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The wrath of the Lord is at hand. Beware; for the day of the wrath of the Lord is at hand.
An oracle concerning the book of the vision of Michael, the servant of the Lord
“The Lord is a jealous and avenging God;
The Lord takes vengeance and is filled with wrath.
The Lord takes vengeance on his foes and maintains his wrath against his enemies.
The Lord is slow to anger and great in power; the Lord will not leave the guilty unpunished.
His way is in the whirlwind and the storm.”
Nahum
“Woe to you who long for the day of the LORD! Why do you long for the day of the LORD? That day will be darkness, not light. It will be as though a man fled from a lion only to meet a bear, as though he entered his house and rested his hand on the wall only to have a snake bite him. Will not the day of the LORD be darkness, not light, pitch-dark, without a ray of brightness?”
Amos the Prophet
“When you hear of wars and rumors of wars, do not be alarmed. Such things must happen, but the end is still to come. Nation will rise against nation, and kingdom against kingdom. There will be earthquakes in various places, and famines. These are the beginning of birth pains.”
Jesus of Nazareth, the Christ
"This is not the end. It's not even the beginning of the end. But it is, perhaps, the end of the beginning."
Winston Churchill
There is no time.
There is no yesterday, no tomorrow.
There is only where you are right now.
There is only what you do right now.
There is no need to fear.
There is no death.
There is only the resurrection.
There is only the ever-present.
There is only the eternal now.
There is only consciousness, a gift from the love of God.
Jesus Christ, the same yesterday, today, and tomorrow.
There is only the love of God, His eternal creation.
There is no fear in the Lord.
Fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom.
That is eternal.
That is all.
That's where you are or where you're headed.
The Lord sits on the mercy seat for those that seek Him.
He sits in judgment of all else.
Wednesday’s child is full of woe
Some days are magical and full of goodness. Some days there is evil in the air. We are born, survive for a time, and that time passes away, as do we. The best we can hope for is peace in our circumstance. Since man has been sentient, he has pondered his place and the place of others in this life. If no man stands alone through the entirety of his life, it's also rare for a man to fully connect with those around him.
That's the nature and sometimes the isolation of personal reality. Perhaps that's why some seek communion with God; to fill the void created by the isolation of self. For others, the pain of the singularity is simply too great. That pain prohibits them from accepting even the idea of God, let alone the possibility of fulfillment through Him.
For a special few, their soul ties them to each other in ways too difficult to explain. It's rare and special, but when it happens, the critical mass of personality, spirit, and mental capabilities formed by a small group can have cosmic consequences. This story is predicated on the circumstance of great events foretold through the ages being brought to fruition; the Divine impulse to create on a cosmic scale, channeled into three lives, each with a critical part to play.
They would be the catalyst for chains of events that would bring great cosmic destinies to a conclusion. Each would live most of their lives without knowing the other. However, none could fulfill their destinies without engaging deeply with their preordained spiritual counterparts. This is the story of extraordinary miracles facilitated through ordinary lives performing logical and mostly mundane works. Some days are magical and full of goodness. Some days there is evil in the air. Some days there is a share of both.
There is never a great pronouncement of a mundane event. But, as it is written, do not despise the day of small beginnings. Although no one would know this as a special circumstance, it was. November 9, 1955 fell on a Wednesday. Thousands were born on that day; thousands died as well. Four baby boys who shared that day of birth would play a crucial role in events about to unfold. Only three of the four would live to witness the great times they were born for. It wasn’t until they met that their destiny could be fulfilled.
The small family group gathered in a cramped waiting room of the State Hospital, joyous of the news that a new baby boy was part of a growing family. The grandparents, father, two small sisters, and an uncle waited impatiently to see the new man of the family.
“Viktor, have you and Natty decided on a name yet?”
Before another word was spoken, a nurse entered the waiting room. She motioned to the father. “Please come with me.”
With that, the two went through a door and toward the maternity wing of the hospital. They ended up in a large open ward full of patients. At one end of the room the baby awaited his first look at his father, from the cradling arms of his mother. She looked exhausted.
The nurse held the man back for a moment. “She's weak. She lost a great deal of blood. Don't tax her. She needs rest badly.”
The delivery had taken eighteen hours. The pair approached the bed.
“Natty, look at this little man, he will make a fine boatman for the river!”
“Viktor,” she replied in a weakening voice, “this one is not for the Party. He's for God. Promise me that.”
“Natty, you need rest. Let him work the river as we all do, then he can decide his fate.”
Natty cradled the baby in one hand and made a sign of the cross on his forehead with the other. She whispered, “You're my son, Nicobar Mihai Viteazul, and you will know the living God; and He will call you chosen!”
She looked to her husband with dim eyes. “I'm tired. I'm leaving now. You were my only love, and you gave me my children. They were the only gift I ever received in this world. Remember this day, Viktor. I've made an oath on my life. Nicobar is for God. If you honor that, you honor me. If you don't, you'll curse the family. Promise me. Promise me now!”
Viktor was 36 years old and had never shed a tear since his eighth birthday. He leaned to his wife’s ear while picking up his son. “Sleep, Natty. We will be here when you awake. I love you.” He kissed her cheek as a single tear ran down his own. He cradled the baby and stood by the bedside. Within the hour his wife was dead. A new nurse came to take the baby and attend to the corpse.
Viktor stood before the bed, a shattered man. His wife, his life, was gone. Before he gave the baby to the maternity nurse, he held it tight to his heart with his left arm. With his right hand he rubbed the child’s forehead.
He spoke stern somber words to the child. “You're my son, Nicobar Mihai Viteazul, and you have the blood of Rumania in you. Your mother is gone. If there is a god, let him honor her. I'll honor you and you'll honor the family. I'll raise you in the ways of man, for the honor of man. If there is a god, he's yours; you're not his. And you'll prove this with your blood.”
He handed the child to the nurse, turned and walked backed toward the family in the waiting area. Viktor realized an odd thing had occurred. The entire time he was there, he hadn’t heard his son cry; not one sound, no tear. He stopped in the corridor for ten minutes and wept bitterly. His heart grew harder. He dried his tears and went to gather the family. Upon entering the waiting area he said commandingly, “We must leave this place. I'll come back for my son tomorrow.”
Half a world away a few hours later, another father stood at the bedside of his wife and newborn child. This was an easy birth at home, attended by family and a midwife. The proud father looked at his newborn son. “Chaska Muñoz! Welcome. We're so happy you're finally here. There's so much for you to do! But first you must rest after your long journey. You've already met your mother. I'm your papa. Stay with mama for a while until you're comfortable.”
This man was beside himself with joy. The mother took the child back into her arms and suckled him. The man looked down. “You're both tired. I’ll be outside. You've made me so happy; I love you! I love you, too, Chaska. I’ll be back!”
A first child is a wonder to a young man. As the father stepped outside in early evening air, he kneeled in the small garden of his front lawn. He prayed fervently and piously. “Virgin Mother, only you can know the joy my son has put in my heart. Thank you for this great gift from your Son! I pray for his health, his mind, and his soul. Let him grow to be full of courage and passion. Let him serve you and honor God. Let him be a good man. Thank you with all my heart.”
The new father kneeled in that garden praying for another hour. His joy made him lose his sense of time. It was late as he left the cool evening air of Purranque for the warmth of his new family. A sense of silent peace filled the home.
A dozen days before John Kennedy was shot in Dallas, there was a birthday party for a set of identical twins in Omaha. Tim and Pete Slaton were eight years old and had already taken quite a bite out of third grade. The family party had been great, and things were starting to wind down. It was a stroke of luck that this birthday had fallen on a Saturday. But it was 8:30; now baths and bed were in order. Harry Slaton walked into the boys’ bedroom to make sure they were on the right track. Harry noticed one of the boys was finished and on the top of his bed reading a book. The other was still brushing his teeth in the adjoining bathroom. “Pete, did you've a good time at the party?”
“Sure Dad. It was a blast. Thanks.”
“Looking forward to the week? You know, Thanksgiving is just around the corner.”
“What’s the matter, Pete? You know, you’ve been moping around all day. Did somebody say something or hurt your feelings?”
“No Dad. It’s just, I don't know.”
“I bet you do know. If you can’t talk to me, who can you talk to? Come on. What’s up?”
Harry was taken aback. He wasn’t a religious man, and he wasn’t sure how to answer the question. “Where did that come from, Pete? Has someone been talking to you about Jesus? Where did you get that?”
“Well, I met Him; last night. He was big and bright and He was so nice. He talked to me.”
“What did He say? Where did you meet Him?”
“Well, I think I was in Heaven. Anyway, He talked with me about you and mom. He talked about Tim. He told me some stuff about who He was. We talked for a long time. Why don’t we go to church?”
“Well, I don’t know. We just aren’t churchgoers. We believe in God, but you don’t have to go to church to believe in God. I know we don’t talk about it, but you know about God, don’t you?”
“I do now, Dad. Jesus told me all about Him. He also said the family should all start going to church and start praying, too!”
“Well, I guess we can do that. We’ll start slow, though. We’ll start praying first before we find a church. Maybe you can be the prayer leader in the house.”
“Why not, I thought Jesus told you to pray?”
“Nah, he told you and the family to pray. He told me I was coming to live in Heaven with Him soon.”
Harry Slaton was truly shocked. “Sounds like you just had a bad dream to me, Pete. You’re not going to Heaven anytime soon. Don’t even think like that.”
Another voice sprung up from the bathroom door behind the two on the bed. It was Tim.
“Yes he is, Dad. That’s what Jesus told him. No lie!”
“Tim, you startled me. How do you know what Jesus told Pete?”
“I was there, too. He told us that you'd worry about it, but not to be scared. It’s okay. It’s just part of His big plan.”
Pete spoke, “He told us that he’d show you later on.”
“Look, why don’t you kids hit the sack. Time for some sleep; and if you have anymore dreams like that, come wake me up and tell me.”
The kids spoke in unison, “Good night.”
“Sleep tight kids." And with that the lights went off.
Harry walked downstairs a bit shaken from the conversation. His wife was finishing up some cleaning in the kitchen. As he reached the bottom of the stairs he turned too quickly and knocked over the bookstand. It was mostly there for show. His wife’s family heirloom Bible sat as an ornate decoration. Now it was on the floor. It was a loud noise, and Betty came in from the kitchen.
“Just tripped into the book stand, I guess I'm preoccupied.”
With that, he reached down with both hands to grasp the heavy tome and place it back on the pedestal. He noticed it had fallen face-up and was open. Harry wasn’t much on Bible knowledge. How many insurance executives were? He did notice that it was open to a chapter heading. As he peered at the gothic script of the heading, he remembered the conversation with Pete. He didn’t know the Bible, but he had heard of this chapter. It was Revelation.
He placed the big book on the stand. His wife looked oddly at him. “Harry, you look like you’ve seen a ghost.”
“I’m going to get ready for bed, are you coming up?”
“I’ll be a little while. Have to do some reading.”
Betty gave him a peck on the cheek and went upstairs. Harry stood at the podium and read the entire book of Revelation. He didn’t understand all he was reading, but he couldn’t get his son's words out of his mind. Harry went to bed after he finished reading and studying the book as best he could. It was 5:30 in the morning.
Peter’s funeral was a solemn affair. A child dying is especially tragic. This was no exception. There were so many people and no words to express the tragedy. Just a month after his eighth birthday, and he was gone. After the service there was a small get together at the house. The family retreated to their grief. Betty had been given a sedative, and was already sleeping. Harry walked in to check on Tim. “Hey, buddy, how are you?”
“I'm good. You don’t have to be scared you know. Everything is okay, Dad.”
“Tim, the time will come when you need to talk about this. You can always talk to me about it. You can talk to me about anything.”
“I know, Dad, but it’s alright.”
“No it isn't. It's a terrible thing. It hurts, and you might not know it yet, but it's hurt you, just like it hurts your mother and me.”
“I know, Dad. I know. But Jesus told us what was coming, and He said He would take care of the family."
“Look, Tim, I can’t explain your dream. I can’t explain Pete’s dream. But that’s what it was; it was a dream. This is real. Pete is gone, and we can’t get him back. That hurts.”
“We're gonna be fine, Dad. Pete’s with Jesus, and he’s great.”
“What about you, Tim? Why didn’t Jesus take you? Did He tell you that? Did he tell you what you're going to be when you grow up? Did He tell you what this would do to your mother?”
“Yeah. He told Pete and me all kinds of stuff. I’m supposed to be here. He said you and mom will get through this, and I did ask Him what I was going to do when I grew up.”
“He told me I wouldn’t grow up. I didn’t need to worry about it.”
“No, no, Dad, I’m not going to Heaven to be with Him anytime soon. He’s coming here to get me.”
Harry stood, turned, and left the room without a word. He joined his wife in bed, in grief.
On the other side of the world it was early morning. Nicobar had struggled with the strangest dreams throughout the night. People he didn’t know were milling around. A young boy was lying dead in a coffin, yet he was sitting in the audience that watched the funeral. It made no sense. He knew that he would someday figure out this strange circumstance. Perhaps he would meet this young dead / living boy.
From 1969 to 1997 I was involved in the occult. I was a professional psychic for years. I predicted many things for many people, and they gave me money for my vision. In my youth, I felt strongly that I would die in my early twenties. I didn’t. At 24 I felt strongly that I would die in my early to mid 30’s. I became a born again Christian when I was almost 33. On my 40th birthday I didn’t have any idea what was coming. That was the only time I was correct.
I keep having these dreams that some people have a big secret. Even if they told it, no one would believe them. In my dream, these secrets have been around for a long time. A lot of the secrets have become common knowledge. Even so, most people don't believe the secrets are true. Most people only pay attention to the stories when they want to get scared, or scare someone else. No one thinks it will happen to them. It will.
ab initio.
February 13, 2005 Coimbra, Portugal
“Not today. She's in and out of consciousness.”
“But you're sure the end is here?”
“She can’t see. She can’t hear. Her breathing is shallow. Yes, this is her time.”
“Only the two who met you, and me. The rest are in prayer. The three of us have been caring for her over the last week.”
“Fine, no one else need know. Discretion is critical.”
“Brother, don’t be troubled. It's assured. Please follow me. There's little time left.”
The pair walked through a shadowy hallway into a darker corridor. It was early morning actually deep into the preceding night, more of the old day than the new. The false dawn approached. The pair slipped quietly through an ancient wooden door into the cell. The accommodations were sparse. A plain cross hung on a dull white plastered wall. There was no window. Several candles flickered light into the still space. A small trunk was tucked into a corner of the room. Two wooden chairs flanked a thin bed.
She was lying there. She looked dead already. The casual observer couldn’t tell. A young nun was kneeling on one side of the bed, deep in prayer while reciting the rosary. The two walked into the room, and those prayers continued without interruption. The Mother Superior moved slowly to the bed and leaned over the dying woman.
She spoke softly. “Sister Lucia. Sister Lucia. You have a visitor, your visitor. The Holy Father has sent you his emissary. Sister, he's here to pray with us. It’s just as you asked last month. He's arrived, so just rest in the Lord, Sister, while we pray.”
The heavy set man joined the older nun next to the bed. Both moved to their knees and began hours of prayer. The deathwatch began.
Daybreak gave way to morning, morning to afternoon and afternoon to dusk. The young nun had been replaced by another, but the earnestness of prayer continued. Peace filled this room.
The ancient nun in the bed stirred. Slowly, over the course of tens of minutes, she moved her hand. Her eyes flickered open, but they were obviously weak unto death. Her hand inched to the monk kneeling at her side. He slowly joined hands with her in what he knew to be a comforting gesture of physical communion. He leaned forward to whisper a prayer in her ear.
She moved first; still slowly, but deliberately, as if she had summoned super-human strength. She brought her mouth to his ear.
She whispered softly, but clearly. “Tell him it has begun.”
Her head rested back on the pillow, but she looked into the monk’s eyes for acknowledgement of the message. He nodded. She understood; message delivered. She closed her eyes peacefully and died.
Bellevue, NE, December 23, 1975
The therapist’s door was closed tightly as usual. As usual, so were Tim Slaton’s emotions. There was a cold snap in the air and snow for Christmas. Tim seemed to be concentrating more on the bare trees he could see through the doctor's windows than on the work at hand. This wasn't typical of Tim, for in everything he did, he gave it his all and excelled. Therapy was the one exception. This session was just another foray into a two-year attempt to connect with something other than scholastic achievement. Tim had just turned twenty and was already well into work on his Masters in History.
“Tim. Tim! I’m over here. You aren’t going to accomplish much today looking through that window. Perhaps that’s your intent?”
“Huh? Oh, no, no, not at all, where was I?”
“You were telling me how deeply you feel the pain in your life.”
“No, I wasn’t. I might be crazy, but I’m not forgetful. We were talking about the holidays. Hey, maybe the pain is in your life, and you’re trying to get me to experience transference.”
“Reading up on psychology again, Tim?”
“A little.”
“Let me ask you something. What good is it going to do you to be the smartest man in the world and never know peace?”
“Do you mean what if a man gains the world only to lose his soul?”
“Yes.”
“I'm not the smartest guy in the world. I’ll never be, but I know for a fact I can’t lose my soul. So I guess I’m in good shape.”
“How can you be in good shape by any standard? You're driven, yes. But you have no joy for living. You have no sense of accomplishment. Have you ever had fun?”
“Once or twice, I guess.”
“Tim, you've been seeing me for two years now. You refuse to do the work, yet you refuse to walk away from it. You're functioning at an enormously accelerated level intellectually, but your growth is stunted emotionally. You’re so depressed I don’t think you could have a genuine feeling. Is that how you want to live the rest of your life?”
“No.”
“Then do the work!”
“I’ll do better.”
“When?”
“I don’t understand it. I can’t figure it out. I want to try and, when I get here, it’s just lights out.”
“You can fool yourself, but not me. It’s up to you to turn the lights on. Do you still have the dreams?”
No answer.
“Tim, you just told me you wanted to do the work. This is the work. I know you heard me, but I’ll ask again. Do you still have the dreams?”
Tears streamed down his cheeks, but his voice was monotone, “They aren’t dreams. I know they’re not dreams.”
“Tim, Peter has been dead a long time. You don’t have a relationship with him anymore. You can’t talk with him. He’s dead. You dream those conversations. Perhaps you should study more about transference. See what it means, then apply it to these dreams; they are dreams. Where does your transference come from? Work on the problem!”
“Dreams aren’t real. Pete is, and I talk with him all the time.”
“Yes, at night, while you’re asleep. During some of the few hours you allow yourself to sleep. Pete was real, and he died. You must come to grips with it and let it go.”
“I will.”
“That doesn’t cut it, Tim. That's your way of checking out. That's you playing possum so you don’t have to face this conversation. You can do this week after week and get nowhere, or you can buckle down. Only you can make that decision. I guess it won’t be this week. Our time is up. I’ll see you next Tuesday.”
“Okay.”
Tim got up and headed for the door. He was exiting and turned slightly. “By the way, Merry Christmas Doctor Jenison; and I’m sorry about your mom.”
“Merry Christmas Tim, and what about my mother?”
“Didn’t she. . . Oh, I must be confused. Sorry, I get mixed up sometimes. See you next Tuesday.”
Slaton walked out of the office and headed for home. Christmas Eve was the next day, and he hadn’t done any shopping yet. His mind was racing. What would he get the folks, maybe another Bible for his Dad and the Book of Martyrs for his mom? Yeah, that’s what she wanted. And his Dad could always use a new Bible. He’s murder on them. He bends the pages, writes all over them, memorizes passages, and loses his Book. Gosh, he’s getting to the point where he doesn’t even need a Bible; I think he might be able to recite it all by heart. I guess that’s a valuable talent for a minister.
Two nights later, on Christmas 1975, Dr. Mila Jenison received a call from her brother in Toronto. He had to tell her some terrible news; their mother had just passed away. It was completely unexpected, but not unannounced!
When something truly extraordinary occurs to one person, it can rightfully be considered an anomaly. It's a singular point peculiar to the perception of the person involved. If two people witness the same event, there is more credence to the story, but it's still circumspect by the population at large. Three witnesses provide a greater degree of certainty; however, depending upon the nature of the event, the circumstances of the witnesses will draw intense scrutiny. People who don’t believe simply won’t be convinced by anecdotal evidence. Those who do believe will not need to be convinced.
The Holy Scriptures of the Bible demanded witnesses for an accused man to be found guilty. The New Testament saw the transcendence of the Holy Spirit as the great witness to the mystery of life, and it's the Holy Spirit that witnesses to the truth in a man's heart. When the truth is written in man's heart, regardless of how extraordinary it is, no further testimony is necessary. The evidence of that truth is found in the transformation produced and the fruit he bears in his life.
What follows is a series of events. They have all been documented. Some of the events have been given more credence than others. Taken in total, they all become part of a tapestry that presents a dark picture in close proximity to us. A scientist would dismiss all of these cases as superstition, or hallucination. Men of faith are divided on the origin and meaning of some of these events. Nevertheless, each note resonates in the larger context of the symphony it's meant to support.
Vatican Chapel, October 13, 1884
Men come and go, as do Popes, who are, after all, men. To be sure, they're High Priests with a calling and blessing from God, but they're still men. The Church continues as the population in the temporal world changes. In 1884 the Pope, Leo XIII, was engaged in the duties of his position.
On this day, he was celebrating mass in one of the private chapels in the Vatican. For Christians, worship is truly a time of celebration. It's a communion of the temporal world with the spiritual world, both ruled by God. During this time of worship and joy, it's not unusual for mystical events to unfold. After all, the mystical is just the confluence of the known and the unknown using the bridge of faith. This service was like so many of the hundreds of others this priest had celebrated during his life. He had no reason to believe it would be extraordinary. Neither did the small group of fellow priests in attendance. Of course, God never operates through the expectations of man.
The Pope was finishing the mass. The entourage was preparing for dismissal as the Pope walked toward the altar in final adoration and the peace of the Spirit. Suddenly, at the foot of the altar, he stopped. His head tilted slightly upward. His complexion turned ashen. A Cardinal to his side was the first to notice, and stopped as well. He didn’t understand what was happening. He could see the Pope was frozen in motion and thought, but his spirit told him not to intervene, so he stood there.
After a few minutes, he motioned to the others in attendance to remain still and pray. The small group did just that. More minutes went by, and the Pope stood transfixed. After about ten minutes, the Pope's head moved ever so slightly to his right. Then he slowly turned and stared at the entourage for a brief moment. His face was pale white, his breathing deep and quick. He spoke, "Oh, what a horrible picture I was permitted to see!"
He turned from the altar immediately and went straight to his private office, which was close to this small chapel. A group of Cardinals followed and waited outside. Twenty minutes passed and he emerged from behind his door.
The three Cardinals who had been holding vigil outside the office entered.
He walked to his desk and sat, picking up a piece of paper that he had just finished writing on.
“I've composed this prayer. It's to be said at the end of every mass from today.”
He moved the paper closer to his face and started to read. “Saint Michael the Archangel, defend us in battle. Be our protection against the wickedness and snares of the devil. May God rebuke him, we humbly pray; and do Thou, O Prince of the Heavenly Host, by the Divine Power of God, cast into hell, satan and all the evil spirits who roam throughout the world seeking the ruin of souls. Amen.”
A Cardinal spoke. “Your Holiness, what has happened? Are you well? Should we call for the doctor? What can we do?”
“No, I'm not well, but there's no medicine that will take this from me. We must all pray.”
“What happened, your Holiness?”
The Pope looked at the inquisitive Cardinal with compassion and perplexity. He would try to explain. “I was crossing the altar to finish my prayer and end the mass. Suddenly, I was alone and beyond time, yet I was still by the altar. I felt the Holy presence and was overcome. At that moment I heard voices. One was the voice of the Lord. It was unmistakable. The second was the voice of the devil, and I'm sure of that as well. I could hear the conversation with clarity.
Satan, taunting the Lord, was boasting I can destroy Your Church!
The Lord's gentle voice answered him, you can? Then go ahead and do so.
The great evil responded, to do so, I need more time and more power.
Our Lord said, How much time; how much power?
Darkness replied, Seventy-five to 100 years, and a greater power over those who will give themselves over to my service.
Our Lord gave him permission and said, you have the time, and you will have the power. Do with them what you will."
The pope was full of anguish. "At that time I was shown a vision of the future beyond comprehension. Men killed for pleasure. Women were wicked in their ways. A great apostasy ruled in the world. The prince of the air had power over man, and man called his lies the truth. Great nations and peoples rejected the Lord, and some openly mocked and ridiculed Him. The Church was in turmoil. Morality was gone. The Spirit was assaulted at every turn. At every juncture the nature of perverse acts and appetite for destruction increased. It's truly beyond words. It's beyond reason. I turned my head as I watched more destruction and saw a flash of fire. At that moment I was delivered back to this time. My heart was broken. But my spirit was resolved, so I knew I had to come here and write this prayer. The church must pray it earnestly at every mass. This must start today.”
The prayer to Michael the Archangel was said continuously until the Mass was restructured in the Second Vatican council eighty years later.
Vatican Counsel Chambers, 1909
This Pope was called Pius X. The office of the Papacy is an office, an elected office. There are politics involved in the election. But the primary elector is the Holy Spirit of God, for Spirit works in the hearts of those who vote. Given that, it's no surprise that men elected to special spiritual office have special spiritual insight and gifts. So it was with this Pope.
A group from the Franciscan Order was visiting him this day. As he was addressing them, in mid-sentence the Pontiff stopped. His eyes drifted toward the ceiling. His face went motionless, and then his eyes closed. Those present remained silent. They sat transfixed, wondering what was to come. In less than a minute the Pope opened his eyes. He stood quickly and was in an obvious state of agitation.
“What I've seen is terrifying! Will I be the one, or will it be a successor? What is certain is that the Pope will leave Rome and, in leaving the Vatican, he'll have to pass over the dead bodies of his priests!"
He was starting to reclaim his faculties. He began to understand that he was in the middle of an audience with these Franciscans. He regained his composure and issued a soft command, "Don't tell anyone this while I'm alive."
Five years later in the early summer of 1914, with his health failing and World War One commencing Pius X had another vision. "I've seen one of my successors, of the same name, who was fleeing over the bodies of his brethren. He'll take refuge in some hiding place, but after a brief respite, he'll die a cruel death. Respect for God has disappeared from human hearts. They wish to efface even God's memory. This perversity is nothing less than the beginning of the last days of the world."
Fatima, Portugal, mid-April, 1916
There were three of them, two girls and a boy, peasant children leading their tiny flock into the fields of Fatima to graze. The mountain plateau was dotted with a few small villages and pastureland. Lucia, Francisco, and Jacinta were carefree and full of childlike joy this morning, as they prepared to spend their workday watching the flock, and playing in the fields. Just beyond the village of Fatima were two outcroppings of rock, called Loca do Cabeco (Place of the Head) and the Cova da Iria (Cove of Irene), where the children were prone to go to graze the sheep. There was a practical side to the choice because the rocky outcroppings could shelter the children from the drizzle that would frequent the fields. This morning they had drifted to the Loca do Cabeco and spent the better part of the day there.
As the skies cleared, the afternoon sun made the day brighter and more stimulating for the kids. They ate lunch, prayed, and, like all children, began to play. Each noticed the wind picking up. It became stronger in a short time. The trees shook, and this was unusual, for it was a calm afternoon of sunshine. A bright white light appeared and grew into the form of a young man, transparent and crystalline, and bright as the sun. The children went toward him and could plainly see his features. Then he spoke, “Do not be afraid. I am the Angel of Peace. Pray with me.”
This visitor appeared to the children on two more occasions. Each event filled them with awe and wonder, each preparing them for the next. In May 1917, a new apparition appeared, a woman, who talked and prayed with the children. She would become known as Our Lady of Fatima. The children’s secret visits with the Lady wouldn't stay secret for long.
The visitations occurred in the field on a monthly basis into the summer and fall, each visitation gaining more notoriety and sparking more controversy among the locals. The local priest investigated. These visits began to take on a life of their own. Some saw the children go into ecstasy during their visions, but couldn't see the Lady themselves. Finally, in September, Lucia gave word that the woman would reveal who she was and a great miracle would be performed on the next, and last, visitation at the site. This would happen on October 13.
“Miracle of the Sun”, Cova da Iria, Portugal, October 13, 1917
“I hate the crowds. I hate the rain, and the mud. I hate this foolishness. I'm soaked to the bone, and for what, to see a miracle? I’ll tell you the miracle. The miracle will be that I don’t catch my death of cold in this wretched weather. And look at all these fools. There are thousands. Are they all so gullible as to expect to see God arrive in Portugal? I have to be here. It's my lot in life to report and write. But they could be warm in bed. Don’t forget it’s seven in the morning. When is our miracle to occur? Someone said at noon. All I can say is that this had better be the best miracle around because this assignment may make me reconsider my career choice. There's still time to go to France and fight. I’m sure I’d be more comfortable there at the moment.”
“Oh, Jaco, you complain at every turn, at every story. Perhaps you should go to France. Your complaining may put an end to the war. I believe your editor at O Seculo had that in mind for you. Ordering your tail into the countryside to find God; and, of course, when He doesn’t show up, perhaps you'll be frustrated enough to quit. Then your editor will work in peace. But if that happens, God help the French and the Germans!”
The two newspapermen waded into the early morning crowd toward the pasture. The children had informed the local people that a miracle would occur this day as part of the apparitions. The Lady had been appearing each month since the late spring, and the crowds of on lookers and curious had grown with the publicity.
For this final event, it was estimated that 100,000 people had gathered. This happened in the middle of a downpour of torrential proportion. Mud was everywhere. The children reported that a miracle would occur, and that it would all happen at noon. The two reporters could get no closer than just off a road that led to the field. They were within half a mile of where the children would be.
“Tell me, my Catholic friend, will an agnostic like me be able to see a Catholic miracle? And what more do you know of these children? You're closer to these people than I.”
“Jaco, perhaps God has nothing to say to you since you've nothing to say to Him. I guess we’ll see at noon. Yes, there's a lot of talk about the children, and I have my sources. These kids are peasants. They live the peasant life. Perhaps the visions are something to spice up a dull existence. That's what I believed at first. But I was able to talk with the local priest, and I was here for the last two visitations. Something is happening. I don’t know what that is.”
“What do the children tell the priest?”
“He wouldn’t tell me. But supposedly there are secrets that the children have been given, and they have been urged to tell everyone to pray.”
“That's no miracle of God, Peitro. I've been urging you to pray for hours to stop this rain. If we're ever dry again, at least on this day, I'll believe in God’s miracle.”
The morning inched toward noon. The crowd continued to grow in size and expectation. The rain continued, but was less intense. The children arrived and made their way to the appointed place. All was in motion, but nothing was happening. Noon came and went. People waited and grew anxious. The children prayed. Some of their close entourage joined in this prayer as well. Thousands waited as the rain continued. The sky was grey and overcast with downpours punctuating moderate rain. It was almost fifty minutes past noon.
“Apparently this Lady doesn't have a watch. I guess our noon miracle was even less eventful than I thought it would be. Still, I'll wait. The crowd is too large to fight my way through, and the mud is too deep. As you are my witness, Peitro, I was here. And I want you to write a note to my editor stating that you believe I should be given an extra day off for this day's miracle work.”
“Jaco, look at the center. The children are praying. They seem to be stirring. I can’t see from this distance with the motion of the crowd.”
Suddenly the heavy rain ceased. The clouds and overcast cleared. The sun was visible in a blue sky. In a moment Lucia pointed to the sky and said, “Look, the sun!”
The thousands looked at this weather oddity with little alarm at first. It wasn't unusual for storms to clear, but it was highly unusual for them to clear in seconds. The effect was more like the parting of the Red Sea than a casual clearing of a thunderhead. Because of the swiftness of the clearing, people’s attention naturally moved to the sky, even as the child spoke. What they saw was remarkable.
They could look directly at the sun without pain or injury to their eyes. Many colors were cast from this orb, and it began to move in the sky. At some point the sun began to spin wildly, and then it started to grow. As it became larger and larger, terror gripped the crowd. It appeared that the sun was falling from the heavens and was about to crash onto this field in Portugal. Then it simply stopped. Gradually it took its place back in the sky and returned to normal. People could no longer look at it, as it was too bright; everything returned to normal. The miracle had lasted twelve minutes.
Peitro and Jaco were kneeling in the mud. Both were speechless. The thousands around them were in various states of agitation, excitation, and exhilaration. At that time, on that day, in that field, there were no atheists. Both reporters slowly recovered their composure and stood.
“What did you see, Peitro?” came the feeble voice of Jaco.
“I saw what you saw. The sun was at its zenith, noon in the sky, and I saw the hand of God.”
“I believe the . . .” Jaco was so overwhelmed he couldn't finish his sentence.
“Jaco, look at your clothes. Look at mine!”
The reporter was pointing out the obvious to his friend. Even though they had been drenched by the rain for hours, and spent the last five minutes kneeling in the mud when they were overcome by a miracle, there were no mud stains, and they were both completely dry. As they looked around, they noticed others, and they were all dry.
“Jaco, remember this morning? Remember? You said if we're ever dry again on this day, you'd believe in God’s miracle.”
“I remember.” In a whisper he followed his declaration with another. “I believe.”
Friary of San Giovanni Rotondo, Italy, Late Winter, 1950
He knew he had a spiritual calling from the moment he could think with any clarity. He joined the Capuchin Friars in Morcone as a Brother. He became a priest in 1910. In 1916 he was sent to the Friary of San Giovanni Rotondo where he remained until his death.
His given name in the world was Francesco Forgione, but he was known in the church as Padre Pio. He was a true mystic, contemplating and praying for the presence of God. Spiritual powers were attributed to him. It's said that he had the gifts of bi-location, levitation, and the ability to heal by touch. If so, these gifts weren't the central theme of his life. His life was dedicated to God, the search for God, and the quest to help shed the light of God into this world. He was totally committed to relieving the pain and suffering of others, although during his life he was in constant physical pain and suffering. He bore stigmata, the wounds of Christ, from 1918 until just before his death, when oddly enough, his body healed.
In the early months of 1950 a series of revelations were given to Padre Pio. Pius XII was Pope at the time. The texts of the message reached him. Pius XII was a mystic in his own right. He was subject to visions and angelic events. After one of his visions an assistant queried as to the nature of his revelation. Pius explained, “Mankind must prepare itself for sufferings such as it has never before experienced." He expressed dismay at what he saw facing humanity in the not so distant future, describing those times as the darkest since the deluge.
It isn’t known what effect, if any, Padre Pio’s vision had on the Pius XII. It's certain that their common visions of coming catastrophe were simply added notes to the symphony of warning. Pius died in 1958, never seeing his vision fulfilled. Padre Pio died in his cell at the friary on 23 September 1968. Both men had spent their lives praying incessantly for mercy for mankind.
Garabandal, Spain, June 18, 1961 Commentary
The visions came to children again, this time in a small town in northern Spain. For four years, four teenage girls experienced visions and documented supernatural phenomena. Some of the events were photographed. A series of disturbing messages prophesying chastisement for humanity came to these children. They spoke of secrets that would be made known in the future. There would be a coming sign from Heaven that all men would see, then a warning, and after that, a great chastisement. Many things happened at Garabandal. The question among church authorities was what spiritual force was behind them?
When a supernatural occurrence happens it's up to the local authorities of the Church to accept or deny the claim. Some visions, like Fatima, are claimed authentic by church authorities. Actually, it's left to the local Bishop to determine if the miraculous has taken place.
In the half century since the apparitions of Garabandal, each successive Bishop has made it clear that nothing supernatural occurred. This verdict is contrary to the evidence presented by the people who saw the affectations during the visitations. The girls would swoon into ecstasy, and abnormal physical events would take place. There were witnesses. So, to be more accurate, the local Bishops of Garabandal should have said they didn't believe the events were of Heavenly supernatural origin.
Christians often point out that satan is an imitator, not a creator. The devil mimics the creative love of God for his destructive purpose. The devil is also a liar; he's the father of lies. Given this, it shouldn't be surprising that some supernatural events take place from demonic sources, but to suit an ill purpose, they're disguised as coming from God.
Garabandal, Spain, August 8, 1961
He was a young man who never had health problems. At 38 years of age, Father Luis Andreu, a Jesuit Priest, walked toward the pine trees at Garabandal to be with the girls. There had been talk of an apparition and continuing visits. Father Andreu was there to watch and listen. He'd be a first-line witness to help determine what, if anything, was occurring. The girls were moved into trance and ecstasy quickly. The crowd couldn't see what the girls could see, but they could see the profound effect the vision was having on the girls. Father Andreu witnessed this as well.
Without warning, Father Andreu’s composure changed. His face reflected the incredulous as he spoke, “Miracle! Miracle!” He was caught up in the vision, as were the children. He collapsed from the emotion of the event and was brought back to the town.
As a cadre of caretakers watched, he became more agitated and full of expression. His eyes were gaping, and he was smiling. He lay on the bed and said, “Oh! What a sweet and lovely mother we have in heaven. How happy I am. What a favor The Blessed Virgin has bestowed on me. How fortunate we are to have a mother like her in heaven. There's no reason to fear the supernatural life. The girls have given us an example of how we must act with the Blessed Virgin. There's no doubt in my mind that the things involving the girls are true. Why should the Blessed Virgin have chosen us? This is the happiest day of my life."
That night he died of unknown causes. The town physician remarked that it was as if he had been overcome by joy.
The town was taken aback. More and more people heard of the visitations at the pines of Garabandal. Odd phenomena became commonplace. The girls spoke in languages they didn't know while in trance. One of the girls prayed the Lord's Prayer in Greek. Their bodies were sometimes contorted in trance. The girls levitated many times. At times they moved swiftly above the ground down rocky hills, backwards. When going into trance, in every case the children were seemingly forced to their knees quickly, sometimes upon rocky ground that should have injured them, but didn't. Sometimes, the girls lifted each other on their shoulders to kiss the Lady. At other times three grown men couldn't move one of the children in trance. Doctors studied them during trance. People were transfixed, watching the behavior of the girls.
Each month produced more oddities. The children would walk the village at night with no light, but never injure themselves. They often entered people's homes while walking in trance. However, the most significant event came one evening during a church service.
As the local congregation was celebrating the mass, blood-curdling screams came from the girls just outside the tiny hamlet. People rushed to the scene to see what was happening. The girls were in trance and in obvious terror. Later they would explain that they had been given a vision of the punishment God would inflict on the earth. However, on that evening they couldn't explain their behavior, since they were too agitated. To the local townspeople, this evening, June 21, 1962 is still remembered as the Night of Screams.
Santander, Spain, April 11, 1965
The Bishop sat at the head of the table and convened this conference. Four others, three trusted confidants and one investigator, sat around the table with him. They had difficult work to do. The Bishop had determined, before they left the room this day that work would be done. He was only partially correct.
The Bishop opened with an authoritarian tone. “Tell what you've found, nothing more and nothing less. Let me judge this case on the merits. However, I know you've spent a great deal of time on these matters. Your insight and feelings will be valuable to my sense of the events. However, make sure you distinguish between the two.”
The Priest looked at the others slowly and deliberately, each one in his turn. His gaze ended with the Bishop. “Your Grace, I'll do my best. I've observed the evidence. I've seen the proofs. I've made some conclusions and will report them as such. Because of the complexity of these matters, it's difficult to tell this story in an abbreviated fashion. I'll outline the case and ask for your indulgence. Please hold your questions until I'm through, at which time we can delve into any example I provide in much greater detail.”
The spiritual detective began a long tale of the events at Garabandal. He introduced the players, articulated the events, and outlined the time frame. The panel listened intently. After an hour and ten minutes he came to his summary.
“The salient points are these. First, I believe the four girls went into ecstasy and had visions on multiple occasions. During these encounters they claim to have seen the Blessed Virgin. Furthermore, they claim that she has given secrets pertaining to coming world events. Specifically, there will be a sign, a warning, and a punishment visited on the entire earth."
"As I've previously explained, there are numerous other details, many of which don't make sense. Some subtle details are non-scriptural. For instance, the word chastisement is used in prophecy, not the word punishment. There are instances of inconsistent directions. For instance, the term you must be very good is inconsistent with the grace of the Lord and inconsistent scripturally. Also, the girls have stated the Lady used the term Pope several times. This alone gives me pause for every other claim."
"The Blessed Virgin, in true apparitions, has used the terms, Holy Father or Vicar of Christ. Only satan would use the word Pope as an official title. This would be a sly insult, to usurp the Holy Father's spiritual authority by suggesting he holds a political office in the temporal world as opposed to the leadership of the Body of Christ on earth.”
The Priest paused for effect, and drank some water from the crystal goblet in front of him. He continued, “There are numerous instances of behavior which is inconsistent with a Holy visitation. The girls often fell on sharp rocks with a thud and loud noise, but were never injured. These actions appeared to be forced upon them. I do believe their trance state was real. They were tested in trance several times while I was present. There was no reaction to pricks, burns, or blows. All attempts to distract them failed. Powerful beams of strong light were focused on them, yet their eyes didn't even flicker, blink, or show any signs of discomfort. Quite the contrary, their eyes remained wide open."
"These trances lasted from several minutes to, on occasion, several hours. There were confirmed events of levitation. There were instances where the girls were seen running backwards or, in one case, floating backward down a staircase. The girls intruded into homes at all hours of the day while in trance. They seemed to possess supernatural agility. Dark in the night, they were able to avoid obstacles guided simply by their visions."
"Finally, and most disturbing to me, is the Night of Screams incident. Keep in mind this happened during a mass and disrupted the worship of Christ. Second, the terror in these children was real, and I do not believe it was introduced by God’s goodness. During this lengthy episode, the girls were inconsolable and undignified. This is the only time that we have recorded where visionaries were held in anguish by their vision for no seeming purpose.”
The Priest drank more water, this time a deep slow drink. He finished the glass. “I've reported to the best of my ability and have written detailed notes that you each have before you. This is my estimate and mine alone. I do believe these events are supernatural. I don’t believe they're from God. Thank you, I'll try and answer any questions you may have.”
One of the other Priests looked up toward the Bishop and spoke his question to everyone, “Why would the evil one go to these lengths?”
The Bishop answered without hesitation, “For he's a false prophet and the father of lies. Much of what the girls have said is corroborated by other visions the Holy See is privy to. However, the subtle difference in message content is significant. The message of Garabandal isn't a message of hope or spiritual mortification. It's a brash warning given in an ungodly manner. Only the deceiver would act like this. These visions seem to have some common ground with Fatima. Would you all agree?”
“Fatima is a true meeting of the Virgin with a world in need of direction. These visions could confuse the true meaning of the miraculous from Fatima. These actions are designed to sow confusion in the faithful and mislead the Body of Christ. The time for discussion is at an end."
The Bishop continued. "I've heard enough and I'm clear in my spirit. I will not endorse these visions. I'll proclaim them as not of supernatural origin, for I will not give credit to the evil one that seeks it. I'll not contribute to members of our flock being led to peril. We'll be done with these attacks. All of you will say intercessory prayers for the next year during vespers to sanctify our community and our country. We will pray that the power of the Father destroys the foothold of the enemy. In the name of Jesus Christ the King, this attack will not stand!”
The Bishop stood and left the room. Only he and the investigator had said anything during the entire process.
Sister Agnes Katsuko Sasagawa was a deaf nun living in a convent in Japan. As she walked through the chapel, she heard a voice urging her to pray and giving her prayers for the task. She came close to the altar and saw the statue of the Virgin Mary bathed in light. It came alive and spoke to her with a voice of peace and sanctity. Over the next few years, it was documented that the statue that had come alive for Sister Agnes wept over 100 times. The right palm of the statue was also seen to bleed. Scientific analysis of the substance confirmed it to be blood from the blood groups O, B, and AB. Sister Agnes also developed stigmata on her right palm. She received three messages from the Virgin through the fall of 1973.
In April of 1984 the Bishop of Niigata, Japan, John Shojiro, ended a decade of exhaustive investigation on the apparitions. He declared them to be of supernatural origin and authorized the entire diocese to venerate the Holy Mother of Akita. He said, "The message of Akita is the message of Fatima."
In June, 1988, in Vatican City, Cardinal Ratzinger, Prefect, Congregation for the Doctrine of the Faith, gave definitive judgment on the Akita events and messages as reliable and worthy of belief. In the spring of 2005, Cardinal Ratzinger changed his name to Pope Benedict XVI.
Medjugorje, Yugoslavia, June 1981
Six young people from central Yugoslavia began encounters with the miraculous starting in 1981. Those apparitions have continued, but decreased in frequency. The messages are familiar to those who have studied these types of events. The site of the apparitions has become a central point of pilgrimage for the faithful. Ten years after the first visions, civil war erupted in the country. The evil and brutality of the conflict didn't lesson the urgency of the Heavenly appeals.
Each of the six visionaries was entrusted with ten secrets of future events. When the apparitions at Medjugorje end, all Marian apparitions will cease. The message will have been delivered. At that point, spiritual prophecies will unfold in the material world. There is no final official pronouncement by the church on the activity at Medjugorje. There have been investigations and reports, but the verdict is taking a long time in coming. The church is being particularly careful on the subject. Time moves forward.
Vatican City, Italy, April 2, 2005
The Pope lay dying in his chambers. A man who stood for the dignity and preservation of life was determined to be a living example of his values. In a life where he endured tremendous physical suffering, this was simply the last act of mortification he would use as an offering to God. He slipped in and out of consciousness. The world went on a deathwatch and waited for news. Those close associates of his in attendance gave him last rights. He passed into the next life peacefully.
In a small office of the Apostolic Penitentiary, a heavyset monk sat writing at his desk. There was a knock on the door, and it swung open quickly. A cardinal stood before the monk, who didn’t have time to rise from his chair. The monk tried to speak, “Your Eminence . . ."
The Cardinal motioned for him to stay in his chair and withdrew a folder from under his jacket. It was sealed with the Papal seal. “The Holy Father has passed. He has given this to me to give to you. It's for you only. It's to prepare for your assignment. Do you understand?”
The monk stood slowly and took the folder, laying it gently on the desk. “Yes, Your Eminence, I do. It has begun.”
I watched the sixth game of the 1986 World Series. Boston was beating the Mets late in the game by two runs. They were going to win that game. They were going to win that World Series. Everyone watching knew that. Everyone in Shea Stadium knew that. Everyone in Boston knew that. I knew that. They lost the game. They lost the Series.
I can't believe things will go on like this forever. The world seems out of control to me.
I had a vivid dream last night. It woke me up, and I was startled. I immediately forgot the dream. It was to intense. It was as if, had I remembered what was in the dream, it would happen. I do remember the ending. Everything went black.
dabit deus his quoque finem.
When I was fourteen years old, I attended a Catholic Seminary. It was a working farm. I watched some of the Brothers kill and butcher a large pig. They hung it from a backhoe by its hind legs and slit its throat, catching its blood in a pan. The Nuns later made Blood Sausage. That pig became dinner for the Priests, Nuns, Brothers, and Seminarians. They didn't waste any portion. They used it all as good farmers do. I couldn’t believe nor understand what I witnessed. I didn’t eat.
I've read about the scandals rocking the Church for years. It breaks my heart. Why did the people that gave their lives to God decide to take them back? Don't they understand they gave an oath to God? Especially, when they stayed on the team, but decided to actively work for the other side. Don't they worry about their soul?
cucullus non facit monachum.
Washington, DC, February 11, 2005
This was a special restricted session for selected members of the National Security Council. It had been a long meeting, and this was the last item on the agenda. Nameless but important staffers were making crucial decisions.
“I’m ready to call it a night. One more item, though. The boss has given a by name request for one Dr. Tim Slaton to be appointed as a black liaison between NSC and Negroponte. Apparently, Slaton has the skills to blend and get a lot done. You’ve all read his background sheet. Like I said, the Boss wants him, so this should be a no-brainer. Why do I think I’m wrong?”
Another voice chimed in, “I take it you all noticed that this guy is recovering from an eighteen month vacation after a complete nervous breakdown? That gives me pause for concern. Yeah, he’s been back two years, but I would say that's more than a speed bump for this job.”
Another member spoke, “He may have short-circuited, but the phrase best and the brightest was coined for him. You can’t be that smart and not be a little nutty.”
“Gentlemen, he has more tickets than all of us put together. He has friends in high places. He designed two black operational weapon systems that none of us are cleared to know about. From what I’m told, none of us would understand them if we were cleared. But the compelling argument here is that the Boss has given him the nod. He’s in.”
Six other voices repeated the same acceptance.
“One little surprise, he's waiting in the outer office. Once we bring him into the circle he's supposed to come in and accept.” The Chairman pushed a button on the table. The door opened, and Dr. Tim Slaton entered the room.
“Congratulations on your new appointment, Dr. Slaton.”
“Is there anything you’d like to say? Any question you may have of us?”
“I’m sure it’s been a long day for all of you. I’m also sure some of you don’t have a clue as to why the President would put me in this position after I’ve suffered a nervous breakdown. So, if I can’t be candid with you I can’t do this job. If you can’t be candid with me, I can’t do this job. Therefore, let me be frank. I did have a nervous breakdown. Believe me when I tell you I did suffer. I was delivered from that infirmity and I'll never have it again. I could speak to you for hours about it, but this is not the time."
Slaton spoke slowly and deliberately. "I would say one of the reasons I’m here is because I know about insanity first-hand. I know the logic of it. I've experienced it. Intelligence fails sometimes. People die because of it. Hitler put three million Wermacht troops on the Russian border in the spring of 1941. Stalin was told from a wide variety of sources that the Germans would invade; he was even given the date. He imprisoned anyone who told him about it. He didn't believe the Germans would invade. Correct intelligence was in conflict with his worldview, so he decided to ignore it and shoot the messengers. The Russians paid a terrible price for that failure and Stalin’s pride. They lost five million people over the next year."
"Should we put our population at risk a half century later by not learning from Stalin’s mistake? Some people see chemtrails, some see aerosol dispersion, and most are blind to the subject. Should we compromise national security in a spirit of open communication and good will? I think not. I'm comfortable with proposing variants that no one else wants to verbalize. That’s why I’m here. Perception is different for all of us. Your reality isn’t mine. At this point in our history, we can’t afford intelligence failures. So maybe you can all be comforted by this thought. Perhaps it’s a good thing to have a one-eyed Jack who's been through the looking glass join this group. Maybe a quantum shift in reality from the experience of insanity will give me a perspective that can give us, as a group, more bandwidth to protect the country. I’ll answer any questions you have of me, but I know there’ll be time for us to get comfortable with each other. Are there any questions?”
“Thank you for your time. Have a good evening. I’ll meet with all of you over the next few days.” Slaton left. The door shut.
A voice murmured from the back of the room, “Is it just me, or does that guy look about fifteen?”
Sistine Chapel, Vatican City, Italy, April 18, 2005
At 2 AM, this was the final scrub for an operation, which had lasted well over a week. By this point, there were less than half a dozen men left. A middle-aged gentleman with a more youthful appearance walked toward an older man standing near one of the great doors to the Chapel.
“Carlo, I think we'll need another three hours. After that, it's in the hands of Christ. However, I'd like to thank you personally for your help. It's been invaluable.”
“Father Ignatius, the Carabinieri has access to some of the best technical teams in the world. All I did was lead them to the doors. They know this business.”
“Modest as always, Carlo but I won’t press you. Thank your team for us. I believe their diligence, along with some of your toys, will keep this secret conference secret.”
“The Guardia Nobile should be given equal credit. Without their knowledge, this eight-day job couldn’t have been done in less than a month. I also agree with your assessment. We need at least another few hours to complete this to my satisfaction. Let me go check on the sweep team. Perhaps we can have our breakfast after this morning’s Mass, once everything is underway.”
“That would be lovely. Although I’m afraid our breakfast will be more like lunch. It's a long morning this day.”
With that the two men separated and went about their business. The Papal Conclave, the election of the new Pope, would begin in this very spot in a few short hours. The teams finishing the work in the Chapel were experts in their field. Their job was simple. The Papal Conclave was locked down under a strict code of silence. Over the years, technology had made it more difficult to enforce that silence.
Yes, the electors would all take oaths of secrecy, but many people, many nations, had a vested interest in being informed of these proceedings. There would be prying ears. These teams had the responsibility of checking for bugs and other avenues of possible violation. The trick in counter-spying is not to underestimate your potential opponent. One can't overlook the obvious.
Dead zones were to be strictly enforced around the building. Noise cancellation techniques were employed inside the Chapel. White noise generators were installed in other areas to make signal extraction all the more difficult. Recorded voices of some the participating Cardinals, digitally enhanced, then randomized, would be injected under the white noise to make successful snooping all the more problematic. The Holy See was determined there would be no leaks. The level of security for this election was unprecedented. It far outweighed the nature of the need, in the eyes of some of the potential eavesdroppers. After all, who cared if the press got hold of some gossip about the potential leadership abilities of one of the Cardinals? What did it matter if the world got a glimpse of how the Pope was picked?
This conclave had been years in preparation. The Holy See was never worried about the mechanizations of selecting the successor Pope. They were concerned about the security of the message that the Conclave would hear; a message that even the members of the Conclave couldn't anticipate.
As this morning dawned over Rome, a portly monk entered his office in the Apostolic Penitentiary. He spun the combination to an ancient safe and opened it, removing a leather binder. He closed the safe and walked into the hallway. Four intimidating members of the Guardia Nobile were waiting in the hallway to escort him. The small group left this inner sanctum library and headed to the Sistine Chapel. The monk had a message to deliver.
Vatican City, Italy, April 18, 2005
It was still early morning, just after dawn. The Cardinals who would elect the new Pope, 115 of them, were starting their day. By all odds, one of them would be the new Pope, but which one? There were favorites and dark horses emerging. The press was handicapping the entire event. However, as this morning dawned over the dome of St. Peters, the plain fact was that no one knew who would be the next Pontiff.
Anticipation hung in the air as deliberate ceremony and tradition was scrupulously observed. Everyone from the Cardinals to the cooks and janitors could feel the weight of their purpose. For some of them, this election was the purpose of their entire lives. By ten in the morning a large assembly had formed in St. Peter's Basilica as a final public Mass with the Cardinals was held. The next such event would be led by a new Pope, a new spiritual leader for over a billion Catholics. That equated to direct spiritual control of over one sixth of humanity. The importance of the event couldn't be overstated, at least for those billion-odd people.
Cardinal Joseph Ratzinger led the Mass and gave the homily. His gentle manner of outreach had a palatable impact on the crowd. As the worship concluded, each elector retreated to his personal thoughts and prepared for the Conclave. At the appointed time in the early afternoon the 115 members came to the Sistine Chapel.
Upon entering, each was sworn to an oath of secrecy. Under the punishment of excommunication, they would never reveal what was about to take place. As each oath was taken, the Cardinal who gave it was allowed to enter and take his seat. After several hours all oaths had been administered. A cry went up in the great hall of the Chapel and echoed off the divine art Michelangelo had created centuries before, “Everybody out!” Every support person streamed out of the doors to the Chapel, leaving only the 115 electors. All entrances to the Sistine Chapel stood under Papal guard. The Conclave had begun.
Papal Conclave, Sistine Chapel, April 18, 2005
Soon, one of these men would be Pope. By church rules each elector swears as a first order of business, “We likewise promise, pledge, and swear that whichever of us by divine disposition is elected Roman Pontiff will commit himself faithfully to carrying out the 'munus Petrinum' of Pastor of the universal Church and will not fail to affirm and defend strenuously the spiritual and temporal rights and the liberty of the Holy See." With this oath accomplished, the Cardinal Dean stood and took the floor.
“My brothers, I've been selected by our friend and father, John Paul II, to deliver a final message to you. This envelope contains an introduction that he wrote for this occasion. I ask your indulgence as I share it with you.” With this opening remark the Cardinal broke the seal on the large envelope and removed a parchment that had been hand-written.
He unfolded it and stared intently through thick reading glasses as he began to read aloud. “February 16, 2005. Greetings to my dear family, you now hold the fate of the Holy Church in your hands. I leave you one last message for your consideration. It has been apparent to me for a long time that our great enemy, man’s great enemy, satan, is loosed on the earth and taking a terrible toll. The evidence of his work is manifest in every portion of our world. I have reason to believe that his time is short. In fact, I have reason to believe that his time is now at hand. The great beast knows this. He will do his utmost to extract a terrible price on mankind. His hatred for our works, and our devotion to the God he despises makes us the greatest target of his viciousness. Make no mistake, my brothers, he has come to lie, steal, and kill. The Church is his target. You're his target. Our flock is the prize he's trying to steal. Any means necessary for him to corrupt our witness and our holiness will be employed. There is one among you who will take my place."
"You must find him and rise quickly to the challenge of the enemy. Time is of the essence, for there is so little left. I cannot communicate the urgency of this warning adequately. There is much for you to know and only a short while for you to absorb it. Trust the Holy Spirit. He will guide you through the truth of what you're about to hear."
The Cardinal Dean continued reading the message from the dead Pope. "Just over ten years ago our Lord gave me a vision. In this vision I was told to rely on the help of one whom the Lord would bring to me. Christ guided me to him and appeared to him in a similar fashion. The task he was given has been over a decade in creation. This is the time for his message to be delivered. Keep in mind, my brothers, this is the message of our Lord. You're merely listening to His chosen messenger. My role was to facilitate His work. I've done this. One of you will be my successor. You'll shepherd through a terrible time. I have a word for you. Be not afraid. There is no fear in the Lord. When you're selected, do not refuse, for fear of its weight, the office to which you've been called. Submit humbly to the design of the divine will, for it is divine will that you're living in such a time as this. God, who imposes the burden, will sustain you with His hand, so that you will be able to bear it."
" When the Conclave has concluded and your work is finished, leave all memories of your next moments here in this Chapel. The message you're about to receive is for this time and this time only. It must never escape these walls. This truth is from the fire of righteousness of the Lord. He has chosen Brother Marcus to deliver it to you. Be brave, my brothers, and always remember to find your peace in God. You have the love of my heart, for now the joy of my soul rests with our Lord Jesus. Peace unto you.” It was signed in shaky handwriting, John Paul II.
As the last words were leaving the Cardinals mouth, a stout monk carrying a leather binder appeared from seemingly nowhere and moved to the head of the Chapel. His entrance had gone unnoticed as the letter was being read. Now he was being noticed. There was fierce attention by every member of the conclave as Brother Marcus rested the binder he'd been carrying on the Cardinal Deans podium and slowly opened it. Now, there were 116 in the hall.
There was a sense of unease among members of the Conclave at this unexpected intrusion. Tension was building. This was simply a small fear of the unknown. But electors had felt a moving in their spirit as John Paul’s letter had been read. Each knew internally that they would be witness to an extra ordinary event. None could have predicted the nature of the message they were about to receive.
Brother Marcus surveyed his audience. He adjusted a microphone and calmly began. His tone was low and somber.
“Priests of Christ, Leaders of His Church, Members of His Body, I come before you in humility to complete a task that the Lord has assigned to me. I've loved and labored for Jesus Christ my entire life. Just over a decade ago, He appeared to me in a vision. He gave me instruction and grace to complete it. Only moments after my vision, the Holy Father stood at the door to my office in the Archives. He confirmed my vision by telling me of his. We had never met prior to that day. He was told where to find me and led by the Holy Spirit. We discussed our visions as we had been instructed. My task, which I fulfill before you today, was to prepare a message for this Conclave.”
“To research this message I was given supernatural knowledge of which documents in the Archives needed to be included. I was given unprecedented access to all documents under the protection of the Holy See. Saints and Church Fathers have written everything you're about to hear down over the last millennium. All are from original documents. Where there is personal revelation from either the Pontiff or myself, I'll clarify the details.”
The Conclave sat entranced. They hung on every word.
“Early in the morning I was preparing a cup of tea in my office. I felt heaviness in my ear and couldn't stand. As I sat in my chair and closed my eyes, I was taken up into the presence of Lord Jesus. He pointed at His Word and told me, “Tell them what I will tell you!” With this I saw the words of the Apostle Paul from the Book of Acts floating clearly before my eyes. Those words were: Take care that what the prophets have said does not happen to you: Look, you scoffers, wonder and perish, for I am going to do something in your days that you would never believe, even if someone told you.”
"With that I was given the entire vision of this message. It's taken ten years of research and construction to create. The final piece was given to me on Feb 13th of this year. Within a month of that message, I was able to finish and present my work to the Holy Father. He read it and blessed it. Each page of this message bears his official seal and his initials, written in his hand. I'll now read the text.”
He stopped for a moment, and then peered down onto the handwritten pages.
“The Most High God spoke these words directly into my heart as this revelation began.”
“The wrath of the Lord is at hand. Beware, for the day of the wrath of the Lord is at hand. I have been just in My mercy, and I will be just in My wrath. Men have turned the earth into an ocean of evil. Their vile acts and perversions are beyond accommodation. Time and again have I not warned of the evil in your hearts? Time and again, I have been ignored, for you are a stiff necked people, unwilling and unable to hear the voice of your true God."
"Instead, you've made new high places and worshipped there. You've elevated your minds to compare them with Me, but what is the mind of man? From where did it spring? You've elevated your ability to communicate and sought to harness the power of knowledge. Have you forgotten the lesson of Babel? You've hardened your hearts and call evil a righteous choice, but there is no righteousness in your heart. You have no love for Me nor love for Mine."
"Your world has become rebellion, and I will quench the thirst of My anger for that which denies Me. I am that I Am. I Am the Great I Am, the First and the Last. A time of judgment has been decreed. You will see My power and stare in awe. Even then the rebellious among you will deny Me. They will lead many into the ashes, for that is where I'll send them; into the flames of My Holy wrath. I'll show each man his heart, and each will be found lacking. You will all stand in the glory of the Most High and your good works will be as filthy rags.”
“There is none among you who will survive my fierce anger, lest I relent and save a remnant. Prepare for a time of atonement like man has never seen. It has begun. I'll lay low his pride and arrogance. I'll strike down the idols of his heart. I'll lay barren the fields and flocks. They shall ask, what must we do to stop this terrible disaster? I shall not reply. There is no comfort. There is no sanctuary. There are only the judgments that I shall pour forth. Yet, he who has ears let him listen. Come to my Son in repentance. Come to my Son and accept His sacrifice. Pronounce My name and plead for My mercy. Pray that the Blood of the Lamb is found on your heart.”
“I've warned you through my prophets, yet you do not listen. A time is coming as in the time of Noah. I'll flood the world with fire. My Holy fire will illuminate the sins of the world and destroy the pride of man. Is this not a just reward? Hear now the record I've put before my servant Marcus.”
“The Lord drew me to research documents for this testimony, and gave me revelation knowledge in relation to what He put before me. He told me to recount the revelation of St. Malachy from his letter presented as a gift to the Holy Father in 1140 and bearing his seal. This Conclave will elect the last Pontiff in the line of Peter before sedevacanti, when the chair of Peter will be emptied. For a long period, there will be no Pope at all. In St. Malachy’s work, when speaking of the Angelic Shepherd, Pius XII, he discussed a great gift of spiritual vision that would be bestowed on this Pope. In 1958, Pius had a secret vision that was written down and sealed for a future time. That vision will be shared in a few moments, for it is meant for these proceedings."
"In regard to the work of this Conclave, the Holy Father that will be chosen by you will lead a fight against evil that has never been witnessed in the history of mankind. Even the earth will rebel against the wickedness of man’s ways. This Pontiff will be a man of peace in a time of chaos. He will be driven from the Holy See abruptly. He will be the glory of the Olive. During his reign, peace will descend on the Middle East and blanket the Holy Land. But this will be a false peace in preparation for the attack of the enemy. The original text, which is still contained in the Apostolic Penitentiary, ends with reign of the Pontiff that's about to be selected.”
“The Lord drew me to research Scivias for the testimony of Saint Hildegard. We have an original manuscript dated from 1151. The Saint is adamant about the nature of the last days. Countries and people will reject the authority of the Pope. Many nations will be scourged with famine and desolation. Great earthquakes, storms and tidal waves will destroy the most prosperous nation. In a separate revelation, I've reason to believe this is a reference to America. It will be reduced to ruinous fortune. At that point a great comet shall appear. After the appearance of the comet, floods will be legion and destroy many countries. All coastal cities will be at risk. Many will be destroyed. Fear shall grip the world. Most living creatures will be killed. Those who survive will be stricken with diseases. None of these people live in accordance with the will of God. A powerful wind will blow from the North, and fog will drift over the lands. Man will have his throat silenced and eyes blinded, that he will cease his butchery and be stricken with great fear.”
“From manuscripts written in 1255 by Johannes Friede, I was shown this message. When this time comes, man will face his last trial. Striking movements in nature will foreshadow it. Storms will bring catastrophe. Earthquakes will destroy great regions. The seas will overflow. Not all of this will come from the natural. This is because mankind will penetrate into the bowels of the earth and the heights of the heavens. He will gamble with his own existence. The universe will be thrown into disorder, and man will plunge into an age of nothingness. The sun will change in order. When even fire does not provide light, a great event in the heavens will be near.”
“From a fourteenth century manuscript written by Brother John of the Cleft Rock, tyrants and mobs will attack the church and rob and martyr them. The Pope and his Cardinals will flee Rome to an unknown place. There, the Holy Father will die a cruel death in exile. These will be times of the greatest sufferings in Church history. After a time, God will raise a holy Pope, and the angels will rejoice. Only a remnant of man shall remain."
“From a nineteenth century manuscript written by The Ecstatic of Tours, great wars break out as food becomes scarce. There will be no work, and children shall go hungry. There will be earthquakes and signs in the sun. Toward the end, darkness will cover the earth. When man believes that peace is assured, the great happening will begin. Revolution will arrive. The church shall suffer sedevacanti.”
“From an 1875 manuscript written by Sister Mary of Jesus Crucified, all states will be shaken by war and conflict. During darkness lasting three days, the people given to evil ways will perish. Only one fourth of mankind will survive.”
Brother Marcus continued for another ninety minutes. He detailed scripture throughout the Bible, related it to doctrine and prophetic insight he'd been given from God. He detailed prophecies long past. He discussed the nature of the Secret Vatican Archives and the documents it contained.
Finally, he read a series of letters, special letters. There were seven in all. They had been written by a variety of Popes, the first letter written in the mid-thirteenth century and the final letter written in 1957 by Pius XII. There had been one of these letters created in each century. Each letter had been sealed with the seal of the Pope who had written them.
Each letter had another distinguishing characteristic: none had been read since they were sealed, and each bore similar inscription and instruction to be released for record and read to the leaders of the Church on 18 April 2005. These letters bore the same instructions from different men centuries apart. Brother Marcus also commented on the supernatural distinction of the dating. It was clear from instructions with individual letters that none of the authors knew of the existence of the other messages.
Each message contains an identical message to the last. After reading the first six, the monk picked up the last letter. Marcus spoke with authority. Each member of the Conclave was astonished and totally absorbed in the moment.
“This is the instruction left with the Archives. It's printed on a separate parchment. It reads: To be stored for a time of knowing. The seal of this letter is to be breached on 18 April, 2005. I believe by the Holy Spirit that the proper authority will be entrusted with this knowledge. Pius XII”
“The letter bears the seal of His Holiness Pius XII. I'm breaking it now for the first time since it was sealed.”
The monk took out a one-page hand written letter and opened it for view.
“Sep 4, 1957. My brothers and leaders of the Body of Christ, I've been given a vision and terrible burden that I must share with you. I leave you one last message of urgency. Our great enemy, man’s great enemy, satan, is loosed on the earth and taking a terrible toll. The evidence of his work is manifest in every portion of our world."
"I've reason to believe that in your time, his time is short. In fact, I've reason to believe that, as you're hearing this, his time is now at hand. The great beast knows this. He will do his utmost to extract a terrible price on mankind. His hatred for our works and our devotion to the God he despises makes us the greatest target of his wrath. Make no mistake my brothers, he has come to lie, steal, and kill. The Church is his target. You are his target.”
“Our flock is the prize he's trying to steal. Any means necessary for him to corrupt our witness and our holiness will be employed. The beast has even sewn his evil among us. The monster has corrupted a portion of the body. This is the time to find a leader who will fight this battle."
"Time is of the essence, for there is so little left. I cannot communicate the urgency I feel. There is much for you to know and only a short while for you to absorb it. Trust the Holy Spirit. He will guide you through the truth. You're shepherding through a terrible time. I have a word for you. Be not afraid. There is no fear in the Lord. I tell you the truth; this truth is from the fire of righteousness of the Lord. The dark night of the soul of mankind is almost upon you. Have courage! Be brave, my brothers, and always remember to find your peace in God. You have the love of my heart, for now the joy of my soul rests with God. Peace unto you. Pius XII.”
Marcus paused, drank some water and continued.
“Several years ago, John Paul II made the Third Secret of Fatima known to the public. The Holy Father correlated that secret to the attempt on his life. Although he would never mislead intentionally, for he did believe that his safety was supplied through Our Lady of Fatima, he also kept a small portion of his knowledge out of the public view. He did this because he felt it served a greater good. He has entrusted me to share that knowledge with you today."
"It's the necessity for peace in the spirit during a time of war like the world has never seen. His Holiness met with Sister Lucia. She told him privately that, while she knew Our Lady intervened on his behalf, she also knew that his successor would be driven from Rome and martyred. For at Fatima, she had seen the face of the Pontiff to be martyred, and it wasn’t John Paul II. She prayed incessantly about this during the last years of her life. She sent for me, as the Pope's emissary, on her deathbed. Her final message to him, which he specifically called out for me to relay to you, was simply, it has begun.”
“As I conclude, I was led to finish with this final warning from La Salette. This warning was published by one of the visionaries years after she wrote the original. She embellished portions of her public text. The text I'm quoting is from the Archives and was written by Melanie less than one week after she received it. It was relayed to the Vatican where it has remained since being sealed by the Pope."
"The message states: The Church will be in eclipse; the world will be in dismay. Woe to the inhabitants of the earth! There will be bloody wars and famines, plagues and infectious diseases. There will be thunderstorms, which will shake cities, earthquakes that will swallow up countries. Voices will be heard in the air. Men will beat their heads against walls, call for their death, and on another side death will be their torment. Blood will flow on all sides. Who will be the victor if God does not shorten the length of the test? Enoch and Eli will be put to death. Pagan Rome will disappear. The fire of Heaven will fall and consume cities; the entire universe will be struck with terror. The earth, which will have been in a continuous series of evolutions for three days, will open up its fiery bowels, then water and fire will purge the earth and consume all the works of men's pride, and all will be renewed. God will be served and glorified."
The monk closed the leather binder he'd been reading. “Cardinals of the church, I am a humble servant of the Lord, picked by Him for this trying task. Now, that task is finished. Take from it what you will. I believe the Holy Spirit put this task in front of me, and I've done all I could do. Now it's up to you to test, in your spirit, the merit and meaning of all that you've heard. May God bless us all and save us in His mercy and His time.”
With that, the monk picked up the binder from the podium, turned, and exited the Chapel. He left 115 stunned Cardinals to their work.
Papal Conclave, Sistine Chapel, April 19, 2005
There was time for one vote on Monday. It was indecisive. To be fair, there was little time to absorb the enormity of what the Conclave had heard, so the vote was more of a procedural effort than a real one. None of the Cardinals slept easily Monday night. As Tuesday dawned, the real discussion began. A morning vote fell short of the threshold needed to declare a Pontiff. The afternoon vote was different. The fire of the Holy Spirit, deeply moving in each elector’s heart, muted almost all of the discussion. They all had a staggering sense of urgency. By mid-afternoon their task was done.
With a successful election, the Cardinal Dean, in the name of the whole college of electors, stepped forward to the Cardinal that had been elected.
He spoke, "Acceptasne electionem de te canonice factam in Summum Pontificem?" Do you accept your canonical election for Supreme Pontiff?
The Cardinal nodded, with tears in his eyes.
The Cardinal Dean continued, "Quod nomine vis vocari?" By what name do you wish to be called?
Cardinal Joseph Ratzinger looked forward and stated, "Vocabor Benedict XVI." I'll be called Benedict XVI.
No provision is made for the one elected to take any oath of acceptance. White smoke rose from the chimney installed for the election, and bells tolled from the Vatican.
I joined the NSA in 1986. I took an oath to enter. I've received numerous clearances over the course of my career. Each time I was required to sign a secrecy oath. I did this over decades. I remember the oaths; all of them. I don’t remember many of the secrets.
So, when people take an oath, do they think it's a joke? God says, the truth shall set you free. Given that, if you are a man of God, wouldn't you be preoccupied with your freedom? They all keep their secrets in the dark. The Lord sees all of it. He showed me a portion of the secrets. I could not bear it. What ever happened to, fear God and keep His commandments?
acerbus et ingens.
Chapter Three – Random Wave Function
The only thing that I am certain of by observation is that I have a consciousness, a point to view creation, and a point of relativity. As an extension to that, my logical conclusion is God created my consciousness. So, by logical extension, I am certain God exists. Lately, He has been convicting me of another certainty. Time does not.
I was daydreaming. I saw sheets of electricity in my mind. I saw powerful ideas for weapons, being given to many nations. They were inspired by the dark spirit. Mankind developed weapons from the ideas. The weapons weren't meant for man. They were meant to destroy him.
Deus est regit qui omnia.
NSA Friendship Annex, Airport Square Technology Park, Linthicum, MD FANX II, Section ZS 11:59 PM, April 18, 2005
The polished executive walked toward a series of cubicles in this vault. He was quickly approaching a twenty-hour day, and his face showed it. Coffee in hand, he approached a younger, fresher looking colleague.
“Look alive, Johnny, the boss is here to check on you. Make sure you're not wasting time on a porn site at taxpayer expense.”
“Tom, you know me better than that. Besides, what makes you think that being on a porn site is wasting time? Didn’t you get that last imagery crypto briefing on patterning and visual encoding? What was that called anyway? Semiotics, I believe. Hey, by the way, what brings you to suicide watch?”
“I thought it was graveyard shift. You youngsters have to twist everything. Whose suicide are you watching?”
“The slow career suicide of every one of us on the eleven to seven shift, that’s the suicide I’m watching. Actually, even though I’m team lead, I believe I’m taking part in it.”
“No such luck, John. You're promote-able. Just can’t afford to lose a top Section Chief yet. Besides, I just picked you for a cherry assignment. Why else would I be here this late?”
“Good news comes early. Bad news comes late. What opportunity to excel are you giving me this time?”
“This is no kidding shine time, son. We have a VIP peeper coming here around one this morning. I'm handing him off to you, and you're answering his questions. This guy is plenty important from what I understand, so do it right.”
“If he’s so important, why can’t he do regular hours?”
“Apparently he’s busier than you and I combined, and reports way past our pay grade. I know he has more clearances than I’ve ever seen, and that's saying something. I checked his paper with the SSO, and this guy is platinum club, to say the least. So, concentrate and excel. If you do a good job, coffee’s on me.”
“You're running a live feed, you’re on a hot channel, and I think this gentleman wants an Ops rundown on ANCHORY. I also figure he wants a look at HARMONY in action, so this is the perfect time and place. You’ve got all the pots on the stove, and the aroma is wonderful.”
“Lucky me, what's this guy’s name? Maybe I can do a little combat intell and impress him when he shows up.”
“Sorry, John, this guy is John Doe to you.”
“What happened to love, peace, happiness, and courtesy? Maybe I won’t give him my name.”
“What makes you think he wants it? To him this is probably still NSA, Never Say Anything.”
“Tom, you’d probably be watching American Bandstand if it were on. That acronym went out in, what, 68? I mean, hell, we have a web site. Nah, we have a new motto. We're NSA, and we are listening to you because we have nothing else to do.”
With a small laugh and a crack of a smile, the Watch Director shuffled away to a corner office encased in glass. There were half a dozen operators locked in this vault. This vault was similar to the other hundred or so located on the campus. Real time feeds were processed and analyzed here 24/7. Since 9/11 there was more urgency in the mission, but at times the dull routine would take the edge off. That’s when people got sloppy. The Section Chief's job was to insure this didn’t happen.
He was a hybrid, part manager, part cheerleader, part chaplain, part disciplinarian, part comedian, part psychologist, technically astute, and all business when it came to product. The hour slipped by, and the phone buzzed in the Watch Director's office. He answered, was curt in his conversation, hung up and disappeared to the trap entrance to escort the visitor. In little less then five minutes, two men approached the Section Chief's station. The Director began the conversation.
“This is our Section Leader tonight, John Harriston. John, our guest has some questions you may be able to help him with.”
With that, the Director took several small steps back in deference to his guest. John turned and stood to shake hands. On first glance it was hard to believe this guy was a wheel. He looked like he just got out of college. In fact, he had, Harvard, where he had received his second doctorate. John couldn’t put the physical image together with a man of importance. The men shook hands half-heartedly.
“Pleased to meet you, hope I can help.”
The guest wasted no time with small talk. “Thanks, I’m sure you can. Let’s start with a quick intro on the target structure and mission package.”
John sat back down and started pulling up references on multiple screens.
“At the moment, ZS is assigned Vatican Watch. That's a relatively atypical target set. We normally get high value leftovers. For instance, if a world leader goes on an unexpected ski trip, that’s us. Or last year we covered back up for a Swiss economic symposium. We also ran some special tasking on Pankisis Gorge late in February. I've to admit, though, the selection of the Pope is a new one for this team.”
“So NSA delivered this tasking?”
“You bet. Came though our mission packet folder, and we prepped it about ten days. It was a relatively easy technical set-up. The real challenge was a tactical to strategic cross-feed that was a bit dicey.”
“What is the tactical system employed?”
“I don’t! All I’m getting is the product. Apparently there was a tight lockdown in the terminal area that made final penetration a little harder than it should have been. Typically on a mixed op like this, there's a better than even chance we won’t have access to the sensors employed or the nature of the insertion, only the final product feed. I wasn't playing clearance poker with you.”
“Understand. What is the feed you received?”
“I'm pulling it up right here, and it's very cool. I've two angle wideband video streams and voice on every one of these guys. You're looking at a playback from some of the capture stream today. The rest of the team over there are analyzing all the data and trying to event-correlate where practical. As they finish sections, they feed their particular product into ANCHORY. ANCHORY is our online database, compartmentalized for all SIGINT. We did a composite picture up front during the live feeds. Now we're going back for a detailed analysis. That's being added to the note and comment sections for my final approval. If all goes well, that will be the last thing I do tomorrow morning before leaving.”
“I assume there's a hard copy transcript.”
“There can be. There isn’t at the moment, but it’s available through HARMONY. We use HARMONY as sort of a master Google doc registry. It translates, slices, dices, and brews a mean cup of coffee. Actually, we’re cheating a little with it because it’s meant to translate, collate, and exploit foreign documents. I leveraged the ability here because we were dealing with a lot of auto-translator feeds, and HARMONY was a quick fix to manipulate the data and understand what we're looking at.”
“You mentioned the cross feed was problematic. Why?”
“We didn’t have NTA in place for a couple of reasons; bad luck and maintenance. Our relay window for the tactical video feed is finicky, and that makes our uplink have a variety of extra technical demands we don’t normally deal with. So we had to scramble to NRO, beg, borrow, and steal some bandwidth.”
“Kind of sensitive, but we used a back channel on a maneuvering MISTY.”
“Yeah, MISTY; that makes all this data ZIRCONIC and that makes it limited distribution.”
“Understood, do you've enough detail to give me an overview of the event?”
“Yes, sir, keep in mind, I just had my drug test last week, and I had my annual lifestyle poly three months ago, so I’m not the one who's crazy. Also one more caveat, I’m no expert on Papal elections, so maybe this is normal to them, but it isn’t to me.”
The visitor never blinked, made no visible gesture, and provided no response. He was stoic and intense. John proceeded with his commentary.
“The initial portion of the event was a series of oaths and prayers. I guess this is run of the mill elect-a-Pope stuff, formal and stodgy, then they lock down the building, and one of them reads a letter from the dead Pope. At that point they bring in a monk. He talks for over an hour. His message is straight out of a cheap horror flick, end of the world stuff. It keeps going and going and going. He quotes everybody you never heard of from the last thousand years, and essentially says that the world as we know it is about to end. He leaves the building. There's about an hour of conversation, and they take a vote. They count it. Cardinal Ratzinger is in the lead, but doesn’t win. They adjourn for the day. That’s it.”
“I need a full transcript of the entire event. How long will that take?”
“About twenty minutes to print it. About six hours to get it through the SSO.”
“Print it. I’ll handle the security.”
“Tom, are you okay with that?”
“Alright, I’ll have the transcript on the half hour.”
“Good, I’ll be waiting in the SSO vault.”
With that, the stranger turned and left the room into an adjoining secure area. John turned to the Director.
“Tom, how in the hell is wonder boy going to get a book full of ZIRCONIC data properly classified, registered, entered into the system, and approved? Am I missing something?”
“John, you did a fine job, don’t worry about it. All I know is DIRNSA gave this guy carte blanche, and I believe that came this afternoon from the West Wing. Ours is not to reason why. Like I said, this guy has the tickets, and somebody wants him to be in the know. As for chain of custody, it's going to be signed off from you to the SSO. What happens after that is our young friend’s problem. Don’t worry, I’ll be back and get you that cup of coffee.”
The Director turned and left the room to the Special Security Officers vault. The Watch Director proceeded to print the day’s intercepts, a volume that would contain several thousand SCI pages. He couldn’t process what had just happened to him. Who was that guy?
Shoreham, NY, 5:29 PM, June 29, 1908 Wardenclyffe Lab Facility
A trusted assistant was with him. Actually, this was remarkable because he didn’t trust anyone when it came right down to it. Some thought of him as eccentric. He was a terrible businessman. His word was his bond. Life was a wonder and a burden to him simultaneously. He had one of the most brilliant minds ever gifted to a man. Most people had never heard of him. Those who had were typically enemies or rivals of his. Marconi stole his fame and his ideas. He invented the radio, but it took years and a court battle for that to be recorded as what it was, the truth.
He invented AC electricity. He was a fierce rival of Edison, who cheated him. He was a visionary and a genius. He thought Einstein was too nebulous and not specific enough in his work. A list of great minds would include Einstein, Newton, Da Vinci, Plato, but almost no one would include him on it. This man was never interested in the vagaries of fame. He was compulsive. He thrived on taking the intense vision of his intellect and transferring those visions into products that could be harnessed by mankind. To call him a genius would be profoundly understating his true nature. This man was a gift to mankind, and for the most part, was ignored. His name was Nicola Tesla.
The late afternoon sun poured into the large windows of the lab facility. Most of the staff had left for the evening. He was still there, creating in his mind and with his hands. One assistant, George Scherff, stayed with him this evening. They had tests to accomplish before the night was through.
“George, I've finished the calculations and I have the system tuned. The amplification process is ready. I want to check some equations again. That will take an hour or so. Then we can conduct our business.”
“I'm excited at the prospect, Mr. Tesla. But I believe the anticipation is too much for me. We'll have to wait too long for the results of our test. Even then, we'll still have to prove that we did it. Who will believe us?”
“George, sometimes publicity must come slowly. The whole world will follow the exploits of Peary. They look for heroes, and scientists are not heroes. So we must piggyback on the heroic to make science stand out. Peary leaves for Cape Sheridan in about a week. It will take more time for him to arrive."
"When he does he won’t find an icy permafrost place for a base camp. He'll find a flat dry area where the arctic has retreated under the power of our electric fields. The condition of his campsite and the residual effects from our experiment will be more of a fantastic report for him than his quest to conquer the North Pole. When he reports what he discovers on Ellesmere Island, and the newspapers have our accounts of this experiment prior to his report, then it will be our success that makes world news.”
George spoke, “And fame will propel you to greater works than this.”
Tesla replied, “All we have is our talent and drive to achieve. If you lose this, what's the point? We don’t seek fame, at least not for the pleasure of man. However, publicity is useful. It can provide funding opportunities. More money means more opportunity to create. I'll never be hamstrung again, as I was in Colorado. There's too much to do and not enough time. We must exploit the businessmen to accomplish the science. That's what we're doing here tonight George. We're making a statement that our science is worth supporting!”
“Yes, sir, it is. And it's a privilege for me to participate. We're gifted and blessed with this opportunity. What do you believe the effect will generate?”
“As I said, I'm sure we'll produce an intense point of heat distribution. As the energy is forced through the particle accelerator, it'll be compressed and fed into the magnifying transformer. This will concentrate and focus the beam. Heat concentration from the radiation will provide reflective properties in the upper atmosphere. That, in turn, will provide a way to produce the effect on the earth. I believe the energy will go to ground above the surface and dissipate instantaneously, provoking an explosion. The shock from the explosion will spread heat and blast over the area. This will create a temperate area for a short period in an arctic area. Peary will arrive on an arid campground, not the snowfield he expects. Now let me finish my calculations so we can start.”
With that, the scientist retreated to an old wooden desk and became absorbed in numbers, angles, and power calculations. Time passed, and he stood, turned, and floated around the lab, making a myriad of small adjustments to machines contained in the various areas. With a sweeping gesture of his hand, he motioned to George to follow. They moved outside the lab and climbed the 100 foot-plus wooden tower containing the transmitting array. With no conversation, Tesla moved about, slowly calibrating some of the equipment installed at the top of the tower. At 7:13 PM, with the sun setting in the western sky, Tesla moved a coupling switch and initiated the power transfer.
At first there was nothing to note; no real sound, no movements, no flash, nothing. The system was supposed to be working, but it was impossible to detect or determine. After fifteen or so seconds, Tesla turned to look at George quizzically. He was still intense, but there was real curiosity on his face. Fifty-five feet across the platform an owl was perched on one of the cross beams of the tower. With a lazy motion it moved slowly up the beam, then leaped into the air, beginning a determined flight to hunt tonight’s supper. As it gained altitude, its path took it in front of the antenna array. In a quick moment the bird’s motion stopped, and it instantaneously exploded in a ball of fire.
Tesla reached down and turned off the coupling device.
Tunguska River, Siberia, Russia, 7:14 AM, June 30, 1908
There were differing reports over a wide area of Asia about the nature of the event. Some in China saw a streak across the sky. However, one must remember that this was a time removed from the connectivity of the modern world. There were less people in the world, therefore less possible witnesses. The event took place in an incredibly isolated area of a sparsely populated expanse of the Russian Far East.
No one can say what happened for sure; however, the effects have been documented. At 7:14 AM, a huge blue fireball came out of the northeastern sky and exploded above the Tunguska River Valley of Siberia. No one is sure if there were any human casualties, but if there were, they were certainly isolated. There weren’t any large population centers near the event. The closest town, Vanavara, is about thirty miles from the epicenter of the explosion. In 1908 this was more of a hamlet than a town. Even so, it is recorded that people in the village were knocked to the ground by the shockwave generated from the explosion.
Two minutes after the explosion, scientists recorded seismic tremors 400 miles away. Three quarters of an hour later the same scientific field station recorded the movement of a blast wave through the area. The explosion was audible 620 miles away. Weeks after the event, summer nights were exceptionally bright from the eastern shores of Siberia to the western shores of Ireland.
The explosion leveled an area of Siberian forest equivalent to the total area of greater London. Reports trickled out from the site of the event, but it was so remote that it was impossible to mount a timely expedition to the region. In point of fact, the first expedition to reach the place, led by Professor Kulik of the Soviet Academy of Science, didn’t arrive for 22 years, in 1930. Even after two decades, the devastation at the impact site was so immense it almost defied description.
Professor Kulik recorded:
Further observation provided a more detailed report. Within twenty miles of the epicenter most every tree had been destroyed, uprooted, and blown flat. Trees from ten miles of the epicenter were scorched black on the side facing the explosion. The outer boundary for damage appeared to be about a 25-mile radius. Subsequent evaluations of the site showed the destruction had occurred in a butterfly shaped pattern.
Although the scientific community believed a meteorite caused this event, there was no trace of a crater. Had the meteorite exploded above the surface, what was the explanation for the butterfly-shaped explosion footprint? After extensive soil samples were analyzed, no meteorite trace elements were found. In later years, scientists have calculated the blast effect to be equivalent to somewhere between a fifteen to thirty megaton yield.
New York City, NY, Jan 3, 1917
After that silent evening on Long Island in 1908, Tesla had waited for news that never came. However, more disturbing to him was the trickle of reports that had filtered out of eastern Russia, rumors of a cosmic explosion in the Siberian wilderness. Tesla had checked and recalculated all the equations he'd employed. Could this explosion have been his anticipated arctic event? If so, why had it been thousands of miles off course?
When he plotted the bearings, he found disturbing evidence his machine could have been involved. The geometry had worked out. Perhaps he overshot his intended target; that's what the evidence pointed to. Without proof, and with a nagging suspicion that his work had led to this catastrophe, he did the only thing he could. He kept it quiet. He understood something had happened. He couldn't quantify it nor even look at the evidence on the ground. He wasn’t sure that his system had opened up this floodgate of fire and destruction.
He was sure of one thing; he could never get funding from investors who were alienated by the idea of an uncontrollable death ray. So, the only prudent course for a calculating man was discretion. He would dismantle his equipment and would say nothing. That's exactly what he did by the end of 1909. The ever-present financial worries that plagued his life were still challenging him. By 1917 there was a different dynamic in the air. World War One was in full swing and America, his adopted country, was involved in it.
Tesla pondered his options. His mind hadn't been idle in the previous nine years. He'd been perfecting numerous devices that could be used as weapons. After a great deal of internal debate, Tesla decided to offer this weapon to the US. He wrote the President and discussed, in top-level terms, the power and ability of his beam weapon. He offered to rebuild the system and give it to the War Department for operational use. He believed the mere threat of using such a system would lead to a peace accord.
At first there was no response. When it came, it was worse than being ignored. He received a form letter of thanks from a secretary with the obvious connotation that real men of importance didn’t have time for this type of foolish pursuit. In one last attempt to aid the war effort, he created a theoretical radio system that could determine the location of enemy vehicles. Everyone in the War Department ridiculed this “exploring ray” technology. To the power brokers and the commanders, Tesla became a laughing stock.
Two decades later an invention similar to the exploring ray provided a decisive technical edge to the Allied war effort. It was credited with helping win the Battle of Britain, was instrumental for US Naval Battle Groups, and helped defend American Carriers as they went to battle against the Japanese Kamikazes. The system was called by a different name then: Radio Detection and Ranging, Radar.
Tesla died broke and alone in New York City on January 7, 1943 at the age of 87. The FBI employed the Office of Alien Property to seize all of Tesla’s papers and possessions, even though he was an American citizen. There's no record of who examined the many volumes of notes and technical papers, the FBI judged them to be no threat to national security, and they were sealed and stored for the duration of the war. His case was officially closed in 1943. After the war, his papers were sent to remaining distant relatives who had claimed them. They were in his home country of Yugoslavia, which at that time was behind the Iron Curtain. Upon arrival, the many volumes of work were supposedly forwarded to a national museum for review and research. In actuality they were confiscated by Soviet GRU (military intelligence) and sent to a secret research facility deep in the Ural Mountains.
Pacific Ocean, Near Sakhalin Island, 5:14 AM, April 9, 1984
The big plane eased down the flight path into the morning sun. At altitude and cruising speed, this was always a favorite time in the trip for the cockpit crew. There were routine fuel checks and status readings, but mostly the plane was flying itself. The pilot and co-pilot had the best seat in the house for the first leg of their journey that would take them to Anchorage, Alaska, then onto the States. This was all pretty routine, but the beauty of the area as the morning sun broke above the horizon never got boring. This day provided a lower cloud deck, about fourteen thousand feet.
It was relatively solid, so it was difficult to spot patches of the sea. Once in a while there was a break, but for the most part the ocean view was on hold. No matter, the sun cascading off the top of the cloud deck was just as spectacular a sight. The Captain was thinking that perhaps the weather would clear more as they approached Alaska. He always loved seeing the mountain ranges come into view early in the morning. He moved forward to sip some hot coffee that a flight attendant had left for him.
Still lost in his thoughts in the beauty of the early morning, he allowed himself a moment of reverie. How many thousands of hours had he spent in the air? This 747 was certainly luxurious compared to his days in a B-52. But the excitement and thrill was always there for him. He scanned his instruments, and everything was as it always was, normal. If there was a better job on the planet, he couldn’t think of it. He looked out the windscreen continuing to enjoy the view; that’s when he spotted it. He went on intercom immediately and spoke to the Copilot and Flight Engineer.
“He guys, what’s that? See it? Coming out of the deck at ten o’clock low?”
“Tally ho for me!” The Copilot's voice strained with an audible air of excitement.
“I’ve got it, too, skipper.” The Flight Engineer was now fixed on the spot.
Rising through the deck around fourteen thousand feet, a huge cloud formation pushed its way skyward. It was more than just unusual; it was highly abnormal. It looked like the beginning of a mushroom cloud. The Captain believed he was witnessing the evidence of a large explosion, but how large? The cloud was growing exponentially and pushing ever faster into the air. By now it was passing 25 thousand feet and growing in depth. The distinctive mushroom shape became clearer.
The Captain spoke, “I’m taking the ship. We're coming right 45 degrees, deviating from course. Hank, call center and advise them of deviation, then tell them to stand by for more info. Mike, keep a close eye on status of all instruments. Gentlemen, I don’t know how much time we have, but brace for a shock wave. I’m putting on the seatbelt sign.”
The large plane quickly turned to a new course, away from the ever-growing cloud formation.
“What the hell can that be? Do you think someone lit a nuke off by accident? Maybe a sub had a problem? Sure is a curious place for an explosion. Co, give me numbers on wind, speed, anything that looks like an anomaly. Hank, do you have center yet?”
“Roger, Captain, center is standing by for information.”
“Captain, there's no change in any readings from our last updates. The way the plane instruments read, nothing has happened.”
“Continue to prepare for a shock wave.”
The Captain looked over his left shoulder out the window. The cloud formation was still growing and now dwarfed the 747. It was over fifty thousand feet in altitude and growing in radius. “Center, thanks for holding, we have a situation here. I've spotted what looks to be a large cloud formation that appears to have come from some form of massive explosion. We've deviated and are about twenty miles from the area. No shock wave as yet. This thing is huge and growing. Someone needs to be alerted up the chain. We're going on oxygen at this time, and I'm declaring a Mayday. Do you've any info? Do you copy?”
“Copy, United 22 Heavy. No information at this time. You're cleared course deviation at pilot discretion. Please stand by.”
“Roger, standing by.”
Two minutes passed. No shock wave. Looking to the left rear quadrant of the aircraft, the pilot could see the monster cloud still growing. It had to be close to sixty thousand feet. The diameter was massive. It was well over a hundred miles wide. Less than five minutes before, the sky above fourteen thousand feet had been clear. Now it was obliterated with this artifact of what had to be a nuclear explosion.
“United 22 Heavy, Center.”
“Go ahead, Center, this is 22 Heavy.”
“JAL 36 is forty miles in trail of your track and tallies the cloud; similar report. I have two more driving up the line at twenty mile intervals and have advised them. We have notified ADCOM, and they are sending out a response. As of this time we have no further information. What are your intentions? Do you wish to continue your deviation, return to Tokyo, or return to route?”
“Center, United 22 Heavy will return to flight planned course and continue on to destination. Still have the cloud in sight, but we haven’t had any effects from it. We’re coming off oxygen and going back to normal ops. Copy that?”
“Center copies, have a good flight. Will keep you updated as we find out more.”
“Roger. Thanks.”
The pilot turned to the co. “I’ve got over thirty thousand hours, and I've never seen anything like that.” He pointed to the still growing mushroom cloud, which dominated the sky, but was losing its shape a bit. It was over sixty thousand feet in altitude.
Later in the hour, a specially equipped F-4 fighter was sent to recon the area. It probed and photographed. When the intelligence squadron received the data, they could only come to one conclusion: whatever had caused this cloud, it was not a nuclear explosion.
Three other commercial jets flew past the formation that morning. Each crew was stunned by what they saw. To the north, lurking in the shadow world, an USAF RC-135 Cobra Ball launched on alert from Shemya AFB in the Aleutian Islands, and made its way into the area. It spent most of the morning on station there and collected reams of scientific and technical data, including spectrometry data and special optical imaging. Within six hours of the initial sighting, all remnants of the cloud had dissipated. Later that day, a special courier to Foreign Technology Division, Wright Patterson AFB Ohio, relayed the mission material.
The final conclusion of the intelligence community took months and was disputed within the community itself. The consensus view was that this was a man-made event resulting from some form of non-nuclear explosion. The method and nature of the explosion were not known.
That wasn't good.
The pilot of the 747 who made the initial sighting asked questions and sought answers. He never got any.
The Aquarium, GRU Headquarters, 8:01 AM April 12, 1984
There was a chill in the air, but there always was here in Khodinka. The privileged few who attended briefings like the one being given today didn’t seem to mind all that much. Sometimes there was comfort in the prestige of being selected to participate on a team that outweighed the burden imposed by the security monolith that permeated this site.
Some of the senior members of the group often wondered how it was possible for the vaults of this building to be chilly and damp at the same time. Physics should dictate that the cold air would lessen the humidity. Somehow, typically poor Soviet architects, building engineers, and construction supervisors had created another masterpiece of inefficiency that seemingly defied the laws of physics. At least, that was the popular joke about the building. That sardonic tone was the only humor to be found here.
The Aquarium was a place for business; the business of State security as defined by the military. When anyone got the opportunity to be on the inside here, only death could keep them away. This was the confluence of the Soviet intelligence community, the military, the research scientists and, the Politburo.
This meeting held the promise of great wonder for young Nicobar Mihai Viteazul, fresh from the university. He'd been a star performer all his life. His keen mind and ability to analyze problems quickly and with flair didn't go unnoticed. At 29 years of age, he was beside himself with joy to be finally invited into the real world of engineering.
He felt his time in academia worthwhile, but it was becoming predictable to him. He wanted a challenge. He was sure this was the place to receive it. His university mentor had been connected to a wide range of theoretical projects being conducted by various advanced research groups inside the Soviet military. It had been his recommendation that had spurred a Colonel General of the KGB to review Nico’s resume and dossier. After a thorough background check, more rigorous than its western counterpart, Nico had been selected for this assignment. Although it never entered his mind, he was unaware that he couldn’t refuse it. He arrived at the appointed time, at the appointed place, and was driven twenty miles to the Aquarium.
After another hour of escorts and the issuing of credentials, he found himself along with 28 others in a locked vault in the bowels of the building. Soft music was being pumped into the room from an unseen set of speakers that sounded as if they were made of tin. A large man in uniform entered the room, and silence blanketed the subdued crowd. The whisper of classical music from a poor intercom system was the only distraction.
“Good morning, Comrades. I'm General Kaniev. This is probably the only time you'll actually get to talk with me. You'll be working for me, and I'll be watching you. This will be a one-way relationship. I'm not looking for your ideas. I'm looking for your talent to be harnessed to the wagons of our program. You'll use your intellect to struggle through some significant problems we've encountered. When you're finished, nothing you've seen, thought, or done, will ever be known or shared with anyone. For the next few years you'll lead anonymous lives in a hidden location. Your work will be your reward. You were each handpicked, and I completed the final selection on everyone in this room. Comrades, to some of you I may sound severe. That’s understandable. Most of you don’t come from the rigors of a military background. I'll assure you of one thing. The time you're about to invest is for the defense of the Motherland and the victory of the workers of the world."
"The time you'll spend on my program will be the most important, satisfying, challenging, and mind-bending experience you'll ever have. It will be the greatest experience of your life. I can assure you of this with total confidence. I'm about to hand you over to the technical team for in-brief. Later today, you'll be transported to the work area and commence your labor. This is a day of great destiny for each of you. Congratulations!”
The General left the room. As he left via a metal door stitched into the front wall of the vault, a middle-aged bureaucrat entered the room. He took his position at the podium.
“Good day. I'm Colonel Salasker, and I'm here to give you a program overview. My job is not to get into technical details here. I'll brief you in strategic terms. You'll hold your questions. When you arrive at the worksite later tomorrow you will in-process with your technical team leads. They'll give you a detailed programmatic scheme and assign your initial tasks within the project. What you're about to hear is Top Secret. State security measures are in force and the knowledge I'm about to share with you falls under strict interpretation of espionage codes within military jurisdiction. Simply put, if we even suspect you're violating the slightest rule, we will execute you. Please understand this is policy, not threat. There is no tolerance for any deviation of security protocols.”
The mixed group of scientists, soldiers and project gophers sat entranced at every word. Some had experienced classified work before. None had ever been exposed to this level of Spartan discipline. Nico sat in awe. He had made a deal with the devil; what would his reward be? The Colonel continued.
“You've all been selected to participate in some form on a project code named Archangel Olympic and can be recognized through the AO moniker. This project was instituted in 1926. It has survived since that time, 58 years. Some periods have seen great success; some have seen limited efforts and hibernation. I'll provide a short overview of the history of the project. The codename comes from Comrade Stalin himself. It’s an arcane reference to Western intervention during the revolution. In 1919 the British and Americans sent troops and attacked the Bolshevik garrison at Archangel, taking the port. The first American troops to invade our country came from the warship Olympic. The project was undertaken to create a weapon that would forever protect the Motherland from imperialist threats."
"The first theoretical prototype had been constructed in 1929. A test program was initiated in August of 1930, but no reliable data could be captured. Testing was scaled back in an effort to calculate reliable mechanical interfaces for the system. Due to the great purges under Comrade Stalin and the decimation of the Red Army Officer Corps, efforts shifted to a focus on theoretical research, as opposed to hardware development."
"Because of the terrible hardship on the nation, and the strain on resources during the Great Patriotic War, little work was accomplished until 1947. With the development of American atomic weapons, our research departments were forced to compete in that arena, draining vital support for AO. However, during the late fifties AO was invigorated by generous patronage from Comrade Khrushchev. His enthusiasm for our work was such that it almost led to exposure in January of 1960."
"We learned a valuable lesson from this. Western powers couldn't even conceptualize our research. They believed his reference was made about improvements in the nuclear field, coupled to ballistic missile technology. This has allowed us to clamp an unprecedented cloak of secrecy over AO. Increased budgets led to significant technical breakthroughs within a decade."
"Over the last fifteen years we have achieved a prototype strategic system, which is stationary. The site is classified. That's where you'll be heading later today. In addition to this system, we have a semi-mobile strategic system that we believe can operate for short periods of time, but achieve significant effect. We've recently begun limited operational testing. Results are incredible, but there are real technical challenges that need to be solved. You'll undertake those tasks.”
“The AO system is an entirely new class of weapon. It's electro-magnetic in nature. By harnessing innovative techniques, we've succeeded in creating a weapon that could destroy the world. As you'll discover in your work assignments, it can selectively destroy any enemy that rises up against the Soviet Union. At this point, you have enough background on why you're here. If you need to know about tactics, you'll be educated on tactics. If you need to know about power generators and couplers, you'll be educated on power generators and couplers. If you need to know how to sweep a floor, you'll be educated on sweeping a floor. The AO program is strictly compartmentalized, and that's strictly enforced, as I've already mentioned."
"Do your best on whatever assignment you're given. Don't ask any questions outside the strict interpretation of your assignment. Including me, there are thirty of us in this room. There are exactly 814 people in the entire world who know what you know at this point. Each of them is carefully monitored. We know everything about them, including what they eat, and what they think. You're now members of that group, forever. You've been selected for an unspeakable privilege. You'll work on the most advanced technology mankind has ever seen. You'll insure the Motherland is safe and supreme for every generation to come. Keep that in your mind each day for the rest of your life.”
The Colonel left the room. Another entered, and a policy briefing started. More and more information was force fed to the group. They were being prepared to disappear into the heart of Soviet weapons research. Almost every one of them was numb; everyone but Nico. He could only think incessantly, this is what I was born for. He understood why his uncanny mental acuity in theoretical high-energy particle physics had caught the eye of a Colonel General in the KGB. He was beside himself with emotions he'd never felt. He didn’t even know what they were. He didn’t know if they had a name. They did: joy.
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