laura reached the carcass first and stopped about ten feet fromwhere the
ani ma

lay. She took the canmera off her shoul der and set it down on the ground. Mac
canme up next to her and the two of them stared at the dead cow, which |ay
with

its back facing themso they couldn't see its underside or the front of its
head.

Sheriff Huffman arrived and stood next to Laura and Mac for a monent, then
proceeded to the carcass.

"Look here," Huffman said, pointing to the head of the cow. "Different color
than the rest of the body."

"Could it be dyed?" Mac asked.

Huf f man shook his head. "Nope, had it tested. The hair is the animal's own.
Look

here where they joined it to the body." He pointed to a | arge scar that
encircled the animal at the neck. "No sign of infection or even sutures,"” he
continued. "It has the appearance of old scar tissue. Heck, there's even hair
begi nning to grow. "

"Are you sure it's the same cow that was reported nissing from Mntana?"
Laura

asked.

He knelt down near the cow s head. "Here's the tag,
pul | ed

on the cows ear. "Nunbers check out all right." He pointed toward the cow s
hi ndquarters. "And the brand on the rear flank corresponds to the cow from

M ssi ssi ppi . "

Huf f man wi ped his forehead with the sleeve of his shirt and said, "You'd
better

cone over and take a | ook for your-selves. |I'mwarning you, though. It's not
t oo

pl easant . "

Laura grabbed her video camera, inserted a new cassette in it, and started to
filmas she wal ked over to where Huf fman was. Mac took the tape recorder from
hi s pocket and pushed the record button down as he foll owed her

"Look here," Huffman said, as he pointed to where the cow s sex organ should
have been. "They've been cored out. Notice how clean the incision is. No

j agged

edges or torn flesh. Just like the others. The bl ood vessels have been
cauterized by sonething that produced a high tenperature.”

"Li ke a | aser?" Laura suggest ed.

"Somet hing |ike that," Huffman agreed.

"Gisly," Mac whispered with astonishnment as he got his first |look at the
COW.

"Look where the eye should be." Laura pointed. "It's not there," Mc said.
The Parras brothers stood shoul der to shoul der where Laura had |eft her
camner a

bag but would cone no further.

"There's no sign of any blood," Huffman reported.

"Chupacabra,"” Alfredo muttered and took a step back-ward from his brother
"Are you sure about the blood?" Laura asked.

Huf f man took a small knife fromhis pocket. He opened the bl ade and pushed it
into the gaping hole where the animal's sex organs should have been. "If
there

was any blood left in this animl, we wuld see sone evidence of it now " he
said grimy.

Huf f -man said as he



"Not a drop," Mac affirnmed.
"No footprints, other than ours,"” Human said, nmotioning to the ground around
hi m

Laura peeked her head out from behind the camera and added, "No apparent

si gns

of a struggle."

"It's like it was just dropped out of the sky,’
over head

at the expanse of cloudl ess blue sky.

"It's deliberate, that's for sure," Huffman announced sonberly, as he put his
kni fe back in his pocket.

"What do you nean, deliberate?" Mac asked.

"Well, if | wanted to scare people or make them spooked, this is one heck of
a

way to do it." Huffnman stood back up on his feet and then kicked the carcass.
"Whoever is doing this is just rubbing our noses in it. Saying to us, " Hey,
we

can do whatever we want, and you cant do a thing about it.

Mac said as he | ooked

"It's the devil!" Bob called out.

"I"'mnot sure what it is, Bob," Huffman answered. "Truth is, |I'mnot sure
want

to know "

Mac bent down and exam ned the carcass. Being a reporter, he had been to the
norgue and seen his share of corpses. But this was different. He turned to
Huf f man and said, "Wy go through all the trouble of joining two cows

t oget her

and then do this to then®"

Huf f man shook his head. "Beats ne."

"Are you sure it's not a hoax of some kind?" Mac asked.

"We're going to do further tests on the aninmal, but fromwhat | can determ ne
the cow was alive before it was nutilated," Huffnman said.

“And no one knows about this?" Laura asked.

"I can keep things pretty quiet out here, but once we get the animal into

t own

there's no telling what is going to happen.™

Mac turned to Laura. "What if they' re using the blood for the incubation of
t he

hybrids, like Dr. Elisha suspects?"

Laura stopped the canmera and said, "It's a strong possibility, and leaving it
here like this sends us a nessage, and it's an om nous one."

"Yeah, |ike Sheriff Huffman says, they're just rubbing our noses init," Mc
agr eed.

"My nen won't touch it," Alfredo called out.

"The coyotes don't even bother it and they'll eat anything, " Bob added.
"It's the Chupacabras," Al fredo said, and he munbl ed sonething in Spanish to
hi s

brother. They turned and wal ked back down the dry creek bed.

"You need to get anything else?" Huffiiian asked.

"Yeah, let ne take some still shots with the canera,” Laura answered. She
went

over to her bag, put the video away, and brought out her N kon

"I can't get over the way it's been joined together. It's a precise surgica
operation," Mac said, as Laura began to take sone cl ose-ups of where the

ani ma

was joi ned at the neck.

"But the coring into the aninmal and renoving its organs is no |ess

ast oni shing, "

Laura added.

"I"ve seen nore than two dozen nutilations and | still can't get used to it,"
Huf f man agr eed.



Laura snapped anot her picture. "Makes ne nervous, " she added.

Mac | ooked at the carcass one last tinme then went and stood by Laura's canera
bag. Laura took a final shot, joined Mac, and put the canera away.

"Lets get out of here," Mac said. "This place feels evil." Huffnman | ooked at

Mac
curiously and asked, "You feel it too, don't you?"
Mac searched his eyes and saw that the man was sincere. "Yeah, | feel it." He

recalled the way he felt down in the under-ground base when the alien had

| ooked

at him

They wal ked qui ckly back down the dry creek bed and clinbed the enbankment.
The

Parras brothers were already sitting in their jeep, anxious to | eave. Mac and
Laura clinbed in while Alfredo fired the engine.

Julio had turned his jeep around so it faced the sanme direction that they had
cone from Huffman clinbed into the front seat next to him Julio then drove
over and stopped so that he was directly across from Mac. He stared at him
with

searching, dark brown eyes and said one word

" Chupacabra! "

Then he gassed the jeep and drove away.

36

Mac and Laura sat in front of Sheriff Huffrman's desk. They scrutinized a
sel ection of docunents and files that he had spread out for their review al
dealing with the burgeoni ng phenonena of cattle mutilations. There were
pictures, reports, signed affidavits, and a list of names and dates
corresponding to each file.

Al t hough Huf f man may have been the sheriff of a small town, he took his job
very

seriously. The man had a passion for details.

"Look at this," Huffman said as he pointed toward the wall at a map of the
surroundi ng area. "These col ored pins show where each mutil ati on was found.
They' re numbered, so they correspond with the files you' re |ooking at."

"I's there a discernable pattern?" Laura asked.

Huf f man shook his head and noved his hand around the perineter of the nap.
"No,

not really, not that I can make out anyway. They seemto be random
occurrences. "

"You're very thorough," Mac said. "Can | get a copy of this? | can use it in
t he

article.”

"Sure thing," Huff man replied, and he opened a drawer in his desk, pulled out
a

file, and thunbed through it. He handed Mac a smaller version of the map.
"I've

even tal ked to other |aw enforcement officials in neighboring states,
especial ly

New Mexi co, about mutilations in their jurisdiction."

"Any luck in finding a common |ink?" Laura asked.

Rubbi ng his jaw, Huffman went back to the big map. "The only link seens to be
in

the actual nutilation itself. The cattle are left wi thout any blood in the
carcass. There's also a sinilarity in the organs which are taken. But of

cour se



the one we just came fromis a first."

"What are the simlarities of the organs that are extracted?" Mc asked.
Huf f man | ooked out his office wi ndow at the expanse of range that stretched
for

mles and all owed his eyes to wander for a nonent. He | ooked at Mac and

st at ed,

"Mostly the sex organs, eyes, and tongues."

"You know, the draining of blood mght be used in the reproduction of the
hybrids," Mc of fered.

"Hybri ds? You nmentioned that earlier," Huffman responded.

Laura set one of the photos back on the desk and said, "In the course of our
i nvestigati on we have devel oped a theory that this phenonena m ght be caused
by

extraterrestrial involvenment. And that the harvesting of blood and organs

m ght

be used in sone sort of crossbreeding between the aliens and us. A hybrid."
Huf f man pal ed. "Extraterrestrials? Breeding with hunmans?" H s face grew dark
"It's downright evil!"

"Why do you say that?" Mac asked and shot a knowi ng gl ance at Laura.

"Well ... I'll tell you. | usually make it a point not to m x my persona
beliefs with ny job, but with this cattle nutilation thing ... well, it goes
agai nst the grain of everything | believe in!"

"Ch, and what's that?" Laura probed.

"Well, like nost folks around here, I'ma God-fearing man, and | think what's
happeni ng out there on the range is fromhell itself." Huffman wal ked over to
the worn wooden chair behind his desk and sat down. "M ss Nathan, | believe
al |

these cattle being torn up is the result of sone sort of super-natura
occurrence. I'mnot saying | can prove it, mnd you. But | find it funny that
al nost every rancher who finds one of these nutilations on his ranch first
attributes it to sone sort of Satanic cult. Heck, the FBI was even called in
to

try to infiltrate it, in order to find out who was responsi ble. You know what
t hey found?" Huffnman paused and | ooked at them "Nothin'. There wasn't any
Satanic cult, didn't exist .. . but a lot of folks reported seeing strange
lights, or what you'd call UFGs, just before a mutilation occurred. Well, al
this got ne thinking ... naybe it's old Sl ew Foot hinself. One thing is for
certain, | don't see nothin' good coming fromall of this."

Laura crossed her legs, grinned, and asked, "Wo's old Sl ew Foot ?"

Huf f man chuckl ed. "Sorry, that's a nicknanme around here for the Devil."
"Ch." Laura gl anced at Mac.

Huf fman ran his fingers on the edge of his worn horse-shoe belt buckle, then
continued quietly, "I"'ma sinple man. |'ve seen a lot of bad things in ny
twenty-odd years in law enforcenment. |'ve also kept up with big-city crine,
serial killers, and such. People can surely do sone horrible things. But I
got

to tell you, this is right up there with the strangest of 'emin ny book
Cal |

it what you like, Chupacabra or what-ever, but | think it's just plain evil."
Laura picked up another one of the pictures and exam ned it. There was

sil ence

in the room

Mac cleared his throat. "Renenber when you asked nme if | felt it, when we
wer e

at the nutilation site?"

Huf f man nodded.

"Well, | did feel it ... the presence of evil. | know it sounds weird. But I
felt it."
Huf f man stared at Mac and nodded slowy. "I used to think | was inmagining it

too, until the ranchers told me that the coyotes didn't bother the carcasses.



I

figured they were scared of sonething. Sonething that |ingers around the dead
animal . "

"It mght be sone sort of |ingering gas associated with the technol ogy used
in

the surgery itself,"'
"Anyt hing's possible, | suppose.
don't

agree. \Wen we were out there looking at it ... what was it you said to ne?
You

put into words what |'ve been feeling every time | go out to one of those ..
there is a lingering presence of evil."

Mac picked up another picture fromHuffrman's desk. It showed a bl oated cow
whose

stomach had been surgically cored out. He threw it down on the desk. "You
know,

it's funny."

"How s that?" Huffrman asked.

Mac | eaned forward in his chair. "You know the way the novies portray these
aliens. Friendly guys like E.T. or the benign overlords in C ose Encounters.
Al

you have to do is look at one of these pictures and that whol e scenari o goes
ri ght down the tubes.”

Silence again for a noment, then Huffman let out a sigh. "Well ... |I'm

anxi ous

to read your story. It seenms |like you got a good |line on where you're going
with

all of this. By the way, I'Il make sure none of this | eaks to the nedia unti
your article cones out."

"Thanks, | appreciate that," Mac said.

Huf f man gat hered sone of the material in a pile on his desk, then slapped his
thighs with the palnms of his hands and rose fromhis chair. "I suppose we
better

be getting you fol ks back to your plane."

Laura smiled at Mac. "Yeah, a good idea, he's got a dead-line to neet."
"Always a deadline,"” Mac agreed.

Fifteen mnutes later the sheriff dropped themoff at the landing field.

Laura suggest ed.
" Huf f man shook his head slowy. "But I

St andi ng near their plane, he shook their hands. "Well, it's been good
wor Ki ng

with both of you," Huffman said.

"Li kewi se," Mac replied.

"Thank you for your time, Sheriff. You ve been a real help to us and because
of

that, M. MacKenzie has a good foundation for his story," Laura added.

"Well, I"'monly glad I could help you folks out,"” Huffrman replied. "Mybe if
others read about sone of this, sonebody mi ght be able to figure out what the
heck' s going on."

They transferred their gear to the aft section of the plane, and Laura

f ast ened

it down with the bungee cords. Mac reluctantly boarded, fastened his seat
bel t,

and wondered woefully if he'd be made privy to nore aeronautical tricks on

t he

way back.

He | ooked out his wi ndow and saw Huf fman gazing in the direction from where

t hey

had come. Then Mac saw a dark car speeding down the road toward the airfield.
"Hey, Laura, take a |ook," he said, and nodded toward the car

Laura was busy checki ng the gauges and fuel |evels, but she stole a quick

gl ance



out the wi ndow.

"Maybe it's the Parras brothers,
punch i st.

"No, it's not them at least | don't think it is,” Mac mum bl ed. He watched
as

the car turned toward the landing field and stopped on the road directly

acr oss

fromHuf fman's car a short di stance away.

The sheriff | ooked at Mac with an expression that said "beats me" and headed
over to the parked car.

"Who is it?" Laura asked, as she started the engine and the propeller whirled
to

life.

"I don't know," Mac yelled over the noise.

Laura throttled the plane and taxied slowy toward the end of the field.

Mac | eaned forward to get a glinpse of Huffman. He was a half dozen feet away
fromthe car when a tinted wi ndow opened. Mac saw the barrel of a gun
protrude

fromit and al nost sinmultaneously a small gray puff of snoke. Huffman reached
down and pawed at sonething. Mac saw a thin wire that led from Huf f man' s body
back to the gun. Suddenly Huff-man's body went into a spasm and shook
violently,

then coll apsed to the side on the dirt.

"Laura!" Mac cried. "Sonebody shot Huffman!"

"What ?" She | ooked at Mac, then over to where Huffrman had left his car. "I
don't—=

"There!" Mac yelled. "Over by that other car. It's like he was el ectrocuted.”
Laura screaned, "Ch no! Ch no! They've shot him"

"They're coming this way!" Mac yelled as he saw the rear end of the car slide
and tires snoke as the driver accelerated. "W've got to get out of here!"
Laura

yel | ed.

"We just can't |eave Huf frman!" Mac prot est ed.

"He's just stunned. Didn't you see the wire? It's a taser. They used a taser
on

him" she screaned as she slanmed the throttle down. The pl ane | urched
violently

forward.

"What ?" Mac shout ed.

"He'll be all right," she yelled, as she reached the end of the field. She
eased

off the throttle, spun the plane around, then slapped the throttle down again
and started to take off.

The dark car fishtailed onto the field spewing a cloud of dust and dirt

behi nd

it as it raced for the plane.

"We're not going to nmake it!" Mac shouted as he watched the car gain on them
"Come on!" Laura pl eaded.

The car swerved toward the plane and nearly smashed into it.

"They' re comi ng again!" Mac yell ed.

The car closed in on them W©Mac could see two nmen. The guy in the passenger
seat

| eaned out of the wi ndow and over the roof of the car and aimed a gun at him
To

Mac's horror he realized it was the sane guy that had punched him at the
air-port ... the guy with the pinky rings.

"They're going to shoot us!" he yelled.

Then everything sl owed down, and he felt the inward hand on him Is this
God' s

Spirit touching nme again, now, while this is happening?

she offered and returned to her pre-takeoff



Hs fear fell away and he knew that sonehow they were going to make it out of
this. Help us ... Jesus, help us now, he prayed.

Then everything expl oded again. He heard a shot fromthe gun and a bull et
tore

into the cockpit close to his head.

"W don't have enough speed!" Laura screaned. "He's going to ramus!"

She noved the plane toward the car and at the | ast second yanked back on the
stick. The plane lurched into the air for just a nonment. The car slid

under neat h

it. Laura pushed the stick away from her and brought the plane down. One of

t he

pl ane's | andi ng wheels hit the windshield and it expl oded i nward, covering

t he

two nen inside with gl ass.

She pul | ed back on the stick and the plane hopped off the car and | anded back
on

the dirt, bounced once, and started to gain nomentum

"They've |l ost control!" Mac shouted, as he | ooked behind himand saw t he car
skid to a stop in the mddle of the field. "Come on! Cone on!" Laura coaxed,
as

t he pl ane accel erat ed.

"They're getting out of the car!" Mac yelled. "They're going to shoot!"

"Conme on ..."

"Laura!" Mac shouted. "He's aimng at us!"”

Laura yanked the stick back. The plane sprang into the air and quickly gained
altitude. She banked it to the left away fromthe field.

"Ww That was amazing!" Mac yell ed and sl apped his thigh

"Thanks ... we were lucky," she said. "W didn't have enough speed to hop
into

the air like that."

"What do you nean?"

Mac noticed her hands shake as she wi ped a wisp of hair fromher eyes. "I
know

nmy plane, and we didn't have enough speed to |ift off the ground like that

it was |like something picked us up at the |ast nmonent "

Mac sat very still and realized that something incredible had happened. It's
not

coi nci dence, he told hinself. He was here and | prayed and he helped us ... |
know it. He | ooked back at the two men standing in the field. They were far
away, out of range for a handgun. "l know one of those guys."

"Yeah?" Laura asked.

"The guy that shot Huffnman is the sane guy who roughed ne up at the airport.
How

could he possibly know I was out here?" Mac asked.

"I don't know," Laura replied. "Only five of us knew where we were goi ng. But
they coul d have found us by checking our flight log at the airport, in Santa
Moni ca. "

"Yeah, but they would have had to know we were flying, and as you just said,
Ui, Cranston, Nathan, the sheriff, and the two of us were the only people
who

knew we were going to fly out here.”

"They coul d have been nmonitoring our radio," she said. Mac frowned and said,
"Yeah, | suppose, these guys seemto pop up everywhere ... and at the nost

i nopportune times." "Yeah," she agreed. "But what do we do now?"

Mac thought for a second, then said, "W fly directly to Paso Robles. To the
vi neyard. "

Laura pondered that for a moment. "Ckay. At least it's a plan. But I'll have
to

put down to refuel sonewhere en route. One nore thing . . . |Is there a place



to

| and near the vineyard?"

"I don't know," Mac replied, and he racked his brain trying to remenber what
t he

terrain was |ike around Maggie's vineyard. "I think there's a field nearby.
Coul d you | and there?"

"I's it planted with anythi ng?" she asked.

"No." Mac shook his head. "I seemto remenber that nost of the tine it lies
fallow. Do you think you could | and there?"
She nodded. "I can put this plane down just about any-where." And she wi ggl ed

t he wi ngs.

He ignored her antics and his thoughts turned to the wounded sheriff. "Do you
think Huf fman i s okay?" he asked.

Laura bit her lower lip. Wth a worried expression on her face she answered,
"They could have killed himif they had wanted to. But they used a taser. It
served their purpose though. It got Huf frman out of their way."

"Yeah. But out of whose way?" Mac asked.

"Probably the same people who abducted ny father. The same people who are

l'i nked

to the alien agenda and want to help carry it out."

"Your father's right about sonething—there's always another layer . . ." He
closed his eyes and offered a quick prayer for Huffman. Openi ng t hem agai n,
he

saw the bullet hole in the w ndow

"That was too close,"” he said, putting his finger in the hole.

"Yeah. Hey, there are some rags under the seat. Grab one and stuff it into

t he

hol e. "

Mac found the rag and worked an end of it into the hole. "Did you really nean
it

when you said that your plane didn't have enough speed to get airborne?" Mac
asked.

She nodded. "Yeah, that was really weird. It's like we hit a sudden updraft
from

nowhere. |'ve never experienced any-thing like it before.™

Mac |istened and kept his feelings to hinmself, unsure of howto respond to
what

he knew had happened. Once again he needed to call Elisha and hear what the
old

man woul d say.

"You said you had to land to refuel ?" Mac asked.

She nodded. "There's an abandoned Air Force base ... George Field. It'll be a
good place to land because it's an uncontrolled field."

"What do you nmean?" Mac asked, taking particular dislike to the word
uncontrol | ed.

"You know how airports have a control tower?"

"Yeah. "

"Well, George Field has a tower, but it's unmanned. Nobody is controlling the
air traffic comng and going, so all we have to do is announce ourselves on
radi o just before we land."

"Planes flying around without a traffic controller. Is there anyplace el se
saf er ?"

"Not hi ng cl ose enough." She noticed his consternation and said, "Don't worry,
it's safe. Honest."

"How far is Ceorge Field?"

She | ooked at the low hills she was flying over, got her nental bearings, and
answered him "Maybe an hour . . . alittle nore perhaps.”

They continued to tal k about the guy with the pinky rings that had shot
Huf f man



with the taser and al so taken a shot at them It was obvi ous he was shadow ng
Mac. Mac figured he was the guy who trashed his apartment while he was away
in

| srael.

"Who do you think the guy works for?" Mac asked.

"I"'mnot certain, but like | said earlier, there are people who want to be
part

of the alien agenda. They're commtted to it."

"Your dad briefed Ui and ne about certain rogue el enents of the governnent
bei ng i nvol ved. "

"Yeah, but he's never confided in ne as to the specifics. But | know this,

t hat

very powerful people want the alien technology. My father said it was the
reason

we won the cold war."

"Alien technol ogy?" Mac asked incredul ously.

"I"'monly repeating what he told me, but yeah. W had the alien technol ogy,
some

of it recovered fromRoswell, and the Russians didn't."

"Why us and not the Russians? "

"Dad said at the tinme in 1947, we had the bonb and they didn't."

"That's it?"

She nodded. "Yeah, we were contacted because we were the nost powerful nation
on

earth.”

Mac rolled his eyes. "Incredible."

"Yeah, if it's true ... but something el se happened. My father along with
ot hers

cane to believe in the very real threat of an alien invasion."

"Layers of deception," Mac said.

"Yeah," she repeated, "deception."

Mac nodded. "You know, | renenmber something President Reagan said, in a speech

He used that sanme scenario. That the threat of an alien invasion would
unite
the countries of the world . . . that we would drop our petty differences and
bond together to fight a conmon eneny."
"I know the one. Daddy has it on video tape."
"So Reagan knew about the possibility of invasion?"
"Yes, he was aware of it. He gave that speech you nentioned at the United
Nations . . . just read between the lines." "But what about guys |ike Pinky
Ri ngs? "
She shrugged. "Who knows? Sone peopl e want power and feel that if they side
with
the aliens they'll get it."
"Your father thinks—=
"I hope he's all right,"” she interrupted.

"Your dad?"

She nodded and took a deep breath. "Yeah, | know he can take care of hinself,
but without the pain medicine ..."

"I'"'mwondering the same about ny kids. | hope Uri got there by now. "

"We'|l call as soon as we set down." She | ooked out her side wi ndow "Hey,
we're

al nost at George Field."

In the distance Mac could see a huge landing strip. At least it's not dirt,
he

t hought with sone confort.

Laura banked the plane and started a gradual descent. She | ooked out of the
cockpit in all directions as she got closer to the airstrip.

"There's a biplane at nine o' clock and a snall jet at eleven. O her than



t hose

two aircraft, | don't have any other visuals."
Mac confirmed the two aircraft she had spotted. "Yeah," he said, "I see
them'

Laura descended | ower and cut the speed. She flew just on the outskirts of

t he

airstrip and | ooked for a good place to put the plane down.

"Over there's a hangar. It's open and | see a fuel truck. Let's head for it,"
she said.

Mac nodded, spotted the truck, and held onto his seat as Laura banked the

pl ane

and circled. She radi oed her position, then came in lowto the runway and
made

anot her perfect |anding. Mac hardly felt the transition

"Ni ce! Thank you," he said gratefully.

She flashed a snile and then taxi ed the plane near the entrance to the
hangar .

"Well, let's gas her up, she said, and shut the engine off. The propeller
whirled a few nore seconds, then cane to a halt.

Mac reached behind him | oosened the bungee cord, and got the | aptop. They
clinmbed out of the plane and wal ked toward the hangar

Laura untied her hair and shook it out with several tosses of her head. Her

I ong, silky brown | ocks spread |like a dark fan across her back. Mac | ooked at
her admiringly. Their eyes net for a noment. There was a poi ghant silence as
t hey wal ked toward the hangar.

Mac felt a mixture of enotions. He wanted to say sone-thing to her to take

t he

first step and was about to when she suddenly called out, "Can we buy any

f uel

her e?"

The nmonent was | ost.

Mac redirected his attention to a nechanic on a nmetal scaffold who was bent
over

t he engine of a small plane.

A mddl e-aged man lifted his grease-snudged head, squinted through heavy-Iens
gl asses, then answered, "Sure thing. 1'll be right with you." He clinbed down
of f the scaffolding and took an oil-stained rag fromthe back pocket of his
coveralls and wiped his hands on it as he canme over to where Laura and Mac
wai t ed.

"That your Decathl on?" he asked and nodded toward the pl ane.

"Yes, it is," Laura answered proudly.

"Nice wings. I'll bring the truck around. Cash or card?" he asked as he
started

for the fuel truck.

"Cash," Laura answered. "Is there a phone we can use here?"

"Yeah, it's in the office. If you're calling | ong di stance be sure you use a
calling card," he shouted over his shoul der as he turned the corner of the
bui I di ng.

Laura pointed toward an office that protruded fromthe wall of the buil ding.
I't

was encl osed on three sides with dirty, grease-smudged w ndows.

"I"'mgoing to see if | can get a hold of Maggie," Mac said as they entered

t he

cluttered office. He dialed Maggi e's nunber and waited. After ten rings he
gave

up. "No answer."

Laura picked up on his anxiety. "Maybe Cranston and Ui noved themto a
hotel . "

Mac shrugged. "Maybe ... how |l ong before we can get there?"

Laura gl anced at her watch. "If we're lucky we can get there before sunset.”



Mac sighed. He took the |laptop out of its case and noved aside a stack of

i nvoices to allow a space for the computer. He unplugged the phone jack and
inserted it into the back of the I aptop

"I want to talk to Elisha," he said, as he accessed his nunber. He typed in a
greeting and waited for Elisha' s response. Nothing happened.

"He's not there," Mac said, and stared vacantly at the screen. "l guess we're
on
our own . " Laura answered softly.

"Yeah, but 1'Il bring himup to speed on what happened."

Mac typed in a quick nessage detailing the incident on the |anding field,

t hen

folded the laptop and put it back in the traveling case. He reconnected the
phone, and they left the office.

They wal ked back to Laura's plane. The fuel truck was al ongside of it and Mac
could hear the whir of the electric notor punping the fuel into the tanks of
t he

pl ane.

The nechani c | ooked up fromthe fuel gauge and said, "Another couple of

m nut es

and you're on your way."

"Great," Laura said.

"Where are you fol ks headed?" the nechani c asked.

"Paso ..." Mac began, but Laura cut himoff and answered quickly.

" Col or ado. "

"Denver?" he asked, as he topped off the tank, turned off the punp switch,
and

jiggled the nozzle so that the last few drops of fuel dribbled into the tank
"Yep," Laura said.

"Kind of tricky landing there in the dark?" he probed. "I've | anded there
before.” She snmiled and asked, "How rmuch do | owe you?"

The man | ooked at the fuel tank gauge. "Make it forty-two even.”

Laura paid for the fuel and thanked him

Five minutes later they were airborne.
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Dr. Elisha BenHassen made his way slowy toward the Via Dol orosa. He stopped
at

an anci ent house, which over-Ilooked the Way of the Cross, and waited.

It was twilight and the streets of Jerusalemwere grow ng quiet as the heat
of

the day mercifully began to subside. As he | eaned agai nst the whitewashed

st one,

he could snell fresh garlic and olive oil fromthe evening neals being

pr epar ed

i n houses throughout the old city.

El i sha was anxi ous.

He had never spoken to the nan he waited for, and so when a few hours ago the
message had come over his conmputer to nmeet with him he was stunned.

Now here he was at the place he had been instructed to go.

His mind turned for a noment to MacKenzie. Protect him Lord. Watch over him
G ve himthe power of your Spirit. Strengthen his m nd and keep his heart

st eadf ast . .

El i sha sighed Iike a worried father and | ooked around.

A group of tourists were starting up the Via Dol orosa. A vendor pushed his
cart

wearily while two teenage girls giggled as they wal ked quickly by. A young



Jewi sh man with ayarnul ke and prayer shawl draped around his shoul ders
munbl ed

prayers on the other side of the street.

What will he | ook |ike? Elisha wondered.

Hs mind turned to MacKenzie again. Shelter him Lord, under a rock that is
m ghtier than hinself. Gve himw sdom Let himlearn to rely on you and not
hi s

own strength. As he goes through the valley of the shadow of death, be his
protector. Strengthen himand draw himto you, Al mighty Lord .

In the distance a |one figure appeared.

El i sha knew instinctively that this was the man he waited

He watched as the man drew nearer. The man wal ked under a street |anp, and
Elisha was able to get his first ook at him He was stout of build with

br oad

shoul ders and short sturdy |legs. A great nane of white hair, conbed straight
back from his forehead, hung al most to his shoulders and contrasted with his
deeply tanned, weathered face.

But then he | ooked at the eyes. Even fromthat distance they drew his
attention.

Deep blue like the ocean. They | ooked right at him a piercing | ook of bold
assurance.

The man wal ked up to Elisha and stopped a few feet away from hi m

Elisha felt sonething powerful suddenly surround hi ma wave of peace that
preceded this nan.

"l am Johanen," the man introduced hinself.

"Eli sha BenHassen. It is an honor to neet the founder of the Spiral of Life
Vb

site.”

Johanen snil ed broadly and his eyes danced playfully as he | ooked at Elisha.
"Why have you come . . . why call nme?" Elisha asked. Johanen's face grew
serious. "You had a dreamthat he, MacKenzie, was conming to you."

El i sha was taken aback. "How ... how did you ..." Johanen smled know ngly.
"The

Spirit of the Living God whi spers many things. But of MacKenzi e-he has been
chosen to warn of the coming deception and to fight against it. You, Elisha,
are

to mentor himin the Way. | have come to strengthen you and to assure you
t hat
God knows of your work ... of your holiness ... and he is well pleased."”

El i sha was dunbstruck. He couldn't believe what he was hearing.

"Who are you?" he nanaged to ask

"A sojourner like yourself. Alittle old and sonetinmes weary, but always
r eady

to serve himwho is the Ancient of Days.
Elisha stared in bewi | dernment. Wthout warning, suddenly his cough erupted.
He

| eaned against the wall and braced hinself. H s chest heaved spasnodically as
he

tried to clear his lungs and give themair.

Johanen stepped closer and placed his hand over Elisha's chest. Elisha felt a
burni ng heat that emanated from his hand, then worked its way deeper into his
nmuscl es and bones. For the first time in over forty years, Elisha began to
breat he easier.

He was bei ng heal ed. He had heard about this, the rumor that this man Johanen

could heal . . . that miracl es happened when he was present.

He straightened up, tears welling in his eyes. "I can breathe . . . |ike when
I

was a young man . . . before the canps.”

He reached his arthritic hand out to thank this man. Johanen took it and then
gat hered Elisha's other hand and held the bony, twisted fingers firmy, then



cupped them between his own.

Again Elisha felt the warnth. He heard the bones in his fingers snap as they
began to straighten out. He felt the constant ache, which for years he had
nunbed with aspirin, lessen until all the pain was gone.

Johanen slowy rel eased his hands. Elisha held themup and stared at them
Hs

fingers were straight. He flexed thema fewtines to make sure it was true.
"My God . . ." he whispered and began to fall to his knees.

Johanen reached out and grabbed himand pulled himupright again. "No, | ama
man |ike you. Gve God the glory. It is he who has heal ed you through his
Son,

Jesus, and his mghty Spirit."

El i sha nodded dunbly.

"Listen now, | haven't nuch time. | amin need el sewhere. You nust pray for
MacKenzi e and when he contacts you, you nust inpress upon himthat he use the
weapons of the Spirit to fight that which he will go against. You nust

i nstruct

him warn himthat the battle will take place in his mnd. Wat he goes

agai nst

will try to destroy himand others who are with him Remnd himthat God's
Spirit has gone before himto prepare a way. Tell himto be bold and strong
in

the Lord."

Johanen's eyes bl azed as he instructed Elisha, to the degree that Elisha
coul d

not look at themfor long. He turned away and gazed at the ground bel ow hi m
"Elisha,"” Johanen called softly, and he placed his hand upon Elisha's head.
"CGo

now, and may the peace of the Lord be with you, and may his Spirit guard your
heart."

Elisha's eyes were closed and he felt Johanen's hand | eave his head. Tears
streamed down his cheeks and gathered in his beard. He heard Johanen | eave.
Heard his feet wal k quickly, deliberately, back the way he had cone.

He breathed deeply, enjoying the air rushing unhanpered into his lungs. He
fol ded his hands on his chest and began to give prai se and thanksgi ving.
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The sun cast an orange enber glow on the low rolling coastal hills of Paso
Robl es, as it di pped behind the horizon

Mac studied Laura's aerial nmap book and tried to deter-mne where the fall ow
field was situated in relation to the vineyard. They had crisscrossed the
area

several times trying to find it.

"Are you sure that's it?" Laura asked inpatiently.

Mac held the map book in his hands, then turned it at an angle as he | ooked
out

the window. "Yeah, | think so . . . It just looks really different fromup
here," he said.

"I'"ll do a flyby and you can see if you recogni ze anything.'
t he

pl ane and passed | ow over what | ooked |ike a vineyard.

"I think that's it," Mac said. "Yeah, | can see the farnmhouse and the barn

She maneuver ed

but it looks |ike nobody's hone."
"Maybe Uri and Cranston got them out of there," she offered.
Mac shrugged and said hopelessly, "I don't know | hope you're right."



"It's getting dark quickly. W've got to land soon or we'll have to go to a
conventional airport. Were's the field?" she pressed.

Mac | ooked out his window and tried to get his bearings. He saw the creek and
the I ong gravel driveway pass beneath him "I think it's over to our right on
the other side of the creek." He pointed out the w ndow.

"Let's hope you're right," Laura answered, and she banked the plane in the
direction Mac had pointed.

"I think | seeit . . . that's it, there!"

"I thought you said this land wasn't used. It's all planted! | can't land in
that," she protested.

"Are you sure?" Mac asked. "Let's get a closer |ook."

"Let me check it out," she said, and she cut the throttle and flew in |ow,
over

the cornfield.
"Look over there.’
t hat

runs next to a drainage ditch. It looks like it goes the length of the field.
I't

| ooks wi de enough. | mght be able to land on it ... depending on how high

t he

cornis.”

"What does that have to do with | anding?" Mac asked anxiously. "It's just a
cornfield.™

"If the cornis taller than the wing, it will rip it apart and cause

resi stance,

ri ght?"

Mac nodded

"And if there's no resistance on the other w ng because it's slicing through
t he

air uninpaired at eighty mles an hour, what do you think happens?"

"The plane flips?"

"Something like that ... how bad do you want to | and here?" she asked.
"How hi gh do you think the corn is?" he replied

"I don't know," she sighed. "Let's have another |ook."

She passed over the field again. "It might work," she admtted, and bit her
lower lip nervously. "I'"IIl try"

Mac | ooked at her, smiled, and gave her the thumbs-up sign, then held onto
hi s

seat belt.

Laura banked the plane and flewto the far end of the field. "The road | ooks
really rough!" she stated.

Mac | ooked nervously out the wi ndow and remai ned nute.

She turned the plane and eased it toward the earth.

The field grew closer and finally Mac could see the tassels crowning the tops
of

the corn stal ks.

The pl ane's wheel s touched the road.

Thunp!

Mac jerked his head toward the sound and asked, "Wat was that?"

"What you don't want to hear any nore of! A corn stalk hitting the wing!" she
yel | ed.

Mac heard a hissing sound as the wing passed just over the tops of the silky
tassel s, making themrustle.

Laura gui ded the plane along the service road, and struggled to keep the

Wi ngs

| evel .

Thunp!

"Ch no! It can't take too nmany of those!" she cried.

The pl ane careened down the service road with the corn-field on the left and
t he

She pointed out her wi ndow. "There's a dirt service road



drai nage ditch on the right.

It fell into a dip in the road, which nade it veer toward the drai nage ditch
"NOOO!" Laura yelled as she yanked the rudder over and braked as hard as she
could. The plane shuddered violently and rocked fromside to side. The
service

road narrowed at one point so that one of the wheels ran precariously al ong
t he

lip of the drainage ditch.

The plane slowed and finally stopped. Laura slunped back in her seat.

"Ni ce going!" Mac said softly and | ooked at her with adm ration

She |l et out a deep sigh. "Thanks."

"The house isn't far fromhere; if we run we can nake it in about ten

m nutes."

"\What about the gear?" Laura asked wearily.

"We'll get it later. All | want is to see if the kids are all right."

"Ckay, let's get going."

They clinmbed out of the plane, and Mac | ed the way down the | ast part of the
service road. They cane to the edge of the vineyard and were stopped by a
deer

fence—an ei ght-foot chain-1ink fence surrounding the entire vineyard to keep
out

the deer, rabbits, and other wild animals that woul d eat the grapes.

"We'|l have to clinb over it," he said, and he started to scranble up the

f ence.

Laura took a few steps back and then ran at the fence and junped. She | anded
with her feet first, then her hands, which nanaged to hold on to the

chai n-1ink

very near the top. She then clinbed up the rest of the way, swung her |eg
over,

and perched on top for a nmonment, then |launched herself off. She | anded

catli ke,

on the balls of her feet.

"Very nice!" Mac called. "Were you in the Marines?"

"Gymastics," she retorted and folded her arns in front of her as she waited
for

hi m

Mac cl anbered to the top of the fence, balanced hinsel f for a nonent, then
pushed off and | anded next to her. He | ooked around at the |ong rows of
trellised grapevines, got his bearings, and said, "This way." He set off at a
trot between the rows.

They came to the end of the row and Mac turned to the |left and headed down a
slight hill. They cane to the bottom and Mac recogni zed the spot.

"Over there," he said, panting now fromthe run. "The house is over there."
They ran down the road and canme to the backside of the barn. It was dark now
and

the silhouette of the old building looned in front of them

They ran around the side of it and followed the gravel driveway to the house.
"l don't see Cranston's car," Mac said.

"Maybe they were already here," Laura offered hopefully. "We'Il find out in a
m nute,” Mac said. The furrows deepened on his forehead.

They clinmbed the stairs to the front porch and got to the screen door. Mac
flung

it open and they ran in.

"Hel | 0? Maggi e? Sarah? Hello? Jereny? It's Dad! |Is anyone here?" he yelled as
they entered the foyer.

He flipped the light switch but found to his surprise that it didn't work.
"That's strange," he said, as he flicked the switch on and off a few tines.
"l

wonder why the power's off?"



Laura stepped into the living roomand tried to turn on a |lanp. "The power's
not

working in here either,'
t he

mental institution. The same thing happened.™”

Mac entered the living room "Wat, the power being off?"

"Yeah, right before that poor woman got sucked out the w ndow. "

Mac wal ked to the mantel pi ece where he grabbed a candl e and sone matches. He
it

the candle, then returned to Laura.

"Maggi e!" he yelled desperately.

A muffled voice came fromthe hallway.

"Maggi e!" Mac cal |l ed again.

He heard the cl oset door beneath the stairwell open. "Dad?" a voi ce answered
timdly.

"Jereny ... is that you?" Mac cried.

He rushed out of the living roomand went over to the stairwell.

He held out the candl e and saw a visibly shaken Maggi e, who held Sarah in her
arnms. Behind her Doris cradled Jeremy protectively. They all | ooked
terrified.

He knelt down and took themin his arms. "Maggie, what's going on?"

She | ooked at himwith wild, pleading eyes. "Sonething's out there."

"What? Cone on, let's go into the living room" he said, and he hel ped t hem
get

out of the closet.

Maggi e clutched Sarah to her as they wal ked into the hall-way.

"What are you afraid of ?" Mac asked, as he slipped his free hand around
Maggi e' s

wai st, somet hing he hadn't done since their divorce. He hel ped her into the
living room then gently eased her down onto the sofa. He knelt in front of
her

and asked softly, "Wat happened?"

Maggi e twisted a lock of her hair in her fingers. Tears streamed down her
face.

"I don't know ...
lights,

then the power went off ... and then .. . we heard strange noises ... soO we
hid."

"Dad, |'m scared," Jereny said.

Mac | ooked at his son and held his hands out to the boy. Jereny ran and
buri ed

his head in Mac's shoul der.

"Are you all right?" Mac asked gently.

"No, Dad, Momis right, something's out there ... some-thing weird."

"It was bright and it made the whole roomlight up," Sarah exclai med.

"Maggi e?" he asked, gently.

Maggi e | ooked at Laura then back to Mac and asked, "Wo is she?"

she said. "I don't like this ... it's just like at

she stanmered. "We saw sonething in the sky, bright

"She's helping ne with the investigation I'mon ... She's a pilot," Mac
answer ed.

"Ch," Maggie replied. "Wat are you doing here, Mac?" "I told you, you m ght
be

i n danger, right?"

She nodded.

"Didn't Cranston get in touch with you?"

"No. "

"He didn't call?"
"Theres sonething wong with the phone; it's been out all day."
"Dad?" Jeremny interrupted
"What ?" Mac answer ed.
"Something 's coming in here,

Jereny stammered and backed into his nother's



arns.

Suddenly the roomwas filled with a brilliant light, the source of which cane
from behi nd Mac.
"Ch ... Oh no. Not again," Laura yelled, as she snapped her head toward the
source of |ight.
As Mac turned he caught a glinpse of Maggie's face ... a mxture of awe,
wonder

and fear.

Then he saw it.

He gasped, for on the other side of the roomstood a tall,

magni fi cent - | ooki ng,

angel i c being. He had |l ong, shoul der-length blond hair and fierce, fiery
eyes.

The Iight seenmed to emanate fromhis very presence. He wore a |ong,
tunic-1ike

garment, which along with his hair swayed slightly as if being blown by a

gentle

br eeze.

Mac was awestruck, frozen in a state of fear and wonder.

Thoughts cane at him... penetrating his mind ... but they were evil thoughts

and he knew that their source was fromthe shining intruder

What ' s happeni ng? he wondered. This is wong, how could sonething so
beauti f ul

do this? Isn't this an angel ? Coupled with those thoughts he suddenly felt

t he

same hatred toward himas he had experienced at the underground base.

He heard Laura munbl e sonething. Her voice seened like it came from anot her
room |t sounded hollow and distant. Mac's attention was transfixed. H's mind
seened | ocked in a whirl of horrible inmges that he was unable to shake or
alter. He heard Laura strain to speak

"Mac, do sonething.”

A wave of hatred cane at Mac, overwhelning his mnd. The force of it made him
stagger on his feet. Mac took a deep breath and managed to shout, "Leave

| eave us."

The room shook for a noment, alnost |ike an earthquake had hit it. The Iight
fromthe angel changed and grew dark and yet sonehow i nexplicably was stil
brilliantly white.

Mac wat ched in horror as the being changed shape. It was like it had been
clothed in a costune or a disguise, for it shed its benevol ent appearance.
What

floated at the far end of the roomwas waithlike, tall, and gray, with thin
spindly arms and legs. Its skin was scaly like a lizard. Its head was | arge
and

el ongated with two bl ack slanted eyes that glared with unrestrained rage and
hat e.

A voi ce exploded fromthe creature. "Who are you to address ne! You have

not hi ng

to do with ne." It extended one of its arns and pointed a clawike finger at
Laura. She was hurl ed against the wall behind her. She | ooked at the creature
and call ed out weakly, "Mac, kill it."

The creature raged. It snarled and spat something vile fromits nouth and

t hen

flew across the roomat her, claw ng at her head.

Laura covered her face and hollered for Mac. Maggie screanmed in terror and
hi d

the faces of her children in her bosom Doris clutched her chest, gasped, and
sl unped unconscious to the floor

Pandenoni um surrounded Mac as he stood up and tried to nove toward Laura to
hel p



her. Then it happened again. The hand of the Lord came upon hi m and
everyt hi ng

sl owed down. For a nonment the thoughts that the alien had put in his mnd
wer e

gone. He felt peace and assurance and then the thought, Your weapons are not
carnal ... trust in me for your strength.

Then everyt hing rushed back.

Maggi e and the children were scream ng. Laura was crying out, nearly
unconsci ous

now as the creature mauled her. It picked her up fromthe floor and pressed
itself against her, pinning her to the wall, where its clawike fingers cut
at

her clothes and fl esh.

Mac saw her scream once nore and then she passed out. Her head banged agai nst

the wall like a rag doll, fromthe force of the creature.
He forgot what he had just heard about his weapons not being carna
earthly

... of himself. Instead he grabbed a |lamp that was next to the couch and
hur| ed
it at the thing, trusting in his own strength.

The lanp slanmed into its back.

It screaned in rage, spun around, and glared at Mac.

Then a conmotion at the entrance of the living room He |ooked and saw ten or
SO0

small gray alien beings swarminto the room They cane toward him He grew

si ck

in his stomach and felt as though he would vomt.

Sone of them swarned toward Maggi e and the children. Mac changed directions
and

tried to reach Maggie. One of the small gray aliens grabbed Sarah and pull ed
her

from Maggi e.

"No!" Maggi e screaned and began to fight with the creature, wildly throw ng
punches at it with her closed fists.

O her grays swarmed over her. Two of them grabbed her while others |atched
onto

Jereny.

Both children were now unconsci ous and fl oated above the fl oor.

"No!" Mac yelled. He picked up the coffee table and was about to hurl it at

t he

new i ntruders when the creature that had pinned Laura turned and pointed its
finger at Mac. Mac was hurled through the air. Hs body sl amed agai nst the
wal |

with such force that the back of his head snashed a hole in the plaster. He
crunpled to the floor.

He t hought he heard the sound of a helicopter. O was it Maggi e scream ng? O
the children ..

He tried to fight the blackness which began to overtake him H s body grew
nunb

and he could no longer feel it. Then darkness closed in. He tried to pick his
head up, to remain in the here and now.

"Maggie!" His lips noved but no sound came fromthemas he tunbled into the
obl i vion of unconsci ousness.
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Mac heard voices in the distance as he hovered on the verge of consciousness.



He

felt something cool on his forehead. H s thoughts passed in abstract,
dream i ke

forms, a twisted junble of inages, people, and events surreally m xed

t oget her.
A cacophony of undefined noi ses rushed into his ears.
"MacKenzie, hello ... you hear nme?"

He slowy opened his eyes and saw Ui BenHassen sitting in front of him It
was

he who had pl aced the danp towel on Mac's forehead.

"Hey, Uri," Mac munbled as he tried to sit up. "Chh, ny head." He coll apsed
back

into the chair. As he did, his nmenory flooded with images of aliens and
scream ng wonen and chil dren

"Maggi e? Where's Maggi e?" he call ed out.

In spite of the pain he willed hinself to pick his head up. He was astoni shed
at

what net his eyes. He was in the living roomof Mggie' s nother's house. At

| east that was recognizable. But the place teemed with uniforned men in bl ack
junpsuits. They had set up what he assuned could only be a conmand base of
sone

sort. Couches, chairs, end tables, andother furnishings were bunched in a
heap

in one corner of the roomand replaced with an array of conmputers, naps,

radi os,

and ot her sophisticated equi pnent.

"What's all this?" He |looked at Ui for an explanation. Ui shook his head.
"You

know what ? You have been out for hours,"” he said.

Mac nodded grimy, closed his eyes, sorted through his thoughts, and tried to
remai n objective.

Ui continued, "This is the mlitary teamthat Roswell is connected to. They
found you next to the wall."

"And Maggi e? Where are the children? Were's Laura?" Mac pressed anxiously
and

grabbed the handrails of the chair and tried to Iift hinself. Pain expl oded
in

hi s head and he col |l apsed back in his seat.

Ui | ooked away, then cautiously said, "Maggie's with her nother. They have a
medi cal unit here. Laura's in shock, they have her upstairs ..."

"Yeah, okay, but what about the children?" Mac asked, |osing patience.

Ui stared at the floor. "They were taken."

"Ch no," Mac exclainmed, and he covered his face with his hands. "I thought for
a

nmonent that maybe | had dreaned that part.'’
"Taken where?"

Before Wi could answer, a bulldog of a man wearing a bl ack beret and a
speci al

insignia wal ked into the room He glanced in Mac's direction, noticed he was
consci ous, and strode vigorously toward him

"M . MacKenzie," he addressed Mac in a way that exuded authority. "I'm

Col one

Austin. How s that nasty bunp on the back of your head? | had one of our
nmedi ca

teamlook at it. G ad you re okay." He patted Mac's shoul der

"Yeah, thanks, but where are ny children?" Mac asked.

H s stomach knotted as he asked,

Austin glanced at Uri then back at Mac and said, "M . MacKenzie, | believe
your
chil dren have been taken to an underground base in the Nevada desert ... the

same base where Ceneral Nathan is being held. W' ve been nonitoring it



constantly." He gestured toward the nen and equi prent in the room

"The alien base?" Mac groaned. Hi s worst fears had cone true.

Austin | ooked himsquarely in the eyes and said with confidence, "M.
MacKenzi e,

we are going to do everything in our power to get your children out of there
as

soon as possible.”

Mac touched the back of his head gingerly, then turned to Ui and asked, "Wy
weren't you here earlier? Maybe you coul d have hel ped us."

Austin responded crisply, "I'lIl answer that, M. MacKenzie. | had orders to
bring you, BenHassen, and Nathan's daughter in. W discovered that you and
Laura

had flown to Arizona, so we sent a teamof nmen to intercept you there.
Unfortunately, you had left only m nutes before our teamarrived. W did,
however, manage to apprehend the two nen that we assuned assaulted you on the
landing field. And we al so attended to the wounded police officer."

"Then Sheriff Huffman's all right?" Mac asked, relieved that at |east Huffnman
was saf e.

"He'll be fine," Austin assured him "It's nmy fault that we didn't get here
sooner. W had orders to intercept BenHassen and Cranston. Bring themin for
their own safety.”

"We didn't know what was happening!" Ui added.

Austin grinned at Uri. "He was ready to fight four Air Force helicopters with
hi s handgun. It was only after we were able to relay specific details about
hi s

grandf at her and General Nathan that he accepted we were on the sane team"
Mac saw Maggi e enter the room Her face was tear-stained and she | ooked

dr ai ned

and broken. Mac struggled up fromthe chair. He felt |ightheaded and swayed
on

his feet. Ui reached out and steadied him

"Maggi e?" he called tentatively.

He saw her |ip quiver, but she stood notionless. Mac took a couple of steps
toward her; the spell was broken. She ran to neet him and they enbraced. Mac
hel d her tightly, caressing her head with his hand.

"They' ve taken the children . . . Wat were those horrible creatures?" she
cried.

"Shh," Mac whi spered gently, "it's not like with Art, Maggie, we won t | ose

t he

children this time. I won't let it happen, | prom se you." Mac realized he
was

reassuring hinself as much as he was Maggi e. For a nonent he was overwhel ned,
i ke when he had watched the failed operation of his ol dest son. As he held
Maggi e he closed his eyes and prayed for help ... sonmething he hadn't done in
t he operating roomyears ago.

Finally Mac | ooked up at Austin. "Wy didn't you get here sooner?"

Austin cleared his throat. "After we picked up Ui and Cranston, our orders
wer e

to rendezvous at a prearranged site and proceed with our operative to secure
t he

base. Ui was adamant about us coming here first. If it hadn't been for his
constant persuasion and refusal to go anywhere el se, we wouldn't be here at
all.

I only wish it hadn't taken so long to clarify the switch in orders.™

Maggi e pi cked her head up from Mac's shoul der. "Col onel Austin, can you get
ny

chil dren back?"

Austin cl asped his hands behind his back, his face solem. "Ms. MacKenzie, |
can assure you that all the man-power and every piece of equipnment at ny

di sposal will be used to rescue your children. You have my word on that."



"Col onel Austin, sir?" someone called fromthe front porch

Austin | ooked at Maggie. "WIIl you excuse nme?" Wthout waiting for a reply he
spun on his heel and headed out the front door

Mac | ooked out the | arge bay wi ndow and saw Austin approach a group of black
heli copters on the front lawn. The entire area was lit up by two spotlights
powered by portable generators. He watched as Austin began to talk to a
cluster

of men that were gathered around one of the choppers.

"He's a good soldier,"” Ui said, with a | ook of approval. "I'mthinking we're
lucky he's on our side." Mac saw the confusion on Maggi e's face and said by
way

of introduction, "This is Ui BenHassen. | stayed at his house in Israe

he's a good judge of this sort of thing." Mac gently pulled Maggie toward him
and held her in his arms for a nonent. Then he eased away from her and said,
"ls

your nother okay? "

"They're not sure, but they think she suffered a mld stroke."

"lIs she awake?" he asked.

She shook her head. "No, they gave her something. She's sleeping. Mac, who
are

t hese peopl e?"

Mac rubbed the back of his head, then gently touched the [unp protruding from
his skull. "It's a long story, Mggie." He sighed, then asked, "Were's
Cranst on?"

"I don't know. | think he's in the kitchen," Maggi e said.

Their eyes | ocked together, and for what nay have been the first time in
years

they really | ooked at one another. Looked past the old hurts, past the drone
of

day-to-day routine, that through the sheer nonotony of repetition had slowy
desensitized themto the inportance each played in the other's life. It was
i ke

neeting one another for the first time and yet knowi ng the other intinmately
because of a nyriad of shared experiences. The crisis had renoved every trace
of

petty ego and fighting between them

To Mac's amazenent he found hinself leaning forward to kiss her. It was
nat ur al

fam liar. She raised her head up to neet him closed her eyes, and parted her
lips. Afterward, Maggie | eaned her head on Mac's shoul der and gave a little

si gh.
Mac thought of how nuch he had really nissed her. How nuch of life they had
shared together, how he wanted to be back with her . . . and his children. He

al so realized how stub-born he had been, and so self-centered. Everything he
everwanted in a woman was nestled in his arms, but it had taken all of this
to

bring them back toget her.

As he held her he saw Laura enter the room Her armwas in a sling and her
face

had several bandages on it. She still wore the sanme faded junpsuit, although
it

was ripped in several places.

She | ooked at Mac hol di ng Maggi e and managed a wan smile. The | ook reninded
Mac

of someone who graciously |oses a contest, but would have preferred anot her
out come or an endi ng other than the one presented.

Mac held Maggie tighter and wi nked at Laura.

"Maggie, | want you to neet one of the greatest pilots in the air today," Mac
said, as he let go of her.



"How woul d you know? You hate to fly!" Maggie retorted

"He's been a good passenger, even likes barrel rolls now " Laura said,
managi ng

a weary smile as she wal ked slowy over to them

Mac shook his head. "No nore barrel rolls, Laura. Maggie, you net her before
but =

"I know, | know, " Maggi e interrupted.

Laura reached out and the two wonen survivors enbraced. "Are you all right?"
Maggi e asked.

Laura bit her lower lip. "I'Il live, but I'll have nightmares the rest of ny
life."

"Me too," Maggi e agreed

"Col onel Austin will get the children back," Laura whispered.

Maggi e gave her head a few quick nods as she started to tear up again.
Mac grabbed her hand and pulled her to his side and held her

"Ui?" Mac said. "I need to get Elisha on the conputer, talk to hi mabout
what ' s

happened here."

Ui nodded. "It has been done already." He notioned to a portable al um num
tabl e

where a group of men sat monitoring information at the termnals. "He's
onl i ne,

very anxious to be talking with you."

"Did you tell him anything of what happened here?" Mac asked.

"Only what your wife ... oh, sorry," Ui said.

"It's okay, Uri," Mac assured him

"Only what Maggie told us," Ui concl uded.

"Did you tell himabout when the alien changed shape on us?"

Ui shook his head, then rubbed the dark stubble of beard and said, "No. That
you explain. You saw what happened."

Mac whi spered in Maggie's ear, "Why don't you and Laura | ook after your

not her ?"

He ki ssed her lightly on the forehead. "It's going to be okay,"
reassuringly.

"I believe you," she said, and took a few steps, |ooked at Mac one last tine,
then call ed, "Laura?"

Laura cane up next to her and grabbed her arm and the two wonen left the
room

Mac turned back to Ui. "He's online now?"

"Over here," Ui said, and he escorted Mac to the table where severa

conput ers

were. "This is M. MacKenzie," Ui said and introduced Mac to the soldier
operating one of the conputers. The man rose fromhis chair and offered it to
Mac.

The sol dier reached in front of Mac with one hand and punched in an access
code.

The screen cleared and the face of Dr. Elisha suddenly appeared on it.

"Dr. Elisha."” Mac exhaled with relief, and in spite of his own traumatized
state

he smiled broadly.

"Shal om shal om MacKenzie," Elisha greeted in return. Mac stared at Elisha's
face on the conputer and said, "You | ook great."

he said

El i sha laughed. "Yes, I'mfeeling better than | have in years, but Ui tells
ne

that you had an encounter and your children have been taken."

Mac's smile fell and he became grimfaced. "Yes ... and | wish the latter

weren't true."

"\What happened?" Elisha asked.

"Laura and | arrived at the house in the early evening. It was conpletely
dark—the lights wouldn't work. | discovered Maggi e, ny nother-in-law, and ny



t wo

children hiding in the closet under the staircase. Wat happened after was
terrifying." He paused and took a deep breath. "W were in the living room
and

nmy son, Jereny, screaned that sonething was coming into the room | saw

He paused and gathered his thoughts. "Well, it |ooked |ike an angel —hot t hat
|'ve ever seen one before—but it was breathtaking."
El i sha nodded slowy and then asked, "Wy did you think it was an angel ?"

Mac thought a nonent and said, "Good question. | guess | don't know what el se
to

call it."

"So what happened next?" Elisha asked.

"Well ... | told it to leave us ... pretty lame, huh? But the creature went

crazy. It suddenly changed shape. No, let ne rephrase that. It reverted to
what

| think is its true form"

"Li ke sheddi ng a disguise," Elisha suggested.

"Yeah, exactly. It screamed at ne, yelled it had nothing to do with ne. Then
it

poi nted toward Laura and she was hurled against the wall."

Elisha frowned. "I believe it was a fallen angel or denobn that you
encount er ed,
and | will not hesitate in using those terns interchangeably fromthis point

forward. You challenged it, at least you tried to, and it fought back
unl eashing its fury on you and everyone el se. The next time this happens—
"Wait, wait," Mac stammered, "what do you nean, the next tinme?"

Elisha was silent for a noment. "There will be a next tine, MacKenzie," he
spoke
softly. 'And when that tine cones you will be ready to take authority over

it."

"Aut hority?" Mac asked.

"There is a passage in Scripture that deals with an exorcism Briefly told, a
man i s possessed by a denobn. Seven brothers go and try to exorcise it. But

t he

denon taunts them and actually beats them and throws them out of the house.™
"Sounds sinilar to what happened here,"” Mac replied.

"Yes," Elisha agreed, "and when the next encounter hap-pens, you nust fight
with

t he weapons of the Spirit. You must command it in the name of Jesus to |eave
and

you rmust tell it to remain quiet. But there is sonething nore. In the story,
t he

denon gives us a clue as to why the men who came to exorcise it were

power| ess.

The denon says to them “Jesus | know and Paul, but you | do not!"

"What does that nean?" Mac asked.

"It neans that those seven brothers were not infused with the Spirit of the
Living God. And without that Spirit they were powerless. But you have God's
Spirit dwelling in you, Mac. You have the authority—you need to use it."

" How?"

Mac asked, dunbfounded.

El i sha grew passionate. "Wio you are in your flesh, Art MacKenzie, has no

power
or authority whatsoever ... but he that resides in you does. The Spirit of
t he

Living God. It is he who will fight for you."

"So | command it to |l eave in the name of Jesus and it will go?" Mac asked

i ncredul ously.
"It's not as sinple as that,'

Eli sha said. "The denon will project thoughts



into

your mind, he will forbid you to speak, choke your words, try to nmake you
utter

t hi ngs you woul d never say. He will try to terrify you. He will prey upon
your

fears—things you can't even imagine he will put into your nmnd." Elisha

| eaned

closer to the canmera and his face filled the screen. "MacKenzie, this will be
the hardest thing you will ever do in your life."

Mac turned and saw that Col onel Austin was next to himand was |istening
intently to the conversation. He glanced to his other side and saw Maggi e and
Laura standing in the foyer. The room had grown quiet, and Mac realized

t hat everyone's attention was riveted on what Dr. Elisha was saying.
"MacKenzie, | know you will overcone the Evil One. There are many who are
prayi ng for you, even now. Renenber these aliens are the fallen ones, denons.
They are unclean and can never again be in the presence of the Holy God. They

are evil, mal evolent, and dooned to eternal darkness! Drive them out,
MacKenzi e.
" The roomwas still with every eye turned on Mac. Mac gl anced at Maggi e. She

snmi |l ed at hi mand nodded encouragi ngly, although tears streaned down her

face.

El i sha continued, "Wat beings of any good would take two small children

agai nst

the will of their parents?" Silence in the room

El i sha began again and his voice rose and he shouted, "Wen you encounter the
denon again, conmand it by the power of the Living God to return to the

Abyss!"

Mac nodded

The tension in the roomwas broken as one of the soldiers called out to
Col onel

Austin. "Col onel, we have word that the doors at the end of the tunnel are
openi ng! "

Austin strode over to where the man sat at his ternminal. He | ooked at the
screen

where a satellite view showed the huge doors of the tunnel slowy beginning
to

open.

"Let's nove out!" Austin yelled. "Mve out! Proceed with Operation Mgic! |
repeat, Operation Magic is a go!"

Mac had never seen so nany people nove with deliberate precision. Equi prent
was

fol ded, packed, and noved fromthe living roomand onto the helicopters in
m nut es.

Mac went to Maggie and pulled her to his side. They stood in the foyer of the
house and watched the flurry of activity.

Austin was busy poring over a map with one of his pilots. He glanced up and
spotted Mac, finished his conversation, and wal ked over to him

"MacKenzie, | want you in ny chopper. Al of you, Ben-Hassen, and Laura if
she's
up to it."

"Wait a minute," Mggie protested, suddenly coming to life. "If you think I'm
going to stay behind winging nmy hands and crying into a handkerchief, you're
greatly mstaken! | carried those kids for nine nonths, and |'mgoing to be
there when we get them back." She stared defiantly at Austin.

Austin glared at her for a nonent, then his | ook softened and he asked, "Wo

will stay with your nother?"
Maggi e began in earnest, "Your medical people said she's stabilized. Besides,
t he anmbul ance will be here shortly, and one of your nen could stay with her

until they arrive—=
"I could do that!" a voice interrupted. It was Ji m Cranston



"How s that?" Austin replied.

"I"ll stay with her ... until the anbul ance arrives. Then | have a paper |

have

to get back to and run."

Mac couldn't believe what he was hearing. He | ooked at Cranston, trying to

figure out why he wanted to stay and miss the action, much | ess watch over an

ol der woman. |Is that fear in his face? he wondered.

"Al'l right!" Austin said. "I'll leave a radio with you, and | want you to

check

i n when the anbul ance arrives."

"CGot it," Cranston replied.

Maggi e went over to Cranston. "Thank you for staying with her. You' ve been

such

a big help to us." And she hugged him

Mac took Maggie's hand and | eft the house. Uri followed just behind and

assi st ed

Laur a.

Mac wal ked out onto the front porch and stopped. On the wooden decki ng of the

porch lay his daughter's book of David and Goliath. Mac reached down and

pi cked

it up. He opened it and in the light, powered fromthe generators, he saw the

picture on the next page of Goliath lying on the ground with David holding a

sword over the giant's head, ready to hack it off.

"What are you | ooking at?" Uri asked.

"Part of your history ... the offspring of the fallen angels ... the Nephilim
Coliath the giant."

Ui reached out and grabbed Mac by his arm "You know what? Seeing all this

has

made ne thinking that nmy grandfather is right

"About the aliens,"” Mic offered.

Ui nodded. "I'mthinking they mght just be what ny grandfather believes ..

evil ... but my mind is having still great trouble accepting this."

Mac | ooked at himand was about to reassure hi mwhen Col onel Austin booned,

"Let's nove out!" He waved themto the chopper he was about to board.

They ran over to the chopper. Its blades picked up speed, fanning the air in

wi de circles. Mac instinctively ducked and pull ed Maggie after him They

boar ded

t he chopper, and Austin notioned for themto buckle in along with ten other

nmen.

Ui and Laura sat toward the rear. One of the soldiers fitted all of them

with

hel mets that were equipped with internal headsets and nout hpi eces, which

enabl ed

themto listen and talk to Austin and one another over the whine of the jet

engi ne.

"We're about to take off! Hold on!" Austin yelled as he slipped his hel net

on.

He clinbed into the seat next to the pilot and gave the thunbs-up sign

Instantly four choppers rose fromthe ground, sending a cloud of dust and

debris

whi ch whirled nadly about the house, cyclone-like.

Power ful searchlights fromthe choppers swng wildly, illumnating the house
and

casting garish shadows over the vineyard. Suddenly they switched off,

pl ungi ng

the area into the natural darkness of the night.

Cranston shielded his eyes and hurried back into the foyer. He watched as the
sil houettes of the choppers grouped into a formati on and headed sout heast

t owar d

the direction of the secret base in Nevada.



Cranston waited until he couldn't hear the sound of the choppers.

This was nore than | ever bargained for, he thought.

He hesitated for a nonment, trying to figure out what to do. Wose side is
goi ng

to win? Who has the power and who will wield it in the future? he wondered.
He

took his cell phone fromhis jacket and stared at it. Finally he dialed a
nunber .

40

Four bl ack helicopters flewin tight formation | ow over the expanse of desert
near the Nevada and California border. Colonel Austin checked his watch and

t hen

| ooked at the digitally displayed |location grid on the chopper's contro
panel .

He adj usted his headset and barked an order into his nouthpiece. "We're to
rendezvous with the fuel trucks at checkpoint delta. Let's set 'em down and
do

it quick."

The choppers hovered for a moment and then descended onto an area that ground
forces had marked with flares. The choppers | anded on the dry desert floor
their propellers billow ng clouds of desert dust. As the bl ades sl owed, nen
swar ned over the choppers and began to refuel them

Austin was the first to | eave the chopper. He gave a thunbs-up to the
conmandi ng

sergeant of the ground forces, who snapped to attention and saluted Austin in
return. A voice crackled over his headset confirm ng that refueling had
begun.

Satisfied, he went to the cargo door of the chopper and clinbed into the hold
to

talk to MacKenzie. He found himholding his wife close to himw th both arns
wr apped around her.

He inspected the other nmen seated along the Iength of the aircraft.

" Ser geant,

take your men outside for a nonent and have them stretch their legs," he

or der ed.

"Yes, sir," the sergeant answered and repeated the orders to his nmen. A dozen
men shoul dering automati c weapons and outfitted with survival gear left the
rear

of the chopper.

Austin found a seat directly across from Mac and Maggie. He nmotioned to Laura
and Ui to nove up and join them

He took off his helnet. "MacKenzie, | have a question I'd like to throw at
you. "

Mac managed a weary snmile. "Fire away."

Maggi e opened her eyes but rerai ned wrapped in Mac's arns.

Austin took off his beret, revealing a bald head. He scratched it vigorously
and

asked, "Do you believe what Dr. BenHassen said about these aliens ... that

t hey

m ght be fallen angels or denpbns?"

"Yes, | do, Colonel, especially in light of ny firsthand encounter with one,"
Mac replied.

Austin frowned. He lowered his voice, then asked in a frustrated tone, "Then
how



am | supposed to fight thenf"
Mac | oosened the chin strap on his hel net and answered, "I'mnot so sure
nysel f

Bef ore you cane in | was praying for protection. And that we would have
t he
strength to fight when the time cones.”
"And how do you think we are to do that?" Austin grow ed. "One thing
| ear ned
fromnmy encounter, both at the base and at the vineyard, is that the denon—=
"Hold on," Austin growed, "I w sh you wouldn't call it that. It makes ny
skin
craw . "
"It is what it is," Mac replied, "and it's unsettling to think that's what
we're
goi ng up against. But the denbn can comunicate telepathically. It can put
t hought s inside our heads. He can try to force us to think about whatever he

wants us to. | found it overwhelming . . . terrifying."

"Who is what with all of this business?" Ui pointed to his helnet. "I don't
want to be thinking what sonething else is putting into ny head."

Mac | aughed grimy. "I know, Uri, it sounds |ike sonething fromthe Tw Iight
Zone, but it projected thoughts . . . horrible thoughts into nmy mnd. The

t hi ng

t hat abducted our children was vile and | oathsone. It was also violent. You
shoul d have seen the way it tore at Laura. The thing's a denon," he stated
enphatical ly.

"You were there, tell him" Mac said to Laura.

Laura folded her arns in front of her and | eaned forward slightly. She | ooked

over at Ui and said softly, "Look, I"'mnot religious and |I'mnot certain
what

the thing was ... but it was evil . . . horribly evil."

Maggi e didn't nove fromthe shelter of Mac's arnms but agreed. "It was filled
with hate.”

Ui shook his head. "How are we to fight sonething Iike this?"

"Well," Mac said, "Dr. Elisha told us that all the bullets in the world won't
stop this creature. | believe him Prayer is the only thing that is going to

have any effect against it. It's just sinply too powerful to naster otherw se.

Austin stared at MacKenzie and drew his |lips together tightly. "Well
MacKenzi e,

that's sonething | haven't done in so long that | think |I've forgotten how "
Mac hesitated for an instant, then said firmy, "W could try it now "
Austin fidgeted and Uri cleared his throat and stared down at his boots.

Finally

Maggi e suggested, "W could try. It can't hurt, can it?"

"I suppose not," Austin replied. He chuckled and said, "I always thought that
real nen didn't pray . . . nowl'mnot so sure. WIIl you do it, MacKenzie? "

They cl osed their eyes and Mac began to |l ead themin prayer

Deep in the underground base on the | evel that was known as Maj 12 the man
who

had gi ven General Nathan the injection sat dejectedly in a chair. Beside him
stood two MPs. He wanted to reach up and grab the wi re noose which was held
tightly around his throat by a third MP, but didn't dare. He had | earned al

t oo

qui ckly that any novenment brought reprisal, by way of a baton across the back
of

his hand. He | ooked at his swollen, bleeding fl esh and shuddered.

The man known to himonly as Abaris sat in front of him He inhaled deeply
from

a cigarette, held the snoke in his lungs for a nonment, then exhaled a |ong,



thin

stream of snoke into the man's face

Abaris was the commander of Maj 12. He was in al nbst constant contact with

t he

aliens. Runor had it that he had been underground since the early sixties. He
shoul d have been an old man, maybe eighty or so. Yet he | ooked deceptively
younger, like a man in his early fifties. Oddly, the pignent of his skin was
a

strange light gray color, perhaps caused from decades of dwelling in the
subterranean level. Abaris's eyes had a yellow tint where the white should
have

been. H s aquiline nose had been broken and was set off center beneath
bristled

eyebrows and a protruding forehead. On his head, thin white hair was conbed
strai ght back froma deep receding hairline.

"Well, Dr. G eason," Abaris began in a raspy voice, "I'manazed that you
attenpted what you did. Surely you knew the risk you were taking . . . yes?"
G eason renained silent.

"Nathan is a detrinment to our entire project here. And do you know why?"
"No," G eason managed to answer.

"Because he doesn't understand what we're doing. He doesn't conprehend the

i mportance of our work here. The great benefit to mankind that will result
from

it." He paused, then asked, "Wat about you, Doctor? Surely you' ve seen
enough

to understand the inportance of our work?"

A eason stared at the man. "I suppose interrogating a man with a noose around

his neck is one of your nore cogent exanples of that."

Abari s pounded the desk in front of himwth his fist. "Doctor, you're here
because of aiding and abetting an intruder."

G eason stared silently at the desk in front of him avoiding Abaris's icy
stare.

Abaris calmed hinmself and continued, "Dr. d eason, Nathan s actions are
reprehensible. Are you aware that he exposed cl assified top-secret

i nformati on

to two civilians?"

G eason lifted his eyes but remmined silent.

Abaris scow ed and asked, "Dr. d eason, how involved are you with CGenera
Nat han?"

@ eason fidgeted in his chair. H's training had included a nock interrogation
simlar to this, but it had been just that, a nock interrogation. This,
unfortunately, was the real thing. He felt his heart beating wildly in his
chest. He remained mute nostly out of fear

Abaris | ooked at him slowy put out his cigarette, and said, "Take himto
t he

court."

A eason nmoaned as the MPs on either side of himgrabbed his arms, picked him
up

fromthe chair, and escorted himout of the room

* * %

Ji m Cranston thanked the anmbul ance driver again as the man cl osed the rear
door.

He peered in the window at Doris. "She'll be fine,’
reassuringly.

The el derly wonman |ay asleep on the gurney. An oxygen nmask was over her face.
Anot her paramnedi ¢ sat beside her and nonitored her heart rate and pul se.
Cranston was satisfied. He'd done his part for Maggie—now it was tinme to go.
"Thanks, see that she gets to the hospital quickly,"” he instructed.

"We're on our way," the driver said. He clinbed behind the wheel and started
t he

the paranedic said



engi ne.

Cranston noved to the front porch and wat ched the ambul ance turn around and
head

down the driveway. For a moment, he savored the stillness of the house and
grounds. It was hard to imagine that just a short tinme ago the place had
served

to facilitate a highly trained nmlitary entourage.

Cranston cl osed and | ocked the front door. Then he bounded down the steps of
t he

porch and headed to where his BMNwas parked. He was glad he was | eaving.
Rel i eved that he was returning to Los Angeles, to his paper, to his work.
He'd made the call and done what he thought was the right thing. But he

want ed

no nmore of the Agency. He would be firmin distancing hinself ... and sonehow
he

would find a way of dealing with the repercussions.

Cranston slipped into the front seat and started the car. He would be driving
for a few hours, and he wanted to relax. He sel ected Bach's Brandenburg
Concertos and started the CD player. Putting the car in gear, he started down
the I ong gravel driveway. He | ooked once in his rearview mirror at the

sil houette of the big dark house. He was glad to be | eaving.

At the end of the driveway he turned the car onto the two-1lane road that |ed
to

the Pacific Coast Hi ghway. He adjusted the tenperature control, relaxing as
hi s

m nd foll owed the nusical dialogue. He had rounded a bend in the road and
started into a sizable stretch of strai ghtaway when suddenly his |ights went
dead, the CD stopped, the steering wheel |ocked up, and the engine quit.

In a panic he pressed on the energency brake and the car cane to a stop in

t he

m ddl e of the road.

"What the heck," he said angrily, realizing that he was niles from anywhere
and

getting a tow truck this late at night would be difficult. He grabbed his
cel |

phone and began to dial a nunber.

"What ?" he said out | oud.

There was no dial tone. The phone was dead.

Frowni ng, he shook the phone. Miust have forgotten to charge it, he thought,
annoyed wi th hinsel f.

He clinbed out of the car and started to go toward the hood to check the

engi ne

when suddenly he was inmmersed in a brilliant white |ight beam ng down from
above. He | ooked up, terrified. Directly above himwas a disk, pulsating a
deep

orange col or.

"Ch no," he noaned and took a step backward. Every nerve in his body began to
tingle. He had the sensation of floating upward toward the belly of the ship,
and when he | ooked down he saw, to his amazenent, that that was precisely
what

was taking pl ace.

He cl osed his eyes and screanmed, "No, not me! No . . . no!"

H s body shook fromfear and his mnd reeled in terror at the thought of what
they mght look like and what they might do to him

He | ooked up and saw an open portal above him H's body floated up into the
ship, and he felt sonething cold and netallic grab himand pin himto a
coffinlike opening that conformed to his body. Pain pierced the base of his
neck, but when he tried to touch his neck he found that his arns woul dn't
respond. He was paral yzed. His eyes darted wildly as he saw two small gray
creatures comng toward him



They had | arge heads and sl anted bl ack eyes ... om nous eyes. He tried to
scream
but found he couldn't.
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The 737 is on tinme, sir." Mac heard the voice in his headset. "CGood. What's

t he
status of the doors?" Mac heard Austin ask
"They're still open, sir."

"What's our ETA?" Austin demanded.

"Less than twenty-five mnutes, sir."

"Radi o to have the drones | aunched," Austin ordered. There was a pause, then
Mac

heard the reply, "Drones away, sir."

Austin chuckled. "That will give them sonething to deal with."

Mac put his arm around Maggi e and she snuggl ed closer to his side. Across
from

himhe saw Ui examning the rifle Austin had issued him He checked the
magazi ne, unloaded a clip of amrunition, inspected it, and pushed it back
into

place. He laid the rifle across his lap and threw Mac a t hunbs-up. Mac snil ed
wearily back at himand turned his thoughts toward the safety and whereabouts
of

his children. He clasped Maggie's hand tightly in his own and began to pray.
* * %

Once again in his uniform GCeneral Nathan stood before sonmeone whose faci al
features were concealed in darkness. His mnd was still a junble of

di sj ointed

t houghts. MPs stood on either side of him

"How are you feeling, CGeneral Nathan?" the man asked. "You may call ne
Abaris."

Nat han | ooked around hi m and al nost succeeded in figuring out where he was,
but

t he t hought el uded him

Abari s chuckl ed. "Having trouble renenbering where you are? Who you are?" he
t aunt ed.

Nat han rubbed his eyes and blinked thema fewtimes. He struggled to put his

t houghts in order, took a deep breath, then nmunbled, "I'mat . . . in.

Level 12 . . . Nevada."

"Good," Abaris said. "You know, CGeneral, it's good to see your nenory com ng
back. You do renenber that you are being treated for ... cancer?"

A series of thoughts flashed rapidly in Nathan's m nd. Hospital, doctors,
chenot herapy, pain . . . always the pain. He began to remenber—granted it was
sl ow and at best junbled—but it was nenory, his menory.

He | ooked at the shadowy figure of Abaris and answered, "Yes . . . | remenber

the cancer, it's here." He placed his hand near the small of his back
"Ceneral ," Abaris said, "what if | were to tell you that | could cure your
cancer? That you would be free frompain .. . forever?"

Nat han | ooked at hi m and wondered why Abaris was baiting himw th prom ses
t hat

he knew were inpossibilities. "How can you do that?" he asked.

"I'f you'll follow me |I can show you. Please escort Ceneral Nathan," he called
to

the MPs as he began to wal k down a corridor

Nat han fol |l omed behind him his arms held by the MPs. He noticed that the
construction of the corridor was the sanme as that of his cell



A flood of nenories cane with the thought. Diebol, his driver. Gas through

t he

wi ndow. Aliens. Drops in his eyes. G eason entering ... He stopped wal king for
a

nonment as he renmenbered Dr. d eason. He was the nole that Nathan had

positi oned

to infiltrate Level 12. Were was he now?

The MPs remmi ned at the entrance as Nathan entered a strange-looking room It
was oval shaped and | ooked at first like a small theater that could
acconmodat e

perhaps fifty people. Benchlike seats nolded out of the floor created a
semcircle which tiered down toward a small stagelike area.

Abaris led the way down the narrow ai sl e and took a seat several rows from

t he

front. "If you'll sit here." He notioned to Nathan to sit in the front row
General Nathan reluctantly sat where he was instructed. He | ooked at the
st age

and saw not hing. He gl anced back at Abaris, who notioned to himto | ook at

t he

st age agai n.

Nat han | ooked agai n and gasped in wonder. In front of him floating slightly
above the floor, appeared a being of such beauty and strength that the sight
of

it made himal nost for-get to breathe

"This is Ramiel," Abaris called frombehind him "He can heal you of your
cancer. Al you need to do is to ask himand he will do it."

"He | ooks |ike an—=

"Yes, Ceneral, you see how nyths are started now, don't you? But | assure you
he

is not an angel as you are so ready to label him No, he is a very evol ved
bei ng

from anot her planet."

"Where, the Pl eiades star systen?" Nathan asked as another part of his nenory
j erked | oose.

"Yes, you're correct ... you're beginning to renenber, aren't you, General ?"
Abaris said. "The Pleiades star cluster. Are you aware that the door to the
great pyranid at G za points to the Pleiades constellation?"

Nat han nodded. He heard Abaris, but his voice sounded far away.

He was overcone by the entity that floated in front of him A sharp pain shot
t hrough his | ower back. He pressed his hand against it, hoping to ease the
hurting and wi shing for his pain medicine.

"You can be rid of that horrible pain forever,'
do

is ask. How sinmple it is, just ask and you will receive ... Oh yes, you
will."

Nat han shifted his weight, trying to ease the pain. Wncing, he | ooked up at
t he

alien. Another stab of pain doubled himover

"Ceneral, ask and it shall be given," Abaris encouraged. Nathan nmunbl ed,
"W

you hel p ne? Heal me?"

"Good, General, very good." Abaris laughed. "Ramiel is willing, |ook."

The roomslowy began to fill with a wondrous light. Nathan felt a warmth in
hi s

back where the prostate cancer had spread. He touched his back with his one
hand. Already it felt better. The pain was dimnishing. He twisted at the

wai st ,

somet hing he hadn't dared do since the onset of the cancer. To his amazenent,
t here was no pain.

"Now you know t he secret,’

Abaris said. 'All you need to

Abaris said. "Now you are ready to understand why



you
must join us."

Nat han choked back tears. "How did he ..."

"Rami el rearranged the cell structure in your body, but it's nmore conplicated

than that," Abaris answered. "That's one of their secrets . . . They can al so
sl ow down the aging process to where it's al nost inperceptible. Can you
i magi ne

the possibilities? Einstein or Mdzart could have continued their work for
centuries. Think of the benefits to mankind."

Nat han | ooked at Raniel and said, "Thank you ... thank you."
Abaris called again, "But there is nore. Yes . . . Yes, there is nore. So
nmuch

nore. CGeneral, do you know what happens when we crossbreed their species with
ours?"

Nat han shook his head dunbly.

"Wonderful things. And you, General, will appreciate sone of what we do here.
I

want to show you."

Abaris got up quickly and began to exit the room "Hurry, General," he
cal | ed.

Nat han got up and started after Abaris. He | ooked behind himand saw t hat
Rami el

was following him As he cane to the door, he noticed the MPs struggling to
hi de

their fear as Rami el approached.

"Nothing to be afraid of," Abaris called over his shoul der

Nat han exited the room and started down the hal |l way.

"I want to show you the man of the future," Abaris called excitedly. "You of

al |

men will appreciate him... accept him enbrace him™

Nat han nodded and noved his hand to his back again, amazed that there was no
pain. He gl anced over his shoul der and saw that Ramiel still followed. He
felt

unconfortabl e but he didn't know why. The alien had heal ed him Shouldn't he
be

grateful ? Overwhel ned at the benevol ence of his act of nercy? He thought
agai n

of the MPs' faces . . . fear that was so easily readable ... but fear of
what ?

Abaris stopped in front of a large set of doors. They were jet black with a
sl eek surface. He put his hand into a scanning device and the doors slid
open.

Nat han fol |l omed Abaris through the doors and into the room He found hinself
in

a gl ass-encl osed wal kway that overl ooked a space bel ow whi ch was about the
si ze

of a basketball court. The wal kway continued around the perineter of the
area,

all owi ng the viewer the advantage of observing fromevery angle. The court had
a

sand floor, much like that of the desert high above them There were huge
boul ders and rock formations that were interspersed throughout the court.
Fel | ed

trees of sizable girth were in haphazard stacks on the fl oor

"Where are we?" Nat han asked.

Abaris stood apart from Nat han and nanaged to keep his face hidden in the
shadows of the room "Wiere are we? "

Abari s echoed the question. "This is our observati on roomwhere we can see

t he

man of the future. We can watch as he denonstrates his abilities, his power,



hi s

m ght." Abaris gestured toward Ram el who now fl oated between the two nen.
"W
can see himin all his glory ... the end product of our eugenics, if you will

. Yes, the superman.”

Abaris called to one of the MPs who had remai ned by the door. The man took
hi s

wal ki e-tal kie fromhis belt and mum bl ed sonething into it but renained
out si de

t he observation room

"Yes, now | ook there," Abaris pointed excitedly toward a hidden door that was
revealed for an instant as it slid open

Qut of it cane an ordinary man. A man of no great physical consequence,
somewhere in mdlife, overweight, balding, nmuscles weak and unused.

Nat han | ooked at the man who, except for a |loincloth, was naked. But what he
noti ced nost was the weapon that the nan carried. A lightweight automatic
weapon

that he seenmed to clutch in wild desperation
"l don't understand," Nathan said,

"Ch, you will soon. Yes, yes, you will soon,’
del i ght.

The man began to wal k cautiously into the open area of the court which was
several stories beneath Nathan's vantage point. On the opposite wall of the
court a panel slid open. Sonething dashed out fromit and hid in a group of
rocks several yards away.

"What was that?" Nathan asked.

Abaris notioned toward the court. Nathan | ooked bel ow. The nman who held the
gun

pointed it at the rock groupi ng where whatever had just entered hid itself.
Suddenl y somet hi ng streaked out from behind them Sonething |arge and
humanl i ke

that was crouched over as it sprinted to a stack of tree trunks then

di sappear ed.

To Nat han's amazenent the man with the gun fired a short burst at the

i ntruder.

He wat ched as sand splayed upward fromthe bullets. One of the bullets hit a
rock, ricocheted, and found its way to the glass a few yards from where

Nat han

stood. Instinctively he shied away fromthe inpact.

"Bulletproof . . . nothing to fear," Abaris assured him

Nat han | ooked again at the court bel ow.

A |l arge object exploded fromthe tangle of |ogs and smashed into the floor,
sending a wall of sand and dust billowing toward the man with the gun
"That's a tree trunk," Nathan yell ed.

"Yes, yes, that's what it is," Abaris replied.

The man dived out of the way and in doing so lost his gun. He landed in a
heap

and | ooked frantically for the m splaced weapon. He spotted it and began to
craw toward it. He grabbed it, stood upright, and noved to a pile of

boul ders.

Nat han's head began to clear and he started to feel nmore like his old self.
Whet her this was due to the excitement of his healing fromRam el or what he
was

vi ewi ng, he wasn't sure, but he was becom ng nore lucid by the nmonent.

Nat han | ooked bel ow at the nman with the gun. He stared at the nan's profile.
He

| ooks faniliar, he thought. Who is he? Wiy do | think I know hin®

Agai n sonething darted out frombehind the tree trunks. This time it ran nore
upright, offering a better target. Nathan | ooked at it. Even with the barest
glinpse he could see that the humanoid figure was |arge, very |arge.

Abaris chortled with genuine



Anot her burst of gunfire.

Surely sone of the bullets had to have hit the running figure. But it

di sappeared behind a large rock formation. Sil ence bel ow.

The man stal ked the creature, holding his gun in front of him clutching it
tightly so that Nathan could clearly see the man's knuckles turn white. He
saw

the man trenbl e.

Anot her period of silence.

Abaris called, "Now watch, yes, watch."

There was a small | edge on the topmpst rock that was twenty feet above the
sand

floor. Sonething began to appear on it.

Nat han wat ched, fascinated, as an enornous hand gripped the rock's edge and
was

followed by a thick and rmuscular forearm Then the top of the head
showed—ong

strands of white hair that stuck out fromthe gray, scaly skin. Next the
shoul ders, massive and round, followed by the rest of the body, which

gat hered

itself into a tight ball on the top-nost rock. The man didn't see it. He was
| ooki ng much | ower, waiting anxiously, glancing furtively. Slowy the curled
mass rose up fromthe rock and stood upright, revealing its full height.

Nat han' s mout h dropped open and he instinctively stepped backward.

To call it a giant would be nmisleading, for it certainly was that but so nuch
nore. It was fearsome to behold, horrible and conmandi ng. Human and yet not
human. Fromthis earth but not entirely of this earth. Nathan stared at its
face, a marriage of arrogance and fury.

The man below still did not see it. It seemed as though he was blinded to its
presence in some way. The giant | ooked down at the pitiful little man, opened
his mouth, and let out a sound that al nost stopped Nathan's heart. A

t unul t uous

war cry, a deafening roar of ear-splitting intensity.

The man jerked his head upward. His face grew terrified, then blanched, and
he

dropped his gun

The giant crouched | ow and then |like a beast of prey |leaped fromthe rock

| edge

and | anded inches fromthe man. He reached down and with one huge

si x-fingered

hand grabbed the man around the wai st and hoi sted hi m hi gh over his head.
"Yes, oh yes," Abaris excl ai ned.

Ram el noved toward the gl ass and then did sonmething conpletely baffling. He
passed through it as if it wasn't there and floated over the inside of the
court.

The giant saw himand he lifted the man, kicking and struggling, toward
Ram el ,

al nost |ike an offering.

There seened to be a sort of tel epathy between Ram el and the giant that

Nat han

was not privy to. The giant slowy set the man down in front of him and

pi nned

himto the sand with an enornous boot.

Nat han | ooked at the nman's face. He rubbed his forehead. I know him he

t hought ,

I know him That's ... G eason. The realization made himsick to his stomach
Abaris gestured excitedly. "You see before you the new man, the man of the
future. Unstoppable in battle, unconpronmising in loyalty. This was for your
benefit, General. You see what we have acconplished . . . Yes, how inportant
it

is, how glorious. The new man has energed. Enbrace him"



Nat han | ooked back down at the court. The giant and Rani el had di sappeared,
leaving the little man lying |like a crushed worm on the sandy fl oor
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Were going in! Hold on!"™ Austin's voice boomed in Mac's headset. Mc | ooked
over

at Uri and gave a nod of recognition. He gave Maggi e an encouragi ng hug, then
| eaned forward expectantly in his seat.

"MacKenzie," the voice of Colonel Austin crackled in his headphones, "you
better

brace yourself. W'll be entering the outernost perinmeter of the base in
about

two minutes. We're not sure what kind of welcomng committee they' ve prepared
for us."

"CGot it," Mac answered. He | ooked to the rear of the chop-per and saw t hat

t he

men were making a |l ast-mnute check of their gear. They were ready to go. Mac
listened to the chatter in his headset.

"We've just crossed the perineter."

"Sir, the drones are slightly ahead of us. Radar shows the base has sent out
intercepts.”

"Touchdown in three mnutes, thirty seconds."

"Steady, men," Austin encouraged.

"They barely seemto be responding, sir. | think we caught them off guard.”
"Let's not be too sure, " Austin replied. "Stay focused and keep alert. Less
than two minutes ..."

"Sir, the 737 is on the landing strip. Al points are hitting together

* k%

Sec Com short for Security and Conmunications, was alive with activity.

Capt ai n

Marshall stood with his hands cl asped behind his back and listened to a

barr age

of information directed at him

"Sir, | have the Pentagon, and they've ordered us to stand down."

Anot her voi ce shouted, "Sir, our rockets were | aunched before that order."
Still another voice, "Sir, no response from Myj 12. They're not answering on
that |evel."

A young worman blurted, "Sir, we have what appears to be unauthorized

per sonnel

deboarding fromour 737."

Marshal |, the captain of the watch for that eight-hour shift, remained calm
"Order the base on red alert.”

"Sir, | have a direct order fromthe secretary of state to pre-pare for an

i medi ate i nspection.”

"Can you verify that?" Mrshall asked.

"Yes, sir, decoding and authorization is conplete. It's authentic."
Everyone | ooked at Marshall and waited for his answer. "Sir, another order
from

the Joint Chiefs of Staff. W are being told to stand down, sir."

Marshal | cl asped his hands behind his back. "Nothing from M 12?" he asked.
"Not hing, sir."

The captain swore. "Order our people to stand down. Have all personne
evacuat e

to the lowest level as if they were preparing for a nuclear assault. " He
stonped angrily fromthe room

The chopper was al nost at the designated | anding area. A soldier slid the
door



open and the cold norning desert air rushed in. Mac peered out and saw the
first

light of dawn streak across the desert sky.

Moments | ater Austin's voice boonmed. "This is it! Touchdown! Let's nove it!
Move

it! Mowve it!"

The chopper set down fast and hard. Mac heard Maggie give a stifled cry as it
jarred her in her seat.

"It"s all right," he encouraged.

"Mowve it! Mve it!" Austin shouted.

The nmen poured out of the belly of the chopper and set thenmselves in a

def ensi ve

circle around it.

"This is it," Mac yelled to Uri.

Ui gave a thunbs-up

"You going to be all right?" Mac yelled to Laura above the noise.

She nodded.

"Stay with me close,” Wi said, and he grabbed her hand and | ed her out of

t he

chopper.

"Come on, Maggie," Mac coaxed as he took her hand and hel ped her to the door
of

t he chopper. They junped out together.

Mac | ooked around and saw the three other helicopters on the ground a short
di stance away. The nmen deboardi ng those fanned out, crouched defensively, and
awai t ed orders.

Austin opened the cockpit door and junped out. He swung his hand around his
head

and pointed toward his right. The nen began to trot in the direction he

i ndicated. Forty nmen and two woren ran toward a gaping hole in the side of a
nount ai n.

Mac assuned it to be the other end of the tunnel that he had seen when he was
underground with Nathan. It was a huge opening over two hundred feet in

di ameter. They gathered at the nouth of the tunnel.

Mac saw Austin crouched | ow next to a soldier who was equi pped with a nobile
communi cation device. Ui and Laura were next to him Mac reached them and
overheard Austin say, "They got the drones, but there doesn't seemto be any
resi stance at the main hangar."

"Sir, the doors are beginning to close,” a soldier cried who was cl osest to
t he

nmout h of the tunnel

"Use the grenades. Move it! Quick!" Austin ordered.

Mac wat ched as half a dozen men ran to the nouth of the tunnel. The huge
doors

were slowy beginning to close. Mac saw that the surface of them was
canouf | aged

to resenmble the terrain on the side of the nountain.

The nmen ran behind the doors. In less than a mnute they were back out again.
Snmoke billowed out fromthe tunnel

Mac caught Austin's eye and threw him a confused | ook.

"Thermte grenades," Austin answered. "They don't blow everything to ki ngdom

conme . . . just melt the metal together. Let's nove into the tunnel, nen, "
he

ordered, and he led the way past the gigantic doors that were now frozen in
pl ace, leaving the entrance still over ninety percent open

Fol  owi ng Austin and a group of his men, Mac, Maggie, Ui, and Laura entered
t he

tunnel together and noved rapidly over the snoboth, w de floor. The sound of
their boot-clad feet reverberated off the walls.

Mac | ooked down the length of the tunnel until it disappeared in a black



pi npoint far in the distance, in the depths of the earth.

One of the soldiers walking next to Austin informed him "Sir, we've |ost
contact with our main force above ground. "

"Ckay," Austin replied, "we thought that m ght happen. Let me know if we
reconnect . "

"Yes, sir."
Anot her of Austin's men using a |aser range finder informed himof their
progress in the tunnel. "W're about hal fway down, sir," the nan announced.

Mac wat ched as Austin divided the men into two groups. One hugged the right
si de

of the tunnel +this included Ui, Laura, Maggie, and hinmself. The other group
proceeded down the |eft side.

Trotting along to keep up, he was awed by the enormty of the tunnel. It
t ower ed

over his head and dwarfed the entire conpany. "Were are we?" Maggi e

whi sper ed.

"This |l eads to where the saucers are kept," Mac answered and then put his
finger

to his lips.

Mac kept his eye on the soldier who held the range finder and ran next to
Austin. The man signal ed Austin, who then held his hand up and ordered the
nmen

to stop. The soldier took a reading.

"It's just up ahead, sir. W should nmake a visual soon," he said.

Austin said, "Ckay, nmen, this is it. Remenber, do your job and secure the

ar ea.

Let s nove out!"

They continued at a brisk pace toward the end of the tunnel

Mac realized he was about to enter the underground cavern agai n—the now

i nf anous

area where the alien had bored into his soul with its bal eful eyes. The

t hought

made hi m nervous. He gripped Maggi e's hand tighter as they wal ked side by

si de.

The sol diers crouched |ow at the end of the tunnel in the dimgreenish |light.
Mac saw Austin signal the group opposite himto nmove out into the cavern

Four

men ran out of the tunnel and after fifty feet dove to the ground and stayed
in

a covered position. One of them signaled, and the rest of the men ran out and
joined them Soneone gasped as he saw the di sk hovering just above the cavern
fl oor.

The nmen fanned out in a succession of novenents. A team of four nen activated
t he caged el evator and ascended into the web of scaffolding attached to the
cavern's roof.

This is weird, Mac thought. This place should have been crawing with

per sonnel

and yet there's nobody here.

Mac spotted Ui and Laura, who had rermained with a cluster of nen in the
initial

assault. They stood with them near the saucer. Laura nade eye contact wth
Mac

and shook her head in disbelief.

"Maggie, | want to talk to Uri. Stay close, okay?" He led the way as they
trotted over to where Ui was.

As they approached, Ui threw a glance at the saucer and said, "Theyve
evacuat ed

the area . . . at least their personnel."

Mac | ooked over at Maggi e and saw her stare w de-eyed at the disk. He watched
as



she timdly reached out and touched it. "Mac?" she called softly. "This is

amazing!" "l can't believe it either," Laura said.

"I know, fancy toys ... but don't let this fool you," Mic warned.

They were interrupted by a soldier calling fromthe roof of the cavern
" Not hi ng

up here, sir. The area is secured."
The sane cry echoed from other areas. Austin strode over to the saucer. He
stretched his hand, touched the disk, then shook his head and nuttered, "O
al |

the things . . . will you look at this, MacKenzie?"

"I't brings back sonme very unpl easant nmenories, Colonel," Mc replied.

Mac wat ched as Austin took a folded map fromthe inside of his jacket and

wal ked

over to a tool cart a few feet away. He unfolded the map and his point nen
gat hered around him

He announced, "We're at this location but we need to get to this area

here," and he showed them a cross section of the underground base, which
illustrated the tiered | evels stacked one on the other. "W believe this area
is

under tight security. If the map is accurate, it can be reached through the
air

filtration systemor an energency exit shaft that runs fromthe surface to

t he

| owest level. The shaft was installed as a safeguard in case the main

el evat or

or one of the levels collapsed. W'll enter it here," he said, and he stabbed
the map with his finger.

"We know very little about the area we are going into.
uneasy

l ook from himbefore he continued, "W believe that this is the |evel that

t he

aliens use to house their genetic experinments." He paused, letting the nen

di gest his words. "Men, renenber your briefing. Don't use force unless

absol utely necessary."

Mac wat ched Austin survey his nen. He could see Austin's admration and pride
of

the force he conmanded.
"Let's nove out, nen,"
hi s

j acket pocket.

They headed toward the anteroom and el evators whi ch shuttl ed personne

t hr oughout the conplex. At the doors two soldiers unscrewed the access panel
After a noment they spliced the wires together and the doors slid open. Mac
braced himsel f, sure that there would be MPs behind the doors. The room was
enpty. The soldiers entered it and hit the controls, which opened the other
set

of doors that led to the train tracks.

Austin and a few of his nen wal ked toward the platform s end and peered down
t he

tunnel in both directions. "This way, nen.

Mac recei ved an

Austin ordered as he folded the map and stuck it in

He junped down and | anded next

to
the mniature tracks. H's men foll owed suit, and soon they were running
singl e

file down the length of the tunnel. As they neared the first platform Austin
stopped and waved four soldiers up and ordered themto secure the area just
ahead.

The nmen ran single file toward the platform As they arrived there, two of

t he

four remained at the platfornmis edge and ai med their weapons at the cl osed
doors. The other two lifted thenselves up onto the platformfloor and



cautiously

approached the doors. They rempved the access panel as before and spliced the
wires. They flattened thensel ves against the wall as the doors slid open.
"Clear," one of the soldiers shouted fromthe tracks.

The nmen who were against the wall spun toward the open doors and secured the
roomas two others hopped onto the platformand backed up their position. One
of

them signaled to Austin, and the rest of the teamran down the tracks and
occupi ed the platformand anteroom

Six soldiers knelt in front of the closed sliding doors with their weapons
ready, while six nore stood behind them "Open them" Austin ordered.

A sol dier pressed the red button and the doors slid open with a slight

hi ssi ng

sound. There was a nonment of tension, then everyone rel axed, for the corridor
was enpty.

Ui | eaned over and whispered to Mac, "I'm not under-standi ng why no one is
here."

"It's strange," Mac agreed.

They entered the corridor and proceeded toward the main el evator. Austin held
up

hi s hand and the conpany stopped. "There's a room up ahead. Take four men and
secure it," he ordered one of his point nen.

The nmen nmoved quickly to the room s entrance. One man ki cked open the door
whi | e

anot her darted past himinto the room He cane out a nonent |ater and gave

t he

all-clear sign.

The conpany noved past three other roons the sane way. All were enpty In the
| ast room one of the soldiers cane out holding a cup of coffee and gave it to
Austin.

Austin took the cup and frowned. "It's still warm" he remarked. "Mve out
and

use extra caution."

The soldiers spread out in the corridor and cane to the anteroom which
connected that level to the nain el evator shaft.

Austin took his map out and spread it out on the floor. "The main el evator
lies

just behind this last set of doors. | want one man to jamthe doors open

t hen

the rest of us will follow We'Il open one portal first and see if the area
on

the other side is clear. If it is, we'll jamthe other doors and proceed to
t he

energency el evator shaft. Any questions?" Austin waited a noment then said,
"Let's get it open, nmen."

One sol dier went through the first portal. He jamed the door open and | ooked
into the interior of the el evator ante-room

"Al'l clear," he called, and knelt facing the elevator while nen began to
Cross

t hrough the jamed doors of the portal

The other portals were accessed in a simlar manner, and the rest of the
force

pour ed through the openings.

Mac scranbl ed through wi th Maggi e cl ose behi nd hi m

"Over here, sir," a soldier called. The man was standi ng next to the wall on
which a | arge square plate was attached

Austin wal ked over and examined it.

"Cet it open, lower the ropes, and prepare for descent to Level 12," he

or der ed.



Two soldiers took out electric screwguns and began to unscrew the panel from
t he

wal . Orhers set their packs on the floor and unl oaded rope and tackle.

The plate cane off and was handed to two nen who | eaned it against the wall.
A

sol di er peered down the shaft and sent a coil of rope down it. He handed the
other end to a soldier who took it and relayed it to yet another man, ten

f eet

away, who fastened it to a ring that he set into the floor with a speci al
gun.

Ten nmen knelt with their weapons pointing toward the el evator, while small
groups guarded the portal entrances. "Down the hole," Austin ordered.

One sol di er wearing a nountain-clinbing harness clinbed into the shaft and
sat

for a noment on its edge. He snapped a ring which was attached to his harness
to

the rope and positioned hinself for the descent.

"Hold it! Hold it! The elevator's started and it's conming this way!" a
sol di er

yel | ed.

The sol di er scranbl ed out of the shaft.

The entire group of nmen reformed thenselves into three rows. They focused
their

weapons on the doors of the el evator

"Hold your fire until | give the order!" Austin yelled.

Mac grabbed Maggie's arm "Get down here," he said, and pulled her to the

fl oor.

Ui positioned hinself in front of Maggie and Laura and pointed his weapon at
the el evator.

Everyone tensed. Mac felt a slight vibration to the floor as the el evator
stopped. The outer doors opened with a loud hiss. Then the inner doors slowy
opened. Mac sucked his breath in and | ooked.

A lone figure stepped out. It was CGeneral Nathan. Behind himwere ten MPs
standing at attention

"Hold your fire, men. Hold your fire," Austin bellowed as he ran toward the
el evator. "Ceneral Nathan, sir?" he asked.

Nat han nodded. "Alive and well, Col onel Austin."

"Dad!" Laura ran through the soldiers toward her father. She threw her good
arm

around himand hugged him "I'mso relieved, you're alive, you're alivel"
Nat han frowned as he saw her bandages. "What happened to you?"

"It's nothing, what's inportant is that you're alive. How s your—

"Sir," Austin interrupted, "we are under orders to secure the base."

Nat han gently noved Laura fromhim "I'maware of that, which is why I'm
her e.

|'ve been sent here to make an offer. " He gestured toward the MPs behind
hi m

"This is all of security fromMy 12 ... sort of a good-faith gesture.
They're

not armed."

Austin | ooked perpl exed.

"MacKenzi e?" Nathan called out.

Mac | ooked at Maggi e, squeezed her hand, and noved forward.

"MacKenzie, | just saw your children a short while ago. They're well and no
harm

has come to them"

Maggie let out a stifled, "Cn!"

Mac nodded, waiting for the but that he knew was to foll ow

"The deal is this." Nathan shifted his weight, eyed Austin then MacKenzi e,



and

said, "Colonel Austin is to nove his men fromthis level and go topside. Al
of

us are to go with him" Nathan reached into his pants pocket and held up a
net al

card with coding over it. "You, MacKenzie, are then to proceed to Level 12

al one. Once you're there, your children will be released. It's an exchange,
you
for them™

Maggi e started to cry. Uri put his armaround her. "But Ceneral, why are we
al l owi ng this?" Austin asked.

Nat han frowned and said, "Because all of your forces will be destroyed if you
try to invade Level 12. | don't like this any nore than you, but |I've been
assured that if MacKenzie goes alone, his children will be rel eased."

“I'Il doit,"” Mac said without hesitation
Austin | ooked at him "Are you sure, McKenzi e?" Mac nodded, then turned and
| ooked at Maggi e. "General, what do you want ne to do?" Austin asked. "Cet

your
men topside and do the trade for the children,”
Nat han sai d.

"And if sonething . . . goes wong?"

"Ask me when that happens, Colonel,"” Nathan replied. Austin saluted and

shout ed,

"Let's nove into the elevator, nmen."

The conmmandos col |l ected their gear and noved quickly into the el evator

Maggi e wor ked her way over to Mac so that she stood beside himas the

el evat or

doors closed. Nathan stood at the control panel and slipped a key he had been
given into it and pressed the topnost button. The el evator nmade the ascent
qui ckly, gliding snoothly to the surface.

The doors opened and the MPs exited, flanked on either side by Austin's
conmandos. They were nmet by the surprised | ook of the rest of Austin's force.
Mac remained in the elevator with Maggie by his side. "Here is the card that

will let you access Level 12," Nathan said

MacKenzie took it and glanced at the circuitlike surface of the card.

Nat han sai d, "MacKenzie, listen, you'll be neeting Abaris, the comrander of
Level 12. I'mnot sure what he's up to, but | don't trust him For somne
reason

he's obsessed with you, which is why you' re going down to neet him You' re on
your own ... Be careful and good | uck."

Ui tried his best to smle and called fromjust outside the doors, "I'm

t hi nking you are going to be okay with this." Mac nodded.

Laura gave hima thunbs-up

Nat han escorted Maggi e out of the elevator. Mac | ooked at Maggi e as he

sl i pped

the netallic card into the slot. The doors began to cl ose. Maggi e grabbed Uri
and held his arm "I |ove you," Mac nouthed the words at her just before the
doors separated them
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Mac held his breath as the doors to the elevator slid open. Stepping out into
the anteroom he slipped the netallic card into the control panel, stood
back,

and waited for the inner doors of that level to open. They slid to the side,
and

to his delight he saw his children standing a few feet away accomnpani ed by an



Asi an man.

"Daddy," Sarah yelled and ran to meet him

Jereny foll owed and Mac caught both of themin his arms. He held themout in
front of himto make sure they were whole in body and m nd

The Asian man stepped into the anteroom the door sliding closed behind him
"I've been with children since arrival here," he assured Mac.

" Ch?"

"Abaris wants to assure you, they renmenber nothing of what happened."

Mac rose to his feet holding his children close to him He wanted to snash
t he

guy in the nose, but he forced the inpul se aside and said, m goi ng to put
them on the el evator now," as he noved the children behind his back

"Very good. Do that. But please, | go with the children."

"How do | know they'll reach the hangar? Why should | trust you?"

"You watch here,"” and the man pointed to a series of security nonitors that
wer e

recessed above the el evator.

Mac gl anced behind himand saw nonitors representing the anteroonms on all the
| evel s. The one farthest to the left showed the hangar area. Mac coul d make
out

sone of Austin's men.

"Ckay, let's do it. What do | do?" he asked.

"Go there," and the man pointed to a black wall behind him

Mac bent down on one knee. "Jereny, are you all right?" Jeremy nodded a
coupl e

of tinmes. "VWere are we, Dad? Were's MnP"

"Listen closely,” Mac said, and he held the boy in front of him "Mms

wai ting

for you. Hold Sarah's hand and in a nminute you'll be with her, all right?"
Jereny nodded and reached for Sarah's hand.

Mac stood up and ki ssed them both. The Asian man notioned themtoward the

el evator, and Mac did his best to | ook |ike nothing was am ss as the doors
began

to cl ose before them The last thing he saw was Sarah's hand wavi ng good- bye.
He | ooked up at the nmonitor and waited.

Morments | ater he saw the children run into Maggie's out-stretched arnms. Mac
could see Ui and Laura next to her. He al so saw Austin depl oy sonme of his
nen

around the Asian man. Then, to Mac's dismay, the entire group noved out of

t he

range of the canera

Mac turned around and took his first careful |ook at Level 12.

It |ooked simlar to the other |evel he had been on with the exception that
t he

lighting for the area was from an unseen source. It seemed to emanate

simul taneously fromthe walls, floor, and ceiling.

He took a few cautious steps toward the black wall that separated the

ant eroom

fromthe interior.

He waited. Nothi ng happened.

He wal ked up to the edge of the wall, reached his hand out, and tried to

t ouch

it. To his surprise he watched his hand di sappear. Jerking his hand back, he
| ooked at it and balled his fingers to make sure it wasn't damaged.

He reached out again and saw it disappear into the wall, but this time he
extended his hand as far as it would go, alnmpst to his shoul der

He withdrew it, examined it, then slowy put out his |leg. He watched,
fascinated, as it al so vani shed. He put both arnms out in front of himand
sai d

out loud, "Here goes," and noved the rest of his body into the wall.



He reappeared on the other side and found hinmself in a beautiful garden
Tal I,

green ferns fanned out around him Exotic flowers were in full bloom A

vari ety

of grasses bordered a small streamthat flowed by, alnpst at his feet.

Mac didn't know what to nmake of it. It seenmed conpletely out of context with
everything el se that he had seen at the base. He | ooked hi gh overhead and to
hi s

amazenment saw a glowing orb simlar to a small sun which |ighted and war ned
t he

ar ea.

There was a small bridge that straddled the stream He went over to it and
crossed it.

The path led to a corridor, which intersected a larger hall. Directly in
front

of himwas a great black door. Mac was about to wal k past when the door split
into four sections. A panel disappeared into the ceiling, one fell into the

floor, and two nore slid to the sides. Yet nonments ago the door had appeared
seanm ess.

Mac entered and found hinself in a circular room

"Well, well, MacKenzie. Yes, Art MacKenzie," a nman's raspy voice called.

Mac saw the sil houette of a man sitting at a circular table. "Wo are you?"
he

asked.

"Come closer,"” the man answered. "Yes, | want to see you
Mac wal ked toward the nman

"Sit here," and he pointed to a chair next to him MacKenzie sat down.

Li ght seemed to filter through the wall's ceiling and floor in a steady

sour ce

of illumnation, but for sone reason the man who had called himwas masked in
darkness. His face remained featureless in the shadows. "Wat do you want
with

me?" Mac asked.

"MacKenzi e, MacKenzie," the nman whispered through his lips, "I knew you woul d
cone ... that is why | cleared every-one out, all the personnel. Yes, we
don't

want anyone hurt now, do we? There was no resistance, was there? No

bot her - sone

MPs, yes?"

Mac frowned, not trusting what he heard. "You nean that all of this was

st aged

for ny benefit?"

The man | aughed. "We know everything, MacKenzie, oh yes, everything. Here,

| ook." Next to himon the table was a control panel in the shape of a hand

t hat

was mol ded into the table. The man put his hand in it, and suddenly the room
expl oded with a series of different hol ographic imges which encircled it.
Mac junped fromhis chair and turned around so he could glinpse the pictures.
The i mages were vivid, |ike |ooking through w ndows.

There were African villages that appeared to be in the m dst of severe

dr ought

and famine. Wthered infants clung lifelessly to their nother's skel etal
franme.

In anot her, uniformed nen nmoved through a bombed-out street, ducking sniper
bullets and returning fire with their weapons. In what |ooked like India

t housands of honel ess people fled the swirling waters of the nmonsoon rains.
In

Iran, Muslins marched down a street chanting and smashing their fore-heads
with

rocks in religious ecstasy. In Burma a mass grave was bei ng exhuned,



reveal i ng

t he bodi es of over a thousand nurdered nen, wonen, and children. In a dirty,
gar bage-strewn alley in an Anerican city a wild-eyed crack addict was giving
birth to a baby, already addicted to the nightmarish drug. A line of Chinese
student protesters marched armin armtoward their country's militia in riot

gear.
Then the i mages changed faster, scenes juxtaposed fromdifferent parts of the
twentieth century ... Nagasaki. Hiroshima. The human skel etons of the

concentration canps. The killing fields of Canmbodia. JFK' s head exploding in
Dal  as. The human carnage |ying dead on the battlefields of Wrld War |
Htler

gesticulating wildly as he delivered an inpassi oned speech of racial hate.
The

Bol shevi ks running through the streets of St. Peters-burg. The gulags in

Si beri a.

Mac was overcone as still nore inages cane. Each so real, like looking into a
wi ndow in tine.

The pictures suddenly stopped and the room grew qui et .

"You see, MacKenzie, | want you to understand what we humans are . . . Yes,
it

isn't a pretty picture, is it? All the butchery ... the pain and msery .

Mac was speechl ess.

"What the aliens . . . our brothers have to offer us is peace, security, and
a

world that will be governed fairly, justly, benignly. Yes, all of what you
saw

will be a thing of the past. dadly a thing of the past. Al the isolated
fiefdons warring in Africa. The fractured provinces of the former Soviet
Uni on.

The Bosni as and Paki stans that are so volatile . . . yes, all the chaos,
uncertainty, instability. The aliens will change that. Yes, a thing of the
past

it will becone.”

"So why tell all of this to ne?" Mac asked, conpletely bew | dered.

The man reached toward the control panel next to himand let his hand rest a
monent in the indentation. A light began to illunm nate the man's face,
lifting

it fromthe shadows, and the nan began to hum a song. Mac heard the famliar
strains of "Home on the Range."

"I used to sing that song with ny .
"Your father?"

The light grew and the man's features becanme recogni zabl e. Every nuscle in
Mac' s

body tensed and froze. His stomach tightened and he tasted bile rising in his
throat. He felt as if his mnd was about to snap

He stared in fear, in disbelief, at alost man . . . a dead man ... his

f at her.

Mac s voice trail ed off.
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Art MacKenzie wal ked slowly down the dimy lit corridor. He fought to keep
hi s

hands fromtrenbling as he listened to the bizarre tale his father told.
"They renanmed nme Abaris," he began, "after a G eek sage who had the power to
heal . It was | who conmmunicated with the one alien that remained alive after
t he



Roswel I crash. Wen his shell began to die | allowed himto enter into nme. To
the aliens it was the nost noble act, the highest calling, to allow one of

t hem

to share ny body."

"I's he still with you now?" Mac asked hesitantly.

"You have been talking to both of us, for we are now one.

It has been the nost val uabl e experience of ny life."

"So that's why you left us and faked your nmurder ... so that the alien could
share your body?"
"Yes, that and nore. | want you to understand that my shell is beginning to
die

That is why | brought you here. You, my son, are the person to carry
on.
To help change the misery on this planet. If you will allow us to enter "
Mac grew suddenly afraid. "I can't do that."

Abaris stopped in front of a large black panel. He set his hand into an

i ndentation and the door split into four sections and opened.

He gestured for Mac to enter. "Don't be so sure. You need to see for

your sel f.

You nust understand that the tine of their revealing to all mankind is al nost
at

hand, and they are here to usher us into the new millennium A world of peace
and understandi ng. Harnmony and | ove. The true brotherhood of man realized to
its

fullest potential."

Mac was overwhel ned, his enotions and thought processes derail ed.

"This is Ramiel, the | eader of our alien brothers," Abaris said, indicating

with
a nod that Mac should | ook
The roomwas bathed in a brilliant white |ight as Rani el appeared from an

entrance off to the side. He was magnificent, powerful, and splendid to
behol d.

Mac gasped with wonder. He | ooked simlar to the angel at Maggie's house, but
seei ng himhere was sonehow different.

A thought crossed Mac's mind. Just a subtle whisper. "l really am an angel
Trust ne." Mac let the thought go unchecked.

Ram el fl oated above Abaris and Mac. He then began to change his appearance
slowy. He became Ghandi, |ooking serene and holy with a white dhoti w apped
around hi s otherw se naked, brown-skinned body.

Then he changed into an i nage of the Buddha, silent and detached, with a beam
of

light streaking fromthe center of his forehead.

Then he turned into the inage of Jesus, and he was hanging on the cross, his
arnms outstretched and pinned horribly through the wists to the rough, wooden
cross beam A crown of thorns rested on a bl oody head, marred al nost beyond
recognition. He was in his final stages of death. Hi s head was | owered. Mac
wat ched in stunned silence as he breathed his |ast.

Then the i mage changed agai n and becanme a small point of light that swirled
and

becarme a prinordial cloud of spinning galaxies. A universe unto itself. Then
it

di sappear ed.

Mac' s head ached and he rubbed his forehead vigorously with both hands. He

| ooked around and realized his father had left him

Abaris called froman adjacent room W©Mac foll owed and entered a | arge room
illuminated with a strange reddi sh glow. He saw hundreds of gl asslike
containers. Inside the jars hybrids rested in a thick liquid in different

st ages

of incubation and devel opment. They were set in tiered rows, the | owest of
whi ch



began at the entrance where he stood.

Abari s began to speak fromthe topnost tier. He pointed to the rows of

hybri ds

and said proudly, "This is the future .. . Their seed and ours joi ned

t oget her

to create a race of super-men. Qur genes mxed with theirs to replenish their
dyi ng race and evolve ours." Mac stared in shock

Abaris chuckled. "The aliens are here to enlighten us. It was they who
stinmulated the creation of the world's major religions in the first place.
Kri shna, Muhammad, Jesus, Mbses. All genetically engineered. Soon their tine
of

dwelling with us will be reveal ed, and the ki ngdom of heaven will be on
earth."
Mac's mind whirled in contradiction. No, | don't believe that, it isn't true

He recalled the woman in the hospital. Her life was ruined by these
creatures.

He renenbered the cattle nutilation, the carcass of which had its sex organs
renoved ... for what? This? He gazed at the creatures curled in their

contai ners, suspended in an alien liquid solution nade partially of ... cows
bl ood? The t hought nade hi m sick

One of the hybrids in a container close to himturned slightly in the jar so
that its eyes | ooked out at Mac. Its face twisted in what Mac could only
associ ate as a | ook of hatred. He recoiled and stared back at it. Reaching out
a

claw i ke hand, it scratched the side of the container. The thick liquid noved
around it.

Mac was transfixed. A nonster, he thought, and he took a step away.

"You see," Abaris said, alnpbst as if he could read Mac's thoughts, "this al

m ght seem strange to you now, but | assure you it is mankind's future."

Mac |istened and wanted to believe his father . . . in every-thing he had said
in all that he was part of. He struggled with the thought ... and al nost

enbraced it.

Then Mac felt the hand of God's Spirit upon him Were have | been? he

t hought ,

and the realization made hi mshiver. He closed his eyes and said tw words,

"Help nme."

Even before he could finish asking, a thought rocketed at him Wat was the
alien trying to say? That Christ and Ghandi and Buddha were the sane? O that
they were part of a greater force? No, it was a trick, an illusion

deli berately

contrived to mani pul ate and control

He | ooked at the creature in the container and let the word roll off his

t ongue.

"Nephilim "

I mpmges whirled in his head. The bones in the sarcophagus, Sarah's book of
Davi d

and Goliath, Dr. Elisha earnestly exhorting himto pray, the encounter at
Maggi e' s house, the way the creature changed its formand | unged at Laura .

"Nephilim" he repeated the word, only this time |ouder

"What did you say?" Abaris said.

Mac i gnored himand took another step toward the container

"What are you thinking of, nmy son?" Abaris asked in a paternal tone and noved
down to the next tier.

Mac made his way slowy toward the jar that held the hybrid which glared at
hi m

He reached out and rested his hand on the jar.



"What are you doi ng?" Abaris demanded.

Mac didn't look at his father. Instead, he stared at the devel opi ng hybri d.
He

could feel the warnth fromthe container work its way into the palns of his
hands.

The hybrid turned so that its face was pressed against the jar.

Mac wanted to recoil fromit.

"Are you enbracing it?" Abaris asked.

The t hought nade Mac sick. "What?"

Abaris took a step down to another tier and said, "Yes, oh yes, enbrace him
for

he is your brother."

Mac cl osed his eyes and ground his teeth together. Then he pushed the jar
with

all his mght so that it toppled off its shelf and tunbled to the floor with
a

| oud crash. The creature spilled out of the jar and began to withe on the
fl oor

in the mdst of the foul-snelling liquid.

"Nephilim" Mac yelled, suddenly coming alive. "lIt's all alie. You're a
lie."

He pointed at Abaris. "You' re not ny father.'
demanded.

At the same tinme Rami el reappeared. H s countenance becanme angry as he saw

t he

contents of the containers spilled before him

Mac | ooked up at Ranmiel. He felt dizzy. It seened as if his throat was

begi nni ng

to close on itself. He closed his eyes for a nonent and yelled in his mnd
"Jesus." Then he opened his eyes and | ooked at Ramiel, tried to speak, but
hi s

throat closed tightly. He gasped for air.

"What are you trying to do?" Abaris shouted. "Destroy the future of nanki nd?"
* * %

"Sir, | have a Captain Marshall on the radio," one of Austin's nen inforned
hi m

"What are you doi ng?" Abaris

"Who's he?" Austin asked.

"Sir, he wants to talk to you, sir."

Austin grabbed the receiver. "This is Colonel Austin, United States Air Force
Speci al Forces."

"Sir, this is Captain Marshall, the base commander of Sec Corn. W have been
ordered to report to you and relinquish control of this base to you, sir."
"By whose orders?"

"Sir, the Pentagon for starters.”

"Have your personnel report to the hangar, Captain."”

"Sir, nmost of our personnel is underground ... |lowest |level. They have orders
to

remain there."

"Do you have access to Maj 12?" Austin asked.

"Sir, we do not . . . it has always been an i ndependent area under the direct
conmand of the extraterrestrial biological entities."

"I don't like it, sir," Austin said to CGeneral Nathan. "Not nme too," Ui
added.

"Tell himto report back to the Pentagon that the base is secured . . at

| east

t he human portion of it," Nathan ordered.

Austin relayed the information, then awaited Nathan's orders.

CGeneral Nat han gl anced at the two nen, then | ooked over at the elevator. "I'm
not sure what or who to believe at this nonent." He | ooked at his daughter



who

was sitting with Maggi e and her children at the mouth of the hangar. "Laura
will

attest to the degree nmy cancer spread ... she knows only too well. But

what ever

it is down there, it healed nme. And because of that it can't be all bad."
"Ceneral, sir," Austin began, "Dr. BenHassen thinks it is, sir. He seens
pretty

confident that this ..."

"I's the work of the devil?" Nathan finished his sentence. Austin |ooked at

t he

ground, enbarrassed, then admitted, "Yes, sir."

"No, | don't think so. But | will say this. The aliens are thousands of years
ahead of us nentally and spiritually.”

"Sir, if I may," Austin began

"Co ahead, Col onel."

"Sir, Dr. BenHassen strongly suggests that these beings are posing as aliens
in

an el aborate deception.”

Nat han shook his head. "That maybe, Colonel, and if it is, just what am|
supposed to do?"

Austin was silent.

Nat han continued, "Have your second in conmand rel ocate the wonen and
children

to the Sec Corn; they'll be safe there. Position your nmen near the el evator
and

remain there."

"Yes, sir."

"Ceneral," Wi said, "you know what . . . sonebody is playing big ganes with
us.

What they are doing with the children and you and MacKenzie is not maki ng
sense.

' mthinking sonrehow we are to be fooled by all of this."

Nat han nodded in agreenent. "They're up to sonething, but believe nme they
coul d

have bl own us out of the water if they'd wanted to. You won't believe what's
down there.”

Thousands of miles away Johanen knelt in a cave once used as a retreat by
Christians in the first century. He was praying.

The air in front of the cavern wall began to shimer. He had seen this
count | ess

ti mes but al ways behel d the phenonena with wonder. He watched as the vei

t hat

separates this world fromthe world of the spirit opened. A nman clothed in
brilliant rainent appeared where noments before a cold cavern wall had been
Johanen bowed his head. "My Lord and ny God, Ancient of Days," he proclai ned.
"It is almost time," the shining figure stated.

Johanen slowy lifted his head and gazed into the eyes of his Lord. He beheld
what, for him was al nost unbearable to witness. A holiness, righteous and
awesone in its splendor, radiated and burned |Iike a thousand gal axi es from

t he

nobl e face. Johanen bowed his head again and felt hot tears streamfromhis
eyes

and fall to the cavern's floor. But these were tears of joy. He felt as if
hi s

very being would burst with the enotion

"Yes, ny Lord, it is alnobst time," he managed to repeat. "You have | abored

| ong,

faithful one,"” and his Lord raised his hand and bl essed Johanen

Johanen felt a surge of joyous energy ripple through his body.



"Yes, Lord, for many decades."
"Soon your tasks will end . . . and in ny Father's house are many roons.
For a nonent Johanen thought about the first tinme he'd heard those words. So

| ong ago, he nused. He raised his hands in front of him and began to worship.
* * %

Dr. Elisha BenHassen knelt by his bed. He had remained so since the last tine
he

had tal ked with Art MacKenzie. He now felt a stirring in his spirit. He
prayed

in earnest ... he knew the battle had begun

* * %

"What are you doi ng?" Abaris denmanded, and took a step toward Mac.

Mac's hands went to his throat as he tried desperately to breathe.

"I amstrong in the Lord," Mac nuttered. Then again nore boldly, "I am strong
in

the Lord."

He | ooked at the hybrid withing on the floor. To his horror he saw it change
to

the body of his son Art, twisting in agony. He gasped and was about to run
toward it when he again felt the hand of God upon him He stopped and | ooked

again. The illusion had vanished ... the hybrid was back on the floor

Mac | ooked toward Abaris and Ramiel. "You're a lie, " he shouted. "You are
filled with lies!"

The room shook and the angel shuddered and shed its appearance, like a
cost une.

Suddenly it became a thin, gray, waithlike creature that floated above him
menaci ngly.

Mac steeled his nmind and faced the denon.

The creature glared at him

Mac's mind was suddenly overwhel med with horrible images. He held his hands
to

the side of his head and shut his eyes.

Mac staggered backward. The images were replaced with an inpression of Jesus
hangi ng on the cross, in death, in hopel essness. For a nmoment his mnd went
blank ... then he thought despairingly, Is that all there is? A dead man on a
cross? He felt abandoned, surrounded in a fog of dark hopel essness. Then he
was

hanmrered again as tw sted perverse imges sought a foothold in his mnd. He
opened his eyes and with a great act of will he pushed the i mages away and
man-aged to utter the one word that was a lifeline to his sanity .

"Jesus."

He repeated the name, again and again. Each tine he said the name he felt the
doubti ng thoughts and grotesque inmages retreat.

The wraithlike creature glared at Mac and rose up, ready to charge hi mand
cl aw

himlike it had Laura.

* * %

A powerfully built angel appeared and bowed | ow to the Ancient of Days, who
rai sed his hand and bl essed the em ssary of |ight.

"I amready, Lord," the angel said.

"The tine is now," the Ancient of Days said, and his words echoed I|ike

t hunder

in Johanen's ears. "Go swiftly and do the Father's will."

Johanen marvel ed as he watched the angel disappear in what he could only
describe as a chariot of fire.

The air around the cavern began to shimer.

"It is time for us to part, faithful one."

"Yes, ny Lord," Johanen said, and he reached out and touched the hem of the

Lord' s shining garnent.
* * %



El i sha cl asped his hands together tightly and felt his heart race as he
prayed

for Mac's protection and victory.

The calls had gone out to those connected to the Spiral of Life Wb site. In
different parts of the world, nmen and wonmen were on their knees in prayer,

i nterceding for what they knew to be the first of many battles.

The tine of the Great Deception had begun

* * %

Mac's head cleared. His heart was strengthened and he felt a righteous

bol dness.

A holy fire burned within him This was the power of the Living God, the
protection of the full armor of God.

He gathered hinself, set his will against the demon, and with a m ghty shout
cried, "By the Blood of the Lanb spilled on Calvary, you are commanded to
return

to the Abyss!"

The creature let out a hideous, tortured scream Abaris stepped back, his
face

filled with bew | dernent.

A loud, cracking sound filled the room Mc had never heard anything like it.
I't

was as if the air around himand every atomin it were being torn apart. He
saw

a gaping hole being rent in the center of the room between hinself and the
denon.

A large hand seened to create the opening. A huge hand, a hand the size of a
grown man. It nmoved sonething that Mac couldn't see with his hunman eyes. It
tore

away the fabric that separates the visible fromthe invisible. The seen from
t he

unseen.

Bef ore Mac appeared an om nous bl ack pit descending as far as he coul d see.
The Abyss.

Mac suddenly found hinself in a deafening, whirling hurricane, a mael strom
The

force of it struck himand he fell to the floor. H's hair flew w ldly about
hi s

head. Hi s eyes teared and his clothes felt as though they were being bl own
of f

hi s body.

He tried to scranble away fromthe pit. He glanced at the denobn above him
Its

face was a twisted mask of rage and fear as it tried desperately to nove away
fromthe Abyss.

Mac wat ched horrified and yet fascinated as suddenly a tentacle of wind, |ike
a

smal | tornado, |ashed out fromthe Abyss and envel oped one of the containers
that held a hybrid. The container was violently torn fromits shelf and
pul | ed

by the tentacle into the Abyss. He watched as it tunbled out of site and was
lost in the darkness of that great maw.

Anot her container near it was picked up and hurled in the same manner.

More tentacl es appeared fromthe pit and fastened them selves to containers
whi ch were spun into a frenzied helix and drawn into the depths.

Mac wat ched as the denon tried with all its strength to escape as one of the
tentacl es began to wap around it ... a shroud of whirling fury.

The denon desperately clawed at one of the shel ves and nanaged to hook its
claw i ke fingers on its edge. For a second or two it held against the
supernatural force that pulled at it, and then its body was torn fromthe arm
that held it to the | edge. The denbn was hurled shrieking into the pit,



fol | oned

monents later by its severed arm

Mac wat ched in horror as one of the tentacles whipped its way toward him For
a

desperate nonent he thought that he too would be ensnared by it and plunged
into

t he dark depths. The thought terrified him He pressed his body close to the
floor and tried to back away fromit.

The tentacl e noved cl oser.

Mac yelled but his voice was lost in the frenzied cacophony.

Suddenly a magnificent angel appeared near him Mac recoiled at the sight of
it

and for a nonent thought it m ght be yet another denon posing as an angel of
l'ight.

But as he | ooked he saw the difference.

There was holiness in this being. A fierceness and determ nati on shone from
hi s

eyes. The angel drew a sword that gl eamed and burned wi th what | ooked |ike
fire

and brought it down on the tentacle that was reaching out to Mac. The
whirling

tentacle recoiled back into the pit. The angel then placed hinself between
Mac

and the entrance of that great maw

Mac | ooked around to see if he could locate Abaris . . . his father. He
spotted

himat the edge of the room In the mdst of the thunderous turnoil.

Abaris shouted wildly, "My son, ny son, why have you forsaken ne?" Then
before

he too could be pulled into the Abyss, Abaris opened a hidden door and

vani shed

fromthe room

Abaris's words echoed in Mac's ear and tore at his heart. He staggered back
to

the wal |

The only thing left of the alien presence in the roomwas the hybrid that Mac
had knocked to the floor. The hybrid reached out a clawike hand and flicked
its

hi deous tongue.

Suddenly three tentacles appeared and snatched the thing and hurled it into
t he

pit with such force that it spiraled down and was instantly |ost from sight.
To Mac's terror the angel noved toward him Mac found hinsel f being pressed
close to the angel's side. He felt hinself rise into the air as the ange
floated over the Abyss to the other side of the room He let go of MacKenzie
at

t he topnost tier.

Mac col | apsed on the floor, shaking all over. The angel reached down and

t ouched

hi mon his forehead. The shaki ng subsi ded, and he slowy sat up and took a
deep

br eat h.

He watched as the angel noved away and hovered over the Abyss. He began to
cl ose

the tear that had opened into the unseen world of the spirit, and the black
openi ng of the Abyss slowy began to cl ose.

Mac wat ched transfixed as the roomreturned to normal except for the ange
now

floating over the place where the Abyss had been. The angel's sword fl ashed
as



he pointed to the secret corridor through which Abaris had escaped.

Mac staggered to his feet in obedience.

He watched the room explode into a brilliant shower of colored light as the
angel di sappear ed.

Mac rubbed the back of his neck and entered the corridor wondering about
Abari s

and how many of the aliens were left and, nore inportantly . . . where were
t hey?

In the darkness of his mnd, the giant heard Ram el yelling, and he knew
somet hi ng was very w ong.

He strode across the room he was in, past a dozen small gray bei ngs who

att ended

him Near the door, he cocked his nonstrous head.

He felt fear ... this enotion was newto him He had never experienced it. It
wasn't fear of nmen. He had faced many in the court, and to himthey were
sinmply

pl ayt hi ngs. This was different. Sonething he couldn't see. He found no words
to

describe what he felt ... but it was nore powerful than he was.

He straightened to his full height and sent a nessage telepathically to
Ram el .

What returned to himwere tw sted thoughts of mayhem And then not hing.
The giant lifted his hand and sl amred the huge door as he strode fromhis
room

He darted down the length of a corridor, dwarfing the aliens who foll owed
cl osely behind. He pushed his way through the black wall and went to the
el evat or.

He paid little attention to Abaris who slipped sonething into the wall and
made

t he el evator doors open

"Yes. Yes, you go now and show them " Abaris coaxed.

The gi ant | ooked down at Abaris and bellowed, "I will crush themlike worns."
He

bent |ow and clinbed into the elevator. The doors shut and it began to
ascend.

* * %

Mac found hinmself in a tube that was carved fromsolid rock. A connecting
tunnel, he thought, but to where?

He ran madly and reached the end of it. There was an out-line of a door
carved

fromthe rock. He paused and tried to get his breath, then he slamed his
body

agai nst the door and hoped that it would open. It didn't budge. He | ooked to
where a handl e or | ock should have been and saw nothing. He frantically
sear ched

the area and found, [ower than expected, an inprint in the shape of a hand.
He

thrust his hand into the inpression and the door swung open. He ran ahead and
found hinmself in the huge cavern that housed the disk. But now the disk had
been

activat ed.

To his astoni shnment another disk flewin fromthe tunnel at the far end of
t he

cavern and hovered near the tunnel's nmouth. It pulsated with a deep orange
gl ow.

Mac heard a | owfrequency humcomng fromit. He | ooked up at one of the
portal s

and saw the face of an alien glare down at him The disk slowy rotated and
cane

toward him Mac noved back toward the connecting tunnel, pausing at the



openi ng

to stare at the new di sk.

To his horror Jim Cranston stared out of one of the portals at him He | ooked
terrified. Mac saw his mouth nove. He could read the man's trenbling |ips.
"Hel p

ne! "

Cranston was suddenly jerked fromthe w ndow.

The ot her di sk began to nove, and this tine Mac saw his father glare at him

t hrough one of the portals.

Both disks slowy began to turn. The disks tilted at an angl e and headed

t owar d

the entrance to the tunnel at the far end of the cavern. Mac watched as the
first disk entered the tunnel's nmouth, where it vanished instantly. The other
stopped for a nonment, then suddenly shot into the opening and whi sked out of
si ght.

Mac gasped for breath and collapsed to the floor of the cavern. He closed his
eyes and thanked God that it was all over

45

He's been down there over an hour, sir," Austin said as he paced nervously.
Nat han nodded but renmined silent.

Austin took off his beret and scratched his bald head. "Sir, are we going to
go

down? | mean, sir, if we don't hear some-thing from himsoon."

Nat han started to say sonething when he was interrupted by one of Austin's
nen.

"Sir, the elevator is noving this way," the commando shout ed.

Austin slipped his beret back on. "Move back . . . find cover if you can and
keep your weapons at the ready."

The conmmandos noved back quickly and took up positions next to one of the
tall

partition walls in the hangar.

"Sir, I'd feel a lot better if you' d nove directly out of harm s way,"'
suggest ed.

"I"ll take up a position by the hangar doors with some of the men from Sec
Corn,"™ Nathan replied.

Austin used his index finger and ticked off four nmen who escorted Nathan to
t he

| arge entrance.

"It's alnmost here, sir," a soldier yelled.

Ui came up next to Austin, who acknowl edged himwith a grunt. "There m ght
be

sone action, BenHassen. We'll find out in a nonment or two,'’
squinted toward the el evator.

The el evator arrived.

The conmandos clicked the safeties on their weapons off and took aimat the
doors.

Not hi ng happened. The doors renmai ned cl osed. "Col onel ?" one of the nen
shout ed.

"Shoul d we approach, sir?"

Austin shot a glance at Uri. "Wat do you nmake of it, Ben-Hassen?"
"I"'mthinking to wait and see what happens,” Uri offered.

Austin grunbl ed sonmething unintelligible then shouted, "Sergeant, nove
forward

and investigate with four of your nen."

"Yes, sir."

Austin

he said, and



Four men moved cautiously forward followi ng their sergeant. He signaled his
nen

to fan out so that the area that nade up the front of the elevator would be
covered . . . and in case it was some kind of trap, his nmen were dispersed
far

enough apart to be a nore difficult target to hit.

The sergeant was in the mddle with two men on either side of him He crept
toward the center of the large el evator doors. The elevator rested level with
the hangar floor, its walls creating a rectangular roomten feet overhead.
Austin held his breath as he saw the sergeant reach the doors. The man turned
back to himand shrugged his shoul ders. Austin heard a |oud tearing sound
cone

fromthe top of the elevator. Something had pushed its way out of the
interior

of the elevator and onto the roof.

"What is that?" Austin yelled as he saw sonething fall down onto the sergeant
who was nearest the elevator. The man buckl ed under the weight of it.

"Look at the size of that thing ..." Austin said under his breath.

He heard the man yell for help as he suddenly tunbled through the air,
smashi ng

into a cluster of nen fifty feet away and sending them scattering |ike

bow i ng

pi ns.

Bef ore anyone coul d react, the giant had noved away fromthe front of the

el evator, sprinting in a |low crouch. He reached out and smashed the chest of
one

soldier as he flew by him sending the man sprawling. He hit the second man
in

his | egs, breaking one of themat the knee.

"Kill it!" Austin roared.

A burst of machine-gun fire hit the concrete floor but mssed the giant. He
darted behind one of the partition panels that alnost reached to the ceiling.
"Did you see that?" Austin yelled to Uri.

Ui glanced at the Colonel. "He's too big, isn't he?" Ui whispered.
Austin's men ran toward the partition. Suddenly the nmetal panels flew off the
wal I, one after the other in rapid succession. They were being pounded | oose
fromthe other side, acting |ike shrapnel. Austin's nen scranbled to get out
of

t he way.

"It's the giant!" Nathan yelled fromthe nmouth of the hangar

"The what ?" Austin yelled. He grabbed his radi onan and barked, "Get the
choppers

up here."

"Yes, sir." And the nman frantically talked into his phone while he kept a
fearful eye on the battle in the hangar. "Were is it?" someone yell ed.

"I don't know. It's noving too fast ... | can't get ... ahhhhhh!" a soldier
screamed as a netal panel ripped into his chest.

Austin's men began to fire where the |ast panel had cone off. Bullets tore
into

the partition wall. Metal shards flewin all directions.

"I think we got it," one of the conmandos yelled."

Don't be sure ... stay back," Austin yelled.

Fi ve commandos approached the wall. The soldiers noved in cautiously, a step
at

a tine. Then they waited, |istening.

"See it?" soneone asked.

Bef ore anyone coul d answer a banshee-like cry echoed through the hangar. It
cane

from hi gh above the nen . . . fromthe roof.

The nen jerked their heads upward.



Hurtling down on themfromthe top of the hangar was the giant. It | anded on
one

of the nen, crushing his shoul der bones, then rolled on the floor toward
Austin.

The giant was between the soldiers and their conmander. One nan raised his
gun.

Before he could fire the giant picked up a twisted panel and tossed it at the
man. It sliced into himjust above his knees. The nman screamed i n agony and
dropped to the floor.

Soneone bel ow activated the elevator, and it descended into the earth.
"We've got to kill this,” Ui yelled, and he fired his weapon at the giant.
The giant nmoved away with such speed that Ui m ssed conpletely.

"Where is it?" one of Austin's nen yelled.

Nat han rai sed his handgun and noved back into the hangar. He spotted the

gi ant

craw ing on top of another partition wall at the ceiling of the hangar
"There

it is." He took aimand squeezed off several shots.

The gi ant di sappeared.

A crashing sound cane fromthe other side of the partition wall. "I think you
hit it, sir,"” a commando shout ed.

Suddenly an experinmental jet engine came crashing through the wall. It hit

t he

floor of the hangar and slid toward sone of Austin's nmen, who scranbl ed
desperately to get out of the way. One nan was bow ed over
"Watch out!" someone yell ed.
The entire partition wall began to coll apse. The netal buckled and the wall
col l apsed on Austin's nmen, burying npst of them
The el evator reappeared. The doors opened and out ran Mac.
"There it is," Austin yelled, who had dived away fromthe crashing wall.
The giant stood for a nonment and roared at Austin, "I will bury you."
Austin nonentarily froze.
Ui aimed his gun at the creature and it jammed. He reached into his back
pocket
and produced his own handgun
The gi ant grabbed a piece of debris and hurled it at Ui's head. Ui ducked
and
fired a shot. His bullet struck the giant in the upper arm The thing gnashed
its teeth and roared at Ui, then |eaped the thirty feet that separated them
It knocked the gun fromUi's hand and it slid across the floor toward the
el evator ... toward MacKenzie.
Mac grabbed it, then ran at the giant, shouting. The giant wheel ed around at
t he
sound of Mac's voice. Ui took advantage of the moment, grabbed a netal pipe,
and brought it down on the creature. The giant threw its head back and roared
in
rage. Mac was only a few feet away. He raised the gun, aimed, and fired.
The bullet struck the giant in the forehead, between the eyes. The giant
| ooked
stunned ... as if it weren't sure what was happening. It reached toward its
forehead, but before the six-fingered hand ever got there, it fell forward
and
crashed onto the floor.
A hush fell over the hangar and no one noved.
Mac remained in a crouched position, the handgun still held out in front of
hi m

except that now he realized he was trenbling. He stared at the fallen
creature that lay before him Its eyes were already beginning to gl aze over
Ui slowy got to his feet. He was the first to break the silence. "Hey, Mac,



you all right?"

The other men began to stir slowy.

"What ... what is that ... thing?" one of Austin's men stanmered.
Several uninjured commandos grouped thensel ves around the fallen giant.
"Make sure it's dead," Austin grow ed.

"Yes, sir." One of the nen slowy checked the giant at the neck, searching for
a

pul se. "It's gone, sir," the man called out.

Mac found his voice. "I"'mokay . . . Ui. Wiere's Maggie .. . the kids?" he
asked.

General Nathan answered, "Over at Sec Corn." Then he addressed Austin,
" Col onel ,

radi o and have themjoin us, but I want the body noved first,"
"Where do you want it noved to?" Austin asked.

"Call ground transport and have it nmoved somewhere where a medi cal team can
conduct an autopsy."

"Yes, sir," Austin responded.

Mac stood at the feet of the giant. He | ooked up and saw Ui at the giant's
head

he order ed.

fourteen feet away.
"Ni ce shooting, MacKenzie," Ui said. "You saved us." Mac shook his head.
"Just
lucky, that's all . . ." Then he nmunbled, "And God was with ne."
Ui heard himand added, "Yes, MacKenzie, | believe God was with you."
Mac gave Ui a tired grin.
A truck pulled up and personnel from Sec Corn scurried out of it.
"Over there, men," Nathan ordered as he pointed to the fallen giant.
Mac took a step back and | ooked out over the expanse of tarmac. A jeep was
barreling toward the hangar. A hand shot up fromit and waved. Mac recogni zed
it.
"Maggi e!'" he yelled, and took off toward the jeep.
They met on the tarmac. Maggi e bounded out of the jeep before it had cone to
a
conpl ete stop. She ran to Mac, who picked her up and whirled her in the air,
then set her gently on her feet and ki ssed her

"Ch, Mac, you're safe . . . you're okay." She started to cry.
"Daddy ... Daddy," Sarah and Jereny chorused as they junped out of the jeep
and

ran toward their father. Mac and Maggie held their arns out and the children
tunbled into them

Ui ran up next to them He smled broadly and gave Maggie a quick hug. "I'm
thinking that it is good to have a famly." He | aughed and sl apped Mac on the
back. Mac nodded and gave Sarah a big squeeze.

"Mac," Uri began, "GCGeneral Nathan and Col onel Austin want to talk to you.
They

are saying it will be a few mnutes only."

"All right," Mac replied. He | eaned forward and ki ssed Maggi e again. "Don't
go

anywhere. 1'll be right back."

He followed Ui back to the mouth of the hangar. The massive doors were

al nost

cl osed, and Mac and Uri could only pass single file through the opening. Mac
| ooked at the spot where the giant had fallen

Nat han came up to them "MacKenzie, all of us are going to have to be
debri ef ed.

It could take a couple of days . . . you knowmlitary reports.™

Mac nodded. "Did you know it was nmy father ... down there ... all this tinme?"
Nat han | ooked Mac in the eye for a nonment, then turned away from hi mand
sai d,

"Honestly, MacKenzie, | didn't know'



"He got away ... and | saw Cranston on anot her ship," Mic added

"They took hin?" Nathan seemed genui nely surprised. Mac nodded. "Now what ?"
Nat han | ooked out at MacKenzie's famly and said, "You can never go back ..
you

know t hat . "

Mac stared but didn't answer.

"You know, MacKenzie," Nathan began, "there are other bases ... and there are
probably nore of these . . . hybrids .. . giants."

"So what are you sayi ng?" Mac asked.

"I'"'msaying that you m ght consider staying on. We need men |ike you to fight
this, MacKenzie."

Mac involuntarily shuddered. "No, you don't understand, General ... what |
saw

down there ..." He shook his head wearily before adding, "The return of the
Messiah ... the Second Conming ... that's the only hope we have."

Of the coastal waters of Peru an orange disklike craft hovered for a noment
above the deep blue water before it plunged beneath the surface and out of

si ght.

Epi | ogue

Dr. Elisha BenHassen sat at a small folding table on the shore of the Sea of
Galilee. He had driven there hinself in spite of the protestations of both
hi s

daughter-in-law, Rebecca, and his driver of the | ast several years.

He | ooked out at the shimrering sea, took a deep breath, and rel axed for the
first time in many weeks. He nibbled at a cold fruit salad that Rebecca had
prepared for his lunch. That norning the worried | ook had departed from her
face

at the news of Uri's inpending arrival

El i sha speared a piece of cantal oupe and popped it into his mouth. He | ooked
again at a snmall fishing boat a few hundred yards away. A |one fisherman cast
his net expertly into the water. Elisha continued to pick at the nelon as he
wat ched the fisherman go about his work.

A short time later the man began to pull in the net. Even fromElisha's

vant age

point he could see that it was a big catch. The fisherman hoi sted the ful

net

to the side of the boat.

Mich to Elisha's amazenent the man began to release the fish, taking them out
of

the net one by one and throwing theminto the water. He struggled with a
particularly large fish. Elisha heard himlaugh as he tossed the fish just
before he lost his balance and fell back into the boat.

He continued to enpty the net except for two of the choicest fish, which he
threw toward the bow He tied the net to the gun-whale, set the sail, and
maneuvered to the stern

The wi nd caught the canvas and the little boat angled slightly out of the
wat er .

The man steered toward where Elisha sat.

El i sha stabbed at anot her piece of nelon and was about to bite into it when
he

gl anced again at the boat. His fork froze in front of his nouth and the hair
stood up on his arms. He recogni zed the fisherman as Johanen

As if on cue, the fisherman waved to him

El i sha was transfixed. He watched as Johanen tacked the boat further down the
| ake from himand then turned and caught the wi nd. The boat slid through the
water. He held the boat on course and at the |ast nmoment jibed the boat



down-wi nd. The boat glided toward the shore where Elisha sat.

Johanen let the prow bottom out on the shoreline. He went forward, retrieved
t he

two fish he had caught, and held themup for Elisha to see.

Elisha rose fromthe table. "Johanen," he managed to say.

"Here, help with this," Johanen instructed good-naturedly, as he pulled a
smal |

brazier froma storage hold near the bow He handed it to Elisha, then grabbed
a

sack of charcoal and stepped off onto the shore.

El i sha set the brazier down.

"CGet the fire going and 1'Il clean the fish," Johanen said. Elisha selected
several pieces of the charcoal and placed theminto the brazier

"Here," Johanen said, as he handed several wooden matches to him "Never have
cared for lighters,"” he comented.

Elisha lit the charcoal and in no tinme the brazier was hot. Johanen finished
cleaning the fish and placed the fillets carefully on the grill.

Elisha went to the car and brought another folding chair. The two nmen sat
near

the brazier and watched the fish sizzle on the grill.

Johanen poked at one of the fillets and said, "How is your grandson, Uri?"

Elisha smled proudly. "He helped kill the giant ... it was over fourteen
f eet

tall ... Did you know that?"

Johanen nodded. "It nust have been a form dable sight."

"Yes. Uri told ne that he had readied hinself for death fromthe nonment he
saw

it."

"I's he closer now ... to knowi ng the Messiah?"

El i sha thought for a monment. "He's still sorting through things. But yes, |
think he's closer. He also said that General Nathan's cancer returned."”

"So the healing was false just as we knew it would be."

"Yes, and he's a broken, confused man over it."

"We nust intercede for him... He was exposed a long tine to the Evil One,
and

that without protection. H's mnd has been twi sted, but it can be heal ed.
Laur a,

also, if she will open her heart." Johanen turned the fillets over, then
asked,

"And MacKenzi e?"

"The debriefing was hard on him It seens that the higher-ups in the Pentagon
didn't believe his story about the alien being hurled into the Abyss
They're calling it a psychotic episode due to trauma caused by seeing an
extraterrestrial biological entity."

Johanen | aughed grimy. "And what does MacKenzie say to that?"

"He submitted hinmself to a barrage of psychol ogical tests ... of course the
results were negative. Now at | east they're reconsidering his story."
"Maggi e and the children?"

"Heal ing slowy. They have ni ghtmares."

"W will ask the Lord to rebuke those," Johanen stated. "Wen are you going
to

Anerica to see hin®"

"I have a few affairs to put in order first, and afterward |I'moff."

"A good thing, too. MacKenzie needs you now. The Eneny knows of his strength
and

that the Ancient of Days has chosen himas his instrument. They will try to
destroy him"

El i sha gazed out at the waters. "It will be a difficult time, won't it?"
Johanen's brow darkened. "Yes, it will . . . The Geat Deception will blind

t he



eyes of many ... and souls will be lost .. . but he whomwe both serve shall
triunph. Indeed he already has." Johanen lifted the fillets and set them on
pl ates that Elisha had al so brought fromhis car

The men noved to the table and sat down.

Johanen bl essed the neal and they began to eat.
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