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Prologue

 


 


Jacob Droutman
is a forty-five year old Jew living in New York. More importantly,
he is a Rabbi that preaches to his local congregation at a
synagogue in the Lower East Side.

For the first
ten years of his life he was brought up by his mother and father on
the Lower East Side. This was once the home to poverty-stricken
Jewish immigrants, but now it is mainly populated by Chinese and
Puerto Ricans. His parents lived there out of a duty to tradition,
but when their eldest son went missing they joined the mass exodus
of Jews to Brooklyn.

Jacob was only
ten years old when his older brother disappeared. He was never seen
again and still remains on the missing persons list. Now Jacob only
remembers his brother in prayers and photographs.

Although Jacob
does recall one cherished memory: the last Chanukah before his
brother disappeared. It was eight nights of pyromania and presents
to unwrap whilst basking in the flicker of Menorah candles. The
family cat Topol would run riot with the discarded wrapping paper,
pouncing on anything that moved, including their feet. Once bored
with that he would do his nocturnal snuggle around legs and onto
laps, searching for the cosiest place to nuzzle in for a
snooze.

As young boys
they always yearned for a Christmas tree and longed to see Father
Christmas, but both parents stood firm. “We’re Jewish,” they
insisted. Although Jacob did wonder how Father Christmas would have
got into their house; they didn’t have a fireplace and the only
chimney on the roof fed straight into the oil burner. But this time
he was determined to see how others celebrated Christmas. He and
his brother snuck out of their bedroom window and got carried along
by the joviality and crowd of people who were heading to midnight
mass at a nearby Italian church. The sermon was delivered in
alternate paragraphs of Italian and English. Best of all, and what
Jacob always remembered, were the carols and the magnificent
entrance of baby Jesus. But to this day he always wondered about
other religions and who could be so sure which religion is right?
But as one old wise Jewish man, who had more wrinkles on his face
than an Elephant’s trunk, told him “all roads lead to
Rome.”

The following
year he would be devastated by the disappearance of his brother and
wondered why God would take such an action against his family. Time
was a healer and as he grew older he followed the same route of his
father and became a Rabbi. But now he wanted to know more. As a Jew
he didn’t accept the New Testament so he hadn’t even read the words
of Revelation. All of that was about to change.

Moses, Jesus,
Mahler, Marx, Freud, Einstein, his father and his brother, what did
they have in common? All were Jews and all affected his life in one
way or another, but none more than an encounter with a mysterious
blonde haired lady that was going to enter into his
life.



********

 


The sun was rising as a
reluctant light seeped through the window. Ayn began taking stock
of her plan as it began to unfold.

Her clothes
were strewn across the bedroom floor, she was a very good honey
trap and had him drooling with lust in the hotel bar just two hours
before, making him buy the best Moet and having it delivered up to
his hotel room.

Once in the
room, his large rough hands were all over her, but she made him
wait for the champagne. Once the champagne was brought into the
room she slipped a strong sleeping sedative into his glass when his
back was turned.

She did a slow,
seductive private dance while he eagerly stripped off his clothes
and got completely naked; his stomach bulged over like a sumo
wrestler on top of his white skinny legs.

She began to
slowly seduce him. She remembered letting out a sigh of relief as
he passed out almost instantly after drinking his glass down in one
big gulp and his large body fell on top of the double
bed.

Ayn went to the
bathroom and splashed water over her face washing the traces of him
away. She came back into the bedroom dabbing the towel around her
mouth. She quickly gathered up her clothes, dressed and then
carefully wiped her own champagne flute with the towel.

She knew the
envelope was in his briefcase and had a gratifying smile as she
picked it up. She pushed down the door handle with the towel and
left the room. Ayn had a sense of fulfilment as she walked through
the lobby; the first part of the plan was the easy part.

The second part
was more about luck than detail although she had researched his
family history and watched his every move from afar and even
attended one of his sermons.

She was
convinced the circumstances of his brother and his religious
beliefs made him the ideal person. She would send one of her
operatives to Langsky Lounge.


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
1

 


 


Jacob Droutman
joined the steady stream of traffic that became increasingly
frustrating and slower the closer he got to the Lower East Side
exit from his home in Katonah. He made the drive to reach his
office which was a stuffy place without windows in the basement of
the synagogue. He decided he was going to bury his head in books
and re-invigorate his Jewish faith, no matter how long it
took.

Katonah is a
hamlet located around forty miles north of the New York City which
is as about as far as you can live from the city and still work
there. Katonah, some might say is visually quaint and outrageously
expensive, but Jacob thought it was gleefully useless. Katonah
hosts a small number of privately owned stores, none of which Jacob
felt offer anything exciting. There are no chain stores in Katonah,
although that can be a blessing. It does have a paper shop,
vegetable market, a few delis, a bank, a gas station and a public
library. There is one main street with lots of offshoots with few,
if any buildings over three stories.

The outskirts
of Katonah are positively rustic; forests abound chock full of deer
and other wildlife. The houses are very large with plots of land
around four acres, which has begun attracting celebrities. The fact
that Katonah is becoming alarmingly fashionable is much to the
annoyance of the locals.

Around
Christmas time the lights go up in the trees, wreathes are hung
from the telephone poles and Christmas carols chime from speakers
hung on streetlights. It is always at this time of year the memory
of his brother comes flooding back. Local Jews, of whom there are
many, don’t seem to mind all of the Christmas cheer and blend into
the festivities.

As Jacob neared
Delancy Street, where his place of worship and work was, he had to
go down Norfolk Street. His favourite bar, Lansky Lounge, was
there. It was a place where he could escape his daily routine and
submerge himself into the real world where characters would talk to
him about everyday situations, crime, poverty, family values and
sex. They were subjects about which he would readily try to offer
any help or practical advice. But some conversations raised even
his eyebrows and made the hairs on the back of his neck stand up.
Lansky Lounge was the Jewish gangster Meyer Lansky’s old boardroom
and they kept his hideout dark and dangerous. It has sharp-suited
waiters, plenty of potted plants, pricey cocktails and a long
mirrored bar so you could watch your back. Another great thing
about this bar was Ratner’s kosher deli next door which is renowned
for its soups and blintzes.

Jacob turned
onto Delancy Street and parked outside the synagogue. The parking
spot wasn’t really legal, but the traffic cop, Jack Connelly, knew
him and his beat up red 1972 Pontiac Catalina convertible, which to
Jacob’s amazement is now a collector’s car. For the first few
months Jack kept giving him a ticket, which Jacob treated with the
contempt it deserved, until one grey winter’s day they met. From
then on Jack never gave Jacob another ticket. The only condition
was he wanted first dibs if Jacob decided to sell his
car.

Today was
another ordinary October day with a cutting wind, slippery pavement
under foot where the ice had settled over night and fleeting snow
flakes in the air. Jacob was ready to get inside the warmth of the
Synagogue and get started on studying his beliefs and confirming
once and for all, that what he had given the best part of twenty
years as a Rabbi for was worth it.

Jacob didn’t
know why he was feeling in this mood. Maybe it was the constant
barrage of upsetting news between Israel and Palestine, which was
on television every night. Or maybe it was his fascination on why
these Muslim terrorists were so against the Western World. His head
started to spin with these thoughts and more. He then remembered
the wonderful scenes outside Vatican City with millions more
gathered around the world, anxious to know who would be the next
Pope of the Catholic Church. He smiled to himself as it restored
his faith in humankind and money and power were not the only things
God’s people turned to. He pushed open the large wooden door and
entered into the synagogue.

Synagogues
weren’t just places of worship these days, many young Jewish
teenagers would use it as a place to study and it would also act as
the main community center as well. Jacob walked in from the cold,
his footsteps echoing on the marble floor as he made his way
through the hall passing the Bimah where he would stand and read
the Torah to the congregation.

Jacob’s office
was beyond the Ark and down some winding, concrete steps into the
basement. The gap going down is very narrow with room for only one
person going either way; up or down.

As he rushed by
the Ark eager to feed his appetite on understanding other
religions, the flames on the Ner Tamid, or ever-burning light,
flickered violently. For a moment he thought it was going out, but
it regained its momentum as soon as he had shot by.

The Ner Tamid
is always lit, even at night when no one is in the synagogue. It
reminds Jews that God is always with them. Jacob paused for a
moment as he looked back, his forehead wrinkled as he frowned, was
this a sign? Was what he was about to do wrong? Jacob decided he
was being silly and continued down the steps brushing his shoulder
against the wall for balance as he made his descent. As he reached
the bottom he strode the few yards to his office and opened the
door. He put his arm around to the left side and fumbled for the
light switch with his hand.

For some
reason, Jacob always turned on the light before he stepped into the
room, maybe it was a childhood thing or maybe it was because it was
pitch black and just the sensible thing to do. It was a small and
basic office where he could practice and research his talks in
privacy. His oak desk was on the back wall with a comfortable
leather chair tucked underneath and a computer placed in the middle
of the desk. To the left was a small table with a coffee maker and
a bottle of mineral water. On the right, spread across the wall
from top to bottom, were his book shelves. Not a space was
available; it was full of books covering a great variety of
subjects from history to business. Some of the religious books were
even a couple of hundred years old and very sacred. They were
becoming dusty and were only for show now, as in this day of modern
technology you could find everything you needed to know on the
Internet.

Jacob threw
himself into the chair and let out a heavy gush of air through his
mouth as he again questioned his reasons for doing this. He felt
nervous as though he was going to be caught doing something he
shouldn’t like a schoolboy in his bedroom looking at rude pictures
and hoping his mom wouldn’t walk in. But he had to do it; it was
attacking his inner faith. The pleasures of the world, the innocent
lives lost to war, the different races and cultures that followed
different types of religion, they couldn’t all be right, could
they?

Even though any
form of human interruption would be strange down here in the
basement, Jacob suddenly jumped out of his seat and closed the
door. He decided to pull out a note pad and pen and drew a line
down the center of the page. He decided he would approach this from
a different angle. He would determine what other religions had to
offer and why. On one side he would write down the name of a
religion, on the other side he would write down anything that he
thought was relevant. As he started he didn’t really know what he
would write.

As he switched
on the computer he felt a sudden rush of goose pimples spread over
both his arms. He felt a weird sensation and at that moment the
room temperature definitely became colder. Maybe there was a sudden
gush of cold air through one of the air vents, or again maybe it
was Jacob’s imagination. A shudder ran down his neck as he clicked
into the search facility on the screen in front of him and typed in
the word: ‘RELIGION’.

 




 


************

 


Jacob rubbed
his eyes after what seemed hours and hours of research and reading.
He came across words of different religions, historical facts and
maybe even fiction all tied in and interwoven with tradition and
myth. It was a mystifying if not disenchanting experience. He sat
back in his chair and let out a heavy yawn and tried to put his arm
to his mouth but it didn’t get halfway up due to his tiredness. He
looked at the second column on the right hand side of the page;
words he felt pertinent to each of these religions he had
researched. Tomorrow he would tackle his own religion, but for now
it was enough. Jacob looked at his wristwatch and saw it was nearly
six o’clock. A quick drink in Lansky’s, he thought, before beating
the rush hour home.

He closed the
door to the synagogue behind him and stepped outside. He felt the
cold air blast into his face. It was dark and evident that snow had
been falling while he was inside. The brandy seemed even more
appealing as he walked down the street and across the road to the
bar. He smiled to himself as he got closer. He was quite a regular
these days and known as ‘Rabbi’ to the main contingent who
frequented the bar, although the bartender always called him Jacob.
Words were still spinning around in his head, so it would be good
to relax and enter into light-hearted conversation with any Tom,
Dick or Harry.

As he entered
the bar the air of cigarette smoke and booze wafted over him, but
it was warm inside and he rubbed his hands on two counts, one to
warm them up from the cold and two with glee to down that
well-earned drink. Jacob grabbed one of the daily newspapers that
were always available in the rack and made his way to the bar,
nodding to a few familiar faces along the way. There was a sudden
bout of laughter coming from a corner and he glanced over and saw
three gentlemen looking a bit worse for wear watching a game of
baseball; no doubt a wager or two was being laid.

“Jacob, how
are you?” The voice startled him a little after being engrossed in
the goings-on over in the corner. It was the voice of Jones the
bartender.

“I’m good”
Jacob nodded then repeated, “I’m good.”

“What can I
get you?” Jones asked with his usual pearly white grin.

Jacob started
grinning as he felt for his wallet in his jacket pocket.

“What’s so
funny?” Jones asked raising his eyebrows.

“Sorry Jones,
nothing. Can I have a brandy please.”

Jones
immediately returned with the drink and Jacob passed him a five
dollar bill and told him to keep the change. They exchanged a bit
of banter on the weather and the baseball game that was going on,
before Jacob spotted a nice little table with no one around and
made his way over.

He took a sip
of his brandy before placing it on the mahogany table and let
himself crash down into the black, imitation leather seat. It
engulfed his body as he reclined into it and let out a pleasant
sigh of contentment. He studied the front of the paper to see if
the eye-catching headline would capture his attention. It didn’t.
Politics were the order of the day and the President’s master plan
to slash taxes. He smirked knowing that the nation’s reaction to
that would be exactly the same as his, and he turned the page.
Jacob skimmed through various articles and photographs before
reading an interesting piece of news on how someone was abducted by
aliens. After amusing himself for a few minutes he quickly flew
through the rest of the paper and decided to make his way
home.

Jacob felt a
tap on his shoulder and looked up to be greeted by a beaming smile,
even though the top two front teeth were missing. It was Paddy an
ex-Irish patriot who he had known for at least the last ten years.
He was a loveable rogue with a thick mop of white hair and unshaven
grey whiskers. He was full of the Irish blarney and they had had
many disagreements on religion although they were always light
hearted and ended in laughter.

“Hello Rabbi,
how the devil are you?”

Jacob closed
his eyes for a brief second from the strong smell of whiskey on
Paddy’s breath.

“Fine, fine
Paddy,” he nodded and shook his hand. “How are you?” he
asked.

“Grand,”
Paddy said as he perched himself on the table. “I’ve got a joke for
you.” He laughed as he patted Jacob on the knee in his friendly
manner.

“Sure,” Jacob
said, knowing that the Catholic or Jewish religion would be the
butt of the joke. He took another sip of brandy and
waited.

Paddy laughed
out loud knowing exactly what Jacob was thinking. “Okay, here we
go.”

After the joke
ended Paddy started laughing slowly at first and then went into a
real belly laugh. It was infectious and Jacob started to cry with
laughter. Then, one by one around the bar, as though they had been
listening, everyone started to laugh.

After an hour
with Paddy putting the world to right and another small brandy,
Paddy surprised Jacob with a message and an invitation.

“A young
Jewish boy was in here earlier and gave me this to pass on to
you.”

Jacob looked
down at the invitation Paddy had placed in his hand: ‘Revelation
Explained’.

There was a
seminar being held on October ninth at eight o’clock by Dr. Stewart
Renton on explaining the final book of the Bible and how it affects
modern day life. Jacob frowned in doubt although intrigued by this
Bible book of Revelation that had baffled many an expert and had
been a constant form of debate throughout the centuries. He took
another sip of his brandy before finishing reading the
invitation.

‘Dr. Stewart
Renton from University of Edinburgh is a leading player in
Theological studies and invites you to come along to the Civic
Hall.’

Jacob returned
his amazed stare back to Paddy but he had gone. He looked at the
date; it was taking place tonight. Out of a sense of curiousness it
was an opportunity that Jacob couldn’t turn down. The seminar was
being held a few blocks down the street and he decided he would go
as somebody obviously wanted him to attend.

Jacob said his
farewells and eagerly stepped back out into the cold and hurriedly
made his way to the civic hall. He was convinced his attendance
would cause some amazement; after all, he was a Rabbi dressed head
to toe in black who didn’t believe in the New Testament.




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
2

 


 


Jacob Droutman
walked through the main doors of the hall into the reception area
where others had already gathered and were talking in anticipation
of the lecture, as well as taking their coats and jackets off. He
felt nervous and maybe should have just turned around and walked
out, but he wanted to know why all these people were attending. He
found the intrigue too hard to resist and carried on to the main
hall.

There was a
poster on the wall outside confirming that he was at the right
place for the talk. Jacob strolled in trying to be inconspicuous
and took a seat in the back row. As he brushed along the chairs
there was a tap on his shoulder. “Excuse me,” the voice
said.

He turned
around apprehensively, but was greeted by the smile of a big,
round-faced woman whose bobbed hair swept around her face. She was
wearing glasses that magnified her big, brown eyes.

“This is for
you.” She smiled again and handed Jacob a booklet from her small,
dumpy hand. She turned away and waddled back down the
aisle.

He felt bemused
and then rude as he didn’t utter a word, not even “thank you.” He
looked down at the booklet that had been pushed into his hand
‘Revelation Explained’ with a scripture underneath the
title.

‘Words of
this prophecy and who observe the things written in it; for the
appointed time is near.’

Jacob sat down
and checked his wrist watch and saw that there were ten minutes to
go. He looked at the many different faces that obviously came from
different backgrounds as the hall began to fill. Suddenly, a
pretty, young blonde woman made her way along the row of chairs and
beamed a friendly smile revealing perfect white teeth. She sat down
next to him and introduced herself by holding out her
hand.

“My name is
Ayn.”

He returned the
greeting by taking her hand and nodding.

“My name is
Jacob,” he said sheepishly, momentarily entranced by her piercing
blue eyes.

“Hi, I’m
looking forward to this talk,” she said excitedly.

He nodded again
and looked back down at the booklet once more and turned over the
cover where it gave the timings and headings of the talk. The
sudden clapping of hands startled him and he looked up to see a
small, dark-haired gentleman walk into the hall. He took his
position at the front of the room and leaned against the podium. He
was only about five foot, five inches tall with skinny legs and
broad shoulders, hair thinning on top and he was wearing small,
silver-rimmed glasses. The clapping subsided as he introduced
himself and announced the purpose of the seminar.

For ten minutes
he explained his background; his voice was calm and deliberate with
a Scottish twang. Jacob’s mind kept wandering and he kept asking
himself ‘what was he doing here and was it Ayn who had sent the
invitation?’ Jacob kept his head bowed, pretending to be engrossed
in the booklet, although every now and again he would survey the
crowd to see if anyone was looking at him.

‘Paranoid
fool,’ he chided himself.

Suddenly there
was a round of applause that brought him out of his own thoughts
and made him look back to Dr. Renton. For a moment, Jacob thought
he was looking directly at him. Jacob felt uncomfortable, but it
was a fleeting glare and he moved on to someone else. It was
obviously his style of speech, making everyone feel
involved.

“I think some
of you are here out of curiosity,” Dr. Renton continued.

“Maybe you
know the book of Revelation and believe it talks about the end of
the world?” He asked, tapping his right index finger against his
mouth. “But maybe it tells us something different.” He ended on
that note as he turned his back on the audience. There was
intermittent clapping and a couple boisterous shouts.
“Yeah!”

Jacob glanced
at Ayn. She caught his eye and smiled before whispering to him, “I
think it’s really cool you came to listen.”

Jacob nodded
politely back at her before Dr. Renton caught their attention once
more.

“What did the
opening verse of Revelation say?” Dr. Renton questioned. “It says:
‘A revelation by Jesus Christ, which God gave him, to show his
slaves the things that must shortly take place.” Dr. Renton leaned
away from the podium and stepped a few yards to his right; the
pause and action no doubt an effort to catch the crowd’s
attention.

“You should
be deeply concerned about world events today. Why?” He asked, his
voice now rising with a hint of anger. “Over the duration of this
talk I will tell you why.” He said his voice now soft and calm
again.

“In
Revelation it says, ‘And I saw in the right hand of the one seated
upon the throne a scroll written within and on the reverse side,
sealed tight with seven seals.’ Tonight I will open those seven
seals.” Dr. Renton said with conviction.

Jacob felt the
hairs on the back of his neck stand up and was being drawn in by
what he was hearing. He folded his arms in nervous anticipation and
waited for more. Dr. Renton was vigorous in his actions and
emotional in his beliefs as he ran through the first four seals;
the Four Riders of the Apocalypse. He was very convincing in his
argument of how the horsemen reflected war, famine and death and
that these were prophetic for our time.

The world wars
and more recently the Gulf wars were used as examples. He spoke of
how famine was a constant problem, especially in Africa, and he
gave figures on how many people had died and were starving every
day. He informed the audience that disease was rife in modern
times; the Spanish flu alone took twenty million lives early in the
twentieth century, but more recently, cancer, heart disease, AIDS
and now MRSA were all killers.

Dr. Renton drew
a breath and brought his right hand to his mouth as he let out a
cough to clear his throat. He nodded to the plump lady who had
given Jacob his booklet and she turned away and efficiently
returned moments later with a plastic cup of water.

Jacob’s mind
was in conflict with the thoughts and information he was absorbing
and how they contrasted with his own beliefs, and there was a
certain amount of truth in the facts he was saying. But was it a
result of the ever-expanding human race, or designs in modern
technology? As he struggled with these thoughts, Dr. Renton stirred
into action once more.

“I will now
open the fifth seal,” he said as he surveyed his attentive
audience. He smiled to himself as he realized the audience was
hooked on his every word. “It says, ‘I saw underneath the altar the
souls of those slaughtered because of the word of God.’ So what
does that mean?” he asked. “Again we can see through the age’s
persecution of people and races because of their religious beliefs.
The Nazi-inspired holocaust springs to mind.” He stared right at
Jacob who felt as though everyone was looking at him and he
squirmed in his seat. He looked to Ayn for some sort of support or
comfort and was surprised to see her eyes were fixated to the front
as Dr. Renton had already averted his gaze and was onto his next
animated subject.

“The opening
of the sixth seal was revealed and a great earthquake occurred,”
Dr. Renton revealed facts and dates showing how earthquakes were
becoming more frequent and more violent in recent times, including
the devastating tsunami that hit the Far East in 2005 and the
devastating earthquake in China in 2008.

Jacob glanced
at the clock on the wall behind him and was surprised that over an
hour had already passed. Maybe his mind had drifted, but when he
turned his attention back to Dr. Renton he was announcing the
seventh seal.

“And when he
opened the seventh seal, a silence occurred in heaven for about
half an hour. And I saw the seven angels that stand before God, and
seven trumpets were given them.” Dr. Renton paused and wiped some
perspiration from his forehead with a handkerchief that he pulled
from his top pocket. “At this moment, we will take a break for ten
minutes.”

Jacob
immediately stood up and stretched before turning to Ayn and
raising his eyebrows, “Wow, what did you make of that?” he asked
plucking up the courage to make conversation.

“Fantastic,”
she grinned, but said no more. Jacob returned a confused stare and
he waited for her to elaborate on what had caught her attention
from the talk so far. As he thought of what to say next, he saw Dr.
Renton heading his way.

“Rabbi, nice
to see you here,” he smiled as he held out his hand. Jacob returned
the gesture. Dr. Renton’s hand gripped Jacob’s tightly and shook it
twice. Jacob looked down at the red marks around the top and lower
knuckles of his hand, but they were already fading. “Have you
enjoyed the talk so far?” he asked in soft Scottish
tones.

“Yes, very
interesting,” Jacob said. Dr. Renton sensed he was skeptical and
frowned for a second before returning a smile to his
face.

“It’s about
applying these scriptures to our time. I’m sure you’ll find the
next hour more enlightening.” Dr. Renton said and quickly turned
away and walked back in a lickety-split manner.

Jacob looked to
Ayn once more but this time she had gone, no doubt to powder her
nose or something he thought to himself before settling back into
his seat. Ayn returned and made her way back down the aisle. Jacob
smiled again but her head was down she returned the smile when she
eventually sat back down, but he had noticed a slight change in her
body language. She seemed nervous, he thought. He was just about to
voice his concern when Dr. Renton was announced and the crowd
applauded.

Dr. Renton was
quickly back in his stride and the audience went quiet in seconds.
He was enigmatic and his soft tones entranced the audience as he
deliberated on the words and questions he wanted them to think
about. He announced the first trumpet sound from
Revelation.

“And the
first one blew his trumpet. And there occurred a hail and fire
mingled with blood and it was hurled to the earth and a third of
the earth was burned up, and a third of the trees were burned up,
and all of the green vegetation was burned up.”

He then related
this scripture to the first world power, Egypt. Again Jacob
fidgeted in his seat because he was not at all comfortable with Dr.
Renton’s reasons, although he did mention how similar it was to the
plagues that engulfed Egypt.

“And the
second angel blew his trumpet,” Dr. Renton continued. “And
something like a great mountain burning with fire was hurled into
the sea. And a third of the sea became blood; and a third of the
creatures that are in the sea which have souls died, and a third of
the boats were wrecked.

“The second
world power which came from nowhere, like a mountain being hurled,
was the Assyrians. They were cruel; everywhere they conquered ran
with blood. They would skin their prisoners alive, or cut off arms,
ears, noses, feet and make mounds from human skulls. They would
also deport conquered people to other lands to destroy their sense
of nationalism.

“And the
third angel blew his trumpet. And a great star burning as a lamp
fell from heaven, and it fell upon a third of the rivers and upon
the fountains of waters. And the name of the star is called
Wormwood. And a third of the waters turned into wormwood, and many
of the men died from the waters, because these had been made
bitter.

“The third
world power was the Babylonian Empire. Often related to in the
Bible as a false religion that was trying to indoctrinate their
religious teachings like spiritual poisoning- wormwood. The fall of
the Empire was pictured in great detail naming the unknown Medes as
the destroyers; it made an abrupt descent from world rule to
shameful defeat, like a fall from heaven, to pass away
forever.

“And the
fourth angel blew his trumpet. And a third of the sun was smitten
and a third of the moon and a third of the stars, in order that a
third of them might be darkened and the day might have illumination
for a third of it and the night likewise.

“The fourth
world power was Medo-Persia, after the spiritual darkness, the
kings were more humane, even allowing the Jews to return to their
own land, relating to the spiritual light. The Empire extended a
third of the known earth all the way from India to
Greece.”

Jacob was
gripped by what he was hearing, as was everyone else. You could
hear a pin drop. His experience in these seminars, or even his own
talks, was that sometimes there would be disgruntled listeners or
people would walk out, but no one moved, everyone was enthralled by
Dr. Renton’s application of the Scriptures.

“And the
fifth angel blew his trumpet. And I saw a star that had fallen from
heaven to the earth, and the key of the pit of the abyss was given
him. And he opened the pit of the abyss, and smoke ascended out of
the pit as smoke of a great furnace, and the sun was darkened, also
the air, by the smoke of the pit. And out of the smoke locusts came
forth upon the earth; authority was given them, the same authority
as the scorpions of the earth have.

“This fifth
world power, the world hadn’t seen the likes of before, with a
leader that would go down in history as one of the greatest
warriors of all time. The fifth World Empire was Greece, led by
Alexander the Great. The locusts were described; upon their heads
crowns like gold, their faces were as men, but they had hair as of
women’s hair, their teeth as those of lions, their wings the sound
of chariots running into battle.

“And the
sixth angel blew his trumpet. And I heard one voice out of the
horns of the golden altar that is before God say to the sixth
angel, who had the trumpet: Untie the four angels that are bound at
the great river Euphrates.

“The sixth
world power was the Roman Empire, the largest at this time in
history, the four angels were North, South, West and East, and
although the city of Rome fell, it took centuries for all traces of
the political empire to pass from the world scene, but the
influence of the Holy Roman Empire is still felt.

“And the
seventh angel blew his trumpet. And loud voices occurred in heaven,
saying: “The kingdom of the world did become the kingdom of our
Lord and of his Christ and he will rule as king for ever and
ever.”

“Today we are
living in the seventh world power, the Anglo-American Empire that
is so prevalent in our lives. The First World War forced both
countries to recognize their common interests and cemented a
special relationship. A dual world power came into existence; The
United States of America, the world’s wealthiest nation, and Great
Britain, seat of the largest empire, where the sun never
set.”

Dr. Renton
paused for a moment and scanned the audience, peering into the eyes
of everyone listening.

“For ever and
ever?” he asked. There was silence.

Dr. Renton
raised his hands in the air as he answered his own question.
“Anglo-America, through their military strength, their money and
their allies will protect their wealth; they will impose their
democracy on the world. And if anything threatens it they will go
to war in the name of Christianity; as is happening now in
Iraq.”

There were
murmurings and people whispering to each other but it quickly died
down again as Dr. Renton gave another startling
announcement.

“But,” he
said, raising his finger in the air once more, “there is an eighth
king. Revelation says, ‘And the wild beast that was but is not it
is also itself an eighth king, but springs from the seven, and it
goes off into destruction.’ But who is this eighth world
power?”

Dr. Renton
looked up to the roof as though pleading to God for the answer.
“The truth is no one has found the answer, yet. Could it be a
religion? Or even the United Nations? Or, more likely as gone
before, a country or group of countries?” he smiled, “the only clue
I can give you is Revelation, chapter twenty two, verses eighteen
and nineteen.”

He raised his
eyebrows, “So good luck in unravelling the future. That, my
friends, is the end.” He concluded, rubbing his hands together.
“And I thank you all for coming.”

A rapturous
applause thundered out, with some individuals jumping to their feet
and whistling as though they were giving a standing ovation in a
theatre. It seemed like a good time for Jacob to escape without
being noticed.

The freezing
cold air went through Jacob as he stepped back out into the night
and a light powdering of snow was on the ground. He took in a deep
breath of air and exhaled forcefully trying to clear his head and
rationalize what he had heard. Jacob had walked about a hundred
yards when he heard someone running up behind him. He turned around
and to his surprise it was Ayn. He smiled and said, “Hello.” She
reached him and stopped. “I’m glad I caught you.” She smiled,
slightly out of breath, her cheeks red where the cold air had hit
them as she ran to catch up with him.

“I need to
give you this,” she said as she glanced around nervously, assuring
herself that no one was looking.

Ayn handed
Jacob a jiffy type A4 envelope that was sealed and felt quite
heavy. He frowned with confusion and tried to ask her why she was
giving him the package, but she put a finger to his mouth gesturing
to ask no questions.

“I have no
desire at this stage to tell you who I am, but we will meet again,
I promise,” she said softly and walked away.

Ayn’s shadowy
figure quickly disappeared back into the night as Jacob stood there
trying to call out to Ayn, but it was to no avail. Jacob looked
down at the envelope in his hand. He saw it was blank on both sides
as he turned it over and back again. This evening couldn’t get
anymore weird he thought. It was cold and his fingers were going
numb so he decided he would open the envelope in the warmth of his
apartment.

As he turned to
walk back to the synagogue and his car, Jacob noticed out the
corner of his eye that the doors to the hall were opened as if
someone was coming out. The light beamed out onto the snow and he
could make out three silhouetted figures, the one in front was
definitely Dr. Renton.

Jacob stood
transfixed for what seemed minutes, but was probably only seconds,
as the men were looking directly at him. At first it didn’t bother
him and he shrugged his shoulders, but as he studied the two other
figures he became slightly unnerved. They looked like big guys with
muscular builds and he hadn’t noticed them before in the audience
or as a part of Dr. Renton’s entourage. “Bodyguards,” he muttered
under his breath, trying to make sense of it all. At that moment,
the cold won the day and as he tried to blow into his hands to keep
warm. The envelope slipped out of his grasp and onto the ground. He
quickly picked it up and brushed off a few snow flakes and marched
off towards the car. As he made his way back down some dark
alleyways his mind worked overtime on shadows that might jump out
at him. Was someone following him? Jacob wondered. He thought about
the envelope again and wondered what on earth was in it and
quickened his stride.

He reached his
faithful snow-covered Pontiac, and fumbled for the keys.

“Come on,” he
said to himself and made a controlled effort not to turn around.
Eventually, he put the key into the door lock, opened it and jumped
in. He inserted the key into the ignition and turned it. The car
spluttered, but not into life. He let out a heavy sigh, but told
himself to stay calm and turned the key once more. He had a large
grin on his face as his car burst into life. As he pulled away he
looked into the rear view mirror and was convinced a figure had
watched him drive away. Jacob tried to look back over his shoulder
to get a better look, but he could see nothing and was anxious to
get home and get the evening’s events out of his system. He glanced
down at the envelope on the passenger seat, not knowing at this
stage the secrets and mystery that it would reveal to
him.


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
3

 


 


Jacob nearly
missed the exit for Katonah due to his pre-occupation with the
evening’s events. Blinking a couple of times and shaking his head
to concentrate on the drive he quickly made a violent turn which
made the wheels let out a loud screech. He put his foot down hard
on the gas to get home as quickly as possible. When he finally
arrived home he slammed the car door shut, but in his tiredness he
forgot the envelope. He deliberated for a moment and thought about
leaving it until morning, but instead walked around to the
passenger door and collected it.

He opened the
front door to his apartment building and stepped into the entrance
hallway. There were six apartments contained within the building.
The light in the hallway was always on at night. When Jacob shouted
“goodnight” to the landlord, Terry, he heard a grunt and the faint
sound of a beer can being opened. Wearily, Jacob made his way up
the wooden staircase directly in front of him to his welcoming bed
and fell asleep immediately.

The distant
sound of a telephone ringing made Jacob’s body stir and eyelids
slowly open. He was coming out of a deep sleep and wondered for a
moment if he was dreaming. Suddenly, the ringing noise grew louder
and his eyes sprang open, the signals from his brain made his hand
stretch out from beneath the covers and grab the
receiver.

“Hello?”
Jacob croaked, rubbing his eyes with his free left hand. It was
Mrs. Hoffman, the cleaning lady, making reference to how late it
was in the morning, and in her own charming way, asking if he
wanted his apartment cleaned or not. He told Mrs. Hoffman he would
be out in an hour. After a quick shower, getting dressed and making
himself a cup of black coffee. Jacob made his way out of his
apartment. As he walked past the dining room table where he had
started a five-thousand piece jigsaw puzzle he looked down at the
emerging picture of a sunset over Manhattan and tried to fit a
three-pronged red piece into the sky. He frowned, wobbled his head
from side to side and eventually slotted it in. He smiled in
triumph and promised himself to return later to spend more time on
it.

Jacob picked up
the envelope from the sofa where he had thrown it the previous
night, tapped it twice and paused with curiosity as to its
contents, but decided to open it at his office. He parked outside
the synagogue as usual, said good morning to Jack and after some
friendly banter about him buying his car, went to Ratner’s and
bought Jack and himself a potato and cheese blintz for breakfast to
warm them both up. After making light work of this delicious snack,
Jacob left Jack outside in the clear blue sky with bright sunshine,
although it was a cold and crisp day. He entered the synagogue and
made his way to his office.

As usual, he
put his hand around and flicked on the switch before entering his
office. He quickly made his way around the desk and sat down
placing the envelope in front of him. Jacob had a sense of nervous
anticipation as he slit the top of the envelope open and poured the
contents out in front of him on top of the desk. There were
newspaper cuttings, photographs of three young men, and what looked
like dossiers on each of them. He raised his eyebrows in surprise
at the contents and resigned to patiently ploughing his way through
the headlines and information he was obviously meant to read. A
newspaper cutting with the headline, ‘Outstanding Discovery,’
immediately caught his attention and he eagerly devoured what it
said.

“On March 10,
2001, three Jewish students announced they had found The Lost Tomb
of Hebron, a tomb that would reveal secrets on future events. This
startling discovery and the exact location, which they would not
reveal, had taken three years of painstaking research and
archaeological digs to find. The three students, all twenty-four
years of age were John Duncan, Ibn Ezra and Louis
Jacobs.”

Jacob fell back
in his chair and slapped his hand against his forehead; he put two
and two together and wondered if they had found the answer to the
eighth world power. He scrambled through more newspaper cuttings,
eagerly trying to find out. He read another article.

“Piecing
together the prophetic jigsaw; the valley of Hebron is 3,000 feet
above sea level and is the location of the burial cave of Abraham
and Sarah, Isaac and Rebekah and Jacob and Leah. It was while
excavating a sealed cavern at the Temple Mount they found what they
described as a treasure map. On a tomb there were writings and
drawings that showed where The Lost Tomb was located. Ibn Ezra
said, “It was a dream come true and although we haven’t started to
excavate The Lost Tomb, it could be monumental for the Jewish
religion.”

Louis Jacobs
said, “This Lost Tomb could be seen as a dimension slightly removed
from ours. It could hold the key to everlasting life or confirm the
legend of the Sleepers of Ephesus where three youths took refuge
and God preserved them for three hundred solar years.”

John Duncan
goes on to say, with a glint in his eye, “The only clue I’ll give
you is that six furlongs from the town grew a very large Terebinth
which was said to have stood there since the foundation of the
world.”

Jacob smiled
happily at what he was reading but something told him there was
going to be a twist in the tale. Many years had passed since these
headlines were written and he hadn’t seen or heard any outstanding
prophetic events announced or discovered. He wondered what had
happened to the three young men and their discovery. He looked for
more headlines.

“Missing:
only two days after three young students had announced to the world
they had found the ‘Lost Tomb of Hebron,’ with the fascination and
ripples it had sent through all religions and governments of the
world. It has been reported they have now disappeared. Some are
reporting they are in hiding.”

Another read,
“Hoax, two weeks later John Duncan, Ibn Ezra and Louis Jacobs still
in hiding amid rumours that their amazing discovery was nothing
more than a publicity stunt. The Israeli Prime Minister confirmed
it was a hoax after he talked to the three young students and had
sent them back to their families. Renowned Israeli archaeologist
Bethai said, in a statement, he had been to the temple and to the
sealed cavern they were excavating and found no evidence of
writings or drawings on any such tomb.”

Jacob drew a
deep breath and felt deflated. He had really believed for a moment
that these young men had actually discovered this lost tomb. He let
out a slight groan of annoyance and wondered whether it was worth
reading the dossiers.

A noise on the
concrete steps outside made him jump. He rose up from his desk and
looked outside, but there was nothing. No one had come down.
“Hello?” Jacob shouted just to make sure that someone had not
retreated in order not to disturb him. There was just silence. He
shrugged his shoulders and returned to his office, sitting back
down at his desk to read each dossier in turn. He supposed that one
reason he decided to continue was out of interest as to why the
three had lied and their motives, but even more so it was because
Jacob was curious why Ayn had given it to him to read.

The first
dossier was John Duncan. Jacob looked at his photograph and read
about his background. He looked like an ordinary sort of guy, with
jet black hair, blues eyes, a broad nose and thin lips. Jacob
turned over the front cover. It gave Duncan’s date of birth and
family address. He was from New Jersey and had gone to Israel to
study at the University of Jerusalem. He was an only child, his
mother a nurse and his father a bank manager. Then, as Jacob
flicked through the pages, his eyes sprang open wide in surprise;
there was an official report from the CIA.

“Private and
Confidential: John Duncan; Danger to National and World
Security.”

Jacob had to
blink twice to comprehend what he was seeing in black and white. He
was stunned, “a danger to world security.” How? Jacob read on in
anticipation of what he was going to find out. Enclosed was what
looked like a photo-copied memo from a senior official of the CIA,
endorsed by Bill Richardson, the head of the organization and sent
directly to the President. Jacob picked it up and leant back in his
chair eager to read on.

“Excavation
must be halted and co-alliance of American and English scientists
must take over the archaeological dig as soon as possible or close
it down. The above known student would otherwise become a national
security risk. It’s imperative that John Duncan must not reveal in
any way through the media what he has found, likewise the two other
Israeli nationals. This is a close call and my colleagues in the
Israeli Secret Service will deal with Ibn Ezra and Louis Jacobs
accordingly. We now must find a plausible reason to give the Duncan
family. My friends and colleagues within the U.S. and British
community have begun to prepare for you a damage assessment of the
potential effect in a scenario where The Lost Tomb was found and
the secrets revealed.”

Jacob didn’t
know what to think; was this document for real? His head was about
to explode, but he had to read on. He had to look at everything
contained in the file.

There was a
simple return of “Thanks” from the President. As Jacob continued
slowly and deliberately reading each page, anxious not to miss
anything as insignificant as it might appear. There were more memos
but nothing more conclusive on the outcome of John Duncan. Then,
there it was. He was horrified.

“A memo from
the Head of the CIA direct to the President. Story for press
release April 16, 2001: It is feared that the three young Jewish
students have been kidnapped by an unknown Palestinian movement and
are being held against their will in Gaza. Privately, senior FBI
officials involved in tracking down the three men are saying,
‘Muslim Jihad is in the frame and will remain so until we can rule
them out.’ Intriguingly, the men vanished during a time of quiet in
a safe house just outside of Jerusalem. An enraged Israeli
Governmental official has promised ‘heads will roll for this.’ A
great cover story and the media will eventually lose
interest.”

Jacob shook his
head in disbelief; could this be true? Would the U.S. and Israeli
Governments concoct such an outrageous lie? What had happened to
the three young men? Were they dead? Jacob angrily closed the file
and threw it on the desk. He put his hands to his head in
contemplation. After a few minutes, he decided he would read up on
Ibn Ezra and Louis Jacobs. Ibn looked a lot younger than his age,
olive skin and deep brown eyes and dark wavy hair. Louis was
unshaven and wearing spectacles, his head was shaven.

A couple of
hours must have passed as Jacob put his head down and read more of
the same in both files. None of them contained any paper cuttings
from April 16th.

Jacob stretched
out his arms and yawned. That was enough. He was still confused as
to why Ayn had given all of this to him. He questioned what he
could do even if these files were true? There was only one thing
for it; a quick drink with Jones at Langsky’s before driving home.
He put all the cuttings and files into the envelope and decided to
hide it behind a few old books on the shelf. He switched the light
off and locked the door.
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As Jacob
approached his apartment building he frowned in confusion; there
was no light beaming from the front door. He scratched his head,
puzzled for a moment as to why the welcoming hallway light wasn’t
on. It was always on.

He turned the
motor off and sat in the driver’s seat for a few moments. He felt a
bit edgy, but then composed himself and thought rationally. The
bulb could have blown, maybe there had been a power outage or maybe
Terry had had a few cans of beer and fallen asleep.

Jacob put the
key in the door and slowly pushed it open. The hallway was pitch
black. He adjusted his eyes to the darkness and fumbled for the
light switch which was on the wall to the left. A brilliant yellow
lit up the hallway catching him by surprise and he had to close his
eyes for a couple of seconds. Jacob stood there hanging onto the
wall as he shouted out Terry’s name. There was no reply. He walked
down to Terry’s apartment where Jacob thought that he was probably
asleep. As Jacob wandered down to Terry’s it felt like he was
wobbling on rubbery legs. He reached the door and knocked, shouting
out Terry’s name once more as he did so. Strangely, there was no
answer.

Jacob pushed
the door. It opened reluctantly and he had to give it a bit more of
a shove to open it fully. He remembered Terry talking about it,
saying he makes sure everybody else is okay but never gets around
to fixing his own place.

“What
happened?” Jacob asked himself out loud.

As he walked in
he saw Terry’s silhouette sitting in a chair facing him. He
anxiously flipped the light switch up and his question was
answered.

Jacob rushed
over to where Terry was sitting. His hands were placed on each knee
and his head had fallen onto his chest. Jacob gently pushed his
palm under Terry’s chin and tilted his head back. Jacob gasped as
he looked at a blood-congealed, dark hole right in the center of
Terry’s forehead. Jacob dropped Terry’s head with shock and stepped
away.

“Shit!” Jacob
screamed as he felt a tear in his right eye trickle down his cheek.
“What do I do?” Jacob was in a state of irrational panic. He
breathed in deeply and exhaled.

“Okay, get
your composure,” he said to himself.

Jacob left
Terry’s apartment careful not to disturb anything and decided to
call the police from his own apartment. He rushed up the stairs
taking two at a time and hurriedly found his key and rushed through
the door. He stopped in his tracks, his eyes and mouth were wide
open as he tried to comprehend what was going on.

“What the…?”
He yelled to himself.

His apartment
had been ransacked. Drawers had been thrown on the floor and the
contents tipped out. Even the jigsaw puzzle was in complete
disarray on the floor. Questions ran through his head as he tried
to sort everything out. What were they looking for? Had Terry’s
death been connected? Had my neighbours not heard
anything?

Jacob sat down
on the sofa, put his head in his hands and closed his eyes. Through
the walls he suddenly heard his neighbours obviously enjoying a
romantic night in.

“Too
engrossed to hear anything,” Jacob smiled, shaking his head
simultaneously.

Mr. Radsinsky,
his other neighbour, religiously went to bed at eight each night
and was either asleep or too scared to find out what was going on.
Two apartments were empty, leaving the young couple who he hadn’t
got acquainted with yet, who were obviously still out. He sat there
his head and body were stunned with emotion.

While dwelling
in his own self pity he suddenly remembered Terry downstairs
sitting in his own execution chair.

The telephone
was undisturbed next to his bed and his hand trembled as he picked
up the handset and punched in the numbers.

It wasn’t long
before the sirens were whirring loudly outside and a buzz of
activity commenced, with the police cordoning off the area and
crowds gathering outside to find out what was going on. Jacob was
told to wait in his apartment until someone was available to take a
statement. It seemed quite a long time before anyone came to see
him and all he could think of was Terry’s face with that bullet
hole in his forehead.

“Excuse me.”
The voice made Jacob jump. This is it Jacob thought, ‘homicide was
on the scene’. Jacob’s eyes rolled up to the face staring down at
him. He looked forty-six, although he was probably only in his
thirties, and he had black receding hair and green eyes with a bit
of a twinkle. Jacob stood up and shook the man’s hand, introducing
himself, and as he did so could tell from his physique that he had
the easy, confident grace of a natural athlete.

“I’m
Detective Womack from NYPD,” he said. “Just need to ask you a few
questions and take a statement.”

Jacob nodded
without replying.

“You found
the body at what time?” Womack asked in a relaxed tone.

“I don’t
really know.” Jacob answered. “It was about twenty-five minutes ago
I guess.”

Womack pulled
up the left sleeve of his jacket and looked at his watch and
scribbled on his notepad. “How did you find the body?” he asked,
not looking up from his notepad.

Jacob relayed
the story trying not to forget any of the details. Womack nodded in
the right places and jotted things down as he went
along.

“Okay, Mr.
Droutman, that will be all for now. Someone will be along to go
through and see if there have been any belongings that have been
stolen from your apartment.”

The look Womack
gave Jacob as he left suggested he would be back and Jacob’s
instinct told him they were going to struggle to solve this
one.
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Womack made his
way back to the crime scene and entered Terry’s apartment; his body
was still slouched in the chair.

“Get
anything?” Friedel asked. Deputy Chief Friedel had been with NYPD
for thirty-five years, homicide for the last twenty. He was from
the old school with a no-nonsense approach. In his eyes, everyone
connected to the victim was a suspect until he said they
weren’t.

Friedel had a
thick mop of grey hair, his face would be unshaven for weeks unless
he was appearing in court, and thick worry lines lived on his
forehead, but women still found his features attractive. He had
been through two broken marriages and had one son whom he never
saw.

“Not really,
a Rabbi Droutman found the body,” Womack said.

“A Rabbi?”
Friedel asked.

“Yeah, the
rabbi found him like he is now about half an hour ago. Strange
thing is,” Womack continued, “his apartment has been turned
over.”

Friedel
frowned. “Connected?” he asked.

Womack shrugged
his shoulders, “Could be.”

“What about
anyone else in these apartments, did they hear or see
anyone?”

“Emmerton’s
on the case interviewing now,” Womack was quick to respond, but
doubted if anyone had.

Friedel rubbed
the back of his head in deep thought, as forensics worked in
silence around the room brushing gently and meticulously for any
sign of finger prints. He turned his attention to Kiersten
Fitzpatrick, she was head of forensics and had worked with Friedel
many times.

“Fitz, what
we got?” he asked. Kiersten was examining the bullet hole in
Terry’s forehead, she shook her head and looked up to answer
Friedel’s question.

She turned her
eyebrows inward for a second as though something was troubling
her.

“Well,” she
said in her hard Brooklyn accent as she tried to pull off the
white, sterile rubber gloves from her hands. “He’s been dead for
about three to four hours, obviously killed from a bullet wound
shot directly into the forehead from about six feet.” She
paused.

“What is it?”
Friedel could sense she was unsure about something and he was
anxious to know what it was. Kiersten stepped away from the body,
took Friedel’s arm and marched him back to the door and turned them
around.

“What do you
see?” she asked.

Friedel hunched
his shoulders and was going to give the obvious answer before
Kiersten was quick to give her rationalization. She strode back
across the room to Terry. “Look at where the hands are placed and
the position of the body,” she pointed out. “It was as though he
was told to sit there in the chair and he put his hands on each
knee by instruction or out of fear, maybe wiping sweat from his
hands. Then he was executed, a professional hit.” She gazed at
Friedel wide-eyed as if expecting a round of applause.

Friedel paused
before nodding with approval.

“Okay, what
about a bullet?’”

Kiersten gave
an immediate reply, “The bullet is lodged in the back of the brain,
so we need to get him back to the lab to determine what kind of gun
was used.”

Friedel turned
to Womack, “Right, need to find out who his close associates were,
whether he had any money problems or gambling debts. Check his
telephone records. Got it?”

“‘Yes,
Chief,” Womack quickly responded. Friedel then turned his attention
to the room and focused on the door. He reflected for a moment on
what Fitzpatrick had reasoned. He knew the building was secure and
there was no sign of any break in. So how did they get in? Did the
victim know them? He paused for a moment knowing this dead man
seated before him probably had family and he would need to notify
the next of kin.

“Get Emmerton
to notify any family or relatives and then I want all the team
together eight a.m. tomorrow sharp.”

Womack nodded.
Friedel turned to Kiersten again, “Fitz, how long on a ballistics
report?”

“Lunchtime
tomorrow do ya?” she smiled.

“Great” he
returned the smile.

 


*******

 


 


It was another
bitterly cold morning and the walkways were already crowded with
people on their way to work, shoulder to shoulder as they made
their routine journey. Streams of yellow taxis beeped their horns,
yelled and cursed at jay walkers or slow deliberate drivers as they
tried to get their client to a meeting on time.

Womack jumped
out of Fat Toni’s with two black coffees and a huge apple doughnut.
Friedel gladly took one of the polystyrene cups before giving a
disdainful stare at Womack’s attempt to bite into his
doughnut.

“I don’t know
how you can eat that,” Friedel said.

Womack nearly
choked as he tried to eat and laugh at the same time.

“You’re
kidding,” he said after swallowing his first bite. His scornful
glare at Friedel said it all, but he was joking and they both broke
out into quiet laughter.

“Anyway,”
Womack grinned, “Ma said, ‘Never eat anything as big as your head.’
But what does she know? She hasn’t gotten anything right
yet.”

They were both
glad to be out of the breath-seeing coldness and were now getting
ready to brief the team in the incident room. Photographs taken
from different angles of Terry Carter’s dead body adorned the back
wall. The team settled down and awaited the background and
individual assignment coming from this latest homicide.

“Listen up!”
shouted Friedel as he demanded attention from his team. “This is
Terry Carter, a forty-six year old, single caucasian, landlord of a
group of apartments in Katonah.” He boomed as he pointed to the
pictures on the wall.

“Single shot
to the forehead, instant death, timed around 6:30 yesterday
evening. Found by a Rabbi Droutman 9:45 that same evening. So far
on interviewing the tenants nothing was heard and nobody was seen.”
Friedel glanced at Emmerton for confirmation, who returned a
downward nod.

Friedel looked
downward as he took a few paces to his left and then returned to
his starting position in the center of the room. He looked up at
his team.

“A couple of
things are puzzling me. One is, no one hears or sees anything and
the person that finds him has had his apartment ransacked. Two,” he
continued with two fingers sticking in the air, “This has all the
signs of a professional hit.” He looked at his team as though
waiting for answers; none were forthcoming.

“Okay,
Emmerton.”

Emmerton was
always well-groomed, suited and booted, married with two small
children. His vocabulary skills and intelligence, together with a
kind personality, made him the front man for interviewing suspects,
and his tact and composure was perfect for talking with relatives
of the deceased.

“I want you,”
Friedel commanded, “to look into his family background. Was he the
black sheep? Stuff like that. Oh yeah, and also one more round with
the monkeys who didn’t see or hear anything, maybe they’ve
remembered something now in the cold light of day.”

Friedel looked
at Sam. Samantha Spelman was the youngest recruit. She had long
blonde hair tied back in a ponytail and big brown eyes. She was
twenty-four years old, graduated from Havard with a people’s
behavioural degree, which Friedel always mocked her for, and
bullied her into getting the coffees and sandwiches from the local
deli.

“Sam, I want
you to look at his telephone records and bank statements.” Sam
sighed with the mundane task she always seemed to get. Friedel gave
her a knowing look, but he also knew she was smart and would be in
his job one day.

“Okay, okay,
I’m on it,” Sam said gesturing her hands up in the air knowing what
the look was for.

“Dan, Chico.”
They were the last two names Friedel shouted. They always worked
together, and they got the dirty jobs. Dan was over six foot, had a
bald head and clearly worked out and knew how to get answers. Chico
was half Mexican, half Spanish, but was born in New York. He was a
big hit with the local women.

“Check out
his close associates, find out if he had any gambling debts. You
know the score.”

“Move it
then!” Friedel roared.

The team ambled
out of the room murmuring and laughing as they left. Womack closed
the door behind them.

“So, when did
Fitz say we would get the ballistics report?” Womack
asked.

“Lunch time,”
he snapped. “Oh, by the way, did we get that stolen property report
from the Rabbi?”

“Yeah, there
was nothing missing.” Womack said.

“What?”
Friedel quickly turned his head to face Womack
“Nothing?”

Womack turned
over his bottom lip and shook his head.

“So, what
were they looking for?” Friedel asked. “I think we need to go and
pay our Rabbi friend another visit.”
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Jacob Droutman
was in no mood to go into the synagogue the next morning. He awoke
with a dull ache across his right eye, which was normally the case
after not getting much sleep. He couldn’t get the picture of Terry
out of his head and was still nervy about the intruders coming back
to his apartment. What were they looking for? He thought to
himself, hunching his shoulders and wearily dragged himself out of
bed and made his way to the bathroom to invigorate his body with a
cold shower.

After waking
himself up, he changed into jeans and a sweatshirt, made some black
coffee and swallowed some pills for his headache. There were still
some bits and pieces he had to tidy up, like the jigsaw puzzle
scattered across the floor, but he was pleased he had done the
majority of it the previous night. The events of yesterday had
given him food for thought, but he was stuck for an answer. Jacob
decided just to lounge around and watch CNN, but after a few hours
he yawned so widely his jaw clicked. At that point he thought about
going back to bed, which was tempting but he thought that getting
out of the apartment would be a better idea.

He swung his
legs down from the sofa and returned to a sitting position and put
his face in his hands contemplating what was best, when he noticed
some paper sticking out from underneath the sofa. He leant down and
with his right arm he tugged it out.

It was the
little booklet from Dr. Renton’s talk the other evening. He frowned
wondering how it got there, but he figured that he must have missed
a few things that were still strewn about the four corners of the
room.

He looked at
the booklet and it reminded him of the life-changing events since
the seminar. He struggled in his mind about why Ayn wanted him to
attend. Did she know about his faith coming to a crossroads? How
could she though? Jacob should have turned around and walked out
like he wanted to do. Hindsight is a wonderful thing, he thought
shaking his head. But he couldn’t stop now. He needed answers about
these events and more importantly why had Ayn had chosen him and
given him the envelope. He had never had the chance or any clues to
follow up on his brother’s disappearance so he felt compelled to
find out what had happened to the three young students.

His first port
of call would be the village library. It had a computer that
archived all major newspaper headlines and events that went back to
1855. He needed to know what the headline was for April 16, 2001,
and whether he could glean any information from the stories even
though they well may have been fabricated. Jacob jumped up from the
sofa, hurriedly put on his shoes and found his coat. It was a ten-
minute walk to the library, but due to the weather and his
excitement, he made it in a brisk six minutes. He smiled and nodded
a “thank you” as the glass door was pulled open for him.

“How are you
Jacob?” asked the friendly face that greeted him.

“I’m fine,
thank you Walter,” Jacob smiled back.

Walter Stone
was the head of the library. He was a little insignificant stature
of a man with receding, white hair and glasses. He was now in his
eighties, but was sprightly as ever with a mind that switched on
quicker than a light bulb. Walter graduated from Oxford with a
doctorate in History and Archaeology. In his younger days he found
recognition because of his efforts in identifying an ancient ship
that was wrecked four hundred years ago off Teignmouth beach in
Devon. He then taught in Oxford and along the way wrote a book ‘The
Real Pirate of the Caribbean,’ about Henry Morgan, a Welsh farmer’s
son, fleeing the country and becoming the most notorious pirate to
ever sail the high seas. Books were his life now after his wife had
passed away twelve years earlier. He was always keen to show Jacob
the latest editions.

“I’ve got
this lovely red leather-bound book called the ‘Priestess Warrior’,”
Walter said with joy written all over his face. “It’s about nomadic
women warriors who roamed the Russian steppes thousands of years
ago.”

Jacob looked at
Walter and saw how his eyes twinkled with the enthusiasm he found
in his world of books.

“No doubt I
will read it one day,” Jacob politely said, trying not to hurt his
feelings. “I’m actually looking for the computer room, doing a bit
of research,” he quickly added before Walter asked.

Walter took him
down one of the many rows of bookshelves which led to a door at the
end.

“Here you are
Jacob, just shout if you need anything.” He smiled once again
before leaving Jacob to his research. Jacob turned the door knob
and pushed the door open. He flicked on the light and saw the
computer positioned on the left-hand side of the room. The warmth
embraced him as he entered into the closet-like room with the
radiator obviously at full blast. He slid his coat off and sat down
on the chair in front of the computer with urgency.

Jacob felt a
slight uneasiness as to what he might find and tapped in the date
required on the computer; April 16, 2001. The computer whirred then
asked him to confirm this was the date he was looking for. He
banged in ‘Y’. A few seconds passed before it asked from which news
media Jacob wanted the information. It listed various sources
television, local radio and newspaper articles. He decided to go
for middle-of-the-road “New York Herald,” a mainstream paper read
by many that was known to not distort the truth. He clicked on the
highlighted “Herald” and waited for the story of the
day.

He wasn’t
disappointed. There, splashed across the front page, was the word
“KIDNAPPED.”

Jacob shook his
head in astonishment. The article had the story and quotes which he
had read in the file, how the Muslim Jihad is implicated in taking
the boys from a safe house and that they were probably being held
in Gaza. He was horror-struck to think that this was a conspiracy
and went all the way to the White House. Jacob rolled the mouse so
it took him to the next day. This time he had to go to page four
before it had a half-page piece on how senior officials from
Washington were in contact with the Israeli government.

The next day
the story was on page two, but this time there was only a column on
how the head of the CIA would not negotiate with terrorist
organizations and would not speculate on how long, or even if the
students would be released, but that he prayed for the safe release
of John Duncan and the other two young men and that his thoughts
were with them and their families.

Then Jacob was
appalled to see nothing the following day or the day after that. He
deliberated on the words “the media would lose interest.” Was he
right? Surely not, young lives were at stake, and a monumental
discovery had been made.

Then Jacob
collapsed in his chair and tilted his head back in defeat. They had
already been discredited for the Lost Tomb of Hebron being a hoax.
Now they were missing and assumed dead by everyone except by their
close friends and relatives. Momentarily Jacob was stunned into
submission. How can an individual take on the powers of the
government? He had to get to the truth. He owed it to these three
young men, but most of all he wanted to know why this discovery, if
found, had rocked this country so fearfully that they would do
anything to conceal the truth.

Jacob was now
pumped full of anger and righteousness and he would make it his
mission to uncover what had really happened. He felt a trickle of
sweat run down the back of his neck. Jacob took a deep breath and
gathered his thoughts. Maybe that is why Ayn gave him the envelope.
Perhaps she knew his past and he was off the radar of the Secret
Services.

“Okay,” he
said to himself. “Where do I start?”

After thinking
for a while he snapped his fingers knowing exactly where to begin.
He would have to go to the synagogue and retrieve the envelope. The
home address of John Duncan was inside and Jacob decided he would
visit John’s parents. They would surely be able to tell him more
about what had happened to their son. Jacob rushed out of the
library shouting a goodbye to Walter and waving his hand as he
hurriedly pulled the entrance door open, nearly crashing into a
tall, thin, elderly lady who was returning with some books. She
gasped in panic at the thought of him knocking her over, but
somehow he managed to swerve and miss her by a whisker. Jacob
apologized unreservedly before scurrying back to his
apartment.

He took the
routine but frustrating stop-start drive before taking the lower
east exit and headed down Delancy Street. He slammed on his brakes
and jerked forward as he reached the synagogue. Jacob quickly
jumped out of his faithful Pontiac and noticed a familiar figure
heading towards him. Even though he felt a sense of urgency rushing
through his body, he waited for Jack to say hello.

As Jack
approached he ran his forefinger down the bonnet of the car, “I’ll
make you a good offer,” he beamed.

“One day,”
Jacob replied politely. “Excuse me Jack, but I’m in a bit of a
hurry.” He scooted off into the synagogue. Jack was left looking a
bit bewildered as though he was just about to tell him something.
Jacob had more important things on his mind and quickly ran across
the marble floor, stopping for a moment at the Ark to make a
personal prayer before steadily taking the narrow winding steps
down into the basement and to his office. He hesitated, recalling
what had happened to his apartment as he unlocked the door and
fumbled for the switch. The bright light showered the room and
there was no sign of anyone having been there.

Jacob hastily
went to the book shelf where he had made a dismal attempt to
conceal the envelope. He went around to the back of his desk and
tipped out the contents of the envelope. He readily grabbed John
Duncan’s file and flicked through the pages until he found the
address, took a notepad from the right-hand side drawer and
scribbled down the address and then tore the page off. He carefully
returned everything back into the envelope and shoved it back
behind some books, as he did so he noticed one of the titles
running down the spine of a book “Saviour for Our Time.” He smiled,
relating it to his quest and maybe the reality in which he could
find himself. Jack was still by the car as he returned to the
wintry conditions outside.

“Hey!” Jack
called out as he saw Jacob walking out, and came towards him. “Two
detectives have been looking for you,” he said as they came face to
face. Jacob raised his eyebrows unconvincingly in surprise, knowing
Womack and Friedel wanted some more answers. He had a feeling they
would be back.

“If they come
back, tell them I’ll be at home,” Jacob lied.

He nodded as
Jacob brushed passed him and got into the car.

“By the way,”
Jack shouted after him, “What do they want with you?”

Jacob didn’t
want Jack involved and laughed as he answered, “Car parking
violations.”

Jacob turned
the key, the engine burst into life and he headed for New
Jersey.
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Friedel and
Womack had asked Jack to let them know when the Rabbi turned up. As
the light, icy shower grew steadier they decided to go to Langsky’s
Lounge to keep out of the cold. They had found an empty booth to
sit in, conscious of the fact they were police and the regulars
would spot them a mile away. They absorbed the conversations around
them, especially one loud voice moaning about the ballgame last
night.

Within minutes
a tall, muscular, black man sped up to the booth with a notepad and
pen.

“What can I
get you gentlemen?”

“Two black
coffees,” Friedel answered quickly.

“Maybe a
splash of JD?”

“No, just
black,” Friedel snapped.

“Okay, by the
way I’m Jones and I’ll be right back.”

Womack felt the
pearly-white grin aimed at him and dropped his eyes down to the
table in front of him.

“If he calls
me ‘little buddy,’ I’m out of here.”

Friedel smiled
at Womack’s uneasiness with the waiter, but he welcomed the hot
coffee to warm himself up. With perfect timing Jones appeared and
placed two cups of coffee on the table, then pulled out the bill
from his apron pocket and placed it down as he flashed another
smile at Womack.

In Friedel’s
haste he winced as he burnt his lip on the hot liquid.

“Damn that’s
hot.”

Womack spluttered into
laughter.

“What did you
expect?” Womack laughed.

Twenty minutes
had passed when Friedel checked his watch and there was no sign of
Jack.

“Maybe we
should go back and see if the elusive Rabbi has shown
up.”

Womack nodded
and as they extricated themselves from the booth they received a
fond farewell from Jones.

“I’m here
everyday,” he said, “Come again.”

They quickly
went through the front door where the cold icy air greeted them and
they hurried back to the synagogue with a brisk walk. Jack felt
nervous as he saw the two detectives return and stared at the
ground as the footsteps drew closer.

“Any sign of
the Rabbi?” Friedel asked.

Jack glanced up
instantly after he heard the question.

“Yeah sorry,
he quickly went into his office and left again.”

Womack swore
under his breath and turned away, in his annoyance scuffing the
sidewalk with the toe of his boot. Friedel looked directly at
Jack.

“So where did
he go?” he asked.

“Back
home.”

“Answer me
straight, now.”

“I’m telling
you the truth.”

“So what did
he go in the office for?”

“I
dunno.”

“Did he leave
with anything?”

“No,” Jack
answered.

“You sure
about that?”

There was a
pause as Jack tried to jog his memory about the Rabbi walking out
of the synagogue. He sighed heavily and answered
apologetically.

“Sorry, I
didn’t see him leave with anything.”

“Okay,”
Friedel resigned himself that Jack was telling the truth. At that
moment his cell phone started ringing. It was Fitz.

“Hey, what
you got for me?”

Kiersten
Fitzpatrick relayed the findings of the ballistics report and said
that the bullet that killed Terry Carter was fired from a Sig Sauer
P229, 357 Caliber; standard CIA issue.

“What is it?”
Womack was anxious to know.

“Standard CIA
issue.”

“What?”
Womack shouted. “Surely it’s widely available?”

Friedel pouted his lip
gesturing he didn’t know.

“Get ahold of
Sam and get her to check suppliers, manufacturers, shops and names
of anyone who’s bought one.”

Friedel and
Womack took the drive towards Katonah as icy rain took a turn for
the worse and light snow hit the windshield which made visibility
difficult. The snow shower stopped by the time they reached Jacob’s
apartment. The tires made a crunching sound on the soft snow as
they pulled up slowly to the curb. They both slammed the doors hard
and jogged their way up a short set of steps to the front doorway.
Womack studied the names next to the apartment numbers and pressed
the buzzer for Jacob Droutman. They waited.

Friedel blew
into his hands and stamped his feet to keep warm.

“Press the
buzzer again,” he said impatiently. There was still no
answer.

Womack stood
shaking his head. “He’s not here.”

“You could be
right.”

“Could be? I
am right!” Womack stated.

At that moment
the door suddenly opened, but was held ajar.

“Who is it?”
asked the female voice from inside.

“Deputy Chief
Friedel and Detective Womack, NYPD,” Friedel said to the eyes
peering through the crack in the door.

The door
widened and a short, plump lady stood in the doorway, her face
wrinkled in displeasure at seeing the detectives holding up their
badges.

“What do you
want?” Mrs. Hoffman asked in her Jewish accent.

“Sorry to
disturb you, we’re looking for Rabbi Droutman,” Friedel said, his
eyebrows raised at this hostility from the little old
lady.

“He’s not
in,” Mrs. Hoffman said as she began to close the door.

“Hold on, do
you know where he is?”

“No. Try the
synagogue.”

The door was
banged shut to the bemusement of the detectives.

“Nice lady,”
Friedel said sarcastically.

“And one more
question,” Womack jokingly joined in.

“How do you
say ‘kiss my ass’ in Hebrew?”

“Let’s get
back,” Friedel said accepting defeat.
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Jacob’s body
and brain performed the task of driving as he headed towards Ocean
County, but his mind was primarily on John Duncan, his two fellow
students and what had become of them. A blaring horn startled him
back to reality with a jump. He looked in the rear view mirror and
saw a large, articulated vehicle bearing down on him. Jacob slipped
into the inside lane and let it pass, a deafening horn blast
sounded as he moved over, signalling the truck driver’s
displeasure. As Jacob made his way down the Garden State Parkway he
saw a sign greeting him which read, “Where the sea meets the
pines.” He was getting close to his destination.

Tom’s River was
at the edge of the Pine Barrows. Jacob gathered his bearings and
made sure he was taking the right route. His radio lost the music
he was listening to and burst out with, “this is WOBI 92.7, it’s
only two degrees with more snow showers in the forecast.” The
information was followed by a Bruce Springsteen number.

Jacob checked
the address once more as the road took him along the beauty of the
river on his right side. The name of the river, one tradition says,
is because of Thomas Luker who operated a ferry across Goose Creek
in the Sixteen Hundreds. Another says it was named after an
Eighteenth Century pirate called Captain William Tom.

After another
ten minutes of driving he turned onto Pineland Drive and admired
the rows of quaint houses that lined the street, all individual but
somehow looking the same. Jacob drove slowly, careful not to miss
number fifty two and looked across and back again at the house
numbers. Eventually, he saw the home of John Duncan. The house was
partly hidden by a large oak tree in the middle of the lawn, but he
could make out the black numbers against the stark, white door.
Jacob gently rolled to a stop and took a deep breath. He looked in
the rear view mirror again but this time it was to check his
appearance as he didn’t know how they would react to a Rabbi
turning up on their doorstep asking questions about their
son.

Jacob summoned
up the courage, climbed out of the car and shut the door. He bowed
his head, not wanting to be too conspicuous, and hurriedly walked
down the snow-splattered path. It was freezing cold and as he
neared the door he looked up at the sky, grey with a tint of
yellow. It seemed the snow was ready to cascade from the sky at any
second.

Jacob grabbed
the door knocker which was in the shape of a horseshoe and tapped
loudly on the door twice and waited. He heard some muffled voices
from inside before some shuffling feet headed his way and the door
sprung open. A well groomed lady in her sixties with grey hair, a
thin body and a pointed nose welcomed him with an expression of
surprise.

“Oh Rabbi,
how can I help you?” the woman asked.

“Mrs.
Duncan?”

“Yes.”

“I’m Rabbi
Droutman and I would like to ask you some questions about your
son.”

Her eyes
narrowed in suspicion, “My son?”

“Yes John.”
Jacob said tentatively.

Her suspicion
turned to a smile after giving him the once over and she welcomed
him inside. A displeased shout from a nearby room asked, “Who was
that?”

He assumed they
were the dulcet tones of Mr. Duncan.

Jacob followed
Mrs. Duncan as she entered the lounge and immediately noticed a
large, wood fire ablaze and the hunched up figure of an elderly man
sitting close to it in a big, leather chair. He seemed to be
dressed, but then had a heavy dressing gown over the top and a
scarf around his neck.

“This is
Rabbi Droutman,” she said introducing him to her
husband.

Jacob bowed his
head before gesturing to shake hands. He waved his hand signaling
he didn’t want to shake.

“Sorry, don’t
get to close, got a bit of a stinker.”

Jacob nodded
politely as Mrs. Duncan kindly showed him a seat and he sat down
with pleasure, his head whirling with questions. He also felt a
sense of intrusion and knew his questions would have to be
sensitive as well as provoking. Jacob did not want to upset these
people or cause anymore distress. He knew through his own
experience there could be nothing worse than not knowing whether a
loved one is dead or alive or even if you would ever see him
again.

Many years had
passed now, but Jacob knew the pain wouldn’t have eased. He was
curious to know what the authorities had told them and what the
latest information they had been given was. A sudden bout of
coughing brought him out of his own thoughts and to the reason he
was here.

Mrs. Duncan
suddenly rushed over to her husband.

“Are you
okay, dear?”

“Yes, yes,
don’t fuss,” he said and waved her away in the same manner as he
did Jacob.

Jacob glanced
at Mr. Duncan wondering whether it was just a common cold he was
suffering from. He looked gaunt and heavy around the
eyes.

“Now, Rabbi,
to what do we owe this pleasure?” he asked quickly, followed by a
couple of tickly, irritating coughs.

Mrs. Duncan was
quick to answer.

“He wants to
know about John dear.”

“John!” He
yelled followed by a frustrating cough which didn’t seem to want to
end. Jacob had the urge to pat him on the back.

“Why?” he
asked when his cough subsided.

“Let me
explain why I’m here,” Jacob said softly.

He took a deep
breath and cleared his throat. He certainly wasn’t going to mention
Ayn and the CIA memos showing a cover up. He needed to know what
the CIA had told them and were still telling them. Maybe what he
had received was pure fiction.

“I came into
possession of some paper cuttings of the wonderful discovery John
and his two companions made.”

As Jacob spoke
he looked at both their faces, a faint smile touched Mrs. Duncan’s
lips while no emotion appeared on Mr. Duncan’s. Jacob
continued.

“I don’t read
the papers or watch television that much but I do vaguely remember
hearing about it at the time,” he said telling a little white lie,
“And I see that your son and his friends were kidnapped and, to my
knowledge, still have not been released.”

“Yes, that’s
right,” Mr Duncan said, his words stemming the rush of anger you
could clearly see in his face, a tightly clenched fist turning his
wrinkly skin firm and white. Jacob apologized once more and tried
to make his position clear; he wanted to help rather than
intrude.

“Help, how
can you possibly help?” Mr. Duncan asked derisively, turning his
head to one side.

“I’m off to
Israel and I believe they did find this discovery and I also
believe they are very much alive and on your behalf and with your
consent, I will do my best in finding out the truth.”

Mr. Duncan
began to laugh before it was hijacked by more coughing. His wife
was quick to his side and patted his back softly before pronouncing
a hot drink and medicine and no arguments would be heard. She
offered Jacob a cup of coffee and was pleased by his offer to help
and showed a smile of gratitude before disappearing out of the
room.

“I’m sorry
Rabbi, when Jean returns I will get her to show you the letters
from the White House,” he wheezed.

Jacob nodded
but felt uneasy about Mr. Duncan’s state of health and remained
quiet until Mrs. Duncan returned. Jacob gleefully accepted his
drink but couldn’t help staring at Mrs. Duncan as she attentively
poured some cough mixture onto a spoon and tipped it down the lips
of her husband. He then mumbled some words into her ear before she
quickly went over to a side cabinet and returned with a tight
collection of letters held together with an elastic
band.

She slowly
walked back over to Jacob and held out the letters. In silence he
stretched out his hand and took them as he tried to conceal his
excitement, curious to read them all. Jacob started with the
earliest letter, an official government- headed paper expressing
their dismay and assuring the Duncans that they would do everything
in their power to bring their son home safely but stressing the
point that they do not negotiate with terrorist organizations. He
quickly flipped through some of the other letters as they were just
expressing their growing concern. Then, unexpectedly, a letter
caught his eye. It was from the CIA:

“We regret to
inform you that while we have done all in our power to secure the
release and safe return of your son, John Duncan, through the
Israeli government and United States Embassy in Tel Aviv, we have
no news of his whereabouts or whether he is alive or dead. Given
this scenario we have to expect the worst and would like you to
prepare yourselves for this tragic news. We offer our support and
thoughts to you at this time.”

The letter was
from Bill Richardson. Jacob’s first reaction was disbelief as he
looked up, wide-eyed, but the Duncans were not watching him; they
were staring at the wall. They had probably read each letter a
hundred times. Each one that fell through the letterbox was one of
hope or dread. Jacob rapidly skimmed through some more letters but
there was no more information to be gained. He politely coughed to
catch their attention.

“I’m very
sorry, I suppose you are in limbo and just pray the next day will
bring some good news.”

Mrs. Duncan
smiled at Jacob in an apologetic way, it reminded him of the time
when he and his cousins visited their Grandma and she had run out
of sweets.

“John did
phone us before he went missing.”

Jacob was
intrigued by that; was his discovery real?

“He was
scared. I could hear his heart pounding on the other end of the
telephone. He spoke with a genuine urgency as though he knew his
fate,” she said.

“Did he say
why?”

“No, he told
me not to worry and he would call again soon. That was the last
time I heard from him.”

Jacob saw the
pain in her eyes and was tempted to tell the truth and everything
he knew before Mr. Duncan’s face finally cracked.

“Schmucks,
that’s what they think we are!” He shouted.

Mrs. Duncan’s
smile vanished and she threw him a look.

“I’m sorry
Rabbi my husband isn’t well.”

Jacob got the
hint. It was time to leave and he thanked them for their time and
hospitality. Mrs. Duncan escorted him back to the front door and
they said goodbye. A shudder went through him as he stood outside
in the falling snow and looked back as the door slammed shut. Jacob
looked at his wrist watch and was surprised to see how quickly the
time had gone, he pouted his lips and mulled over his next move. He
decided he was hungry.

It was
difficult driving as the snow got thicker and heavier and began to
settle. Jacob drove slowly and took the road back past the river.
The falling snow was gobbled up by the grey, uninviting water which
looked black on the far side in the shadow of the trees.

It was a good
time to stop. It would be madness to continue and his hunger pains
were winning the day anyway. He turned down Hooper Avenue and
noticed a sign: Wolfie’s. That will do, he thought to himself and
parked directly outside.

As he entered
it seemed to be a place for the locals. It was loud and crowded but
he noticed a small corner table that was vacant. No one seemed to
notice him as he made his way to the table; he raised his eyebrows
in surprise that there was not one stare. Jacob quickly tucked
himself under the table and grabbed a menu. The ‘Traditional’
jumped out at him straight away; a toasted roast beef, turkey,
cheese, lettuce, tomato, onion and black olives sandwich. After ten
minutes a middle aged woman with a nice smile took his order and as
he waited he listened to the banter of the customers, catching a
word here or part of a conversation there. They obviously all knew
each other with long hellos and hugs for goodbyes. After another
ten minutes, a thick sandwich appeared with a side order of
fries.

“Anything
else I can get you hon?”

Jacob shook his
head politely without speaking, eager to dig into the appetizing
sandwich. After he had finished, he was pleased with his choice and
decided to let the food settle a while before venturing off so he
ordered a black coffee.

Suddenly,
through the crowd a blonde-haired woman caught his eye, heading out
of the café. He strained his neck to get a better look. She stopped
at the door and glanced back at him. He was sure of it, it was Ayn.
She quickly ducked outside. He wanted to follow but hadn’t paid his
bill or received his coffee and was in limbo, anxious to follow and
find out what she was doing here. He decided to plonk down a
twenty-dollar bill and rushed off after her. He darted outside and
looked both ways but she was nowhere in sight. The snow had stopped
falling but a thick, white blanket had covered everything. Jacob
decided to go back inside and finish his coffee.

Another half an
hour had passed before he had finished his coffee and decided to
journey homeward.

“Do you want
change on that twenty you left on the table hon?”

The waitress
brought him out of my own little world.

“No, no thank
you, that’s for you.”

“Thanks
hon.”

“Um,” Jacob
muttered to keep her attention and mustered up some nerve to ask
her about John Duncan. She looked straight at him, hands on hips,
anticipating a question she had heard a hundred times
before.

“Do you
remember a John Duncan? His parents don’t live far from here,” he
asked.

Her expression
was vacant. “Can’t say that I do.”

That was the
wrong way to go about it. Jacob felt naïve and quickly readjusted
his questioning.

“How long
have you worked here?”

“Too long,”
she smirked.

“Five years
or longer?”

She frowned in
confusion.

“Why do you
wanna know, hon?”

“Do you
remember three students who made an amazing discovery a few years
ago? It was in all the papers?”

At that moment
a man brushed past her, he was slightly older, smart and tidy in
appearance.

“Couldn’t
help overhearing your conversation Rabbi,” he dismissed his
waitress, “that will be all Cathy, you can get back to
work.”

Uninvited, he
sat down opposite Jacob and explained he was the manager, Danny
Bourdain, and he was curious with Jacob’s interest in John
Duncan.

“I remember
John Duncan. Nice lad, frequented here with a couple of guys. This
place was abuzz at the time with the news, we were very
proud.”

Jacob nodded;
thrilled by the fact someone was talking to him about John
Duncan.

Bourdain’s
brows wrinkled, “so why are you interested in John
Duncan?”

“Oh, I’ve
just been with his parents and I’ve decided to go to Israel to find
out if any more can be done to help.”

“So, is he
still alive?”

Jacob shrugged
his shoulders unknowingly although already convinced of the
outcome.

“I don’t
know, but if he is I’ll do all I can to get him
released.”

Bourdain
nodded. “That’s very courageous of you. But John must be flavor of
the month.”

“Why?” Jacob
asked.

“A couple of
days ago two guys in sharp suits left me a phone number if anyone
wanted to know about John. The last person in the world I thought
would ask is an out-of- town Rabbi,” he chuckled.

Jacob gave a
nervous laugh in return but it got him thinking.

“But don’t
worry,” Bourdain said standing up and scraping the seat backwards.
“I threw the number away.” There was a glint in his eye.

Jacob sat there
feeling numb as he watched Danny Bourdain walk away. It was another
five minutes before he got himself together and would relinquish
the warmth of the café and venture outside and back home. There
were more questions accumulating without any answers.
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The phones were
ringing furiously and it always got Friedel’s goat when they
weren’t answered in a prompt manner.

“Answer the
phones!” he shouted out to no one in particular.

Friedel was
cold and agitated from the run around they had earlier when trying
to locate the Rabbi. He was pleased to be back in his warm office.
He had sent Womack to get some hot coffee and to round up the team
to see what they had got on Terry Carter’s murder.

He pushed open
the door to his office and was taken aback when he saw two
gentlemen waiting for him, one sitting nonchalantly in his chair
and the other on the edge of his desk.

“Make
yourselves at home, gentlemen,” he said sarcastically.

“Deputy Chief
Friedel?” Asked the man in the chair, his left hand held up a badge
showing CIA. He was in his fifties with grey, receding hair and
sunken jowls, and was wearing an expensive suit.

“I’m agent
John Christian and that,” he said pointing, “is my colleague, Agent
Eddie Bailey.”

Eddie Bailey
was much younger and just learning the ropes. He was a cool
customer with staring eyes and a face devoid of emotion. He nodded
in silence, also holding up his CIA badge in his left
hand.

Friedel entered
his office and slowly closed the door behind him. He was no doubt
looking a little worn.

“Do you mind,
gentlemen?” Friedel asked.

John Christian slowly
removed himself from Friedel’s chair and Eddie Bailey likewise from
the desk.

“Just making
ourselves comfortable while we were waiting,” Christian casually
answered, as though it was their right to do anything they
wanted.

Friedel made
his way around to his chair, perturbed by the two CIA operatives in
his office. This was serious he thought, you didn’t get the CIA
giving you house calls unless a victim or case was their
jurisdiction. He gave both men a cool evaluating look before
asking: “What are you doing here?”

“What we are
doing here, as you so adequately put it,” Christian coldly smiled,
“is to tell you that we are taking over the Terry Carter murder
investigation.”

Friedel
hesitated for a few seconds. That was a bolt from the blue and all
he could do was let out a disbelieving chuckle before raising his
eyebrows and asking, “Why?”

“It’s all a
bit delicate,” Christian answered. “Let’s just say it’s a case of
national security.”

“National
security?” Friedel frowned. “He was a landlord of some apartments.
What are you trying to tell me here, he was an assassin or
something?”

Both men gave a wry
smile.

“No, no,
nothing quite as significant and exhilarating as that,” Christian
answered, shaking his head as he laughed.

“But we do
believe he was fundraising, shall we say, for disreputable
organizations.”

Friedel hadn’t
had the chance to talk to his team and maybe they had found out the
same information, but in any case it would be taken out of his
hands now. Friedel nodded understandingly and was left with no
choice.

“Alright, but
before I hand over the investigation, have you got any official
documentation?” Friedel asked. “For my records, you
understand?”

“Forgive me,
my manners,” Christian was quick to apologize. He clicked his
fingers twice and Agent Bailey instantly pulled out an envelope
from inside his jacket pocket. In doing so, he revealed a gun in a
holster strapped to his left breast. He handed the envelope to
Christian who passed it on to Friedel.

Friedel noticed
the gun, reached out his hand and took the blank, sealed, white
envelope. He was resigned to the fact that the paperwork would be
official, but he was fascinated to know who had sanctioned the
order. Friedel put his finger under the flap and tore down along
the length of the envelope and slid out the letter.

“As you can
see,” Christian pointed out, “it’s from the National Security
Advisor.”

Friedel peered
over the top of the letter.

“I can see
that, heavy duty stuff, eh?” Friedel said. The comment received a
stern look from Agent Christian; the same way his father used to
look at him.

Agent Christian
was keen to press ahead now that the formalities were out of the
way.

“We will
require all of your files and the autopsy report pertaining to the
case as well,” he smiled politely.

“Sure, I’ll
get one of my team to get that for you. Just bear with me.” Friedel
placed his palms on the desk and lifted himself up before leaving
the office and closing the door.

“Womack,
where are you?” Friedel yelled, looking around the
office.

Womack appeared
sheepishly from around the corner wall with two coffees, one in
each hand and an apple doughnut stuffed in his mouth. He could tell
from Friedel’s face that he wasn’t happy.

“Put that
crap down!” Friedel said in annoyance. “Find Sam and get her to get
everything on the Terry Carter case, crime scene photos,
statements, autopsy, the lot.”

“‘What?”

“Just do
it!”

Seeing the two
men through Friedel’s office window, Womack took a long, hard stare
at the two suits, read the situation, and grudgingly walked away to
find Sam. He sensed Friedel’s slow-burning anger and it was obvious
the murder investigation was being taken away from them, but he
wanted to know why.

Friedel
returned to his office and sat down behind his desk. He had a ‘ I
can’t quite believe this is happening’ expression all over his
face.

“The files
and reports will be a few minutes gentlemen,” Friedel announced on
his return.

Agent Christian
smiled, pleased with the cooperation and then stuck his left index
finger in the air as though he had just remembered
something.

“We also need
to take the body from the morgue.”

Friedel
swallowed hard and pushed his fingers threw his hair disappointed
with this latest request.

“I assume you
are not joking?”

“No joke, but
don’t worry,” Christian tried to reassure him. “His next of kin
have been informed and they will have the body released very soon.
I’ve made the necessary arrangements for collection.”

At that moment there was
a knock on the door and Samantha Spelman whirled in with the files
placed them on the desk and was back out in an instant.

“There you
are then gents,” Friedel said as he handed over the
files.

“Very kind of
you,” said Christian. “No hurt feelings I hope, you understand the
sensitivity?”

Friedel nodded,
stood up and held out his hand to shake goodbye and was given a
quick firm shake by Christian. He left it there for Bailey to do
likewise, but was ignored and the agent patted him on the back
instead.

“By the way
Bailey,” Friedel stopped him before he disappeared out of the door.
“What’s the gun you’re carrying?”

Bailey stopped
and turned around in a robotic fashion and then squared up to
Friedel as though they were two boxers in a ring ready to go twelve
rounds.

“Sig sauer
P229. Why?” Bailey answered.

Friedel pouted
his bottom lip and shrugged his shoulders, “Just
wondered.”

The agents left
and Friedel sat in his chair chewing over what had happened.
Moments later the door was barged open by Womack.

“What’s going
on?” Womack asked.

Freidel
shrugged in resignation; “Get the team in here.”

Womack was
impatient to know but scampered off to gather the team together.
The atmosphere had now changed to confusion as each member
hurriedly gathered in the office eager to understand who the men in
suits were and if the rumor was right: the investigation had been
taken away from them.

There was an
air of despondency as Sam, Emmerton, Dan and Chico huddled in with
Womack awaiting the news.

Thirty minutes
passed in silence from the team as Friedel gave them the low down
and the rumor quickly became a reality. Even though the case had
been handed over to the CIA, Friedel still wanted to know what his
team had found out about Terry Carter, and was he a fundraiser for
terrorists?

Friedel straightened up
in his chair noticing Sam’s face was disinterested and her thoughts
were somewhere else.

“So Sam, what
did you find out on Carter’s personal records?”

“What does it
matter?”

Friedel
snapped, “To me it matters a great frigging deal!”

Sam shifted
slightly and cleared her throat, “Sorry sir.”

“That’s
better, now I’ll ask you again.” Friedel said impatiently, “What
did you find out?”

“Nothing to
speak of really,” she said. “The amounts coming in were for rent
from the tenants. No other source of income was noted. The amounts
going out were for the usual; gas, electricity, telephone. There
were a couple of large amounts to a bookie and a monthly standing
order to a company called Friend Finder.”

“How much was
the amount to Friend Finder?” Friedel asked.

“I haven’t
got my notes with me,” Sam answered, “but I think it was in the
region of two hundred dollars.”

“Two hundred
dollars to find friends?” Friedel sneered. “Just as well I don’t
want any.”

The team
sniggered before Friedel cut them short. He assumed Carter was a
sad, lonely man, but maybe just maybe, it was a cover for a
terrorist organization.

“So, where
are they based?”

“I think the
website is for adult contacts, if you understand my meaning, but
the standing order was banked in Israel.”

“Israel?”
Friedel began to think that maybe Carter could have been
fundraising. “Sam find out more about this website and banking in
Israel.”

“I thought we
were off the case,” She said.

“We
are.”

“Off the
record then?” Sam asked.

“You got
it.”

Friedel paused
for a moment before asking Emmerton his findings. Emmerton refolded
his arms and recoiled a bit, but there was nothing to show from his
hard endeavours into Carter’s family history. Terry Carter’s
parents had died a few years ago, leaving him the apartments he was
now letting. He had no brothers or sisters. He had a cousin living
in Maine that couldn’t tell Emmerton anything and hadn’t seen Terry
Carter since he was fifteen.

“All I got
was from Mr. Radzinsky; he remembered two guys in suits standing
outside for a few minutes and then they left.”

“Description?” Friedel asked.

There was a
long pause before Emmerton squinted in recollection of the slow and
hardworking conversation he had had with Mr. Radzinsky.

“Um, a young
guy and the other one was in his fifties.”

“Jeez,”
Friedel said, smacking the front of his forehead.

“What?”
Womack asked, bemused by his boss’s reaction.

“Can’t you
see the description fits those two chimps that just
left?”

Womack turned
his head in disbelief, stunned by his boss’s conclusion.

“You joking
me?”

“Try and see
the bigger picture!” Friedel yelled, his composure snapping once
more “We’ve been fed a line about National Security.”

“Hold on,”
Womack butted in, wagging his finger. “The CIA couldn’t have killed
Carter; they can’t target a U.S. citizen either home or
abroad.”

“Tell that to
the Kennedy family.”

Womack stayed quiet and
ignored the remark.

“Okay, Dan or
Chico did you turn up anything?” Friedel asked, hunching his
shoulders in the hope something else might have come to
light.

Chico answered
for both of them, chewing his gum annoyingly as he did
so.

“Sorry boss,
the trail went cold,” he chomped on his gum as he spoke. “He went
down the local liquor store about twice a week. Guy behind the
counter said he didn’t speak much but was polite enough. The other
place he frequented was a strip joint, but he either didn’t spend
much money or no one was talking.”

“Okay, thanks
team. I’m sure you’ve got some mundane tasks to be getting on
with.” Friedel let the four of them leave but held Womack back. He
tapped his fingers on the desk one after the other as he looked at
Womack in silence for a few moments before asking him, “What’s your
gut feeling?”

Womack kicked
out with his foot at nothing then slumped into a chair against the
wall. “I dunno boss, why? What you thinking?”

“I’ll show
you what I’m thinking,” he said as he picked up the handset of his
telephone. “Yes, could you get me the number for the Central
Intelligence Agency?”

He pushed down
on the receiver button and cut off the previous call to get another
tone after noting the telephone number carefully and waited. After
a couple of seconds it was answered.

“Yes, this is
Deputy Chief Friedel and I would like to speak to Agent John
Christian.”

Friedel waited,
“you don’t have him listed? Can I speak to Bill Richardson?” He
shifted the phone shoulder to shoulder as he waited. “I’ll hold.”
Eventually he was put through.

After a curt
conversation it was made quite clear that Bill Richardson hadn’t
heard or knew of a John Christian or Eddie Bailey. Friedel was
quick to point out he had an official letter from the NSA from
these two gentlemen.

Friedel rubbed
his eyes, tired and mystified, but also gaining confirmation of his
worst fear that Christian and Bailey were a minor problem in a much
larger and no doubt inconceivable picture.

“It all leads
back to the Rabbi,” Friedel said, thinking out loud.

“What does?”
Womack asked.

“This murder
investigation, the CIA, everything, the Rabbi holds the
key.”

“Why?” Womack
asked sitting up in his chair.

“He has
something or knows something,” Friedel pondered, “and poor old
Terry Carter stumbles across our two anonymous agents going through
the Rabbi’s apartment.”

“What are you
saying? He was a loose end?”

“Exactly, I
think we need to find our Jewish friend rather quickly.”
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Jacob
eventually pulled up to his apartment, exhausted not only from the
drive, but from his head spinning with conspiracy theories. Why was
Ayn at the diner? Was she checking up on him? And who were the two
guys interested in knowing anyone who asked about John
Duncan?

He stumbled out
of the car, drained of energy with only the thought of having a hot
relaxing bath propelling him forward. He shut the car door and felt
the sting of the icy air on his face for the first time in a while
as he wearily made his way up into the apartment building. He began
to climb up the steps when he stopped and glanced to his left,
remembering the grunt he usually got from Terry. It was sad that he
was no longer here even though he was a person that existed, rather
than lived. Jacob still didn’t understand why someone would murder
him, it didn’t make sense. He shook his head and continued up the
steps, already weighed down by enough questions hurtling around
inside his head.

The water
dripped to the floor from his invigorated body as he grabbed a
towel from the hand rail and wrapped it across his waist. The hot
bath had certainly done the trick and he felt ready to crash out
and watch some mind-numbing television before turning
in.

After drying
off and changing into his pyjamas, he lay on the sofa watching an
episode of CSI and it wasn’t long before his eyes lost focus and
the curtain of sleep drew in. Jacob awoke abruptly, probably due to
his own snoring and vaguely recalled a human skull being unearthed
from a sewage drain; was he dreaming? Then he saw the television
still blaring with Jay Leno poking fun at some unsuspecting
celebrity. Obviously the skull was the last thing he saw on CSI
before falling asleep. Jacob tilted his head backwards and gently
moved it from side to side to ease some stiffness in his neck. It
was no good. As soon as he was fully awake his mind flooded with
thoughts on the files Ayn had given him and the three missing, and
probably, dead students. What was he doing? Different emotions
swirled through his body as he fought with the sense of what was
the right thing to do. Should he stick to his religious
responsibilities here or make a trip to Israel and for
what?

After Jacob had
weighed up the pros and cons of both options he finally made a
decision to stick his head in the sand and forget all about John
Duncan and his two friends. He would hand the files over to the
police, Friedel and Womack, hey, that’s a good name for lawyers he
smiled to himself. That was it and he felt the tension ooze from
his body. He would get back to what he was going to do all along;
bury himself into the beliefs of other religions to strengthen his
own. He slowly stretched his back and pushed his arms out to both
sides before wandering over and turning off the
television.

Jacob tried to
recollect where he had put the notes after his apartment had been
unceremoniously turned upside down. He wandered over to the side
cabinet and pulled open the top drawer where he usually put most of
his important paperwork. He sifted through the bank statements,
receipts and congregational letters before eventually finding his
notes that he had jotted down his findings on other religions from
around the world. As he revised his notes it was clear for
thousands of years mankind has had a spiritual yearning and in many
different ways have turned to their God or Gods for
answers.

In Catholic
countries, people pray in cathedrals holding a crucifix or rosary
beads for counting prayers in devotion to Mary. In Protestant
lands, chapels and churches abound and on Sundays parishioners put
on their best clothes and sing hymns and listen to sermons. In
Islamic countries the voices of the muezzins call five times a day
summoning Salat or ritual prayer. Ancient temples with the serene
Buddha on display are evidence of the antiquity of the Buddhist
faith. Practiced mainly in Japan, Shinto is a way of daily life
with family shrines and offerings to ancestors.

On the other
hand, there are millions of people who profess no religion; they
are atheists. Others are agnostics who believe God is unknown. With
so many religions in the world, which gets smaller by virtue of
travel, and ever faster communication, it’s no wonder the impact of
faith is felt worldwide and in some cases leaves a trail of
death.

As a
consequence, people usually follow the ideals of their parents, and
religion almost becomes a family tradition. Faith becomes
determined by a geographical birth place. It is reasonable to
assume that if someone was born in Italy or South America they were
raised a Catholic, in India probably a Hindu, from Pakistan,
obviously a Muslim. So is that the concept for a religious
belief?

Immigration and
population movement now means many religions share the same
neighbourhood, which could lead to meaningful communication, but
seems more likely to heighten tension. What makes people react so
vehemently in matters of religion, Jacob wondered?

Certainly world
history makes people wonder about the role religion played in the
wars that devastated mankind and caused untold suffering. So, by
what criteria should a religion be judged? Why was Jacob’s religion
the right one? At least it went back four thousand years and was
rooted in history. He let out a heavy sigh, threw his notepad on
the floor and fell back onto the sofa. His eyelids became ever
heavier and he quickly drifted off into another world.

Jacob was
startled to hear his name being called; and rubbed his eyes,
surprised to see daylight streaming through the window.

“Rabbi
Droutman,” said the muffled voice coming through the front
door.

It was Mrs.
Hoffman.

“Cleaning day
again,” Jacob muttered under his breath as he slowly made his way
to the door and let her in.

“Not even the
telephone woke you up this morning,” she said in her normal, angry
tone as she barged pass him with clean sheets tucked under one arm
and dragging a vacuum behind her with the other. He gave a small
chuckle as he watched the short, square figure swagger into the
apartment with an air of efficiency.

“What have
you been doing at night to make you get up so late?” she asked
casually as she carried on with her tasks, not even looking at
him.

Jacob pushed
the door shut and struggled for an answer.

“Maybe you
have found a woman?” She let out a short, loud burst of laughter
before turning to look straight at him, winking with her left
eye.

He lowered his
head, trying to shield the large grin that spread across his face,
it was time to get a cold shower and he headed to the bathroom and
retorted “I should be so lucky,” as he shut himself in. He turned
the shower nozzle to the right and the spray of the water
spluttered into action. He could hear the noise of the vacuum in
the background as he stepped under the water.

Jacob’s
thoughts of Mrs. Hoffman’s life captured his mind that morning. A
young survivor of the holocaust, separated from her parents on a
death train never to see them again. She worked in the kitchens,
peeling vegetables until her arms ached and her fingers were so
numb that she couldn’t even pick up the knife. Rape by one or two
guards every other night became the norm and the frightened screams
eventually became a glary-eyed silence.

After the war,
with no money or close family, she joined a distant aunt and an
exodus of Jews into the ‘Land of milk and honey’ New York. She
settled down, found her one and only true love, had two ‘lovely
boys’ as she always referred to them and became a school teacher.
Tragedy struck her life once more with the loss of her husband at
an early age due to a heart attack.

Her
authoritative demeanour was obviously molded through her teaching
and bringing up two children with strict principles. The
photographs she showed Jacob of herself as a young woman showed a
face of model beauty. Now, through age, and no doubt some
loneliness, it was hard to see the same features through the grey
hair roots springing from her head which turned into a brown,
gingery, dyed mess.

But, it was his
thoughts of Mrs. Hoffman that changed Jacob’s mind. If you can
summon the inner courage and mental strength to deal with any
situation you can conquer almost anything, he thought. It was at
that moment he accepted his own challenge to find out the truth
behind the three missing students and their so-called
discovery.

Jacob said
goodbye to Mrs. Hoffman with a kiss on each cheek, which made her
blush, and took his usual route to his place of worship.

He pulled up
outside the synagogue in the usual place. It was another cold day,
but not as cold as it had been. The snow was now turning into a
dirty, grey slush and there wasn’t that chilling wind that whipped
up and froze you to the bone.

As Jacob locked
the car door, Jack made his customary walk over to him. As he did
Jacob looked down at his faithful Pontiac with a fond
smile.

“Jack, it’s
yours. Just name your price,” he said.

Jacob saw the
look of total surprise that suddenly took a hold of Jack’s
face.

“You
serious?” he asked.

“Of course I
am,” Jacob nodded, smiling at the funny expression on Jack’s face.
It was as if he didn’t know whether Jacob was being serious or
making a joke. It reminded Jacob of his Bar Mitzvah, where he
attained religious and legal maturity at the age of thirteen, and
his father told him that he was now a man.

Jacob dangled
the keys in front of him.

“Take her for
a spin and let me know what you think of her when you come
back.”

Before Jacob
had a chance to tell him to be careful the keys were out of his
hand and Jack was in the car and racing off down the road. He gave
Jack a wave but it was doubtful if he saw it.

Jacob’s
footsteps echoed louder and more frequently as he rushed across the
marble floor. He pushed his shoulder against the wall as he hurtled
down the steep concrete steps and into the basement. He felt for
the switch and turned on the light to his office and closed the
door. He was anxious to book a flight to Israel. Now, hopefully, he
would have the funds coming his way to do it. He logged onto the
Delta Airlines website and studied the different times and flights
going to his destination. There was a 9:30 flight the next morning
that was ideal and he booked the flight with his credit
card.

Jacob banged
the final button to confirm his purchase with a sense of
accomplishment and wrote down his booking reference. There was no
turning back now. He sat back in his chair unsure of where this
journey would take him, but in the end, hopefully, it would take
him to the truth. He quickly regained his focus and the real reason
he had returned to his office… the files.

Jacob tapped
each book on its dusty spine as he went along the book shelf until
he reached ‘Saviour for our Time.’ That was where he had hidden the
files and he squeezed the envelope from between the gap of the two
books shielding it.

For some
reason, curiosity took a hold of him and he pulled down the heavy
leather bound book and began coughing uncontrollably as the dust
particles hit the back of his throat. He put the envelope and book
down on the desk and stroked away remnants of some cobwebs that had
masked the gold lettering embossed into the shiny, red leather. He
was hesitant as he turned over the front cover, uncertain of the
writings contained within. A drawing of a bearded man in robes
reassured him it was about Jesus Christ.

It opened with
a testament from H.G. Wells, ‘A man’s greatness can be measured by
what he leaves to grow … by this test Jesus stands first.’ He
affected human history so remarkably, not even Alexander the Great,
Charlemagne or Napoleon Bonaparte could compare.

It was said,
“All the armies that ever marched, all the navies that were ever
built, all the parliaments that ever sat, all the kings that ever
reigned put together have not affected the life of man upon this
earth as powerfully.”

Jacob was about
to close the cover and return it to its dusty dwelling when he
suddenly noticed a chapter which made reference to Revelation. A
bell inside his head reminded him of the night of Dr. Renton’s
interesting lecture, and the scripture he cited at the end of his
talk came to Jacob as though he had just heard it Revelation
chapter twenty two verses eighteen and nineteen. He fervently
flicked through the pages until he came across the passage he was
looking for.

“I am bearing
witness to everyone that hears the word of the prophecy of this
scroll: If anyone makes an addition to these things, God will add
to him plagues that are written in this scroll; and if anyone takes
anything away from the words of the scroll of this prophecy, God
will take his portion away from the trees of life and out of the
holy city, things which are written about in this
scroll.”

Jacob’s body
tingled with concern and he felt a wave of trepidation wash over
him. Was this a warning? Or was it a clue? The holy city had to be
Jerusalem, but where and what did the scroll contain?

He closed the
cover slowly, contemplating the words he had just read, before
placing the book back where it had been for many years. He knew
Jack would be back at any moment so with enthusiasm he gathered up
the envelope and his booking reference, switched off the computer
and left his sanctuary from the world.

Jacob began to
make his way back up the steps, leaving the dark gloominess of the
basement, not knowing when or if he would return. All of a sudden
he could hear two sets of footsteps marching across the marble
floor, it stopped him cold. Had Danny Bourdain told someone about
his questioning about John Duncan back at the diner?

Jacob hurriedly
made his way to the top of the steps and stood next to the Ark, his
shoulders sagged with relief when he saw the familiar faces of
Friedel and Womack veer towards him.

“Rabbi!”
shouted Friedel with a hint of alarm in his voice.

Jacob stayed
where he was, uncertain why the detectives were so eager to catch
up with him.

“Good
morning, gentlemen.”

They both
nodded in tandem and Jacob waited for the significant question
after the pleasantries were out of the way.

“Rabbi, I
want you to be honest with me,” Friedel said. “I don’t know how to
ask this, but has anything come into your possession
recently?”

Jacob tried not
to show any facial expression, but was astonished that they were on
the right track. He glanced down fleetingly at the envelope in his
hand before slowly shaking his head.

“No, not that
I can think of.”

“It could be
anything. A book or maybe a letter.”

“An
envelope,” Womack was quick to add, noticing Jacob’s eye
movement.

“This,” he
answered, bringing the envelope into his chest and folding his arms
in front of it.

“No, these
are notes for a sermon,” Jacob said.

“We have
reason to believe that you have or know something that might put
your life in danger,” Friedel said with an uncompromising
look.

Jacob frowned,
uncertain how to answer and stuttered with the words.

“Why, I don’t
have or know anything.” Then a sudden bout of realization hit him;
did he say my life was in danger?

“Why do you
say my life is in danger?” Jacob asked.

Womack
answered, although judging by his face he changed his words in
mid-sentence.

“We just feel
that the murder of Terry Carter and the way your apartment was
turned over that.” He paused, making sure to choose his words
carefully, “that maybe, just maybe, there was something in your
apartment of great significance or value.”

Jacob gave a
rueful look which suggested he wanted to get on his way.

“I don’t know
of anything, anyway, I’m off to Israel tomorrow morning,” Jacob
said and respectfully made his escape. He felt their eyes burn into
his back as he sensed them both watch him until he was out of
sight.

Jacob blew a
gush of air through his lips as he closed the door behind him and
met the cold of day. His face lit up as Jack eagerly ran over to
him with his eyes wide open. Jack tried to hide his excitement like
a child on Christmas morning. They struck a deal there and then and
shook hands on it. Jacob asked him to come to his apartment at
eight that evening where he would do the necessary paperwork and
would happily hand Jack the keys.

As Friedel
watched Rabbi Droutman walk away, his face fell in defeat. He had
been sure he would get a frightened or nervous Rabbi to tell him
something. Friedel turned to Womack. “I want you to put in for some
vacation and follow our Jewish friend to Israel.”

Womack nodded
repeatedly as if relishing the task.

“There is one
absolute certainty,” Friedel continued. “He knows a lot more than
he’s telling us.”

 



*******************

 


Jacob gave Jack
a pat on the back as he left his apartment. He could still hear
Jack’s delight as Jacob closed the door behind him. Jacob had just
made the biggest decision of his life and he walked slowly to the
bedroom, contemplating the things he was about to do. He had years
of training in a Yeshiva and now he was going to throw it all away
and for what? Jacob knelt on the floor in front of his bed and
rested his elbows on top, cupped his hands and prayed like he had
never prayed before and then beat his chest in
confession.

After he
finished he felt tears trickle down each cheek through the
intensity of his prayer. Soon he wept out loud, struggling to
control the emotions of fear. In Hebrew there is a word called
Teshovah which means returning, and one day that is what Jacob
hoped to do: return to his religion.

He felt weak as
he pushed himself up from the floor, using the bed for leverage,
wobbling for a few seconds until he stood up straight. Tiredly, he
trod over to the sink in the adjacent bathroom and turned on the
cold tap and flicked the refreshing water onto his face as it
gushed down the drain. Jacob turned the tap off and looked into the
mirror; there wasn’t much flesh to be seen with his big, bushy
black beard covering most of his face. The beard had caught tiny
water capsules in a sea of hair. He lifted his right arm and placed
his hand on top of the yarmulke he was wearing and pulled out the
hairgrip and slowly lifted off the yarmulke symbolic in the fact it
was to show respect in the presence of God. He removed his black
garments and let them drop to the floor and as he stood naked he
took a pair of scissors and began hacking into his beard. It was a
tiring and arduous task but he eventually got to the stage of
shaving cream and then an electric shaver. Jacob looked at his
reflection when he had finished: white, pale skin that had a tint
of pinkness that hadn’t been seen for years. Next, it was the hair
and likewise it would be cropped and shaved to a very short length
as he adjusted the head shaver to the grade he wanted.

When Jacob had
finished he switched off the shaver and just let it drop to the
floor and looked at the person in the mirror; a person he didn’t
recognize and gave an exhausted sigh, almost a sob, dropped to the
floor and curled himself into a ball.

The cold
eventually woke him up and he didn’t know how long he had been in
the fetal position, but he could see the hairs on his body standing
up and he had goose pimples from head to foot. A burning pain shot
through Jacob’s body as he unclasped his hands from his arms and
straightened his legs. Despite how badly his body ached he made
himself get up. He had to pack a suitcase, and get to the airport
early. A hearty breakfast was necessary as well as exchanging his
dollars into Israeli shekels.

Jacob was once
told by his mother, when he had all these wonderful ideas and good
intentions that he would become a Nobel Peace Prize winner and
that, “You can’t change the world, only survive in it.” Jacob was
determined to prove her wrong.
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Jacob must have
chosen the youngest, fastest driver from the taxi company. It was
hang-on-to-your-hats time. Jacob glanced at his wristwatch and saw
that it had just turned six in the morning and although the roads
were usually busy even at this early hour it was relatively quiet,
which might have been the reason his driver had his foot glued to
the accelerator.

They arrived
safely, to Jacob’s relief, and in good time, which he was pleased
about because now he had time to get breakfast and some reading
material for the ten-hour flight. The young man whose name he found
out to be Zack, in the brief and polite conversation they had,
seemed to be on a mission and sped off, and after a few seconds,
was back with a luggage trolley. He mumbled some words about having
a safe journey as he unloaded Jacob’s cases from the car trunk onto
the trolley. He told Jacob the fare. Jacob gave him an additional
ten dollars, which he seemed more than happy with before he zoomed
off again. Jacob pitied any poor old ladies that Zack would pick up
today, and with that thought shoved his trolley through the
automatic doors and into Terminal Six.

This was a new
experience for him as he joined the throng of travellers, each with
their different moods in relation to their outlook on flying, or
the annoyance of being late or the frustration of not understanding
the signs and monitors. Jacob thought the safest route through the
hustle and bustle was to ask and noticed a big, black woman with a
happy-go-lucky look dressed in an official red skirt and
jacket.

After she dealt
with a hunched-up old lady then an angry young woman who was trying
to keep her six-year-old child in check, Jacob made his move to
ask.

“Excuse me,”
Jacob said as he got closer.

“Yes, good
looking,” she chortled, revealing a mouth of pearly white teeth
with a prominent gold one on the left side. Her large lips were
covered in a heavy bright red lipstick. Her laugh was deep and you
could tell, once in full flow, would be loud and
infectious.

He smiled
nervously and asked where he should go to check in for a Delta
Airline flight to Tel-Aviv.

“Okay
darling. Head straight on up then on your right after about two
hundred yards you’ll see the Delta counters.”

“Thanks.”

“No problem.
Have a nice flight.”

Jacob
acknowledged her with a nod of his head and as he left noticed she
was quickly pounced upon by another poor, confused soul.

The woman at
the check-in counter was very accommodating and cheerfully told him
what to expect and that his next stop would be security with his
hand luggage being checked. But before that it was time to hit the
breakfast bar for toast, eggs Benedict and black coffee.

As he
contentedly finished his breakfast he checked his leather carryall
which contained toiletries, a couple of pens, a tube of mints, the
files on the three students, his prayer scroll case and passport.
It suddenly dawned on him that the passport photo would be very
different from his new appearance and he hurriedly retrieved the
passport and fretfully turned to the back. He gasped and put his
hand to his mouth; there he was still in yarmulke and bushy beard.
How would he get through passport control now? An overwhelming
sense of panic was beginning to set in but there was only one thing
he could do and so he quickly gathered up his carryall and went
straight to security.

The lines of
people moved quickly and he stepped up to the designated line on
the floor to wait his turn. The shapely figure of a redhead walked
up to the security officer in front of him. Jacob noticed that he
frowned at the passport and then said something to her. Disgruntled
she removed her sunglasses before she snatched at her passport and
walked through to the next security check.

It was Jacob’s
turn and with a knotted stomach he walked up and handed over his
passport. The security officer looked at Jacob’s photo and then
back at Jacob.

“One moment
sir,” he said as he picked up a telephone next to him.

Jacob quickly
tried to explain that it was really him, but the man held up his
finger to tell Jacob to be quiet as he spoke on the phone. Jacob
waited for what seemed to be minutes and glanced back and saw a
line forming rapidly behind him. He bowed his head and his stomach
tightened as though being squeezed from the inside.

“If you could
just step aside sir, to the wall, someone will be along in a
moment,” the security officer said.

“Look,” Jacob
said trying to explain the situation again. It was no good. He
wasn’t going to listen and he waved his hand, summoning the next
person from across the line.

It was
embarrassing for Jacob as each individual who went through looked
at him as though he was some sort of terrorist. Eventually two
large figures came up to Jacob.

“Mr.
Droutman?” one of the men said.

“Yes, I can
explain.” Jacob said.

“Follow us
please sir.”

The security
officer handed Jacob’s passport to his colleague in a dark blue
suit, white shirt and sunglasses. The other guy was security or
airport police, made evident by the handcuffs and gun hanging from
his leather belt. He looked like he made the floor creak with every
step he took; he was someone you definitely wouldn’t want to argue
with. Jacob had no choice and reluctantly followed. About fifty
yards away from security they stopped by a white door labelled
‘Authorized Personnel Only.’ The security guard lifted a bunch of
keys from his belt and unlocked the door. The door was pushed open
and the men both stood still, waiting for Jacob to enter. Jacob
nodded and then nervously stepped into the stark, white,
four-walled room with no windows.

As he edged in
cautiously, Jacob noticed a very thin man sitting at a desk against
the far wall. His features were almost skeletal and he was puffing
away on a cigarette as if it was his last. He had wavy, brown hair
and a dark, thin moustache that made his nose seem
longer.

“Come in Mr.
Droutman,” he said casually.

He was handed
Jacob’s passport as Jacob slowly took a few more steps into the
room before the two men closed the door and left.

“Sorry for
the inconvenience Mr. Droutman. Just some routine questions to
confirm who you are as we have a problem with your
photograph.”

Jacob huffed
before agreeing.

“Can you
confirm your date of birth?”

“August 6th,
1962,” Jacob answered.

“Can you
confirm your residential address?”

With an
agitated sigh Jacob gave him his address and then his mother’s
maiden name before having to sign his name on a blank piece of
paper, which the thin man seemed to hardly scrutinize or check
against Jacob’s passport signature. This puzzled Jacob but he
didn’t want to ask any questions.

“Okay Mr.
Droutman, sorry to have delayed you, you can go now.”

“Is that it?”
Jacob asked.

“Yes,” he
said with a hint of menace. “You will not have a problem with
security. Enjoy your trip.”

Jacob didn’t
need a second offer to leave and with a sense of relief and urgency
he walked out. As the door closed the thin man picked up the phone
and made a call while simultaneously lighting up another cigarette
and taking a couple of drags before he spoke.

After a
well-needed brandy and a look around the duty-free shops, Jacob
eventually bought some reading material for the flight; ‘The New
York Times,’ some magazines, a tourist guide book to Israel and a
paperback that took his fancy from the best sellers top-ten
list.

After Jacob
finished wandering around the shops, it was time for him to sit and
wait with the mass of other travellers. He positioned himself near
a monitor so he could glance at it every now and again to see when
it was time to head for the gate. While he waited he noticed the
redhead again and thought she was travelling alone but now noticed
she seemed to be involved in a lover’s tiff. The voices were
getting louder and the argument was getting heated. Jacob was
relieved to hear the voice come across the speaker announcing,
“Passengers on Delta flight 4521 to Tel Aviv Ben Gurion
International Airport proceed to gate ten.”

Jacob pushed up
from his knees and started to walk. Then it hit him. The man knew
his name. How?

Jacob pictured
it in his mind as he moved toward the gate; the man had said, “Come
in Mr. Droutman,” before he was handed Jacob’s passport.

Jacob stopped
walking and just stood still in a daze as he chewed over his
encounter with the thin man, much to the annoyance of some
passengers who nearly ran into him. The thin man hadn’t even
introduced himself. In fact, now that Jacob came to think of it, he
hadn’t even been wearing an identity card. Jacob shook his head and
carried on to gate ten, maybe the man had already been informed and
he was being paranoid.
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John Christian
spoke six different languages, having been bombarded by private
tutors from a young age, including Russian, Chinese, Spanish,
German, French and Italian, and he had been used extensively on
operations around Europe. He was an expert marksman and had
performed many assassinations. He was an agent who carried out
special missions with a dozen different names and disguises and a
large passport collection for an anonymous power within the
CIA.

His role now
was to pass on his skills, shady friends and those all-important
contacts in significant places, to his young partner, Eddie Bailey.
Once in your fifties it was time to think about a nice villa in the
Caribbean. He was admired by his superiors and, despite his age,
they knew he was the right man for this assignment. The world would
quickly forget about Terry Carter; his body was already ashes
scattered into the wind and his file buried by levels much higher
than NYPD. But this assignment was different and the most sensitive
that he had ever undertaken. Any mistake would be devastating, not
only to the continuation of the Anglo-American World Power, but to
World religion.

They sat
outside at a small, metal table in Ristorante Giardinaccio, which
was a stone’s throw away from St. Peter’s Basilica, Vatican City.
It was an Italian restaurant, rarely visited by Americans,
decorated in a country tavern style with dark wood and exposed
stone. The menu was written in Italian which, of course, was not a
problem for Christian.

John Christian
had met this contact twice, but knew the CIA had gone quietly about
the business of briefing the Pope on world affairs since the
1960’s. His first visit to this particular contact was after 9/11,
the first major terrorist act on U.S. soil in the name of religion,
his second was now. Christian looked at his wristwatch; they had
forty minutes to wait. He glanced at a waiter who efficiently swung
his way to the table where both he and Eddie were
seated.

“Buon giorno,
come sta?”

Christian
smiled, “Sto bene, due Perroni per favour.”

“Grazie.” The
waiter nodded and walked back into the restaurant.

They sat there
taking their time to knock back the beer, watching the myriads of
tourists that were visiting the smallest independent nation state
in the world. Christian glanced at his watch and nodded at Bailey.
It was time to go.

They were to
meet inside St. Peter’s Basilica and took a leisurely stroll
through St. Peter’s square, blending in with the tourists and
pilgrims taking time to admire the very tall obelisk. The grand
opening hit them with the wonderful decorative marble and lights;
they walked along the right aisle of the basilica in awe of the
monuments and memorials. Immediately to the right of them was
Michelangelo’s Pieta. They were to head for the Chapel of the
Blessed Sacrament where they would be met and taken to an inner
sanctum.

They waited for
a few minutes, pretending to take great interest in the tabernacle
on the altar. The silence was broken by John Christian. The voice
had come from behind and surprised them both, Christian recognized
what he was immediately, ‘Corpo della Gendarmeria dello Stato della
Citta’ del Vaticano,’ he was the Vatican police force and personal
bodyguard to the Pope; he waved his arm to follow him.

They took a few
strides before he lifted up a rope and ushered them through before
replacing it. They were now down a side corridor behind the altar,
confronted by a large, wooden door which had inscriptions on the
marble above it. On the right of the door, concealed by a sculpture
of two angels, was an electronic keypad. He typed the code in
quickly and the door automatically creaked open. As they went
through, the door swung back, closing again making a loud thud as
it did so. He waved his hand to follow again as they walked down a
narrow corridor on thick, lush, red carpet with marbled walls
until, eventually, their contact was waiting at the end of the
corridor.

John Christian
was summoned forward but Eddie Bailey was told to wait with an arm
across his chest to stop him moving forward. Christian nodded back
at his young partner to say it was okay and made the last hundred
yards to the end of the corridor.

“Sorry for
the cramped conditions John,” and he held out both hands and
clasped the right hand offered by Christian.

John Christian
kneeled and kissed the hands before getting back up
again.

“That’s okay
Cardinal, I understand the precaution and secrecy these meetings
hold.”

He was in the presence of
the President of the Pontifical Commission for Vatican City State
and the Governor of Vatican City, born American of Polish descent.
He is the state’s de facto head of government acting with powers of
a prime minister.

“So, we have
a problem John?” the Cardinal asked.

“I think so
Cardinal, but one that can be handled.”

“So what is
this problem that causes so much alarm if it can be
handled?”

“A Rabbi by
the name of Jacob Droutman,” Christian said.

“A Rabbi?”
the Cardinal asked and raised his eyebrows in surprise.

“We believe
he has come into the possession of some highly sensitive documents.
How he has done that we are not able to ascertain as of yet, but we
have just had confirmation he is on a flight to Israel as we
speak.”

“So, what is
so sensitive about these documents?”

“We believe
they contain details on the three students who nearly uncovered and
would have told the world who the next world power would
be.”

“But it
doesn’t tell him where the site is, correct? And in any case, in
your line of work if he gets to close then,” the Cardinal gave a
wry smile as if to suggest he didn’t have to say anything
more.

Christian
nodded, “but we need to find out how much he knows, who he is going
to meet and how he got hold of the documents.”

“Not like the
CIA to be so careless,” the Cardinal said
disapprovingly.

Christian felt
accountable on behalf of his organization and bowed his head for a
second before rallying with an answer. He wanted to hit home with
the main reason he was discussing this predicament.

“Worst case
scenario Cardinal, if he were to uncover the truth it would be no
more hand-in-glove religion and politics. It would be brought to
the world’s attention to take a good hard look at religion, the
root cause of wars and troubles throughout history which could lead
to World War Three. But it wouldn’t be nation versus nation it
would be governments versus religion!”

The Cardinal
shrugged his shoulders as though it was very unlikely and his
persona stayed calm and assured, “I don’t think that will happen,
do you?”

It became
apparent, and was of no surprise to Christian that the words the
Cardinal had just spoken were not a question but an order. The
Cardinal patted Christian on the shoulder before asking, “so, how
will you deal with this problem?”

“We have an
agent in MOSSAD in their special operations division METSADA and we
will get her to keep an eye on our friend.”

“Woman?” the
Cardinal stated with a hint of surprise.

“Yes, she is
very good and …”

The Cardinal
was quick to cut him off as he could be dispensed of all the
details. He held out a limp hand and he appeared to be
bored.

“Thank you
for your time Cardinal and we will keep you informed,” Christian
said.

The Cardinal nodded and
smiled before turning away and passing through a door behind
them.

Christian
quickly returned to where Eddie and the bodyguard were still
waiting.
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Samantha
Spelman couldn’t believe her eyes because of the information she
was uncovering. Her excitement was heightened by the fact that she
had always been intrigued, right from an early age, by conspiracy
theories and unsolved mysteries. She was a small, slip of a thing
and these last few days she hadn’t taken time out for lunch and so
was grabbing a sandwich or fruit late at night because she was so
taken with looking into the Friend-Finder website.

To begin with,
it looked like any other Lonely Hearts’ Club for sad and desperate
people or career-motivated men and women who never found time to
socialize. She clicked through the profiles; some very beautiful,
others extremely weird. Chasing, it seemed a dead end, and in her
mind, placed Terry Carter in the sad category. While she had him in
mind she decided to try and find his profile amongst the thousands
of others. She searched by his description, which narrowed it down,
and eventually she found Terry Carter, or thought she had. There
was no photo, only a mock drawing of a head and shoulders, but by
height, weight and description, she was pretty sure it was him.
Samantha was just about to close down and report back to Friedel
that nothing had come to light when her hand slipped on the mouse
and clicked on a drawing and she was amazed to find that it took
her to a different website, one that brought her into the dark,
secretive world of Masons.

“What the …?”
Samantha Spelman was stunned by what she had inadvertently stumbled
across. Who were the Masons? The website she had found seemed to
suggest gratitude for its followers in fundraising for a
clandestine organization and this one seemed personal to Terry. It
thanked him for his monthly contribution and showed the amount he
had built up and put into an unnamed bank in Israel. She took a
whole day trying to unlock the details of the bank. She wanted to
know who owned the website and how the funds were made through
Friend-Finder, but each time she hit a brick wall and even her
friend, a fellow Harvard student who was now working for the FBI,
gave her no encouragement. He seemed reluctant to help but said he
would let her know if he found out anything.

In the
meantime, she learnt of the audacity of this organization through
what they claimed on their website. She read that they said that
they controlled the world and that they were responsible for the
major events that had taken place in the world recently. They gave
the impression they had given the order to assassinate President
Kennedy and that they had important and powerful people in all the
right places to conduct their agenda on anyone and at any
time.

It was
difficult for her to sleep with the intrigue of this so-called
powerful group spinning around in her mind. The group said they
could plot, counterplot and manoeuvre world situations for their
own gain, but for whom and why? It took black coffee and an early
morning jog around the block each day to wake her up and make sure
she was alert when she showed up for work. Friedel would ask
occasionally what she had uncovered. She fobbed him off with, “I’m
working on it.”

Last night she
had an all-important breakthrough; her contact within the FBI had
finally given her a name to go on. The call was one of a frightened
voice, which in a whisper had said, “Sam, I don’t know what you’ve
got yourself involved in but be careful. I think this is some
serious stuff.”

Young, FBI
rookie, Taylor Dean, hadn’t given much thought to Sam’s request
until he made a call to MOSSAD. What he thought would be a quick
one-minute call to find out the bank details from the website
turned into a twenty-minute grilling. Eventually he got a call back
and the name Dr. Stewart Renton. The bank was legitimate and funded
a dating agency.

Taylor thought
nothing of it until the following day when he was nearly mowed down
in a hit and run; only his agility and the quickness of his eye
seeing the black Mercedes driving straight for him saved his
life.

In her
excitement at receiving the name Sam ignored the warning and
vulnerability in his words.

“Thanks
Taylor. I owe you one,” she told him.

The following
morning, after a jog and cold shower, she was eager to get to work
and arrived just after 6:30 in the morning. She threw her coat over
her chair and dumped her handbag on the desk, impatient to type the
name Stewart Renton into the police computer system. The search
returned no details and she swore under her breath. Unwavering in
her efforts she went back to the Masonic website to see if there
were any contact search boxes; nothing.

“Damn it!”
she screamed in frustration, knowing she was close to finding what
she needed. She looked blankly at the website, shaking her head in
defiance. There must be a way in somehow.

As she looked
at the text more closely the word “belief” appeared more than any
other; a simple way of doctrine for the sub-conscious mind. She
placed the arrow on the word and clicked – nothing. Then she tried
double clicking and suddenly another page appeared. Her eyes
widened, she couldn’t believe the different headings it
listed:

Legend of the Third
Degree

Great
Depression

World
Governments

Hiram Abif

ELS

Anderson
Constitutions

Moon landing

JFK

Prophecy of
Power

Secret
messages

 


Sam clicked
randomly on Prophecy of Power and to her amazement it brought her
to a web page by Dr. Stewart Renton. Fascinated, she read what it
said:

“Satan is
ejected, pitched out of heaven, and his demons are cast down to the
earth with him. The one who has misled the entire inhabited earth
to the extent of becoming its God. Satan’s policy of rule or ruin
brings woe to the structure of human society. He also uses a
visible organization: a beast with ten horns and seven heads. How
well that describes the blood-stained political system by which
Satan has dominated mankind. The seven heads of this wild beast
stand for World Powers featured in history: Egypt, Assyria,
Babylon, Medo-Persia, Greece, Rome and Anglo-America.

“The horns
are also violent and aggressive, but as indicated by the seven
heads, headship resides in only one world power at a time. The ten
horns would exercise ruling power simultaneously with the World
Power at that time. It has played along with religion, even
allowing the clergy to take part in political processes. The House
of Lords in England includes the bishops. In Italy, Catholic
cardinals have played prominent political roles. Priests have taken
political office in Latin America. The beast is Satan’s political
creation among the masses of mankind. Satan is truly the ruler of
this world, a master of deception. It uses pressure and threats,
even outright violence, wherever its version of rule is not
accepted. It has threatened with ostracism or a living death any
nation or people that does not bow to its authority.

“This beast
has a name and this name is a number: Six Six Six. Corrupt
politics, corrupt religion and corrupt business keep the wild beast
functioning. But it also states an eighth power that springs from
the seven, a symbolic, scarlet-coloured wild beast. But this power
has yet to show its hand. Very few of the countries that now exist
were known centuries ago, but it is imperative we learn who this
eighth world power is and what actions we have to take at the
necessary time to keep this information from the world until we
wish it to be known.”

Sam was
astounded by what she was reading and, driven by her curiosity, she
read each individual heading. As she looked closer and studied the
reasoning behind each topic, it became clear they were a religious
Freemason fraternity.

Sam was in her
element. Her body tingled in anticipation of uncovering a
clandestine organization and here it was in black and white; the
code they used to mark the major events in history. They use a
system called ELS or Equal Letter Skips to prophesize events or to
show how, thousands of years ago, encoded scriptures had been
correct in foretelling a significant incident that would take
place. The assassination of President Kennedy was highlighted and
the words, “to die Dallas” were revealed.

Sam was
bemused. If these encoded prophecies were accurate, did that mean
this group was really behind the assassinations or was it just to
make their followers believe? Had they become so powerful that they
could control the world through followers high up in government,
even NASA? Did they actually use their power to trick the entire
world into believing man had landed on the moon? The first three
astronauts were all killed, horrifically burnt to death in a
simulated flight exercise after raising concerns about the mission.
A well-regarded scientist, who had written a five-hundred page
dossier stating the mission would never work, was mysteriously
killed in a car crash, the dossier was never found. Was this all
due to this powerful Masonic Lodge?

Sam suddenly
felt a disturbing realization that maybe this was all true, but who
would believe her? She clicked the print button as she gathered her
thoughts. The printer hummed to a stop and she looked at the pages
in her hand, a wave of heat ran up her neck and she took a deep
breath. She stood outside Friedel’s office, half wanting to run
away and half excited wanting to tell him her discovery. She
knocked on the door and walked in. Friedel was leaning back in his
chair but straightened up into a sitting position as Sam walked
in.

“Got
something for me?” Friedel asked.

Sam nodded but
looked down at the pages as she neared the desk and slapped them
down in front of Friedel.

Friedel was
intrigued as he looked at the printed pages before glancing back up
at Sam.

“What’s
this?” he asked.

Sam was
hesitant at first, but with her fervour for conspiracies, she
couldn’t conceal her enthusiasm and told him everything she had
discovered. Friedel stared at Sam in silence for nearly a minute,
making her shift nervously in her seat. He shuffled through the
papers on the desk before rubbing his forehead with both hands.
Friedel mulled things over.

“I find it
difficult to believe that this is relevant to the case,” he
said.

“Yes, but…”
she said.

“Sam, these
are twisted people with no moral standards,” Friedel said, “and you
can’t tell me they are responsible for Terry Carter’s
death.”

Sam closed her
eyes, knowing that Friedel wasn’t going to take in any of this
crazy crap, and even if he did how could she ever prove claims.
That was the way it worked: hard tangible evidence was
required.

“Maybe you
could still get Womack to check out the bank to make sure it’s
kosher.”

Friedel’s eyes
flickered with a sense of irony but nodded that he would. He knew
that he should say something positive. Samantha Spelman was an
up-and-coming, bright spark and he needed to encourage her
eagerness rather than dampen it.

“Anyway, good
work Sam,” he smiled in appreciation.

Samantha was
just about to turn around and walk out when Friedel stopped her.
Compassion spread across his face as he tried to find the right
words.

“Sam, you
knew a Taylor Dean right?” he asked.

Her eyes opened
wide.

“Yes, why?”
she questioned.

“He was a
friend or former class mate who I understand you’ve made a few
phone calls to.”

Sam nodded,
feeling slightly baffled as to where the conversation was leading.
Was she in trouble? Was Taylor in trouble? Although in her mind,
neither of them had done anything wrong.

“I’m sorry to
have to tell you, but Taylor was killed in an accident last
night.”

Samantha felt a
strange quivering in her limbs as though she was hit by a mild
electric shock.

“No, no that
can’t be,” she said in disbelief, “I spoke to him last
night.”

“Sorry
Sam.”

“How did it
happen?” Sam asked.

“He fell in
front of a train on the subway. Initial crime scene findings and
eye-witness accounts suggest he was very drunk and tripped. It is
just an awful accident.”

“No,” Sam
shook her head vigorously. “He was murdered.”

She tilted her
head upwards and looked at the ceiling in a way that was almost a
roll of the eyes. As she returned to face Friedel tears filled her
eyes.

“If that’s
all, sir” she said holding back the tears.

Friedel pouted
his bottom lip and nodded. With nothing else to say, Sam turned
around and walked slowly out.


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter
14

 


The heat hit
Jacob as he left the air-conditioned airport and made his way into
the bright sunshine; a stark contrast to the gloomy elements he had
left behind. The temperature was pleasant, right in the
mid-eighties, although his eyes went a bit hazy as he left the
terminal and went straight into daylight. Jacob leaned against a
wall for a few minutes while he acclimated, trying to fend off some
of the fatigue in his limbs, due no doubt to the ten-hour flight he
had just endured.

His eyes
re-adjusted and he held out his arm to hail a taxi. The driver
opened the passenger door for Jacob then quickly grabbed both
suitcases and placed them in the trunk.

“Where to?”
he asked.

“Jerusalem,”
Jacob said.

It is the
world’s most holy city, crammed with churches, relics, mosques and
shrines. Jacob was not really sure of his destination but knew one
of the student’s family lived somewhere within. Jacob glanced out
of the window every now and then at the arid scenery between
snatches of sleep from which he was rudely awakened by sudden
jolts.

Jacob was wide
awake as they entered into the city, a fantastic and awe-inspiring
vision for an overseas Jew.

“Hotel?”
mumbled the driver.

“Can you
recommend a small, cheap bed and breakfast?” Jacob
asked.

The driver
nodded and said, “Okay.”

Jacob got the
impression he could understand but not speak English very
well.

The driver
turned left down a side road and eventually pulled up outside an
Ottoman-styled building, all arches and columns. Jacob looked up at
the name of the hotel “Little House in Bakah.”

“This will do
nicely,” he said to himself and paid the driver, once he had left
Jacob’s suitcases inside the door of the hotel.

Jacob was
welcomed with a friendly smile by a frizzy-haired, olive-skinned
woman with big, brown eyes. After he had checked in, Jacob was
given the key to his room, number twelve, and taken up a small
flight of stairs to the first floor. The room was plain and simple,
a single bed, wardrobe, small shower room and toilet, and a balcony
that was just large enough to fit one chair. He threw the suitcases
on the bed and wandered over to the balcony to see what sort of
view he had. It overlooked the back of the hotel and its large
garden with many inviting corners and beautiful, old pine trees to
escape the heat of the day.

The bed was
very inviting to crash out on and go to sleep, but it was only late
afternoon and he knew he would be awake all night if he slept now.
Jacob decided to unpack and then strolled back down to the lobby
and asked his welcoming receptionist for a nice walk that wasn’t
too far away. She gladly obliged and gave his directions to
Sherover promenade.

After a few
minutes, Jacob was transported into an atmosphere of peace and
beauty with spectacular views of the Temple mount. Already he could
sense the majesty and intrigue of this place, steeped in history
and myth for Jews, Christians, Muslims and Arabs alike.

As much as he
wanted to keep going he decided it was no good. His legs felt like
lead and he decided to get a bite to eat before returning to his
room. He noticed a little shack called the Quarter Café and decided
to try it out. A little pot-bellied, unshaven man greeted him with
both his top and bottom two teeth missing. Jacob chose a Shawarma
which was similar to a kebab; made with chicken, tomato, onions and
a garlic sauce in pita bread. It filled the hole in his stomach and
gave him enough energy to make it back to the hotel.

Jacob awoke
early the next morning, his tiredness and aches all but gone, and
he jumped out of bed full of energy and excitement for the day
ahead. He washed, changed and headed down to the breakfast bar
where he was the second to arrive. He took the obligatory orange
juice and cereal that was available on a side table and sat outside
in the garden. There was a slight freshness in the air but the
warmth of the sun was already establishing itself.
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