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* Native Wisdom For White Minds, by Anne Schaef
“This is a great book…destined to be adapted for a screenplay and into a ginormous blockbuster on the big screen, Jack Vane will become a household name….”
Gary Sorkin, Pacific Book Review
“This book really got to me…I fell in love with half the characters and deliciously despised the other half…I couldn't get enough of the action… a roller coaster ride, and I didn't want to put the damn thing down. Friedberg makes Indiana Jones look like child's play.”
Jenny Nathan, Diamondhead Reviews
“…an exciting adventure filled with Native American folklore and ancient supernatural mythology….readers will cheer…an intriguing and entertaining adventure…intense page-turning read about…the key to unraveling an ancient prophecy…will keep readers engaged from start to end.”
Tracy Roberts, Write Field Services
“… appealed to me instantly…packed with tons of suspense, plenty of action…Readers who enjoy `Indiana Jones" and "The DaVinci Code" will enjoy this book and will be looking forward to the next.”
Marty Shaw, Reader Views
“…will remain vivid in your mind…will keep the reader on edge from beginning to end…filled with twists, turns, surprises and suspense!
Fran Lewis, Book Pleasures
DESTINY IS THE PROCESS OF YOUR ORDAINED LIFE UNFOLDING. *
* Native Wisdom For White Minds, Anne Schaef
"This is the account of how all was in suspense; all calm, in silence; all motionless; all pulsating; and empty was the expanse of the sky.”—The Mayan Popul Vuh
Albuquerque, New Mexico, Day.
I’d built the dance studio for Diana in our home. It was a high-ceilinged room with pale wood floor, mirrors on both sides, and a practice bar along the wall. She stretched in front of the mirrors, spandex shiny on her like paint on a Corvette. At twelve weeks, she wasn’t showing yet, but it wouldn’t change anything when she did.
She looked at me in the mirror and said, “What flavor is that?”
I chewed my gum. I lifted my eye patch to see her better. Green eyes gazed back at me over a tanned shoulder and high cheek-bones. She was my life. She’d married me, despite what I’d been before she saved me.
I said, “It’s Juicy Fruit, but they changed it.”
Hands on hips, she showcased her waistline and watched me in the mirror. She was half my age. I’d been brought to her when she was an alcohol abuse counselor.
She’d cared about me when I was still a drunk. She’d seen something in me. She’d seen the man we both wanted me to be. He was somewhere in there. She’d said, “You’re my great-souled warrior. You are a beautiful man and the Creator walks near you. You’re kind, and good, and gentle. I’m in love with you.”
She’d counseled and nursed my mind and cleansed my soul. I couldn’t live without her. I worked every day to become that man she saw and we both wanted.
Her name was Little Red Moon, but everyone called her Diana Rose.
“Smells good,” she said. “Give it.” She watched me in the mirror and wet her lips.
I tossed her the pack. She kept those green eyes on me. I felt like Tweety-Bird.
She popped a stick of gum, chewed, and watched me in the mirror.
My throat hurt like a knot got tied in it. I loved her more than living. She’d saved me from my past. She saved me every day from my future. I’d been lost, and she brought me back. I’d be there again, but she held me here. My future would have been death alone in an empty room, but she found me, and married me, and gave me children.
I thought of how we’d married and eaten corn and honey together in her Native ritual. We’d pledged our love, me, all teary eyed. She’d smiled like a Spring flower. She dried my eyes with a caress and said in front of the whole tribe, “You’re my great warrior Jack Vane, and I shall love and trust in you forever.” That was a year ago.
“I’m going downtown,” I said.
She watched me in the mirror and stepped back in a feline arrière. Tweety tried not to blink.
“Brush your hair, darling,” she said. “You don’t look like an ex-private eye.”
“How’s that supposed to look like?”
“Like the hero.”
I brushed my skunk-color hair. Anything she wanted. I would walk through fire for her. I would do anything for her. At my age I knew what I wanted and what I needed. And the difference.
I shrugged into my shoulder holster. I don’t like it to show, so I pulled a black leather Concho vest over it and buttoned two silver buttons. The holster was my own design. I'd had it made for a custom .45 gun presented to me by a British official code-named Lady Aquarius. I’d done her a favor once.
The gun was forged steel, engraved with an ancient Welsh blessing. I’m half Welsh. I called the gun Lady, in honor of Lady Aquarius.
I rang Diana’s brother, Little Boy. I wanted him to bring the big car around for me so I could go into town. He was a movie actor. He always carried his résumé and portfolio with him. At six feet tall and 260 pounds, he’d played a heavy in Apocalypto for Mel Gibson. LB lived over our garage and helped us out around the house. He followed his little big sister around on chores like a devoted bear.
Little Boy had moved in with us when we found out Diana was expecting. For an ex-Marine who’d done black-side stuff in Iraq, his eyes had gotten pretty wet about it.
Little Boy’s tears had moved me back then, and for an old ex-Green Beret, my eyes had gotten kinda wet too. I cry when I see other people cry. I cry for babies, kids, or animals. I cry at movies.
Little Boy answered the phone. “Yo.”
“Yo, can you bring the Escalade around for me?”
“OK, sure, Jack, but I just gotta get rid of this thing first. You know, that noise in the roof?”
“The squirrel. You gonna kill him off?”
Diana cut in, “The squirrel is a protector of twins…”
Little Boy said, “Not a squirrel, it’s an owl. I gotta get it the hell outta my roof before I can do anything else.”
“An owl? Can it wait? I gotta go into town.”
Diana’s eyes went wide. She mouthed, “An Owl??”
LB said, “No, Jack, it can’t wait.”
“Why not?”
“Owl’s the Indian bird of death, Jack.”
“Oh.”
Diana was nodding fast and making faces, like, saying, “The owl has to go!”
I said, “OK, but I still need the Escalade.”
Diana waved fingers like her nails were wet. “Nope, uh-uh,” she said. “Let him get that owl out of there, away from our twins. I need the Escalade but I’ll get it when he’s done. I’m reading to the reservation kids later, and then into Old Town for their medicals and lunch. You take El Bebé instead of the big car darling; it’s already parked out front. He has to get rid of that owl—now!”
“Sure,” I said. I didn’t bother wondering about the owl. The tribe was full of superstitions and taboos. Rituals and magic.
I tried to visualize myself jammed behind the wheel of her tiny BMW, all six-foot-three of me, 240 pounds of blubber. The scent of her would be there. I’d keep the windows up.
I worried about Diana because she’d miscarried before, and she was doing too much without help.
Her sister Maia and my other brother-in-law Ernest usually helped her with things like trips to the reservation and into town, but they were away.
Ernest looked like a wrinkle-dog. Maia was like a little sparrow. The three of them spent hours chatting about the latest gossip from the reservation, or rez’, as they called it. And about the spirits. Natives thrive on gossip, but they cannot live or die properly without the spirits.
Ernest was an ordained tribal Chanter and said Diana had a special connection to the spirits and gods—Blood Lightning. The Indians were deferential to her because of it. But superstition and religious fanaticism turned me off. I tried to keep my mouth shut about it.
Diana had miscarried before and nearly bled to death. I couldn’t let that happen again, so I decided to open my mouth about that. “Your father will have a stroke if he hears you’re running around doing all these errands alone, sweetheart.” Her father was called KC.
KC’s real name was Ku Chu Makwik, “Bear Who Stands,” medicine man of the Ojito Nation. He was old, lean, and leathery. Nobody seemed to know how old. They said he was a holy man and had mystic powers.
Diana smiled at me in the big mirror. I wondered what she saw there, what she watched. Something only she saw—silent, feminine, mysterious, a Native Nefertiti, emerald eyes inlayed with shining onyx.
Near her, in the mirror, there was a guy. He used to be better looking, thinner. His hair used to be like coal. They’d called him Blackie back then. Now his hair was like a skunk.
She watched the guy. What did she see? He reached for a big white Stetson. I tugged the brim down just to my pirate eye-patch. I got it where I liked it. I checked myself in the mirror. I’m good to go, I thought.
“I’m good to go?” What the hell did that actually mean? New-Speak. It meant, what? Say it backwards and maybe it would mean something?
“I’m go to good.” That didn’t mean anything either.
I hated this new-speak. When formal degrades to pop, it’s the end of culture. See, I was a time-traveler caught in the wrong Age. I’d gotten there the slow way—by living. I liked the old language. It was direct. I like direct.
… you kids get the hell off my lawn…
“What’s with the hat, cowboy?” Diana asked.
“Guy in a book. An old timey cop, ‘The Hot Kid.’ Thought I’d try it.”
She stared up at the hat for a moment. Her fine brow wanted to wrinkle. “No, darling. Please leave the hat here.”
“OK.”
“And take your cane?”
I loved her, so Tweety said, “Yes, dear,” and fluttered to his cane. The goddess smiled and I saw she loved me. I was humbled.
I couldn’t argue. My leg hurt, and it cramped, weak and atrophied from diabetes. She’d gotten me a black cane with a big feathered serpent painted around it. Some old god, she said, for strength. But I felt more like an old car with parts falling off.
“I’ll make an appointment for you with Dr. Lafayette,” she said.
Doctor Lafayette was an eye specialist. She was a little older than me, very small, with short black hair, and dark eyes tilted up at the corners. She was devout and aloof, a French Celt from a remote village in Brittany. We got along well because I was a Celt and spoke French.
Lafayette monitored my glycosylated hemoglobin because I was going blind in one eye from the diabetes. The light hurt my eye a lot, so she had me wear a patch over it. The patch made me look like Black Bart the pirate. Except my hair was streaked black and white.
One day Lafayette suddenly froze and stared at me, wide-eyed.
“Jeez, Doc, what is it?” It made my guts clench because she’d started out as her village’s devin. A seer.
“I see a destiny in you, Jacques.”
“What destiny?”
“A terrible destiny.” She trembled. “A dangerous providence.”
“What are you talking about, Dominique?”
She rushed me. Her tiny doll hands grabbed my shoulders, her face an agonized image burning with light on an ancient cathedral window. “Jaques—la lune rouge saignera de sang blanc. Les deux étoiles s'éteigneront. A cause de vos mensonges éternels, Black Jack Vane, vous êtes voué à l'enfer le plus sombre, et pour toujours.”
She scared me with that, “The red moon will bleed white. The twin stars will go out. Evil will arrive in light and murder the brightness of the night. Because of your eternal lies, Black Jack Vane, you are doomed to the darkest hell, and forever.”
She was a figurine in glass, ready to shatter.
She shuddered. She slowly softened. She seemed to come back from somewhere else.
“Doc? Are you all right?”
“No, Jacques, I’m not all right. Neither are you or Little Red Moon.” Her eyes filled with tears and brimmed over. A hand fluttered to her eyes and covered them a moment.
Holy shit, I was thinking.
She looked at me.
She said, “Go straight home to your wife, Jacques—and stay there.”
“Why, what’s up?”
“Something is coming, Jack.”
Holy shit…
“What does it mean, Dominique? What you said in French.”
“I don’t know, Jacques—I don’t know what it means. But…oh, God! I see an ancient king—a ruined, crippled man.” She covered her eyes with a fluttering hand, “And a wicked Pagan sorceress. And her evil, warlock lover. They are your future. But, wait—they are your past as well. Oh God! I see an unholy ritual performed in a black cavern. Unholy! Unholy!”
Holy shit…
That was a while back.
Girded with eye-patch and cane, I was ready for the BMW, and ABQ, and my lawyer. When we were cops in Philly, Nick’s cop-to-cop name had been “Nicky Pads.” To his enemies he’d been “Nick Dago.” Now, he was Mr. Nicholas D’Agostino, Esquire—lately of New Mexico.
Me, I’d escaped from Philadelphia hunted by the mob, and ran for my sorry-assed life like a dingo. I was a drunk back then. I was always a little over the top, but this was worse. I never really quite knew what I’d say or do in a situation, and I’d offended the wrong wiseguys—again—and they let out a contract on me. In the process leading up to all that excitement, I’d already wrecked my first marriage; I’d destroyed my detective agency; and I’d lost what was left of my self.
I floated through a dozen states, hunted by the mob, and I was a black hole for booze.
But Nicky snagged me into New Mexico where he hid me at his private retreat way out in Goddess Canyon where I couldn’t bother anybody.
Nick’s money got to the right people in Philly. He knew where the bodies were buried—literally—and he bought my contract from the mob.
Nick filed papers and got me a New Mexico P. I. badge. “Tin,” it’s called.
Tin.
He let me work his cases.
ABQ was weird for a South Philly boy.
“Get used to it, Jack,” Nick said, “population five hundred thousand; only two million in the whole state. Very mystical. they all think they’re psychic, believe in spirits and channeling Elvis. The mayor wants to plant trees on our roofs. They worry whether you like red or green.”
“Red or green?”
“Yeah. Chili. Red or green chili. They worry about that a lot. You ask that question, red or green, and everything else stops, for a discussion about chili. It stupefies them.”
Anyway…that was four years ago.
But Nick’d just phoned to say he had a client for me. I told him I was retired, but he already knew that. I was totally out of the detecting game, but he already knew that, too.
The bastard.
He said, “Yeah, well, Blackie, you’ll want this one. They’re paying in gold. You gotta see this. You gotta hear this story. Get right the hell down here, I got a shoebox full of Krugerands, and American Eagles, you gotta see it.”
I wondered where they got the shoebox. Were there ever shoes in it? What kind?
“I’m out of the game, Nicky—permanent.”
“Yeah.”
“I’m done. No more detecting.”
“Yeah, Jackie.”
I heard him lean back in his chair. It squeaks.
“So, you’re an internet mogul now, Jackie?” I heard a voice-smile clench around the teeth, like one of those fake TV doctors. “So, how’s the web biz?” He tried to make it sound jolly, but it didn’t come off that way. “Payin’ the mortgage?”
“Business is great,” I said.
The bastard. I didn’t mention my mortgage and debts, that I could lose the house, my life policy—that I was scared I could lose Diana.
I was suddenly desperate.
Damn, he was good, he had me thinking about that shoebox full of gold—one last job. How much is that in money, I wondered?
A lot.
Then Diana came into the room with morning sickness. She lay down on the bed while Nick was still talking in my ear. Part of me watched her, and part of me thought how there was enough gold in that shoe box to take care of her forever.
Who the hell would pay that much to an ex-sleuth? And to do what?
I suddenly didn’t care what it was.
Nothing else mattered.
I had a plan. I told Nick I’d be down to see him. “Just to get you off the hook with your client, but I promise you nothing.” I said it loud. I looked at Diana as she watched me. I winked at her like, That’ll show him. She smiled and mimed, “I love you.”
We’d agreed before we were married that I would never go back to work as a private eye. No more bad people, no more smell of death on me. I’d sworn it to Diana on our life together.
So, I didn’t tell her about this deal with Nick.
I figured she didn’t really need to know. It didn’t matter what the deal was, I had a way to hide it from her. A guy. Called himself Fat Man. He was a Spanish Moroccan Jew, a rabbi, knew where everything was and how it all worked, did favors for favors done.
He could help me get rid of the coins like magic. Yeah, he’d disappear them into Muslim Morocco and materialize them as cash in Bulgaria.
But there was a potential problem with me going downtown. Her name was Lieutenant Desdemona Warchovski. She was still pissed off that I’d dumped her when I met Diana.
Desdemona was vindictive. She was a crack shot. She was a weight lifter. She was half Comanche. And a redhead.
I wondered what she’d do to me now that she hated me. When she was in love with me she threw me down a fire escape. The locals covered for her—the blue conspiracy—cops—and to hell with little old moi.
But behind her back they called her, “The Big Chick.” Six feet tall, 180 pounds, black skirt-suit, black three-inch boots, black 10 mm Glock. The Glock rep told me they used that caliber to hunt rhino in Africa.
But that was my past. I was into the present. So I crossed the studio and took Diana into my arms. “Bye, Honey. I’ll call you after I get rid of Nick.”
I held her close and kissed those luscious lips. She crushed herself to me. She tilted her head back and looked up at me from under heavy lashes, her eyes a question. I kissed her again, longer this time.
“I love you, Blackie.”
“I love you more.”
I stepped out into the July desert blast of glare and heat. The humidity was three percent and the air was too thin at 5600 feet above sea level. It was Mars.
I glanced east at the Sandia Mountains. They blotted half the spotless sky. I’d read they’d risen there ten million years ago. They call New Mexico the “Land of Enchantment,” but it’s more like just spooky. The region had been an ancient sea, and then a volcanic hell. Tremors deep in the earth happened all the time. The Native Indians said the earth below and the mountain were haunted.
Behind me, there was a 400-foot high plateau of ancient, black lava rock—the West Mesa.
The mesa was full of dormant volcanoes. Not extinct, but dormant. The locals used to toss in tires and watch the heat make them smoke. Indians believe the volcanoes are sacred entrances to the Other World.
Up on the mesa, coyotes yipped-yowled. I put on a pair of Ray-Bans against the Martian UV and watched the scraggly creatures trot by in a bloom of dust. Coyotes are spooky tricksters in Native lore.
New Mexico was every spooky old sci-fi movie I’d ever seen. All it needed was the giant ants. Nothing that happened there could possibly be normal. Giant ants would be normal.
I inhaled the searing Martian air.
I exhaled.
“Yeah,” I said to nobody, “but it’s a dry heat.”
I caned my way across the teak deck toward the driveway—step-clump, step-clump—sounded like one-legged Ahab haunting the deck of the doomed Pequod.
Ahab…yeah…
I squeezed into Diana’s BMW, and her scent was there like a magical veil. I tucked in my elbows, lit the engine, and spun shots of the orange gravel that serves as lawn in New Mexico.
I found I-40 out in the seared brown sand and spiky scrub. There was nobody around but a little Mexican guy, dusty black denims, skinny as hell, walking along the side of the road in cowboy boots.
They’re everywhere here like that. Head down, never look up. Don’t attract attention, don’t thumb it.
But this guy’s eyes swiveled right at me as I smoked past him—pigeon eyes, round, flat. I thought I saw the gleam of a black Concho vest under his dusty jacket, silver buttons and medallions.
But I was past him already. In my rear mirror, he waved at me, a tight white grin under his black moustache.
Yeah, bye-bye to you, too.
I let the little Beemer do 70 toward Albuquerque—ABQ, “Abbacue.”
The clients would be there waiting in Nick’s office. Nick would be telling them how we’d served together in the Major Crimes Unit under Frank Rizzo, the toughest police chief and mayor who ever lived. If that story got boring, Nick would croon about our exploits as Green Berets in ‘Nam and all over the world. He’d rhapsodize about it to the clients, how I was demolitions, and he was this intel’ guy. But that was OK; the tune would be a good one.
I’d known a lot of guys in the Army. I wondered about them. I thought of this one guy, Heeb The Knife. That gave me a funny feeling, like he was close by. He’d been dangerous, a killer. I felt weird. The day felt weird.
I buzzed the window down and spit out the wad of Juicy Fruit Fake. Martian air coiled around me and back out into the roar. My bicep pressed the grip of the engraved .45 under my arm. I felt uneasy.
So I checked my mirrors. The bastards were back on me again.
Whoever they were, they were there yesterday and now they were on me again. The same dark sedan and white compact car with blackout windows. Smartass toughboys. I hate toughboys.
They were the second and third cars back. They took turns being the lead car, hidden behind a civilian SUV. They thought the SUV between us gave them cover, but it didn’t.
Not from me.
It’s easy, if you know how to see what you’re looking at, if you live it, and you’re focused. Then no enemy can touch you. You’re in an alternate reality. You’re a shadow, a glimmer. You’re invisible. It’s like no one can see you, even if they look at you.
And you’re always ready.
It’s a disease.
I hated those smartasses on my tail. I felt the adrenaline start. I surged, I got angry. I edged too close to the rim and started to lose common sense. I wanted to feel the big .45 kick them in the ass. I wanted to hurt them with my hands. I tried not to spill over the rim, but as I watched them in the mirrors, I felt myself grin. I’d already gone over without knowing it.
I hit my brakes hard and so did the SUV behind me. To the rear of the SUV, my two pursuit cars slammed on their brakes and crashed into each other in a shower of glass and metal. I downshifted, floored it, and blasted the hell out of there.
My grin showed teeth in the mirror. I was high and liked it that way—the hunt, the game, money in shoe boxes. Who were those guys? I don’t give a damn, just pay me. Yeah, boy.
But, something was missing. Diana’s scent was missing. Something else was there, instead. The Martian wind was there.
My testicles clenched. Maybe I was getting too old for this shit.
Hell. I’d go into town anyway.
-> The Art Of War, Sun Tzu, translated by Thomas Cleary
I parked on the third level of a downtown lot. When I got out of my car I heard someone yelling. Shit, more trouble. Shit finds me. I’m a shit-magnet. And then I can’t help myself. I’m a sheepdog. I have to protect the sheep. I’m like a boy scout, but with a gun and tin.
So I went over to a parked car where I saw this guy slapping a woman. She was crying, hunched over a baby. I tapped on the guy’s window with my cane.
“—the hell you want, you old bastard!”
“Lay off the frail.”
“—the hell’s a frail?”
“A woman. It’s not nice to hit a woman.”
“Who asked you!” and he blasted out of the car like a bull from the chute, like I hoped he would. I twisted my weight into it, locked my body like a battering ram, and stiff-armed the heel of my hand into his face. I felt the shock go down my legs into the concrete floor. That stopped him, but it hurt my bad leg like hell, so I slammed the car door on him maybe six times, until he looked about right.
I dragged the toughboy out of the car and slammed him against a pillar. I had one of his arms pinned behind him, up high, my other elbow across his throat, and a knee hard where it hurt.
I said, “Don’t even breathe, sonny.”
My leg was killing me.
I felt him start to lunge. I went with him and stepped back, yanked his arm straight, twisted it, and let his own heavy beef take him down hard. He went face first into the concrete. It made an awful smack.
He roared like a bear and started to get up, but I couldn’t afford a real fight. So I stuck the .45 in his ear and gently said, “It’s already cocked.”
He stopped right there, crucified himself flat, saying, “Yes, sir. Yes.” He knew the format all right, been there lots of times.
Slob: zero points; Woman: ten points.
It felt good.
The woman was next to me ,“Please, Mister!”
“Don’t worry, ma’am, I’m not gonna hurt him.”
She looked up at me, her face red and bruised. “Why the hell not, Mister? Go ahead and hurt him.”
She handed me my cane. Then she took a little .25 Galesi from the guy’s back pocket. He glared at us both. It shook me that I’d missed the gun.
He said, “I’ll get you, Nadine.”
I said, “Shut up, asshole.”
Nadine found his keys. She held the gun in her other hand like she knew how to use it. She stared down at the slob. I wondered if she’d shoot him. I think she wondered about that too. I knew he did.
But she hugged me, and kissed the shoulder of my vest. She stayed there a moment, looking away.
“God bless you, Mister.”
She slipped into the car with the baby and drove down the ramp, fast.
I left the guy there, tied to a car door with his own belt. I knew the belt wouldn’t hold him. I didn’t care. He just watched me go, didn’t look too well.
I made it down to street level. I smelled taco ingredients frying somewhere and decided to eat, before I faced Nick. I hobbled along on my cane.
Traffic in Albuquerque was almost non-existent, like on a Twilight Zone movie set. But it seemed every tenth car had a trunk-mounted boom-box that hammered out salsa. The music improved the ambience, like being on vacation somewhere far away, except with no ocean, and no vacation.
I strolled along feeling pretty good anyway, hummed a little tune of my own, Wah Waaah, Wah Ha Haaa Tooo-Seee...!
I found taco beef sizzling at The Schoolhouse, a college nightspot, but open daytime. There’d been two shootings there recently. On different nights. Of the same week.
It was big and dim inside. There were tables, a dingy circular bar, and a dance floor in the back. There was a “Dress Code” posted next to the door. Under the smoky cook-smell there was a greasy staleness.
The very young waitresses there could not possibly have been showing more skin if it was a contest. This was some sort of an Albuquerque tradition. The bigger the tits, the more they showed them.
Since I’d been in ABQ I got tired of it. Tits started to scare me. Especially the really big ones.
And the ubiquitous female butt-tattoos over female plumbers’ butt-cracks. Fear-provoking.
The tough Mex behind the bar remembered me. He let his face go slack and tugged his sideways ball-cap down. He flashed gold hip-hop teeth and said, “¿Qué pasa, vato?” He moved his grapefruit shoulders. “You want the yellow corn tacos again, si? Oh, and right now you better look to behind you."
I turned, and there was Sgt. Delayne. He stared up at me, small and thin, ears like phone books, and dandelion fuzz for hair. Despite the heat, he wore a tweed sport coat, vest, corduroys, and an old Bogart hat pulled down low.
Little eyes squinted up at me, through cigarette smoke from a Lucky that drooped from thin lips.
I hadn’t heard him come up behind me. That shook me.
His voice was lazy. Slow and drawn out. He sounded almost sad.
“Hello…Jack.”
“What do you want, Delayne?”
“Me? Aw…nothing, Jack. But the Big Chick?” He took his time. “She know you’re in town? No?”
He dragged deep on the Lucky, didn’t touch it, and exhaled around it. He stared at me.
He said, “Somebody might tell her. See what I mean? Say…you oughta go home, Jack.”
I looked down at him, little eyes under a hat brim.
“Delayne. I left that drunken Amazon a year ago—get off my back.”
Delayne’s hands were in his coat pockets, thumbs down outside. He grinned, showed tiny teeth, eyes glittery.
He said, “Sure…tough guy. Say…I’ll see you.”
He turned to go, but stopped and faced me again. He said real slow, “Oh…by the way, Jack. You’re getting too old for this game.”
“Really, officer?” I spoofed, wide-eyed. “Golly, what makes you say that, sir?”
“What makes me say that, Jack? The blond…the one who followed you here. Say…know what, old gringo? You oughta go home.” Sad. Tired. “Well...so long…Jack.”
He kept narrow, vivid eyes nailed to my face for a long moment.
Then he turned and went out the door.
A sudden body-heat came at me from behind, I heard a loud demand, and my guts jumped, “What!”
The bartender pushed a bag into my hands. “I said, red or green, vato? You want red or green chili with your tacos? Here, take both.” He stared at me. “Hey, manno, you good? You don’t look to like it. Oh, hey, you don’t got to worry about that thing.”
“What? Worry about what thing?”
“That bullet you just dodge from Sparkle. He looking to lock you ass up. But, you don’t never got to worry ‘bout the bullet that miss you.” He pronounced it “meese you.”
We don’ need no bodges…I don’ chav to show you any stinking….
“Hey vato, look, I call you I hear on him or the Beeg Cheek, or this blond bitch after you, ‘ey?” He held the grin but his eyes didn’t. “Oh. And, maybe you can to go now? You got a ‘pointment somewhere I hope?”
The titty waitresses giggled.
I laid down my last Washingtons and walked out.
No sign of Delayne or any blond in the street.
Or Lieutenant Warchovski.
I stood out front there a minute. I watched traffic and faces. I looked for a disjoint in the pattern. Nothing. My leg was killing me, but I made myself stand there. A place to stand and vaguely eat tacos. It gave me countenance.
I was hungry for answers too. Why’d Delayne roust me just now, but warn me about this blond?
Who was she? Where was she? Who were those guys I’d wrecked out on the highway? Who was this client Nick had with a shoebox full of gold?
What the hell was the tie-in?
Maybe coming into town for this wasn’t a good idea. If it broke bad, I could never fix it with Diana. I was supposed to be out of the damned game. Forever.
But it’s not like I lied to her. I just didn’t tell her. I’d rather be dead than lose Diana, but that gold—it was for her. I limped off.
I passed an alley and Delayne’s blond was there, just inside. She was in her forties, long and slim like a knife. She made like she was just out catching a smoke, just out from some cushy office job.
But she didn’t fit.
Nothing about her fit.
The clothes, the shoes, they didn’t fit. Everything looked brand new. Like she’d just snipped the price tags off five minutes ago, the folds still in them, no wrinkles. No jewelry.
I glanced at her as I passed. She had an ass you could bounce a quarter off of. I kept going, and didn’t look back.
I got to Nick’s office on Gold Street. I went through big glass doors into a small outdoor atrium enclosed by the building’s walls, four storeys of blue-glazed brick. It was shady in there, shrubs, flowers, heavy slat benches, chirping birdies.
In the center of the dim atrium there was a tree, four stories high—thick roots. It rose up and spread bone-thin branches in a shadowy jungle of leaves. A circular black iron stair twisted right up through the center of the darkness and branches.
At the top of the dark, there she was, the blond—in a pool of sunlight. She gazed down through the dark iron rings at me, her face empty, her eyes hidden by a pair of shades. Her hair lifted in a breeze. She seemed to float in the light.
It’d already been a dangerous day, now this—shit.
Shit finds me. I wondered what the hell I was doing there at Nick’s. Who the hell was this chick? Hired muscle. An iron belle. What did she want?
Those guys out on the highway. Me on a cane and one-eyed. Why should I take these risks? I’d never even told Diana what I was doing. I could get killed.
But, worse than that, Diana could leave me.
That would be worse than death.
The blond leaned down at me, big hands gripping the rail. She blocked the top of the stairs. Would I have to fight her to pass? She was in a lot better shape than me, and calm. Confident. There are women who can hurt a man bad in a fight.
I looked away.
I could just leave.
No….
I didn’t want a lot from life. But when I did want something, I wanted it bad. I wanted that gold.
But if I took this case of Nick’s, I’d pass a point of no return—no way to undo my lies to Diana. Yet, the gold could save everything.
I balled my fists. If the blond wanted trouble, I was from where they made it.
I looked back up, but I didn’t see her anymore.
Climbing the stairs, my leg burned like hell. I felt sick. I looked straight up at the sky, and it suddenly rotated around me. I felt like I was falling and clutched the rail. I reached out and found the tree, but I was frozen in the dark cleft of stairs like bird crap on iron.
I forced myself up into the spinning vortex of sunlight, lost my balance, and fell through a doorway.
“You look like crap, Jackie-Jack,” Dahlia said. She was Nick’s secretary.
I dropped onto the cushions of a bench that ran the circumference of the round waiting room. I felt like I was on a spinning roulette wheel. I wiped my face with a sleeve and tried to breathe. I had vertigo somehow.
She watched me. I pretended to look at a fish aquarium that bubbled in the center; a little rainbow shark trailed after smaller tropical fish. The shark kept behind and to one side.
“I’m fine,” I said to her, “I’m always fine. He’s expecting me.”
I felt sick, too high from the ground. I felt like my head was coming off. I needed to get back down on the ground soon.
“You look awful, Jackie-Jack Are you all right?”
Dahlia had steel dark hair and big gray eyes. She was voluptuous and dressed to show it off. Nick hired Dahlia just so he could look at her. He didn’t care about secretarial skills. One day he just stared at her, transfixed. All charged up, he’d whispered to me, “Hell, anybody can type.”
“Jack? You OK?”
“Yeah, sure—just not up to full charge.”
Office sounds came from doors that led off to law libraries, conference rooms and high-priced lawyers.
I glanced up. One of the high-priced lawyers stood there with a quivering Chihuahua on his arm, and looked down at me. The Reverend Codie Templeton.
The Reverend Codie Templeton was a scrawny stick-man in rimless glasses. Codie was bitter, harsh, and abrasively religious. But the dog was cute in its little sweater. It snarled at me in a high-pitched gargle. That was Codie, a high-pitched gargle of a man.
Codie was tousled and stylish in his dark brown suit coat, electric-blue chinos, and red running shoes—very Santa Fe, all wine and cheesey.
I saw the outline of a Bible that Codie carried in his coat pocket. He’d preach to anyone he could corner. I felt sorry for him. But he was an asshole with ears.
I said, “How they hangin’, Rev’ Codie?”
His nostrils flared and whitened, like he smelled something.
He said, “Follow me, Mr. Bad Man.”
Codie pivoted and walked away. I trailed along behind, a little to one side.
The big-eyed dog showed teeth and gargled in doggie rage. Without turning around to look at me, Codie said, “And stop bothering Marlon.”
He rubbed the dog’s bony butt. It looked like he might have a thumb up Marlon’s ass.
Nick stood behind his desk when he saw me come in, grinned, and charged out to grab me, “Yo, Black-eee!” He shouted, and bear-hugged me. I converted his shmooz into a handshake, and set my back toward an empty part of the room.
The clients were there in the visitors’ nook of leather sofa and chairs. The blond was there, too. She stood by an open window, with her back to me. She gazed down into the atrium. That made me dizzy—the window, her looking down.
Nick introduced me to the other five. The pack leader was a Ms. Charmant; the others were a Mr. Green, Mr. White, Mr. Brown, and Mr. Smith. I gave this “Ms. Charmant” my half-nod and ran a frosty eye over her flunkies. Nobody said anything.
I thought Nick would start his usual bullshitting and war stories, so I tuned out and started a mental nap.
“Jack—Chrissakes, you listening to me? Case of a lifetime here, come on.” He waved a fat arm toward the clients, “Let’s get started, whaddya say?”
“‘Whaddya say’ about what, Nick?” I made hard creases down my face. I said real flat, “These idiots surveilled me out on the highway. Two of them. They followed me. They harassed me. They pissed me off. This blond chick was just out on Copper Street with me. Why the hell do I need them?”
Nick’s lawyer-smile iced up and his eyes froze. “Awww, come on, cuzzin, you didn’t mean that, not in front of our friends here, this isn’t you talkin’, you’re killin’ me here, come on….”
The clients stared. Their brand new clothes didn’t fit and still had the shipping creases in them. They wore no jewelry. The soles of their new shoes that I could see had no scuffs. I wondered if their shoes had come out of a box on the coffee table labeled “SHOES.”
Codie Templeton was on his feet, crowded me, and opened his mouth to say something stupid. I shoved him away, “What are you gonna do Codie, hit me? Sit down, before I smack you.”
Charmant stood up fast and straight. The blond turned smoothly as a ripple of water and looked right at me. Nick crowded in on me and they all seemed to jam and heap me toward that open window. Were they gonna throw me out of it? I felt like my spinning head would come off.
Nick started to talk, but with just a look Charmant slapped him wordless. He hung there with his mouth open.
I hated this Ms. Charmant, with her perfect hair, and perfect poise. Her perfect eyes were like black enamel. They seemed to watch me through smoke.
In a voice smooth as molten bronze, she said, “Mr. Vane, I’ve waited a long time for you to show up. I’ve got a deadline. My situation is dire.” She raised her chin. “You will locate an important item for me.”
She was all confidence and alpha. Her pack watched her. She inspected me through the smoke, her face a marble mask.
She said, “Your retainer is half of this.”
One of her boys lifted the lid of the “SHOES” box. It was full of gold coins stacked like casino chips so shiny it hurt to look at them.
It was pirate treasure, Montezuma’s ransom. I was one-eyed Wotan with the Nibelung’s dragon gold. It was staggering.
Why so much money? What the hell did they want that badly?
I heard Charmant talking. She said, “…and the other half is yours on completion of the assignment.”
Her eyes tried to read mine, but I turned the page.
* * *
Nick tried pushing my buttons to reset the mood. He said, “Jack, this is me, Nicky. Can we just play nice here awhile?”
I didn’t say anything.
Charmant only stared at me. I gave her nothing. But she must have taken my silence for obedience. She said, “Then, I take it we have a deal, Mr. Vane.”
“No, we don’t have any deal,” I said. “You haven’t told me anything. I was a cop. I was a soldier behind enemy lines. I need information, not commands. I need to see stuff, not just hear noise out of you. What’s this all about, what’s the rush, what’s so dire? Why so much money? To do exactly what? What crime do you want done?”
Nick was in my face. “Take it easy, Jack, you need this payout. The bill collectors call me every damn day. You’re three months behind in everything, and thirty days from losing what you got left. Listen to me, Jack. This late, they do not make refinancing arrangements, and you got nothin’ but that stupid internet business. Don’t throw away your new life and family. This is your last shot, pal.”
He had this too well thought out. And I didn’t like the way he said “pal.” I took a step back.
Nick stared at me, his eyes distant and flat. “Play ball, Jackie. It’s what’s best for you.”
“Don’t lie to me, Nick. This is really all about what’s best for you.”
He stuck his jaw out. Then, he said almost gently, “If you don’t finish out this job…well…there could be a bad penalty in it for you.”
I stared at him. Had he just warned me that I was already too deep into their game to just walk away? I could see they were heavyweight players. They all watched me. Nobody moved.
My mouth felt like the inside of a leather glove. An artery in my skull boomed like a fire hose. If I didn’t throw in with this crowd I could be a liability to them. They’d maybe eliminate that liability. Then, who’d take care of Diana?
I heard myself talking. Far away. I said, “What’s the job?”
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The open window behind me was deep as a mineshaft. Charmant jammed me from the front, stepped in on me, and said, “Now you will listen to me, Mr. Vane. And you will cooperate.”
I started to say something, but decided to keep my mouth shut for a change.
She stared at me, her face tight. Her voice was tight. “Mr. Vane. This is New Mexico.”
“What else is hot?”
“You have heard of the famous Roswell Incident, correct?”
“You got me down here for that aliens crap?”
“No, not aliens, Mr. Vane. Roswell was something worse than aliens.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“Look, Jack, make me something fresh, because what you’re serving is boring—so dump it.”
“I told you. I get to know the whole story. Everything, or I walk. I’m a detective, I need information. I don’t go bareback anywhere, not for anything. And I get paid in advance.”
Nick jumped up, “Chrissakes, Jack…”
Charmant said, “No, it’s all right, Nicky.”
Nicky….
She sucked right up to Nick. She was a chameleon. That was OK, because I’m a damn Gila monster. I’d wait. Everyone has a weakness, even her. I’d find it. Then I’d reveal it. And eat her for lunch.
Good, Neo. Adaptation. Improvisation. But your technique is not your weakness.
My weakness….
She was talking to me. “Mr. Vane, this all began in 1945, at the end of World War II.”
“I need a lot more than that.” I took my Ray-Bans out, like I was thinking of leaving. I love putting pressure on people who hold out on me. I love being a thug. I need to know everything. I can’t stand to not know something. I need to be ready. It’s a sickness.
“Wait, Mr. Vane.”
I said, “OK. It was 1945. And?”
“And, that’s when the U.S. Government impounded Nazi scientists and their equipment—war criminals and their super-weapons. They were brought over here in something called Operation Paper Clip. The scientific haul was much grander than has ever been made public, Mr. Vane.”
“I’m listening.”
“All right. You see, by 1944, the Nazis had developed a particular super-weapon. It was a twin-jet fighter-bomber, invisible to radar. The Horten GO-229 was a flying wing, boomerang-shaped, like a modern B-2 bomber. You know—the one that looks like the bat plane. It was made of composites and special rubber paint that absorbed radar. Invisible. This was 1944, lost knowledge that wasn’t rediscovered until the 1980’s.”
“And you’re going to tell me that some renegade James Bond evil scientist has gotten hold of some Nazi super-weapon, wants to rule the world with it, and you expect me to blow it up because I was a demo’ man in Nam? Or—what—you want me to blow him up? Is that what you expect for all that money?”
“No, Mr. Vane. I expect you to shut up and listen to me.” Her thin nostrils pinched white. “Two years after the war ended, early 1947, the U.S. Government was actually operating—flying—these captured secret Luftwaffe warplanes. The incarcerated pilots, SS war criminals, had been members of a Nazi ‘ghost unit’ so secret it only became known to Allied Intelligence after the war. Luftwaffe Wing 500, the most privileged and knowledgeable of the SS. They knew the secrets of everything—where everything was, and how it all worked. They knew everything possible regarding worldwide communist activity and its leaders.
“But here’s the punch line, Jack: after the war, the Wing 500 network of war criminals still existed. Illegally. It was still all in place, long after World War II had actually ended. And, Jack— the U.S. Government was running it.”
“You mean it continued as a post-war black op’?”
“Yes. It was totally clandestine. Classified, ‘Beyond Top Secret.’ The original Nazi SS flyers were still piloting the Horten bombers, but now secretly for the U.S.”
“How do you know this?”
“It’s well-documented. We have it all.”
“And when do I see the documentation? I have to see it. I need facts, I told you, I’m asking you again. What documentation? You ignored me. You have to show me, not tell me. You’re almost starting to make me angry.”
“Of course Mr. Vane. The records can be made available to you. But listen to me first. Regarding this incident under discussion…”
“Which incident? You’re all over the damn board.”
“This Roswell incident. Just let me get all the rest of it out in front of you first.”
“The aliens?”
“You’re thinking of July 2, 1947, Jack. There were no aliens. Not on that night in question. You see, these same SS war criminal pilots had been on their way back to Roswell’s Walker Air Force Base for debriefing by the CIA. Walker was the original Area 51, and was where they hid the secret Horten bombers and the outlaw Nazi pilots. This was after a covert mission into the Soviet Union.
“There was a thunderstorm and the two planes collided. They crashed and burned in a rancher’s field. So, you see, the two Horten flying wings were actually the so-called Roswell incident. I’m telling you this because you need to believe those two planes existed. You need to accept they were engaged in clandestine activities and crashed, because I have a lot more to tell you.”
“Yeah, well it makes no sense. You’re saying these were Nazi super-weapons and pilots, but there were witnesses. There was a crashed UFO and little gray men. Dead little gray guys.”
“It was a cover-up, Jack. The incinerated pilots fused with their rubber flight suits and helmets, that’s all. There’s your little gray guys.
“But, you see, back in 1947 the U.S. Government lied about something more shattering than any crashed UFO. The USA used those Nazi war criminals to break international law. It committed crimes against Humanity. The U.S. was no longer the torchbearer of morality. The U.S. gave up its humanity. It became a war criminal.”
“What the hell are you talking about?”
“Jack, don’t play the clown with me. I know you have a Master’s, and you’re not as stupid as you look. You ask what these words mean? America had co-opted and utilized all of that outlawed Nazi knowledge I just told you about. All the clandestine ops’ of the war, and Wing 500’s high-altitude biological experiments. These were the infamous, so-called ‘medical’ experiments, on captured Americans, Jews, and Russians. They were used as live guinea pigs, to further Nazi conquest of the air. Atrocities!”
“Know what? You tell a sweet story—lots of icy drama. You sprinkle a few facts like jimmies, you promise me a taste, but you don’t deliver. I don’t see my involvement here without proof of fact. You’d better put out soon, or I’m going home.”
I love to squeeze the facts out of them. I love to apply pressure on them. I love to be irritating and crude. I entertain the crap out of me. I slay me. I love being a wiseass and a thug. It’s my main fun in life. I need to know everything, not just what they want to feed me. I want it all, or I don’t play. I need facts. That—and pay me.
Or I get angry.
I slipped on my Ray-Bans like I was leaving.
“Jack, wait. You’ve got a responsibility here. These Cold War instrumentalities still exist, and are very powerful. I have an interest here. Secrets. Won’t you please help me?”
The magic words: “please help me.” Shit finds me. I’m a shit magnet….
I said almost gently, “Prove this is true and maybe I’ll help you. I’m trying to keep an open mind, but it’s getting narrow in here. For the sake of this conversation and Nick’s billable hours, tell me where is this danger to the USA in the present day? How do these past events threaten the USA today? Go ahead, make your case.”
“My real interest here is what was transported back from Russia that night, in 1947. The cargo is my problem. And it is a major, major problem, Jack. That night, the Horton pilots had brought a mysterious object out of Russia. An ancient relic.”
She stopped. Her lips moved silently, and I thought she said something under her breath.
I said, “What was so special about this…relic?”
Her eyes got wide and shiny. “It can be a thing of immense good, or stunning evil. Depending on who possesses it. The relic can be used to control certain things—scientific processes. Hitler tried to take it with him into death; he thought it could bring him back.”
“This is crazy.”
She stiffened. Her eyes went dark and hard. “Why would I tell you all this if it was a joke. The artifact is a limitless reservoir of vast impersonal power. But it is dangerously influenced by the character and nature of its owner, the person it matches up to. Together—the person and the artifact—they have capabilities beyond comprehension. Depending upon who owns this mechanism, it could mean limitless, clean energy to save the world. Or it could destroy the world.”
“Wait a minute. You just called it a mechanism. You said before that it was an ancient relic, not a mechanism.”
“The relic was made by the Sumerians 5000 years ago, but it’s still a scientific mechanism.” She talked fast, “It’s a solid gold bowl the size of a basketball. It’s covered with mysterious glyphs and symbols. It does things. Strange things. Impossible things. We think the markings are mathematical formulae. Or some kind of engraved circuits. Or both combined. A mechanism. This is another kind of science. Unknown science. Lost science. I told you. We think the mathematical markings bond circuitry of some kind.”
I just stared at her.
“Jack, the Testament of Solomon describes how King Solomon used an ancient relic to command legions of ‘demons’ to construct his temple. Or were the ‘demons’ really advanced machines? It’s written that Solomon moved 400-ton blocks onto a mountaintop with an ancient relic. The blocks are still up there on Mount Moriah. They came from Baruch Quarry, miles away.”
“How was it done?”
“They were moved with science, not magic. With the relic, we think. Any sufficiently advanced science appears as magic to a sufficiently primitive society. I mean—King Solomon would think your TV is magic. Is it?”
“Why are you really interested in this object? As an antiquity? For the gold content? Or, do you hope it’ll make you the first chick world dictator.”
“OK. Bottom line—the relic can control unseen forces that run the universe. Electricity, gravity, heat, magnetics—who knows what else? Quantum physics is as spooky as it gets. At that level, ‘The rules of reality don’t apply.’ Einstein said that, not me. I don’t know how the bowl works. It’s lost knowledge, Jack. Lost science. We’re just now rediscovering it. Did you know Einstein stated that with the right math he could ‘read the mind of God?’ Well, Einstein never solved that equation.
“But we think the Sumerians actually did solve it. 5000 years ago. That’s what we’re talking about here. They read the mind of God.”
It scared me. I said, “Impossible.”
“Why? It’s just math. I need you, Jack. Help me.”
The magic words, I need you…help me. I’m a shit magnet….
“What do you need me for? Why?”
“I didn’t make this point to you yet, Jack. The relic wasn’t in the wreckage. Somebody else got there first.” Her hands knotted together. “And now the relic is lost. Will you please take the assignment?”
My head pounded. “Where is this thing you want stolen?”
“You won’t have to steal it when the time comes, Jack. You only have to help us find it.”
“Exactly who is ‘us’?”
“As high up as you can go, Jack.”
“I need to know how high. I have a license to protect. Liability, criminal charges, my freedom. How high is ‘high up’?”
She pointed her chin at me like a drill and bit off her words. “Read my lips, Jack: The; highest; Level. You see, we began a long time ago. We’ve held power for over 2000 years. You see, we know everything. We know exactly how the world works and who to call. After two millennia, you might say we have roots. We’re the gentry, the old money.
“We are the real power, Jack. We are the hidden, permanent government of this planet.”
“Oh, come on. Who are you really?”
“No One.”
“Huh?”
“We’re the No One. Remember how Ulysses blinded the Cyclops and then told it that his name was No One? The blinded Cyclops tells everybody, ‘No One did this to me.’ I guess you could say we’ve blinded the world to our existence. We are the secret stewards of Earth, chosen to serve as the world’s keeper. Our work is holy work.”
What if it was true?
I felt panicky.
“We can save the world together, Jack—you and I.” Her eyes glowed. “You’re a part of this now. Listen to me. Together we can change the world. Think of it. Together we can save Earth. You’re part of this now. You will be wealthy and powerful.”
I was falling down a mine shaft. My new life with Diana was over. It was ripped away. I was changed. I needed that gold.
Charmant said, “Be the hero, Jackie. By helping me, you will forever endow the future of your wife and descendants.”
OK. She got me with that one. And the gold. “OK,” I said, “a repo job on this artifact doesn’t require belief from me. So tell me the rest of it.”
***
“There’s somebody else very close on the relic’s trail, Jack. A competitor.” She eyed me for my reaction. I didn’t show one. “He’s an Arab called Bacca Harakan. He works for another clandestine instrumentality, the Combine. They are evil, Jack. They are dangerous. We barely keep them at bay in a chess game from hell.”
“You just told me you run the whole planet. What’s this Combine?”
She shrugged. “It’s a relationship such as with cousins and in-laws. There’s been a lot of mixing over the centuries; we’re inextricably intertwined in places, like nerves and blood vessels. The Combine has been around as long as us, the No One. But they’ve gone wrong. They’ve become a shadow of us, almost a negative twin. And yet we need each other. Like the Americans needed the Nazis in the end.”
Her eyes flicked to the window, and then back onto me. She said, “The Combine is determined to rule the Earth, and they are relentless.
“Among other things, Bacca Harakan is their specialist in archaeology and ancient history. He’s a relic-hunter, an expert on the occult. He’s been tasked by The Combine to find the relic. I know this, because we have people inside.
“I told you I want to possess the bowl for world salvation, but the Combine wants it for world domination. If Bacca gets it, they will achieve their goal to enslave Earth.” She lowered her chin and her eyes got hard. “Therefore, your future depends on you finding it first.”
“So, I don’t get paid if this guy gets there first?”
“No, I’m saying Harakan wants to make you all kinds of dead. He knows who you are, Jack. You could be killed.”
She whispered to herself again, and this time I heard her say, “Unless Regio takes over..”
Regio….
Then she snapped out of it.
“Harakan never misses a target, Jack. But all you have to do is give me your father-in-law. Just turn KC over to me. ”
“What?”
Charmant said, “Jack, It’s simple. Just give me the old man. KC will know where the artifact went, or where it is now. I’ll ask him. You will then retrieve the bowl. Harakan will show up, and you will kill him. And the golden bowl will be ours.”
“What the hell are you talking about?”
“Remember you asked me who got to the Roswell wreckage first? The Indians did. It seemed to them that the bowl was a cursed object, one that would interfere with their religion. They passed it on to a famous shaman, your father-in-law KC. I want to know if he still has the bowl. If not, to whom did he give it? The Indians thought it was part of an ancient prophecy and would not have destroyed it.”
Prophecy? Diana was part of a prophecy….
I said, “What prophecy, what happens?”
“Oh, the death and resurrection of their sun god, the destruction of Earth.”
“And this is supposed to all happen, when?”
“In 2012. December 21, 2012.”
December 21 is my birthday….
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