The Evangdist
by Colin P. Davies

Jesus Santana considered himself in the vanguard of civilizing forces. When pressed, he would confessto
the sin of pride. When praised, he would deflect the compliment onto God. And when pilloried... Well,
that wasn't about to happen.

It had been ten days now since he' d made the five-hour crossing of the frozen Strait of the Auroraand
driven his sedth ded up theidand’ sicy beach — nine days since he' d first walked cautioudy out of the
coastal frond-forest and into the village— and aready he d seen enough to confirm the stories which had
reached his church back in New Reykjavik. Thosefirst travelers had brought knowledge here and
trinkets, and introduced the language, but the harbingers clearly needed more than that — they needed
him.

On this strange new Benedict’ sWorld, so far from the hopelesdy lost souls of Earth, the harbingers were
one of the more mysterious indigenous species. They lived augterely, and in their own way, happily. They
worked and socialised, raised their crops and reared their pups, bartered produce and negotiated
reproduction, and, so many times aday that Santana eventually stopped recording, exchanged
premonitions of doom with adeight which he could only describe as uplifting.

Santana had to admit he amost liked the creatures, pagans though they were, and they seemed accepting
of him — dthough it wasn't the deference that he was used to receiving, or even Smple respect, but
more the indifference afforded awaiter or elevator attendant. At timesit was as though he wasn't there.

Which wasamixed blessng...

It meant he could go anywhere and see anything, but ultimately that would become pointless ashewas
unable to engage the creatures in communication, let alone conversation, and that had to be the
prerequisite to conversion.

Still, it had been only ten days. He had agood forty days yet before the blizzards of summer arrived.

* % %

“God preserve me!l” Santana dammed and bolted the door to the hut. He wasinsde, and the night-time
blizzard was outside. God' swill — though at times he wished God would go atouch easy on the
mini-cyclones. That last one had nearly tipped him into the septic tank.

He brushed snow from his beard and dapped his parka, sending white dust to the floorboards, then
removed his gloves. Thank God for thiswoodcutter’ s hut — he' d hired it for aloan of his pocket trivee.
He' d made the better bargain, asthe only station within range was WRV O out of San Benedict with a
solid diet of game show repedts.

He' d been surprised by the severity of the ssorms, and if the temperature fell much lower his breeth
would freezein his chest. Much more of this and the wholeidand would be under snow, fifteen, twenty
metersthick and they’d dl dieadow... He caught himsdf. “Damnation!” The doomsaying wasinfectious.
he' d pretended to succumb to their philosophy for too long, but it had been the only way to establish
dialogue, to become worthy of recognition. Now he needed to pray.



Hetook the handheld from a pocket in his backpack, which lay upon the floor, and reset the frequency
for Heaven — hislast linkup had been with hisrector — and pressed it to hisforehead till it hurt. The
device was aconduit to the Al housed in the dtar of his church. Theintelligence claimed to have
established adirect line to Heaven. The science was beyond Santana, but faith was something he could
manage in aundance. He fet camness flow down his body.

Ten seconds later he lowered his hand and glanced at the fire in the hearth. Thelogs sill glowed. He
threw on some more sticks and fanned the flameswith hisjournd. “Ah...” he sighed. “God' s miracle of
combusgtion.”

“All humans... they talk to themsaves dso?’ The harbinger that Santana had named Nostradamus came
out of the darkest corner of the hut, from the shadow cast by the oil lamp and atall stack of planks. This
creature was his best prospect for conversion. It had aready submitted to Bible lessons, and its
universa speak, though heavily accented and littered with clicks and wet gutteral choking sounds, was at
least understandable.

Santanalaughed. “Y ou're ill herethen, Nosey ... yesthey do.”

Though one of the taller members of the village, the harbinger — a biped — stood only ashigh as
Santand s crucifix epaulettes. Its clothing was a drab brown coverall that, nevertheless, was agood
insulator. The creature stongue flicked and licked itslidless eyes. Reflections of flames moved in the big
black globes. “From your Holy Bible... thissdf-taking isan ingtruction also?’

Santana felt amoment’ sirritation. “No. Of course not.”

“But you said... everything happens through your God.”

“Yes..”

“And God does not wish... bad things to happen.”

“Of coursenot.”

“But this sdf-talking... it could lead to misunderstandings, accusations, paranoia, fadities... ”

“Enough!” Santanadapped hisjourna down on the crate he used asadesk. “1 suspect you' ve been sent
to test me, and My God you do... but I'm no saint, and | Swear one of these face-freezing, nose-numbing
days|’m going to wrap... ” He dammed the handheld prayer device back againgt hisforehead. It hurt
even more thistime, but he’ d be damned if he was going to let it show.

Nostradamus shuffled forward and tapped his prehensile nose on Santana s shoulder. *“ Gulliver saysit's
time | show you something.” He moved towards the door.

“I"m not going out there again — not whileit' still dark anyway.”
“Gulliver saysit’s something you will want to see.”

God was at it again, keeping him on histoes, dways on the move, no rest... and there was no arguing
with Him. Santanaran his hand over awall-hung cylinder. It was dtill hot. “Tell you what... I'll just havea
coffee and then we'll go and seewhat all thefussisabout.” And it had better be suitably fascinating or
shocking, he thought. He' d put himsalf through too much to somach an anti-climax... .

Those thoughts arrived like an ambush. Thiswas not hisway! He was disappointed and somewhat
anxious.



He knew he had to leave thisidand, and soon.

* * %

The prison wasin apart of the village he' d visited before. They were clever, these harbingers. Who
would have expected agrain exchange could house the isolation cdll of the most notorious lunatic on the
idand?

The sky had cleared temporarily and dawn was aglittering flame on the mainland mountainswhen
Nostradamus took Santanainto the low-ceilinged barn and gestured for him to wait. Santana kicked the
snow from his boots and watched his breath mist in the yellow illumination. The lampswhich hung on the
planked walls emitted dark smoke and Santana knew that the ceiling was as black as an atheist’ s soul.

Sited uniformly across the wooden floor, large tables held goods of al descriptions— not only sacks of
grain, but vegetables, medicind shrubs, hand-made wooden toys, surgica instruments, night-sky maps
and astrological charts. At least that was the closest he' d come to understanding Nosey’ s attempted
explanations. Thiswas atemple of barter and during the day would be bustling with villagers. Here they
would swap produce, kills, and idess.

Now Santanawatched as an argument ensued between his guide and afemale. They appeared to curse,
but they clicked and coughed o rapidly he gave up trying to follow. His understanding of their language
was too basic. Then Nosey raised along-fingered paw and struck the other on the nose. The argument
was over and the fema e shuffled away to open adoor in thefar wall. Last time, they had told him this
was a storeroom.

“We may go through.” Nostradamus went past the femae without a glance and into adimly-lit corridor.
Santanafollowed, ducking to avoid the lintel.

He caught up and tapped the harbinger’ s small shoulder. “So I’'m causing a bit of aproblem?’
Nosey turned. “In what way?’
“The argument. That dap.”

“You don't understand... shetold me you would lead usto disaster.” Helicked hiseyes. “| wasjust
thanking her.”

They came upon a door, twice bolted on the outside. Nostradamus rel eased the bolts and gestured with
his nosefor Santanato enter fird.

The cdll was smal and cold. No window and no furniture. It should have been grim, but had awhite
ceiling and afrond carpet, and smelled clean, in pite of the sanitation holein the corner and the single
smoking lamp beside the door. In the centre of the cell, hanging by its bound feet from the celling, head
hovering just short of the floor, was a harbinger. The creature was elderly, evidenced by the tufts of white
fur initsbutton ears. Its coveral was fresh and white.

“It'ssad,” said Nosey. “He used to be normal. He understood that bad things cometo us al and,
forewarned with that knowledge, we will grasp each day to the full.”

“Can you spesk?’ Santana asked the prisoner, tilting his own head over in an attempt at politeness.

“But he had atransformation,” Nosey continued. “ Forty-nine days ago. He described it as... an
enlightenment.”



“He sbeeninthiscdl for forty-nine days?’

“Forty-five... we had a debate first.”

Santana stared into the prisoner’ s eyes. “He doesn't speak then?” Santana stood Straight again.
“When he chooses”

“What' shis name?’

Nosey croaked an unintdlligible sound.

“That'snouse,” said Santana. “ As before, I'll have to come up with aname.”

“Cdl him what you wigh.”

“Paul... I'll cal him Paul.”

“That isagood name,” said the hanging harbinger. His tone had the steadiness of conviction. “I am
certanit will lead to good things.”

“You see now how sick heis,” said Nosgy.

To Santanahe didn’t look sick at dl. These harbingers must have phenomenal congtitutions, he thought.
“Why is he suspended upside down?’

“We aretorturing him, of course. Every night welift him up and draw... acup of blood from hisveins. He
weakens, and S0 hisresolve weskens. Soon he will have adetransformation. He will.... unenlighten.”

“Or die,” said Paul, lightly.
“No doubt it could al go terribly wrong,” said Nosey.

“Thisisungodly.”
Nosey directed Santana towards the door. “It isour way.”

And therein lay Santana s chdlenge.

* % %

The following day was an uncomfortable one for Santana. Ploughing nonchaantly through the morning’s
heavy snowstorm, Nostradamus pulled him on aded to aroofed clearing in the frond-forest to witness
basket weaving. Then at lunchtime he was invited into the village' s classest restaurant — Sited on the
beach and overlooking the Strait — to sample red haute cuisine, instead of the rations which had so far
ensured his survival. What could best be described as pizzatopping on aleather base proved to be
inedible. Histeeth were no match for the powerful incisors which gave the harbingers the mideading and
permanent appearance of long-suffering amiability.

At sunset he was cdled upon to officiate a the ceremony of fertilization of the membranes, which he
found distasteful and ridiculousin equa baance. He was no prude, but a sentient race redly should
display morereserve, epecidly in front of srangers.

Thisdl strengthened his determination. He had to get Paul out of that cdll. Asaminister of TheLord, it
was Santand s duty to get the pariah back to the mainland. With training and teaching, Paul could bethe



key to converting the entire species. A campaign plan began to take shape in the war-rooms of hismind.

Civilizing these creatures would be ahuge chdlenge. The harbingers occupied severa hundred villages
acrosstheidand. Thefull extent of their habitations had not yet been mapped. Humans had only been on
the planet for fifty years now. There was so much to learn — so much to change.

* * %

By the next morning Santana had a plan for freeing Paul. It wasn’t agood plan. It wasn't even a Chrigtian
plan, caling asit did for lying, deception, and even abit of violence. But you can't fight the Devil with
snowballs, especidly not on his home ground. The plan was risky, audacious, and required the
coordination of many parts, but, like araft built of bound twigs, with luck and afollowing wind it should
Say afloat.

By noon Nostradamus had arrived with a proposition, and the raft was sunk without atrace.

Every summer, the harbinger explained, for the past thirty-eight years since the incident — amost forty E
years, he' d been told — a play would be performed to celebrate the Intervention of the Alien.

conclugon

Nostradamus clearly took addlight in narrating the story, as his nose whipped and snapped with the
rhythm of histdling. He had settled himself on thefloor of the hut and gestured for Santanato St on the
chair recently constructed for their human visitor by the pups of the Woodtool School.

“It was clear something was going to go terribly... wrong when smoke was spotted on the far Sde of the
Strait.” Nosey licked an eye. “ Our people would not venture there and the spiny quadrupeds are afraid
of fire.”

“Humans,” said Santana. “ Thefirs wave.”

Nosey ignored the interruption. “One of our number, amale known to my father as... in your language,
Hollow Echo, decided to build a bonfire, hoping to communicate. Unfortunately he built the fire out upon
the frozen sea. He was warned, but he did not hear.” Nostradamus sprang up on histhick legs. He began
to walk around the small hut. “ After he’ d kept the logs aflame for two days, theice findly submitted, and
he... crashed through into the sea below.”

Santana breathed heavily and clutched his handheld to his heart.
“All thiswasto satisfy the words of the prophet,” said Nosey.
“What prophet? Y ou’' ve never mentioned a prophet before.”
“My father told Hollow Echo that the ice would bresk.”
“That'sjust common sense. It' s hardly clairvoyance.”

Nostradamus stopped walking and his nose becamerigid. Moisture gleamed on the black globes of his
eyes. “You had to bethere...”

“Y ou mentioned an dien.”



Nosey began to pace again. Hiswrapped feet made soft thuds on the floorboards. * In their excitement
the villagers... did not see the approaching ded, which moved without pulling or pushing. Nor did they
seethelarge creatureriding uponiit. ”

“A human?’

“The creature was of akind unknown to us, and unsettling to look at. It legpt from the ded and threw out
aropeto Hollow Echo, who was clinging to achunk of floating ice. Asif dive, the rope coiled around
Hollow Echo’sarm and the dlien dragged him out of the water.”

“I" d suspected the story was going to end badly,” said Santana. “I’m glad | waswrong.”
“I did not say it would end badly.”
“But you did mention a proposition.”

“Yes.” Nostradamus stopped pacing. “Wewould like you to play the dien.”

* % %

Santana watched from the beach as agroup of villagers cleared snow from the frozen sea and polished
the surface of the ice into a makeshift arena. They stacked up the sticks for a bonfire. Snow wasfalling
thinly and patches of blue sky had appeared.

The cold had begun to penetrate Santana’ s boots and he paced about on the bristly coir-grassto keep
warm.

An hour |ater, the snow had stopped and preparations were complete. A surprisingly large number of
villagers gathered upon the beach — maes, femaes and pups, together with a contingent of crab-like
scavenging beetles that Santana preferred to think of as pets, but which he suspected were actudly
black-shelled chickens. Then the harbingers parted and Nostradamus emerged, and behind him,
unshackled and cheerful, was Paul.

They approached Santana. Bright sky and scattered clouds were reflected in Nosey’ s huge eyes. “ Paul
will play Hollow Echo,” he said. Histeeth chattered together in gpparent amusement. “A fitting namefor
thelunatic.”

The senior harbinger known, to Santana, as Gulliver, came out of the crowd, flanked by two lieutenants.
Paul and Nosey moved to the side. One of the lieutenants lifted a huge book and held it open for Gulliver
to read. The elder turned the pages with his nose, went too far, turned them the other way, then held the
tip of hisnoseto apage. Heread in universalspesk: “Welcometo... the thirty-ninth enactment of ... The
Intervention of the Alien.” He dammed the book closed so suddenly that the lieutenant struggled to
holdontoit.

Gulliver spoke directly to Santana. “Thisisthefirgt timethe... play will have been performed in your
language. Mogt likdly amistake we will regret later.”

“I"'m grateful for your consideration.”
“Itwill beanovdty.”

Nostradamus took Santana’ s parka deeve in apaw and tugged, indicating the human wasto follow.
They made their way onto the cloudy surface of the frozen sea.



“My lines,” said Santana, asthey reached the piled sticks of the bonfire. “1 don’t have any. What do |
sy?”’

“You will know what to say.” Nosey returned towards the beach.

“‘Butl...”

The harbinger spoke without looking back. “When the time comes, you will know.”
Paul was rearranging the sticks on the tall bonfire. “ At least we' |l be warm.”

Santana gulped and swalowed frosty air. “'Y ou mean they’ regoing to light it!” Fear reached down from
his chilled lungs and clutched his guts. He grabbed the handheld from his pocket.

“Of course”

Santanatried to reset the frequency of the handheld to contact the security chief in New Reykjavik, but
his hands were gloved and shaking.

A harbinger gpproached the bonfire. He was carrying ahuge flask. As he tossed liquid over the wood,
the smdl of ail struck Santanalikeadap.

“I’'ve got to get out of here,” hesaid.
Paul pointed astubby finger acrossthe frozen Strait of the Aurora. “Look... Smoke!”
Santana gazed at the distant white mountains. No smoke. “Where? Where?' Perhaps help was near.

“I am smply performing my part,” said Paul. It seemed to Santanathat the renegade harbinger’ ssmile
grew wider.

“You don't haveto do this” said Santana. “I think I’'m supposed to save you... and | can't swim.” He
noticed the villagers were moving out onto the ice and circling around the performing area.

“I think | shal build abonfire,” Paul announced.
“They'regoing to kill you if you stay here, in thisvillage.”

A flame bobbed above the heads of the crowd as atorch was carried down the beach and onto theice.
Ashetried to intercept the bearer, Santana’ s boots dipped and he whirled hisarmsto regain baance.
The young creature out-maneuvred him easly and tossed the torch onto the bonfire. The oil ignited and
the bonfire was ablaze.

The heat was uncomfortable on Santana s face. He grabbed Paul’ sarm and dragged him away from the
fire. “We'releaving. It stimeto go home.”

Paul did not resist and they moved towards the perimeter of the cleared area. The villagers were on the
ice and blocking their way.

“Movel” Santana commanded. But the creatures remained as before. He pushed between them.

Suddenly apup legpt a hisleg and sank itsteeth through outer cloth and insulation and into hisflesh. He
screamed and rel eased Paul. Others now jumped upon Santana and he was forced to the ground, face
pressed into the cold seaiice. “Let mego. You little bastards. Let me go!”



“Now, you remember your lines.” It was Nosey’ svoice. “Let thedien go.”

Santanawas rel eased and the creatures backed off. His leg throbbed. Heraised his head. Odd... There
was something in theice, awhite shape, directly beneath him.

A face.
Heflung himsalf away.

A human face... only afist’s depth below the surface. Pale, rigid and timeless. The eyes stared with the
terror of death. The teeth were bared from drawn-back lips.

Santana got up onto his knees. He was shaking. So thisiswhat happened to the alien. They put himinto
theice... preserved him all these years. Santanajumped to hisfest.

Nostradamus was close.
“Why?Why kill him? He saved one of you. He was a hero.”

“Ohyes” said Nosey. “And at first we welcomed him. But his optimism was depressing. He began to
upset the eders. We had a debate and decided his people were in need of re-educating.”

“How doeskilling him achievethat?’

“He was asked to take my father back to his city to teach his people our way, but he refused. So my
father ingsted.”

“Y ou mean he tortured the poor man?’

“The dien had atransformation and agreed to take my father.”

Santana stared down at the body in the misted ice. “What went wrong?’
“The adien had deceived us and tried to leave by night, aone.”

“Soyour father killed him.”

“Theicewasill thin... and the dlien was cardess. He had been warned that something dreadful was
bound to happen.” Nostradamus' s nose grew rigid, his eyesreflected fire. “ Now wefinish the play.”

Santana grabbed Paul’ sarm and charged at the villagers, hauling the harbinger behind him. Asthough
stunned, the creatures parted and let them through. The fugitives ran up the beach, feet skidding on frosty
stones, then set off into the frond-forest and the safety of Santana sded.

No-one followed them and presently Santana dowed to awalk. The elderly harbinger was gasping for
breath. It would be atough journey home. Five hours across the Strait and then three daysto New
Reykjavik. Difficult and dangerous. But God would look after him. Hadn't God always|ooked after him?

The ded was where he had |€ft it, hidden under decaying fronds and a scattering of balloon-tree leaves.
Santanatore the cover away. “I’m sure you can squeeze into the rear storage compartment,” he said.
“There sonly the tent in there— everything else, dl thefood, isback at the hut.”

“I am certain we will manage.”

“I wish | had your optimism.”



Then Santana noticed something upon the driver’ s seat. A package wrapped in cloth. He opened it and
found his own food. Biscuits and many of his concentrates. There was enough here to see them home.
But who was the mysterious benefactor?

It could only be Nostradamus. His friend Nosey. The harbinger had known what was coming and had
prepared Santana’ s escape. That creature would make a Christian yet!

They rode the ded down to the sea and, within an hour, the idand of the harbingers was no more than a
portentous smudge upon the fading horizon.

* * *

Civilization greeted Paul with fascination and celebrity. He wasinterviewed by the media. He held
audience with the wealthy and curious. Santana attempted to train him in the ways of the Church as
preparation for returning him to theidand, but Paul showed little interest. Instead, the harbinger followed
his own path.

By the end of thefirst year in New Reykjavic, Paul had established a network of xenophilesand
hangers-on. Heliked to cal them disciples. Santana meanwhile had gained news of an indigenous race of
tripedswith atradition of epic literature and cannibalism. He gathered his safari suit and sun creams and
headed for the tropics.

Paul, however, stayed in the city that had made him so welcome.

On thefirst and third Thursday of every month, he could be found in an upstairsroom in the quayside
Beowolf Inn, with hisgrowing group of disciples and ahandful of visiting seefarers. Hewould tdll them
of the long history of his people, the story of thefirgt aien, and the adventure of Jesus Santanaand his
mission to theidand. Hetold them how his own son had once hung him up by hishedlsfor an hour, ina
cold cdll, head pounding and legs aching, as a sdfless sacrifice to help the visitors to thisworld.

And hewould tell them not to concern themsalves with mapping out the future— with careful planning
and anxious trepidation. Only one universa law governed the path of life.

Something dreadful was bound to happen.
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