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T o my family for their patience in listening to me talk
about this book way too much and for their insights

into and critique of its content. I cannot thank God enough
for his care, inspiration, love and presence throughout all the
good and bad times of my life.
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Note from the Author

Thanks for purchasing this book. Reading and writing
were some of my favorite pastimes when I was younger

and helped me when things were not going so smoothly. This
book, started many years ago, was finished during my recent
recuperation from chemotherapy for cancer. I needed at the
time a deeper, more intimate relationship with my Creator/
God. In that search, I got to know a larger segment of my
Christian faith. I hope you enjoy reading this book as much
as I enjoyed writing it!

I am working on a sequel to this book and also poetry
every week. If you would like to read any of that, visit my
blog site: https://www.soul-sails.com.

If you have the time, would you please give a review of
this book. I will enjoy reading all your comments. Thanks
again and have a blessed day!
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Chapter One

H e stared at his bare feet on the hot, rough surface of
the sidewalk. The skin on the top of each foot was

stained a dark brown from the summer sun and the dirt of
the streets. It was almost as brown as shoe leather would have
been if he had been wearing any shoes. Still looking down, he
could not miss the half-moons of black dirt encrusted under-
neath each chipped and brittle toenail and wondered how he
could have let himself sink to such a low level. Feeling a pang
of guilt, he was glad his mother could not see him. She
would not recognize him, and if she had, she would have be-
come hysterical over the sight of him in his current condi-
tion.

A slow, single drop of sweat rolled off his forehead and
fell to become a wet blotch on the dry surface of the side-
walk. For what seemed longer than rationally possible, the
liquid blob sat and sizzled on the blistering concrete as the
heat boiled up in waves to hit his already overheated face.
On this hot, dry August afternoon, walking along the side-
walks of downtown Nashville felt like walking through a hot,
wet oven.
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I need to get medical help. If I can just get to the mission,
but am I going the right way was all his confused mind could
manage to spit out. He knew he needed to stop and ask for
help with finding the downtown homeless shelter, but the
last time he had stopped to ask for directions, it had almost
cost him his life. That had been in the port of a foreign city.

He was still cognitive enough to realize the disease at-
tacking his body contributed to his mental state, but since
that dangerous encounter, his fear and paranoia had in-
creased with each passing day. Now heart racing panic set in
if a stranger on the sidewalk turned to glance at him for one
split second longer than what he felt they should. He had
covered his trail as well as he could but knew he was no pro-
fessional in evading detection from the type of people that
were looking for him and what he was carrying. His pursuers
could not be too far behind.

Trying not to be overcome by the weakness and tremors
caused by his fever, he leaned one hand against the hot brick
of an old building. Taking two slow steps forward and brac-
ing himself against its wall, he managed to move into the
shadow afforded by the railroad overpass right above his
head. He looked both ways down the four lanes of Eighth
Avenue and recognized the tall red brick buildings of Can-
nery Row.

His mind slipped back to the last time he had been there.
It had been for a concert inside its large Grand Ballroom. Al-
though it seemed like a lifetime ago, it had only been this
past April. Since then, the upheaval and obliteration of his
old life had been so total and complete that he knew he
would never be able to reclaim the naïve innocent world he
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had once lived in and realized he had only himself to blame.
He had been the one to set the wheels in motion that had re-
sulted in his situation being what it was at this moment.

I’m going the wrong way. He wiped one dirty hand
across his burning forehead. He shook his head, and shoul-
der-length, curly black hair swing around his face. A few
strands stuck to one wet cheek. As another intense tremor
took hold of his body, he lost control of himself and for a few
minutes could only lean against the bricks until it had run its
course. The chills and fever had been going on now for the
last two days. The only warm places left on his body were the
burning soles of his feet and the pulsating fire in his temples.

I must get help. Can’t let them find me and the papers
before I get them to where they belong. I can’t give up. Every-
thing depends on me getting the papers into the right hands.
Just need to get to the mission. I can rest there. He patted
the front of his chest. A small piece of paper rustled inside
his shirt pocket.

He turned around to walk back the way he had come.
Again, a chill shook his body, and the fever he had been wag-
ing war against finally won and sent him down head first in-
to the hard gray of the concrete sidewalk. Lying face down,
the last thing he saw were the tires of a car going down
Eighth before the dark unconsciousness of the fever over-
whelmed him. Like vultures circling a newly dead body, a
few homeless men standing outside the nearby free medical
clinic moved forward to pick at his still warm body to claim
any prizes they thought might be left behind.

As the small group huddled over the still form of the
young man on the hot concrete, pockets were searched, and
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the backpack he had been carrying was fought over until it
was claimed by the winner of a small scuffle waged on the
sidewalk. Without warning, a shrill voice interrupted their
foraging.

“Get away from him. I’m calling the police!”
A brave, blue-jean clad young woman elbowed her way

through the small group to bend over the motionless form of
the young man lying in the hot afternoon sun. All of the men
scattered unwilling to face an afternoon encounter with the
Metro Police Department. Fumbling in her purse, she pulled
out a cellphone and dialed 911.

“I’m on Eighth Avenue, South. There’s a man down on
the sidewalk. I’m not sure if he’s even still breathing. Please
hurry. I don’t know how much longer he can hold on.”

Some of the men had backed away when the young girl
first arrived but now moved a few inches closer to watch and
make sure there would be no more treasures to retrieve off
the body. The woman leaned over the young man until the
sound of a siren assured her that help was on its way. Only
one older man hesitated for a few minutes then slipped off
by himself through the alley.

Red lights flashing, a Metro ambulance pulled up to
her position on the sidewalk. A well-built young paramedic
jumped out to take her place. She stood up and moved out
of the way.

“What happened here?”
“I don’t know. I found him like this.”
“Have you touched him?”
“Only his shoulder.”
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“Good. He looks contagious. Pete, bring the IV with
you. He needs fluids. He’s burning up.”

A second paramedic brought the IV. The first turned
their patient onto his back. A small trickle of blood started
to ooze from his nose. He moaned and gave one small cough.
After a second cough, the young man lifted his head, started
gagging then projectile vomited red, bloody fluid over the
paramedic’s chest and arms. Both ambulance workers
backed away, but as a massive seizure took control of their
young patient’s body, they placed him on a waiting gurney
and heaved him through the back doors of the ambulance.
The last thing the young man’s sidewalk savior saw of him
was his still twitching feet before the door of the ambulance
was slammed in her face. She stood watching the flashing red
lights fade into the distance through the Saturday afternoon
traffic.
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Chapter Two

“F ather Tom, I’m through typing the manuscript. I’m
going to go on home.” The shrill voice of the woman

carried with an echo over the young priest’s cellphone.
“All right, Margaret. I appreciate you staying over

tonight to help me get these last few pages ready for the pub-
lisher. I’ll have the extra check in your box tomorrow morn-
ing. Since it’s so late, can I walk you out to your car?”

“No thanks, Father. My husband’s waiting outside. He’ll
follow me to my car.”

“Great. Thanks again for helping this procrastinator
out.”

“Oh, I almost forgot. Your tea is ready in the kitchen. I
thought you might want some before you left for the night.”

“Thanks for remembering. I don’t know what Father
Robert and I would have done without you. I’ll help myself
on my way out.”

“Good night. See you tomorrow in mass.”
“Good night. You and your husband be careful on the

way home.”
The young priest tapped on the glowing screen of his

cellphone and watched it turn black. He rubbed his aching
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forehead. I shouldn’t put this type of thing off until the last
minute. I’ve got to get some sleep.

He stood up and walked over to a small mirror hanging
beside the door. Glancing at himself, he realized the dark
shadows of fatigue under his eyes would be very obvious to
his audience during his Sunday morning mass and resisted
the small pricks of the urge to stay and work for another
hour. Perfectionism had always been one of his faults that
had often impeded his ability to finish things, and the man-
uscript was complete the way it was. So, passing his hand
through his thick brown hair and jingling car keys in his
pocket, he forced himself to step out of the room and close
the squeaky, old oak door behind him.

He walked through the main body of the church and
could not help but admire the statuary and artwork above
the altar. I was blessed to have Saint Angela’s as my first as-
signment. I could not have started out at a better place.

He continued crossing the front of the large room and
slowed down only to linger in front of the wooden figure
of Christ on the cross in the small alcove to the side of the
main sanctuary. This particular rendition seemed to him to
be a cross between Picasso’s cubism and art deco styles with
the large V-shaped chevrons in the background behind the
cross. The sharp angles in the wood made the Christ look ab-
normal, but he supposed after almost being beaten to death,
his Savior’s abused body might have looked rather deformed.
The few words of ‘so disfigured beyond that of any human
being and his form marred beyond human likeness’ from Isa-
iah drifted unexpectedly through his mind. Still, he admired
the contemporary style of the young artist.
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Saint Angela’s Cathedral was built in the early 1920’s,
but in September of 2006, the greedy, red tongues of a fire
had licked and burnt their way through the front of the
building with a voracious hunger. The regional diocese had
approved a rebuild of the front structures in a more contem-
porary style of architecture. It was to match the growing in-
flux of young families and millennials into the Belmont Av-
enue area and the remodeling of older homes with a more
modern take on the neighborhood’s re-creation.

As was the young priest’s custom, the result for him of
standing before the crucified form of Christ on the cross was
a deep sense of peace. Others in seminary had not had the
same experience of the representation of Christ’s last hours
on earth, but it had always sent shivers of awe and wonder
down his spine. At times while praying before the figure, the
presence of Christ in the room with him had been so real,
it felt as if at any moment a hand would be placed upon his
shoulder in comfort if he just concentrated and focused hard
enough.

He stopped his late-night rambling and fell to both
knees in front of the life-size wooden figure. After giving the
sign of the cross, he bowed his head and began his prayer.
However, this night’s late hour worship did not have its usual
effect. The peaceful sense of being filled up or made com-
plete did not come.

The further he got into his praise the stronger a sense of
dread and anxiety started to fall around his shoulders. This
was not normal for him. Taking a deep breath, he stopped
and tried to start over. His sense of anxiety only intensified.
A few beads of sweat popped out on his forehead. Was there
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another presence in the room besides just him and his Sav-
ior?

With his concentration now broken, he turned to look
behind him. I really do need some sleep he thought. Again,
he tried to start another prayer. This time his reverie was in-
terrupted by what he thought was the sound of footsteps at
the back of the sanctuary crossing from one side of the large
room to the other. Was it his imagination or did he catch out
of the corner of his eye the dark shadowy form of a man dart-
ing between the columns close to the Belmont Avenue en-
trance of the cathedral? That was not good. No one should
be in here at this hour. The place was supposed to be locked
up tighter than a drum. He rose from his kneeling position
and turned to try and catch the culprit.

“Hello, hello. Who’s there? Is anyone there?”
Only a dead, empty silence answered the wavering

echoes of his inquiry as his words bounced from one wall
to another. Attempting to make as little noise as possible, he
moved toward the front entrance and passed between each
tall column seeing and hearing nothing and no one. Again
he thought I really do need sleep. I had better get out of here.

He rubbed at the fatigue in his eyes and shook his head
to dispel the dark atmosphere that had enveloped him from
the first second he had entered the open expanse of the sanc-
tuary. Moving once again, the sound of each step he took on
the cold marble floor trailed behind his progress across the
large inner space. He could not help but keep looking back
over his shoulder until he reached the safe confines of the
smaller kitchen. He stopped and took a deep breath.
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There exactly as Margaret had said it would be was his
tea in an old, insulated thermos sitting on the counter beside
the stove. He reached up into the cupboard, pulled out his
chipped coffee mug with the large black letters TOM and
with hands shaking, poured a large dose of the steaming liq-
uid. He gulped down the full cup and poured more into the
empty hollow of the porcelain vessel then sank back into one
of the wooden ladderback chairs to finish off a second cup.
Now too tired to even try to keep his eyes open, he felt his
body relax, almost going numb, and let his chin fall to his
chest.

WITH A SUDDEN JOLT, Father Tom’s head snapped up-
ward. The only sounds present were the scritch, scritch of the
soft slippers on his feet grating on the heavy gray tiles of the
cathedral’s roof. He rubbed the back of his hand across his
eyes, blinking to try and clear his blurred vision. Where am
I? Oh yes, he remembered now.

He shook his head and swayed trying to keep his balance
on the sharp angles of the church’s dark roof. Yes, the voices
had told him to go out tonight, to get up on the roof and
show the world what a wonderful, saving God we all have.
He is a god so full of wonder and ecstasy that He could
make even a lowly young novice like himself be able to fly. He
could fly high above the cares and everyday problems of this
world to soar out into the unknown with nothing but Christ
to hold him up.

14 SUSAN GUINN



Yes, Father, you can do this. Flying with Christ should
be no problem for someone such as yourself. Remember, He
loves and cares for you and will catch you if you fall. Take
flight now, Father, and trust in God. From somewhere deep
inside a very dark place, the insidious, sly voices spoke to him
again. Fly, Father, fly!

The young priest spread out his arms and looked to the
full moon hanging large and heavy in the dark summer sky
over Nashville. The day had been unusually hot with no air
moving at all. Dust and humidity had created a thick, yellow
circle around the moon’s white, crusty edge.

Teetering on the crest of the roof, he stood trying to
keep his balance as he breathed in the warm humid air cover-
ing everything like a sticky, moist blanket that could not be
shaken off. Again, the soft sound of the slippers on his feet
was the only noise to catch his attention. He looked down at
his feet. Father Robert would have wanted him to go flying
in his old house shoes. That would be a fitting tribute to the
man himself. They were only worn, flat sandals, but the soft
cotton kept the tiles from hurting his feet. His eyes traveled
up his body and took in the white robe he had taken from
his closet below. It would be only proper to go flying in the
full vestments of his priestly office.

I just need to get to the front edge of the roof. That
would be the best spot. He had managed to make his way to
the front of the cathedral’s roof. The only thing separating
him from success was the large concrete statue of the
archangel Michael overlooking Belmont Avenue below.
Keeping a delicate balance on the sharp angle of the roof, he
leaned against the angel’s back and threw one arm around
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it as he manipulated his way around its edge. He inched
his way around it cautiously, fingers clinging to whatever he
could manage to find to grasp on its hard, curved surfaces.
Sweating and with legs trembling from his efforts, the young
priest stopped and leaned backward against the front of the
angel’s chest. From here, he could still see the huge yellow
moon suspended in the thick summer night’s air.

There is almost no traffic. It must be fairly late. Balancing
himself with one hand on the angel’s large sword, he leaned
closer to the front edge of the sanctuary’s roof to stare at the
empty street below. Now would be his one perfect moment.

Yes, Father, yes. Now you can show your faith to the
world. Fly, Father, fly the soft, dark voices inside his head
whispered. Black snakes of deceit or trust—he could no
longer tell the difference—they coiled and slithered through
his mind entangled so tightly he knew he would never loosen
their grip which was threatening his existence.

I must show my faith. Now is my one great opportunity.
Father Tom let go of the safety of the angel and spread his
arms outward lifting them upward toward the arch of the
celestial spheres above still glowing with the city’s lights.
Nashville would be no lackluster place tonight!

“Tonight, you will shine with more than man-made
light. Tonight, you will shine with the glory of God.”

After speaking those few last words, he made one for-
ward lunge and took his last step into the thin air lying
just beyond the roof ’s edge. With arms and legs flailing at
the empty air for support, the last sound Father Tom heard
were the loud screech of a car’s brakes and a young woman’s
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scream as she witnessed his white robes fluttering down and
smacking against the hard, black asphalt of the street below.
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Chapter Three

“This has been one weird day, huh Sarge,” a young po-
lice officer stated as he moved to stand beside a po-

lice cruiser whose blue lights were burning through the night
air to illuminate the street.

Five other cars came to a screeching halt in front of the
large church joining the first to interrupt the night’s peace.
Within minutes, the street and sidewalks were filled with
blue uniforms and equipment. The flash of lights from cam-
eras with the cars’ blue lights pulsating in all directions creat-
ed a disturbing and unsettling surrealism around the night’s
tableau.

“You can say that again, Joseph. What with finding that
guy on Eighth Avenue dying from that strange disease and
now this? I’ll admit I’ve never seen anything quite like this
one here.”

The older policeman swept one hand out in an expansive
gesture to encircle the scene playing out in front of the
church’s main door and spilling out onto the gray asphalt
stage now full of players trying to make sense of the night’s
events.

“What happened with that guy found on Eighth today?”
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“After the medical examiner took one look at him, he or-
dered everyone in contact with the body to be put in quaran-
tine. He didn’t want what had killed the poor kid to spread
any further. Word at the station is that the two paramedics
are going to be quarantined for maybe at least two weeks.
The M.E. said the kid had been carrying some sort of plague
or something like that. Sounds almost biblical to me then we
have this tonight.” The older officer lowered his hand to rub
his chin.

“You don’t think they could. . .”
“No, no. I don’t see how that could be. At least, I hope

not. It’s probably just a strange set of coincidences in one day
is all.”

A gray sedan pulled up to the edge of the sidewalk and
lurched to a sudden stop missing the bright yellow band of
crime scene tape by only a few inches. A sudden, unexpect-
ed hot breeze sent the garish tape rocking and swaying in
the night air. Dust and debris swirled and moved down the
long corridor that was Belmont Avenue. This was one of the
main thoroughfares that connected some of the older urban
neighborhoods close to Music Row and Vanderbilt Univer-
sity to the affluent area of the city known as Green Hills.

“Looks like homicide is here,” the younger policeman
stated to his older companion.

A stout, middle-aged man emerged from the sedan and
moved to stand beside the two blue uniformed men watch-
ing the busy scene.

“Sergeant.” The man nodded after his terse greeting. “I
hear we’ve got a dead priest.”
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“Yes sir,” the officer answered and turned to look into the
crystal-clear blue eyes of the new arrival. He knew the calm,
gentle gaze belied the pugnacious nature of their owner.

Detective Hayden Douglan was Nashville’s best. Known
to be a bulldog when it came to investigating a crime, he was
tenacious and stubborn until he was satisfied there was not
one single piece of evidence left to dig up and after that was
sometimes known to still keep on going.

The sergeant continued with, “the young priest there,” as
he turned and pointed to Father Tom’s body spread out in an
unnatural, grotesque position on the asphalt. A chalk outline
formed a white, crisp halo around the body in stark contrast
to the dark gray pavement.

The detective lifted the crime scene tape and slipped un-
der it. He walked over to the side of the body and stared
down at the dead man’s prostrate, lifeless form. The young
priest’s robes were spread out around his body in the shape of
soft white wings, wings which had been useless in the empty
void beyond the edge of the cathedral’s roof. The only col-
or staining the white cloth was from the red pool of blood
which had oozed from the young man’s head. His right arm
extended above his head with the wrist mangled so badly his
hand turned 180 degrees around from its normal position.
The left foot also was rotated out of place to stick straight up
into the air, toes pointing toward the back of his calf. Ob-
serving the damage, the detective remained motionless for
a few minutes then shook his head in intense, quick move-
ments.

“What in the world happened here tonight for you to
end face down in the street like this?” he whispered to him-
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self. He walked back to the other two officers. “Has the
crime lab started yet?”

“Yes,” the older officer stated.
“Give me the highlights so I can start trying to under-

stand what happened.” Douglan pulled out a small notepad.
With blue pen hovering motionless above the white lined
page, the detective stared into the other man’s tense face.

“A call came in to 911 about ten past midnight from
a young woman named,” the sergeant thumbed through his
own notes, “Maria Bruno. She and her boyfriend were on
their way home from a friend’s party in the Gulch area when
Father Tom’s body fell flat out in front of their car. Said it
missed the hood of their car by only a few inches. It scared
both of them to death for sure. She’s standing over there if
you want to talk to her.”

He pointed to a thin, young girl with large blues eyes.
The intense glare of the lights gave an incandescent glow
to the straight blond hair falling just below her shoulders.
A husky, dark-headed young man placed one arm around
her shoulder as she stood trembling from what she had wit-
nessed this hot August night.

“I’ll get to her in a minute. What’s been found so far?
Are there any signs of a break-in, anything suggesting the
possibility of suicide?” The detective fired off the questions
in staccato fashion.

“No to both questions. So far, I’ve been told nothing un-
usual has been found, but Mark and Joe from the lab are still
inside looking for evidence if you want to talk to them.”
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Douglan frowned and flipped the notepad closed. After
a brusque thanks, he turned toward the young girl leaning
against her male companion.

“Miss Bruno, I’m Detective Douglan with the Metro
Homicide Unit. I understand you and your boyfriend here
were witnesses to Father Tom McClarin’s fall?”

Douglan extended his hand forward. After a second’s
hesitation, the young girl reached out and let him enclose her
small hand within his large grip. He could feel the tremors
caused by what she had seen still shaking her body.

“Yes,” she began in a soft tone.
Douglan had to lean forward to hear.
“Brent and I were coming home from a friend’s party.

We were driving down Belmont when all of a sudden, this
large, white thing just sort of fell out of the sky from
nowhere right in front of our car. We drove up on the side-
walk in front of that house over there to keep from running
over it.”

Douglan could see the couple’s small, red, two-seater
convertible parked halfway up on the sidewalk in front of a
large house across the street. As he glanced toward it, anoth-
er light was switched on in a room downstairs. Silhouetted
against the bright light, a man stared back at him from the
window.

“We didn’t know it was a man until Brent went over to
look at it, I mean the body. That’s when I called 911. For
help, I mean, I’ve never been around anything like this be-
fore.”
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Her blue eyes started to fill up, and one tear slipped
down onto her cheek. The boy leaned in to wipe at it with a
suntanned finger.

“Did you see anyone else, anyone on the sidewalk, cross-
ing the street, anywhere around the church?”

“There was no one, only this large, white thing falling
out of the sky.” She teared up again.

“Son, can you add anything else to Miss Bruno’s state-
ment?”

“No sir, I can’t. She’s told you everything. We were dri-
ving real slow down the Avenue here. You know, we had the
top down. The night was so hot, and we were listening to the
radio. All of a sudden out of nowhere, this large, big white
thing,” the boy spread his arms out wide and brought them
down, “fell out of the sky. I almost hit the lamp post over
there trying to miss it. I’m glad I didn’t hurt my dad’s car. It’s
the first time he’s let me use it. It’s brand new.” The boy end-
ed with a proud smile.

Douglan responded with a weak grin. “Yeah, I’m glad
you didn’t either. We didn’t need anything else to worry
about tonight, did we?” He hoped the sarcasm was not com-
pletely wasted on the young man. If a bent fender could have
been the only destruction he had to deal with tonight.

“Here’s my card. Since you’ve already given your state-
ments to the other officer over there, for now you two can
go on home. I may need you to come downtown to the sta-
tion if there are any problems later. Do you have another ride
coming?”

The young girl started, “My Mom and Dad are on their
way.”
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“Keep my card and call me if you think of anything else.”
He shook the young man’s hand and turned to walk toward
the front entrance of the cathedral.

A thin, gawky looking young man wearing the dark blue
vest of the crime lab stepped out onto the concrete steps and
stood for a moment surveying the busy scene before him. He
passed the large, black valise he was carrying from his right
hand into his left then set it down beside him. He took out
a white handkerchief from his vest pocket and lifted black
frame glasses to wipe beads of sweat off of his forehead and
nose.

“Hey, detective, you headed inside? Mark sent me out
here to finish taking photos.”

“Yeah. Where can I find him?”
“He’s in the kitchen in the back hallway. You know

where that’s at? On the west side over there.” The lab tech
jerked a thumb up in the direction of the kitchen. “He’s still
there gathering evidence.”

He shook his head as he watched the number of police
and onlookers which had gathered at the edges of the crime
tape. “This will make the front page tomorrow. It’s like a
three-ring circus out here. What a mess. I’d better hurry be-
fore we lose something we need.”

He scooped up the valise and moved over to the dead
man’s side and removed a camera. He started firing off
frames as fast as he could slam his finger down on the mech-
anism’s shutter.

Douglan was glad to get away from the noise and confu-
sion outside to the shelter of the main sanctuary inside. The
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only people here were two lab techs trying to gather finger-
prints at the end of the long aisle in front of the altar.

He passed them with a quick inquiry of “main kitchen”
as he pointed westward. One, a young woman, looked up to
nod an affirmation.

Remembering his last visit to this church, he was pretty
sure he knew where he was going. On that occasion, he had
been the best man at his widowed brother Bob’s second mar-
riage ceremony. The wedding had been a massive affair since
Douglan and his wife both came from large Catholic fami-
lies.

His wife would be upset at the news of the young priest’s
death. Cici, a nickname she had all her life, was what he
and all of her family called her instead of Elizabeth Anne.
She had always been a devoted Catholic, but it seemed to
Douglan to mean so much more to his wife than just a deep
devotion to a church or a religion. She lived on a different
level than the average person as if she was in touch with the
reality of a spiritual world and a living, breathing God.

His beliefs were not as rock solid as his wife’s. Sitting in
services with her, he often had a hard time listening to the
message from the pulpit. Maybe he had gotten cynical over
the years, but at times, he was full of too much doubt about
whether or not the speaker knew what he was talking about.

Things he had seen on his job caused him to question
how a kind, loving God could allow the horrific types of bru-
tality and darkness he saw every day to happen to the inno-
cents of the world, especially the children. Why did a good
God allow such things to occur? He would never under-
stand that as long as he was on this side of the grave.
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He managed to find the small kitchen. “Mark, what have
you got for me?”

“Everything here is as we found it,” a short paunchy man
with graying red hair answered as he slid out from under-
neath a small wooden table. He leaned with both hands on
the table as he lifted himself off the tile floor. “I’m getting too
old for this job. I can’t climb in and out of places like I used
to.”

“You’re just as spry as you used to be.” With a grin on his
face, Douglan slapped the man on the back.

“Yeah, right. Anyway, I want you to look at this. What
we found here were three upright chairs and this fourth one
turned over like this and then there’s the coffee cup.” Mark
touched an old, cracked coffee mug on the table top with a
gloved finger. “See, it’s still turned over with the tea on the
table.”

“Can I move it?”
“Put on one of these gloves. We’ve already got all the

photos in here that we need.”
Douglan rolled the cup over. In bold, black letters was

the word TOM. “You will, of course, do the chemical analy-
sis on the tea?”

“How long have we been working together?” Mark
rolled his eyes. “Anyway, it looks like the tea came out of
this old thermos over here.” The lab tech pointed to the open
thermos sitting on top of the stove.

“I’m going to need to know where that came from and
who put it there.”

“We’ve already got samples of the tea, and we’ll bag
everything we need. We can get started when we get back
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tonight.” The thermos was placed in the bottom of a clear
plastic bag. Mark snapped his valise shut. “It looks like it’s
time for me to leave. The rest of my crew will stay until all
the fingerprinting is done. Are you going to come back to the
lab?”

“I might stop by after I get all my paperwork started. I
need to see if there were any other people in the building.”

Douglan turned to go back the way he had come. He had
made it halfway down the center aisle of the sanctuary when
the young officer who had been out front came in followed
by a tall, silver-haired man wearing the black clothing and
white collar of a priest.

“Detective Douglan.” The young officer flagged him
down in mid-stride. “This is Father Robert Sullivan. He’s the
ex-priest, I mean, the former head priest of the cathedral.”

“Father, I’m glad you came in. Maybe you can help shed
some light on what happened tonight.”

“I have no idea, detective. All I know is my former sec-
retary, Margaret, called me and gave me the awful news that
Tom, I mean Father Tom, was dead. One of our parishioners
was out late, passed by the church, saw all the police cars and
called her. Is it true Father Tom has jumped off the top of the
building? This is terrible, just terrible.” The older man cov-
ered his face with both hands.

“We are not sure yet what has taken place inside this
building tonight. I was hoping you could fill me in on that.
How about we sit down.” Douglan reached out to help the
almost overcome man down onto a church pew.

“As your young officer said, I’m the former rector or se-
nior priest here at St. Angela’s. I retired only ten months
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ago. I helped Tom ease into his new position then stepped
down for good. I have never seen a man so well suited for the
priesthood and his position here, especially in such a young
man. I couldn’t have been happier with, with. . .” his voice
faltered and fell off into silence as he sniffed and large tears
filled his eyes. He pulled a white handkerchief from a dark
trouser pocket. “I can’t believe he would do something like
this. He seemed so happy.”

“I know this is difficult for you, but I need you to think
hard and see if you can give me any clues. Could anyone that
you know have wanted to hurt Father Tom? What was his
general state of mind? Had you noticed anything out of the
ordinary in his behavior? Was he doing drugs?”

The older man shook his head and waved both hands.
“No, no, definitely not doing drugs. That’s impossible. Some-
one here would have picked up on that. Besides, he wasn’t
that kind of person.”

“I have to explore all possibilities. Sometimes, we don’t
know people as well as we think we do.”

“I told you he seemed happy and was settling well into
the life of our parish. He was fitting in, and everyone was be-
ginning to warm up to him. They loved the idea of a young
priest with all his enthusiasm and energy. Why, he had just
started work on some kind of new research paper he was try-
ing to write. I think he wanted to attempt to turn it into a
book. That’s what Margaret and he were doing tonight. She
was helping transcribe some of the pages for him.”

“That would be Margaret who?”
“Margaret Sullivan.”
Douglan looked up.
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“She is my sister-in-law. She and my brother have been
married thirty-six years this next Monday. My brother fol-
lowed me here when he learned I was going to be parish
priest here.”

“I need her home address and phone number I will have
to talk to her.”

“Sure, it’s 432-8890, and she lives right out on Highway
100, 325 Highway 100. If you can get her to calm down. She
was so upset when I talked to her. Please be easy on her. She
has a mild heart condition, and Ralph, my brother, may have
given her a sedative to keep her calmed down.”

“I understand, but I will need to speak to her as soon as
possible. She may have been the last person to Father Tom
alive.”

Father Sullivan stumbled as he tried to lift himself from
the pew. Douglan caught him under the arm.

“Do you need any help, Father? We can have a para-
medic look at you if you’re not feeling well.”

Pushing the detective’s hand away, the older man said,
“No, I can make it through this. Anything I can do to help,
just let me know. I can get all of Father Tom’s personnel
records out of the office and give you complete access to his
desk and personal belongings if that will help in any way.”

“You must be a mind reader.” Douglan patted the priest
on his shoulder. “I was going to ask for access to his things.
I’ll need to go through them to get me started in the right
direction, and the less time I waste the quicker I can decide
what steps to take next.”

“Then follow me.” The elderly priest turned back toward
the altar and led Douglan past it, through another exit and
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down a short hallway to a heavy, oak door. It squeaked as Fa-
ther Sullivan pushed against the dark wood.

The older man walked across the darkened room to turn
on a small desk lamp. Light bounced off the shining surface
of a massive wooden desk at the back of the room revealing
the wood grain and warm sienna tones of the ancient tree
that had been used to build it. The atmosphere in the room
seemed warm and inviting to Douglan as he continued to
look around the room. Floor to ceiling bookcases were so
full of books they seemed to be pushing their way off of the
shelves. Heavy, dark green draperies framed the large win-
dow behind the young man’s desk, and white blinds were
closed tight against the dark of the night. Douglan walked
over to stand behind Father Tom’s empty chair.

“Here’s the key, detective.”
“Thanks.”
Douglan took the old metal key ring from Father Sulli-

van’s shaking fingers and pushed the key into the lock of the
drawer in the middle of the desk. The drawer on well used
rollers opened almost without any effort but was empty. In-
stantaneously, the mood of the room darkened. Something
was not right. There was not a pencil, a paperclip, not even
a stray staple to be found. Only a small amount of dust re-
mained as Douglan ran his finger over the bare surface.

“Was he some kind of neat freak?”
“No, he was not. Someone has been in here. This drawer

should not be empty. Someone’s cleaned everything out of
it.” Father Sullivan leaned across the front of the desk to jerk
the drawer out. “This is impossible. I know I have seen him
put his papers in here.”
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He rounded the corner of the desk to pull two lower
drawers open. Their contents were in complete disarray.
Whoever had gone through them last must have been in a
frantic hurry to leave them in such a mess.

“Father, I need you to look around. Here’s these gloves.
See if you think there could be something else missing.”

The priest put the thin gloves on and once again
searched the desk’s drawers. “Unless Father Tom had started
keeping his research paper somewhere new I’m not aware of,
his notes and any transcribed pages Margaret had done for
him should have been in that drawer. You will have to con-
firm this with Margaret, but I’m pretty sure someone has
taken everything connected with the paper he was writing.”

Douglan touched his cellphone screen. “Mark, are you
still on premises? Good. You’re going to have to search in a
periphery of at least a half mile. We have possibly had a theft
in the priest’s office. You’ll be looking for any kind of papers
or office supplies. His research papers are missing. Search for
anything that looks like it could have come from his desk.”

Father Sullivan stood and looked around the room. He
walked over to a wooden armoire and opened the doors full
of ornate carvings of fruit and cherub heads on each corner
staring out into the room’s interior.

“His robes are missing, and my old sandals are gone too.
I left them here. I sometimes wear them when I visit, but of
course, Father Tom had them on tonight when you found
him, I mean his...” The older man’s voice broke.

“I understand. Is there anything else you can remember
that’s gone?”
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“That looks like the most important things. As I said be-
fore, since I am not here on a daily basis anymore, I am not
up on what all he kept in here. Margaret will be able to fill
you in on that.”

“The only other thing we need are the personnel records
on Father McClarin. We’ll need to contact his family. I will
have an officer go with you to get those if you wish then give
you a ride back home if you don’t feel like driving. If you
think of anything else, just give me a call. Here’s my cell num-
ber. Thanks for all your help.” Douglan turned to help the
older man out the doorway and back into the hallway. “I for-
got to ask. What was his research paper about?”

“I’m not sure of the exact nature of the text, but I believe
it was on some of the older manuscripts that had been
brought to light in the past few years. I think they were sup-
posed to be about some sort of additional prophecy or reve-
lations about the church in the end times. That’s all I know. I
have to admit I was not keeping up with all the new articles
and information coming out of the Middle East in regard to
that sort of thing. Margaret will be more aware of that infor-
mation. Let me know if there’s anything else I can do, any-
thing at all.”

The older man started down the hallway. As Douglan
stood watching him, the same young officer appeared in
front of the priest and made his way toward the detective.

“Sir, I believe you need to come with me. They’ve found
some homeless guy outside in the back alley who thinks he
might have seen something. He’s out front in the main sanc-
tuary.” The young man was breathing hard and fast from his
short sprint down the hallway.
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The two men traveled toward the sanctuary and came
upon a small group of blue uniforms huddled around the
end of the first pew. As they saw Douglan approaching, they
stepped away from what had been holding their attention to
reveal a diminutive and extremely dirty older man sitting in
a slumped position. He looked up to stare Douglan in the
eyes. Douglan coughed as he came closer to his witness. The
smell was overwhelming. The man reeked of garbage and al-
cohol. Was he going to be able to believe anything this wit-
ness might say? A look of fear moved across the old man’s
face and intensified with each approaching step the detective
took.

After Douglan reached the pew, an officer standing close
to the older man put a hand on his shoulder. “It’s alright,
Willie. This is Detective Douglan from downtown. He only
wants to know what you’ve seen. The same thing you told us.
Don’t worry. You’re not in trouble.”

Willie looked up with eyes bleary and blood-shot from
alcohol and extended a shaking right hand toward the detec-
tive. Douglan grasped the offered hand in his own firm grip.

“Hey, Willie, I’m Detective Douglan with Homicide. I
need to get a little information from you. That’s all.”

“Yes sir.”
“Is that your real name, Willie, just Willie?’
“No sir. My mama named me William, William Alexan-

der Snow. I come from Kentucky. Been in Nashville twenty
years.”

“Good. The officers here tell me you saw something out-
side. I need to know what that was. We’ve had the death of
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a nice, young priest here tonight, and anything you could do
to help would be appreciated.”

“Well, like I told them, I didn’t see much. I was sleeping
like I do sometimes in the ally out back behind some garbage
cans when this man comes rushing out the back door and
knocked up against one of them cans. Woke me up so sud-
den it almost gave me a heart attack. He was in an awful hur-
ry.”

“Could you identify him if we showed you some pictures
down at the station?”

“No sir, I could not. It’s not that I don’t want to. It ain’t
that. It’s that the guy had on a helmet, one of them fancy,
black motorcycle helmets you see all over town. I couldn’t
see a thing but that helmet.”

“Anything you could tell me about how big he was or
what he was wearing?”

Willie scratched his rough, unshaven chin and glanced
sideways up at Douglan. “You wouldn’t have a cigarette for
an old man, would you? I’m starting to feel kind of shaky
here.”

“You tell us all you saw, and George over there will see if
he can find you a whole pack of cigarettes.”

The old man’s eyes lit up. “Yeah, yeah, that’ll work.” He
swallowed hard. “Like I said, he had on a black helmet, a re-
ally extra fancy pair of black, pointy-toed boots and one of
them tight, black leather jackets, and he left real fast. I mean
real fast on a black motorcycle parked back in the alley. Left
real fast.” With one hand shaking, he rubbed his face and
started with, “Now if I could have that cigarette?”

“Is that all?”
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“Wait a minute. Shoot, I almost forgot. There was an-
other man waiting for him on another bike. He was dressed
all in black too with a helmet on like the other guy’s. He
looked to be a little bigger than the other one. He must have
been getting nervous. He kept waving for the other one to
come on and get back on his cycle. They took off fast enough
to burn the rubber on them bike tires.”

“Thanks for all the help. Now we’re going to go out back,
and I want you to show us where the cycles were parked, and
after that, you can have your pack of cigarettes.”

Douglan laid a hand on the old man’s shoulder. Two of-
ficers lifted the sitting man to his feet. Douglan reached for
his phone and started with, “Hi, hon. I’m not going to be
able to make it home for a long time. Just wanted to let you
know.”

It was going to be a long night indeed, much longer than
he had at first anticipated. He flicked off his phone and con-
tinued to step toward what appeared to be a difficult night.
It was his responsibility to try and make sense out of what
had happened to the young priest whose cold, lifeless body
still lay only a few yards outside the front doors of one of the
largest churches in town.
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Chapter Four

The thick pile of loose papers landed on the desk with a
dull thud. The disheveled man trying to stay awake be-

hind the soft blue glow of his computer screen gave a low
grunt and jerked his eyes open. He coughed, tried to re-
arrange his tie and sat up straighter in his chair.

“Long, hard night, detective?” A sarcastic grin filled the
face of the man standing on the opposite side of the desk.

“Yea, Tucker, harder than I care to admit. My age must
be catching up to me. I can’t do this as easily as I used to.”
Douglan wiped one hand across his face and rubbed tired
eyes. “I think I’m going to have to go home and sleep a little
while.”

“Here is all the paperwork for last night with the wit-
nesses’ statements. Everything is through processing so
maybe you will be able to get some sleep after all.” Hesitat-
ing, Tucker crossed his arms and stared down at Douglan.
“Is it going to be a homicide or another jumper? You sure
wouldn’t think a priest would kill himself.”

“Everything I’ve heard about the man so far is that he
was happy with his new position so, of course, Mark and the
lab are testing him and the environment for traces of any
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types of drugs. I’ve been told early tests have come back neg-
ative, but samples have been sent off-site for more complicat-
ed stuff, you know, designer drugs, bath salts. That’s going to
take a few days to get back results on those nasty buggers.”

“Whoa, I’ve got to admit somebody would have to have
a heck of a nerve entering a church and trying to drug a
priest.” Tucker turned to leave the detective’s desk then
moved back. “I almost forgot. Here is a message from the
Medical Examiner’s office. It seems they need to talk to you
about some guy, a homeless man, that died yesterday after-
noon down on Eighth Avenue South. There’s the number.
Good luck and try to get some sleep. You sure look like you
could use it.”

“Thanks. You look great this morning yourself.”
Douglan retuned the man’s compliment with a sarcastic
joust of his own.

Each man knew the other well, having shared the do-
main of the Homicide Investigation Department longer
than any of the others. Both were counting down the years
until they could hand in their badges and retire. Nights like
last night made Douglan feel it could not come too soon for
him. He knew for sure his wife would be glad to get a more
sedate lifestyle where they could spend more time together
and with grandchildren that were growing up too fast.

He touched the screen of his cellphone and punched in
the number written on the small pink post it note. Pink, why
would they use pink in a Homicide Department? It seemed
a little too sissy for him, but—the thought was interrupted
by the sound of a voice on the other end. He asked for Dr.
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Gerard, the Chief Medical Examiner, and in a few seconds,
the doctor’s familiar voice answered.

“Detective Douglan, I’m glad you called me so soon. I
think I have something here you might want to see. Aren’t
you dealing with the death of the young priest last night?”

“Good grief, good news sure does travel fast. How did
you know that?”

The doctor gave a quick small laugh. “Well, like you, de-
tective, I’ve been doing my job long enough to have a few
contacts inside your department too. I need to talk to you
and show you something that might be connected to the
priest’s death. Could you come out to the lab sometime to-
day?”

“How about two o’clock this afternoon?”
“That’s great and a relief. Like I said, I think I have some-

thing you need to see.”
“I’ll be there. Thanks for calling.”
Douglan shook his head. What in the world could Ger-

ard have that would connect the death of a street person to
the death of the well-liked, well-respected and seemingly on
the surface good Father Tom? I sure hope I’m not going to
dip up some dirt on someone like him. I don’t feel like dig-
ging up another scandal on anyone else right now. It would
be another let down for the community, and he did not en-
joy watching the church have to take another blow to the
chin so to speak.
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DRY LEAVES BLEW ACROSS the gray asphalt hurrying
to miss the rolling impetus of the car’s tires. As Douglan
pulled his car door handle and emerged into the hot after-
noon sun, a sudden gust of dry, heated air blew across his
face lifting damp hair from his forehead. Man, it’s boiling out
here. I hope Gerard has something worth driving all the way
out here for.

He paused to look up at the shining glass and red brick
walls baking in the afternoon heat. The building was state of
the art, almost brand new, and had been in use for only a
few years. He knew most of the staff that worked inside and
was certain none of them would have called him out here
on a Sunday afternoon unless something unusual and vital
to a case had been found. Dr. Gerard must be extremely im-
pressed with a piece of evidence to be in such a big rush to
give the information to him.

Approaching the main doors, he looked at his reflection
mirrored in their glass panels and say how much he needed
to go home, clean up and get some fresh clothes. He wiped
at his hair and made an effort to smooth the wrinkles in his
suit, but before he could finish, he saw the slight figure of the
doctor approaching through the bright, reflective surfaces.
Gerard slipped a key card into the inside lock and opened
one side for the detective to enter. Cooled air rushed out-
ward through the entrance making Douglan even more ea-
ger to get inside. He stepped through the doorway.

“I am so glad you could come this afternoon.” The doc-
tor grabbed his hand, half shaking it and half pulling him
further inside.” As I said over the phone, I have something
you will be most eager to see as I believe it concerns your case
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with the young priest. I have everything ready and laid out in
our conference room.” Gerard turned and walked across the
front lobby leaving Douglan to follow.

Douglan could sense the doctor’s excitement, or was it
stress, in the quickening of his pace. Overhead skylights al-
lowed glaring shafts of afternoon sun into the lobby throw-
ing the two men’s profiles into shadowed movements on the
gray tiles floor.

As soon as they entered the conference room and
reached the large oval table, the doctor started pushing and
shoving papers around in his anxiety to reveal what had
brought him to this state of agitation.

“Why I have called you here today is this.” He pulled a
small clear plastic bag out from underneath the mess of pa-
pers and waved it under Douglan’s nose. Inside was a small,
yellow piece of paper.

“Well, doc, unless you think I can read minds, I will need
to see what’s on that paper to know whether I should get as
upset as you seem to be.” Douglan reached for the bag.

“No, no. I cannot open the bag without you putting on a
pair of gloves.” Doctor Gerard pulled thin latex gloves from
their box and handed a pair to Douglan.

“I’m supposing what that paper has been exposed to is
not so good, right?”

“It is very, very bad, especially since it has ended up in a
large metropolitan area such as Nashville.”

Douglan obliged the doctor by pushing his large hands
inside what now felt to him like too thin gloves. If what
might be on that paper was that bad, maybe he needed to put
on two pairs of gloves!
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“Okay, doc, I’ve got my gloves on. How about letting me
see that piece of paper.”

Gerard had finished with his own gloves and removed
the small, yellow slip of paper. He unfolded it and handed it
to Detective Douglan.

There were only three words—Father Tom McClar-
in—on the surface of the note. That was all that was written
on what might become one of the more important pieces of
evidence Douglan had received so far in his investigation in-
to the young priest’s death.

“What are you, the medical examiner, doing with this
piece of paper?” Douglan stared into the doctor’s large black
eyes which were staring with the same intensity back into his
own.

“It was on the body of a young man who was found un-
conscious on Eighth Avenue South. He was rushed to Van-
derbilt Hospital where he died a few hours later. We received
the body around 4:00 P.M. yesterday afternoon.”

“Does your office have a name yet on the victim?”
“We have identified him this morning through AFIS as

Randall Sissom. He is or was an undergraduate student at
the Free Will Baptist College here in Nashville.”

“The cause of death?”
“That is the part that is so disturbing. We suspect he died

from a disease that is truly rare here in the United States. We
have sent samples out to a laboratory to confirm our suspi-
cions.” The doctor paused then inhaled. “We cannot be one-
hundred percent sure until the results come in, but our staff
here is suspicious it is the Ebola virus.”
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Doctor Gerard extended his hand reaching for the small
yellow note in Douglan’s hand. He handed it back to the
doctor who without delay placed it back inside the plastic
bag.

“The same Ebola that’s been in the news?”
“Yes, the same Ebola that has killed so many people in

West Africa and most recently the Congo. The death rate
reached as high as ninety percent in some areas. That is what
is so disturbing, and let me show you this.”

After removing his gloves, the doctor reached for a pho-
tograph then turned his attention back to Douglan. “Your
gloves, cross-contamination you know.”

Douglan slipped off his gloves and disposed of them in
the orange biohazard bag next to the table. His full atten-
tion was then turned to the photo in Gerard’s hand. It was
a picture of the top of the young man’s right hand. His en-
tire hand was so swollen the skin was drawn tight enough to
cause large cracks or tears in its surface that were weeping a
clear fluid. To Douglan, there appeared to be a large, red welt
or blotch in the exact middle of the top of his hand.

“This , detective, upon our preliminary autopsy results
appears to be,” the doctor hesitated for a couple of seconds,
drew in one long breath and continued with, “an injection
site.”

Without pause, the world outside this small room ceased
to exist for Douglan as the doctor now had his full and com-
plete attention. With a rising intensity in his voice, Douglan
queried with, “An injection site?”

“We believe it to be an injection site, compatible with
the size and shape of a puncture would that would be left by
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a syringe needle. I have consulted with several of the other
junior members of my staff, and it is unanimous among us.
We will be glad to state that is the professional opinion of
this office.”

“What was he injected with? Have you run toxicology
on the blood?”

“We ran them stat as soon as the wound was noticed.
The ones we have gotten back so far have come back nega-
tive. We have also sent those samples off site for a more in-
depth analysis. We should have the results back in at least a
week, but as far as we can tell right now, he was free of any
type of drug.”

“What are you telling me, doc, that I’m not sure I’m
picking up on?”

“We are running tissue samples of the area around the
injection site, and we all feel, that is my colleagues here and
I feel,” again the several seconds hesitation, “he was injected
possibly, that it is a great possibility,” the doctor’s voice shook
from his anxiety, “because of what appears to be an extreme
amount of inflammation around the wound that he was in-
jected with the Ebola virus which, of course, means—

Douglan interrupted, “It means we’re not looking at any
ordinary street person found dead on the streets of
Nashville. We’re looking at murder.”

He sat down in one of the metal and plastic chairs sur-
rounding the table. After sitting still for a minute, he sighed
then reached for the paperwork strewn out in loose stacks on
the table.

“This means somehow his death could be linked with
the priest’s. I’ve got two murders to solve now. I will need
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to see everything you have starting with the autopsy reports,
any and every piece of information you have including all his
personal belongings.”

“About that, the paramedics found something a little
unusual among the personal belongings.” Doctor Gerard
pulled another photograph from the stack and slid it over
the slick, gray surface of the table toward Douglan.

“What’s this?”
“It appears to be some sort of container. It’s made of

leather and looks old or perhaps even ancient if you would
choose to use that word.”

Douglan was staring down at a photo of a round con-
tainer about two to three feet long but only five to six inches
in diameter with a leather hinged lid at one end and long,
leather carrying straps hanging down the side.

“Where is this, and what was inside it?”
“We have it stored along with the rest of the young man’s

property. They’re all considered to be contaminated so we
have them in special storage in the laboratory. The container
itself was brought in empty. We don’t know what was in it;
however, there was some sort of odd symbol engraved on the
inside of the lid. Here is what we found when we opened it.”

Douglan stared down at what appeared to be a red lion
rising upon on his hind legs on top of a decorative symbol
with paws outstretched before him, claws bared and wearing
a golden crown. A row of tufted green feathers rose out of
the skin on his back. Below the decorative symbol was what
looked like a shield with the same red lion raised upon his
hind legs with paws outstretched before him.

“What in the world is this?”
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“My staff and I think it is some sort of family crest or
coat or arms. We haven’t had time to research it yet. We were
so busy trying to contact all the proper authorities in regard
to the Ebola that we haven’t had time to sit down and look
for the meaning behind this figure.”

“Has everyone been notified that has to be notified
about the Ebola?”

“Yes, the local Health Department and the CDC have
both been contacted. We have quarantined the paramedics
who picked up the body for about twenty-five days. We are
fortunate Ebola is not ordinarily airborne but is spread
through direct contact with contaminated body fluids. We
must hope it has not spread, but in order to be sure, everyone
who was in contact with this infected young man should be
quarantined. The paramedics told us there were a few street
people standing around Mr. Sissom when they picked him
up off the sidewalk. They should be rounded up and quaran-
tined for at least two to three weeks. This is about standard
incubation time for this disease.”

“Yeah, doc, but that may be easier said than done. We’ll
try to find as many as we can. I will see if the paramedics rec-
ognized any of the street people. That will be the first thing
I do when I get back to the office this afternoon. I will need
to take a copy of all your files with me. Was there anything
else you needed to discuss before I leave? Anything else out
of the ordinary that you think I should know?”

“No, I have told you everything unusual that we have
seen. Everything else is in the files for you to look over.”
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Douglan gathered all the loose papers and photographs
into one large manila folder which he shoved under his arm
then grabbed the doctor’s hand.

“Thanks for laying all this out for me and pointing out
the main facts. I appreciate your conscientiousness. It helps
to talk to you face to face like this. If you come across any-
thing else, call me anytime. Here’s my cellphone number. I
think our offices are going to have to work in close commu-
nication on this one.”

He finished shaking the doctor’s hand and turned to
leave. The doctor followed him through the main lobby with
neither man saying a word, each in their own private reverie.
Douglan’s was one now of almost total confusion. The doc-
tor was in extreme anxiety over the possibility of a devastat-
ing disease spreading onto the sidewalks and streets of down-
town Nashville and from there into the homes of private cit-
izens.

After walking through the sunlight filled lobby, Douglan
turned again, thanked the doctor and exited into the
warmth of the late afternoon sun. Unanswered questions
were racing fleet-footed through the corridors of chaos cre-
ated in his mind by his afternoon spent with the doctor. Af-
ter climbing into his car, he slammed the door hard with the
loud abrupt ringing of metal against metal breaking the si-
lence of the otherwise empty parking lot.

Rest would have to wait until later. Now was the time to
move without delay to find answers to fill the empty bottle
of truth whose dry bottom he was staring down into. Time
and hard work were the only things that would be able to fill
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it up even if it meant each answer might be only a small, slow
drip into its dry well.
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Chapter Five

The atmosphere around Detective Douglan’s desk the
next morning was charged with a strong sense of pur-

pose and the lurking potential of hidden secrets. With fin-
gers flying on his keyboard and hands shuffling files,
Douglan had been busy for at least a couple of hours.

The first thing he had done when he had gotten in was
to talk by phone to both paramedics now quarantined in
Nashville General Hospital. They had given as many names
and physical descriptions of the street people surrounding
Randall Sissom as they could recall. Metro Health and the
Police Department were working together to try and round
up as many of them as possible. Douglan knew that would
not be easy. These guys could be close-mouthed with any of
the authorities since, like always, they would assume it was
going to get somebody into trouble. The extreme danger of
the disease was going to have to be made clear to them.

He had left his desk only a few times to go over to the
coffeepot to fill up on caffeine. After one such trip and an-
other session of staring into his computer screen for a few
minutes, he decided to follow his gut instincts. Grabbing a
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file folder off his desk, he made his way to an elevator and
pushed a button.

A few minutes later he exited into a large open room on
the upper floor of the station. He walked over to the first cu-
bicle where a middle-aged man sat concentrating with such
intensity on what he was entering into his computer that
he was oblivious to everything going on around him. Af-
ter watching the man’s back for a second or two, Douglan
slammed his file folder onto the corner of the man’s desk.
The typist jumped.

“Hey, Murphy, what do you have on a Randall Sissom?”
“Off the top of my head, nothing, but let me see what

the system shows.” Looking through bifocals, Murphy
punched a few keys and pulled up a photo ID with text un-
derneath. “My baby here says the guy is missing. A Missing
Person’s Report was filed about three weeks ago by his fami-
ly.”

“He’s not missing anymore, Murph. He’s dead.” Douglan
flipped his file open and pointed to the Medical Examiner’s
report. “I’d like a report on everything you have, what loca-
tion in Davidson County he disappeared from and who filed
the report.”

“That’s the strange thing about this case. The guy was an
undergrad at the Free Will Baptist Bible College, but he dis-
appears from the Holy Land, Jerusalem to be exact. Let me
scroll through and see what we have.” He read for a few sec-
onds.

“It seems some other students he was traveling with on
a school sponsored trip to the Holy Land went to wake him
up one morning in his hotel room, and he was gone. He had
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disappeared into thin air. An official Missing Person’s Report
was filed with Interpol. They tracked him down to Istanbul,
Turkey, but from there they lost his trail and couldn’t find
any further traces of him. The family filed a report with us in
case anything should turn up here, but the case has been sit-
ting around getting colder by the day.” Murphy looked up at
Douglan through his bifocals. “That is until the second you
dropped that file on my desk.”

“Istanbul? Like I said I’ll need everything you have. I’m
going to need more information on this guy’s overseas itin-
erary. I’ll get in touch with Interpol myself, but I’d like the
names of the contacts you used in their offices.”

“I’ll keep sending you updates. Looks like this is going to
be a big, bad bear of a case.” Murphy glanced up with a brief
sympathetic look. Douglan nodded in agreement.

Back downstairs, Douglan filed the first official report
with Interpol requesting information on Randall Sissom’s
Missing Person’s File. He sent notification of death and an
official copy of the Homicide File. He would have to call
them later in the afternoon, but right now, he needed to set
up two other interviews. He made the dreaded call to Sis-
som’s family to talk later in the day then picked through a
small circle of papers laying at the edge of his crowded desk.

“Here you are.” He punched the number in his cell-
phone. “Good morning, Father Sullivan. I’m sorry to be
bothering you, but I needed to talk to you again, and I was
wondering if you thought your sister-in-law, Margaret,
would feel like talking to me sometime today. Good, I was
hoping you would say that. I’d like to meet you at the church
and see if she could glance around Father Tom’s office and
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tell if anything else is missing. One o’clock? I’ll meet you at
the Belmont entrance.”

Downtown was always crowded in the middle of the day,
and he had to park at least two blocks away. By the time he
got to the front entrance of the cathedral, Douglan felt like
he had sweated off ten pounds. Cici would have been hap-
py about that. She liked to fuss about the benefits of exercise
for a man his age. I guess fifty-four isn’t too late to start tak-
ing care of myself. He swung the heavy front door open and
stepped up the concrete step into the quiet cool of the inte-
rior.

Adjusting to the darker interior, he could see Father Sul-
livan on his knees, head bowed and hands clasped, in front
of the figure of Christ on the cross at the front of the sanc-
tuary. A woman was seated in the first pew behind him with
head bowed. Hating to disturb their prayers, he hesitated a
few minutes at the back then moved toward the two people
lost for this moment in time in their own thoughts at the
front of the massive room.

As he walked down the small aisle toward the side of the
woman, he could see her hands clasped in prayer before her
chest. After he cleared his throat, she turned her head toward
the noise.

She stared at Douglan for a few seconds, and all he could
see at first was the intense blue of her eyes which were cloud-
ed by a fine mist of tears. A small black scarf covered dark
hair showing only slight traces of gray at the sides. For her
age, she was still a very attractive woman. Father Sullivan
dropped his hands and rose from the low bench on which
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he was kneeling. He took a seat beside his sister-in-law and
placed one arm around her shoulder.

“Detective Douglan.” The priest stuck out his hand, and
Douglan returned the courtesy. “This is my sister-in-law,
Margaret. She was Father Tom’s secretary and was, as I told
you, working with him on the manuscript he was preparing.”

“Margaret, I’m glad to meet you. I’m sorry for the cir-
cumstances and for your grief. I will try to keep this as brief
as possible, but I need all the help you can give.” He reached
to shake her hand. She lifted it as if there was a heavy weight
attached to it.

“I’m sorry. I’ve been so upset since I heard what hap-
pened Saturday night. I’m afraid the effects of the medicine
I took last night haven’t quite worn off.” She forced a weak
smile.

“I understand. I need to know if you have noticed any-
thing unusual in Father Tom’s behavior. Any small thing you
can think of, and of course, what the manuscript was about
that he was working on.”

“I had not noticed anything out of the ordinary. He
seemed so happy and settled into his life here. Everyone
loved him. We all loved his energy, enthusiasm,” she hesi-
tated reaching for the right word, “his passion for his work
here.” She sniffed and brought up a small, white lace hand-
kerchief to touch at her eyes.

“About that work, I have been told by Father Sullivan
that you have been transcribing Father Tom’s manuscript.
Tell me about that.”

“There’s nothing much to tell. We started about six
weeks ago, working late Saturday afternoons. He was not
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scheduled to do Sunday morning masses on a routine basis.
One of the other priests handled those.”

“Did anyone else know that he was working on the man-
uscript?”

“I don’t know for sure. Wait, Father Connally knew be-
cause I heard him teasing Father Tom, at least that’s what it
sounded like to me, about his book on the church in the last
days of all time.”

“That’s the only other person you knew that had talked
to him about it?”

“You can question some of the other people who work
here, but I don’t know of anyone right now but him.”

“Tell me about Connally. Is he new here also?”
The priest and sister-in-law looked at each other.
“I recommended Father Connally myself for his position

here. I don’t believe he could be involved in harming Father
Tom.” Father Sullivan stared up into Douglan’s face.

“Like I’ve said before, we don’t always know people as
well as we think we do, but no matter what, I’ll have to
talk to him. I’ll need his personnel records as well. Did Fa-
ther Tom have any other unusual contacts, any telephone
calls or maybe a visit from a person you had never met be-
fore?” Douglan removed from a pocket a small black and
white snapshot of Randall Sissom and leaned toward Mar-
garet. “Say, perhaps from this young man?”

After staring at the photo for a minute, she started with,
“I don’t recognize the face,” but then thought for a moment
in silence, her damp handkerchief held crumpled at her
mouth. Pulling it away from her lips, she stared into
Douglan’s eyes as her face brightened. “I do remember now.
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There was an unusual telephone call this past week. I can’t re-
member if it was Tuesday or Wednesday, but it was unusual
in that the connection was terrible. The static was so bad I al-
most could not make out what the person on the other end
was saying. It sounded like a young man, and he asked for Fa-
ther Tom by name so I transferred the call into his office.”

“Did he tell you who it was?”
“I must admit I was being nosey when I said something

to him later about the poor connection. He wouldn’t say
much. Just said it was an overseas call, but he didn’t look too
happy. He looked upset or even nervous.”

“Nervous?”
“Now that I think about it, yes, he did seem unsettled af-

ter the call.” Douglan watched her face. Her look softened
on the last few words, and tears seemed to be starting to form
again in her blue eyes. Father Sullivan tightened his grip on
her shoulders.

“Do you think you could go through Father Tom’s office
with me and see if you can determine if anything else might
be missing?”

“With Bob here, I think I can try.” She turned to her
brother-in-law. He nodded and squeezed her hand.

“Let’s go and get this over with.”
Douglan moved the two down through the hall and into

Father Tom’s office. Margaret did okay until they opened the
armoire and saw the emptiness of its interior. She reached
with a shaking hand and opened one small drawer. She
teared up again and asked if she could sit down. All three
seated themselves in comfortable armchairs lined up on one
wall in front of the overfilled bookshelves. The two men saw
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waiting in the silence of the room as Margaret tried to com-
pose herself. She managed to speak after a few minutes.

“I’m so sorry. Father Tom and I had grown close while I
helped him with his manuscript. I thought of him as a friend
not just another parish priest. About the matter of his per-
sonal belongings, I don’t think anything else is missing ex-
cept what you have already discovered. If the middle draw-
er of his desk was empty that means someone got everything
connected with his manuscript. The transcribed papers, the
CD it was stored on, all his notes on the subject were in
there.”

Douglan turned to the priest. “This manuscript must
have been pretty important for someone to risk breaking in
and causing the death of a priest. What in the world was in
that paper of his?”

“It was based on a theory. I mean, Father Tom had never
seen or read the document he was writing about. He had
done a lot of research at Vanderbilt’s library and several other
places. His paper was almost finished this last Saturday
night. It was something about a Dead Sea Scroll that had
been kept hidden because of how it would affect the make-
up, the organization of the modern Christian churches. He
was trying to prove the document actually existed, but right
now, I can’t remember any of the names he mentioned. My
brain still feels fuzzy after this weekend. Maybe in a few days.
. .” Her voice trailed off into a soft whisper.

Father Sullivan patted her on the hand. “We understand.
Ralph should be waiting for you. Let me check and see if he’s
here.”
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After one quick phone call, he rose, took Margaret by
the hand and led her toward the door. Hesitating before she
stepped through the doorway, she turned back to Douglan.

“I’ll let you know if I remember anything else.”
Douglan nodded his thanks. “Father, could I speak with

you again when you’re finished?”
“Yes, of course.”
After leaving Margaret in the arms of her husband, the

elderly priest returned to Father Tom’s office and settled back
into the same chair he had just left.

“Now, tell me what I can help you with.”
“Surely, you must have some knowledge of this docu-

ment. The department is not sure, but it could have led not
only to one death, but two. Would you or anybody else be
able to help us get information on it?”

“There is someone in town who might be able to at least
point you in the right direction. He’s the pastor of an in-
ner-city charismatic church, a rather large one, right here in
Nashville. He’s also a part-time professor at Vanderbilt’s Di-
vinity School. I’ll give you his name and the church address.
He has a strong background in Middle Eastern history and
the church’s history in that part of the world. You need to go
talk to him. As I said, I haven’t kept up with things like this
in quite a while.” He scribbled on a small pad and handed the
note to Douglan.

“I appreciate your help, but before I go, would there be
any way I could talk to Father Connally since I’m already
here?”

“I’ll take you to his office, but I doubt he’ll have the time
right now. He carries a tight, busy schedule. When I stepped
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down from being the main pastor here at the cathedral, I rec-
ommended him for my position and Father Tom for a posi-
tion as one of the associate pastors. They both arrived at the
same time. I doubt he could be involved with Father Tom’s
death.”

“I hate to make the suggestion, but if this was murder
then information about Father Tom’s habits and his schedule
had to come from someone working inside the cathedral.
The Department will want to come and check all the
church’s computers and go back through phone calls.”
Douglan paused watching as the impact of his words dark-
ened the expression on the older man’s face. “From this point
forward, I need you and your sister-in-law to not talk to any-
one about the case. Is it possible for me to talk to Father
Connally while I’m still here?”

“Follow me. His office is down the hallway.”
Father Sullivan led Douglan down several narrow wood-

paneled hallways until he opened a small door and entered
a tiny cluttered office. Behind a desk sat a diminutive older
lady with silver hair and rosy cheeks. As she smiled up at
the priest, Douglan thought she could be the poster lady for
Mrs. Claus.

“Father Sullivan, it’s so good to see you again.” She
moved across the room to give the tall priest a warm hug. “I
wasn’t sure when I would get to see you now that you’re off
in retirement.”

“Oh, you know me, Phyllis. I can’t stay put in anything
too long. Dear lady, would there be any way Detective
Douglan could speak to Father Connally if he’s in?”
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“Detective? You must be here about Father Tom. We all
loved him so much.” She stopped to wipe at a tear behind
her gold wireframe glasses. “You’re lucky this afternoon. He’s
in between appointments, and I know he would love to see
you, Father. I’ll see if he can take a break to talk to you and
your guest.”

She opened a side door and stuck her head through. “Fa-
ther Sullivan is here to see you if you have time.”

From inside a deep masculine voice replied in the affir-
mative that he would love to see his predecessor. Douglan
and Father Sullivan were ushered through the door.

The room was large and filled with bookcases like Father
Tom’s but was not as warm and inviting. Behind a large, or-
nately carved desk, a fortyish looking man sat typing on a
computer keypad.

“Bob, glad to see you. Come on in and take a seat.”
He waved toward two large overstuffed armchairs sitting in
front of his desk.

“Joseph, this is Detective Hayden Douglan with the
Metro Homicide Department. He’s investigating the cir-
cumstances around poor Father Tom’s death, and he needs to
talk to as many people as he can who had any contact with
him on a routine basis. I told him I was sure you would be
happy to help in any way you could.”

“Of course, of course.” The man on the other side of the
desk stopped typing and turned to give them his full atten-
tion. Douglan took a few minutes to study the face of the
man who could be one of the prime suspects in the young
priest’s death. He appeared to be about mid-forties with a
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long, lean face and dark hair showing only a few faint traces
of gray at his temples.

As their conversation started, Douglan continued to
watch the other’s demeanor. The priest seemed relaxed
enough and smiled at the correct spots in the conversation,
but Douglan started to feel uncomfortable with the man.
There was something about him Douglan could not quite
put his finger on at first until it hit him what it was. He came
across as insincere or worse yet, not being honest with his an-
swers to the questions he was being asked. His personality
was nowhere close to the warmth and genuineness of Father
Sullivan. There was no comparison between the two men.

Douglan began to suspect the priest was giving only the
answers he thought his listeners wanted to hear. To the ex-
perienced and always suspicious detective, the priest did not
seem to be someone that could be completely trusted. This
was unfortunate since the man was after all a priest and the
spiritual leader of one of the largest parishes in the city!

Struggling to overcome the discomfort he felt with the
man, he asked, “You did work with Father Tom on a day to
day basis. Is that correct?”

“He was one of our associate pastors here. We saw each
other almost every day.”

“I’ve been told you did know about Father Tom’s manu-
script and what the subject of it was. Is that also correct?”

“Yes, I liked to tease him about his supposed end of time
Dead Sea Scroll. I did feel he was fishing in the dark with his
paper and could have spent his time a little more wisely, but
he worked on it on his own time. There was nothing not in
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keeping with church theology about any of it so I did not ob-
ject to what he was doing.”

“Tell me, where have you worked before you came to the
cathedral. Father Sullivan speaks so well of you that I know
you must have had a pretty good resume to impress him.”

“I have traveled a lot in my career. I was fortunate
enough to have a wide range of assignments overseas and
in this country. My last parish was in Italy in a small town
only a few miles outside of Rome. Before that I worked in
small parishes in France and the general Mediterranean area.
I guess Bob must have felt I could bring some international
flavor to this particular Nashville parish.” He finished with a
wide grin toward Father Sullivan.

“I’m sure you have. You said the Mediterranean area so
you have some experience in the Middle East.”

“Yes, but I was only there for five years.”
“Did you ever hear of a missing Dead Sea Scroll or any-

one who would want to keep such a document from being
exposed to the world?”

“Almost anyone working in a religious atmosphere in
that part of the world had heard rumors for years about such
a document, but I never heard anything about any groups
trying to stop it from being found or brought to light into
the religious community.”

“Would you know if any of the other staff knew about
Father Tom’s research paper?”

“I suppose he could have told anyone he came into con-
tact with inside this parish.”

“Thanks, that’s all I need for now. I want to interview
more of your staff, and I would like for any out of town trips
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to be canceled. All staff members need to stay in town dur-
ing this investigation. I’m sorry to intrude into the church’s
business like this, but I have to check out any lead I can find.”
Douglan stopped, cleared his throat and felt the beginning
of perspiration under his collar. What would his wife have to
say to him right now?

“Which brings me to another unpleasant question since
you are a man of the cloth, but where were you the night
Father Tom died? I don’t mean to offend anyone, but all
of your staff will have to account for where they were that
night.”

The man sitting across the desk in the seat of leadership
did not flinch. Only a slight narrowing of his eyes accompa-
nied his answer.

“I was at the hospital with a sick parishioner who was
not expected to make it through the night. I’ve come to
know the family quite well, and they called me. Here, I’ll
give you their phone number.” He scribbled on a notepad
and slid the piece of paper toward Douglan.

“Again, I hope I haven’t offended you, Father, and if any-
thing else comes to mind, please don’t hesitate to call me
night or day. I will appreciate any help you can give. Thanks
for letting me talk to you on such short notice.” Douglan
stood and leaned across the desk to shake the other man’s
hand. He and Father Sullivan exited the room together.

As soon as the two men left the room, the man behind
the desk stiffened, and his outer calm dissolved. His face
paled, and he tried to control the shaking of his hands as
he picked up his cellphone and punched its screen. After a
quick, terse conversation with the person on the other end,
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he placed the phone on his desktop to lean back in his chair
and nervously finger the white collar encircling his throat.
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Chapter Six

The hot August breeze rose from the pavement at the
outer edge of the heavy glass doors and lifted with

forceful hands the few leaves and dust it found lying on the
warm, gray concrete. As a man pulled the doors open, the
fingers of winds carried the debris inside into the church foy-
er where a few people still lingered right before the Saturday
evening service. The man coughed and pulled his handker-
chief from a pocket to cover his mouth and nose. Trying to
hold her wide-brimmed, bright blue hat onto her salt and
pepper hair amid the efforts of the breeze to remove it, a lady
coughed and waved a white lace handkerchief in front of her
face to clear the floating dust from the air.

The man entered the main sanctuary, slipped into the va-
cant end of one pew and melted into the crowd. The music’s
tempo quickened, and the heat in the pounding cadences in-
creased. The low hum of gossip ceased, and everyone rose to
their feet. Their worship had begun.

As it would sometimes happen, the atmosphere above
the worshipping heads seemed full of expectations; some
coming from the human crowd beneath and the rest from
the spiritual expanse above. Hands remained raised longer
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in anticipation, voices sounded from usually quiet corners,
and people remained longer in spiritual reveries. The pastor
standing in his usual pew down front could feel the energy
level rising with each new song. This was going to be a night
full of as yet still unopened possibilities. His enthusiasm
rose.

His lesson that night carried more intensity than he was
accustomed to putting into it, and judging from the number
of Amens and Yes, Lords thrown up from the people, he
judged that it had been one of his better deliveries. People
pushed forward at the end to offer slaps on the back and
handshakes of appreciation. Still ringed by familiar faces and
friends, the pastor did not notice the heavy-set man trying to
make his way forward.

With an “Excuse me,” the stranger manipulated his way
into the congratulatory circle. He had out his hand to say,
“We enjoyed your sermon very much. Is it always this ener-
getic here?”

“Not always quite like this, but it is fairly animated most
of the time. We are after all charismatics.” With a smile, the
pastor reached out to grasp the older man’s hand.

The man leaned in closer to say, “My wife has always
wanted to visit your church. She’s heard some good things
about you, and my business here tonight seemed the perfect
excuse to bring her.”

“Business tonight?”
After the words, “This is not the usual way I do business,

but I need to speak to you in your office whenever it be-
comes possible for you to break away,” the other revealed a
Metro Police badge from an inner jacket pocket. The stocky
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man then backed away from the few people still lingering
around the pastor.

The ring of friends and well-wishers dwindled down
with hesitation at first then like a flock of birds routed by a
hunter’s dog, they scattered all at once. After giving the last
handshake and pat on the shoulder, the pastor moved to the
double glass doors at the front left side of the sanctuary.

As he moved to pass through the threshold, he turned to
look at the stranger seated alone in the last row of pews at
the back. The pastor opened one door and waited as the man
joined him in between the two large, shining glass doors
which now reflected only the peaceful quiet of the empty
sanctuary. They rode down one floor in the elevator without
either man speaking nor wanting to start what each felt was
not going to be a happy subject to discuss. The pastor knew
a Metro police detective does not show up on your doorway
with good news to give you.

They entered the office below. Douglan glanced around
the not too small room and found walls lined with book-
shelves with their fair share of occupants resting in content-
ment in their places. Only a few stray papers occupied the
well-polished top of a wooden desk. The pastor sat down in
the chair behind the desk and then swiveled to point at a
smaller chair on the other side of the desk.

“Sorry, it’s the best I can do. Everyone seems to come to
my office when they can’t find their own chairs.” He smiled.

“Doctor Thomas, my name is Hayden Douglan. I’m
with the Metro Police Department, Homicide Division. My
wife has been driving me ragged to come and visit here. You
know how that can be.” Douglan smiled at the thought of
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how Cici had been pestering him for months to come and
visit this church. “I thought I would try to kill two birds with
one stone, and I regret the other circumstances I have to dis-
cuss with you.”

“Go ahead, detective. I’m always ready to help the com-
munity in any way I can.”

Douglan watched the younger man. Fair-skinned with
freckles and blonde hair, he was not tall, maybe only five foot
ten, but he was built like a brick wall. Stocky and muscular,
he did not look like a man Douglan would want to get into
a fight with. You might not fare so well getting into a scuffle
with this guy. He could not help but notice the few trophies
sitting on a short bookcase just behind the pastor’s chair. As
the younger man turned, Douglan could see pictures of what
looked like a wrestling team propped up against the largest
trophy. Doctor Thomas saw the direction of his gaze and
turned to pick up the picture.

“I was on one of the best college wrestling teams in
Ohio, and this is my lovely wife and boys.”

He picked up a second large photo in a fancy, glass
frame. A pretty, young blonde woman sitting on the ground
smiled from behind two grinning, blonde-headed boys.
Douglan noticed the younger had two missing front teeth.

“As you can tell, my namesake,” the pastor pointed to the
younger, “already has a propensity to get himself into what I
could say are situations he has trouble getting himself out of
without a few problems. That accounts for the missing teeth.
His older brother often has to come to his rescue.” He smiled
and ran a finger over the faces of the two children. “We’re
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proud of both of them, but I know that isn’t what you came
to talk to me about tonight.”

“Doctor Thomas—
“Just came me Samual. I save the doctor stuff for only a

few occasions.”
“Okay, Samual, I was given your name by Father Robert

Sullivan from St. Angela’s Cathedral out on Belmont Av-
enue. It’s in regard to the death of the young priest last Satur-
day night. I’m sure you’ve read about it from all the newspa-
pers in town or heard about it on the news. It has been every-
where all week.”

“Yes.”
“It seems some papers, a manuscript to be exact, were

stolen from the building. That appears to be the main reason
the thief broke in. What I’m going to tell you is to be held in
the strictest confidence. The Department does not want this
to get out yet. I am sure I can trust you, you being a man of
the cloth, that sort of thing.”

Samual nodded his head in affirmation, eyes wide with
concern. “Yes, of course.”

“Everything was taken that had anything to do with a
manuscript, and as far as we can tell right now, it was all that
was taken. According to his secretary, this manuscript he was
writing was about a missing or hidden Dead Sea Scroll. It
was in her words about the end times for the church or how
the message of the scroll would affect the organization of the
church in the last of days.”

“Oh,” was the only comment the pastor made. He avert-
ed his gaze to study the tip of his shoes.

“Is something wrong?”
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“No, no. Please continue. I would like to hear everything
you have to say first.”

“It seems somehow, and we haven’t figured it out yet,
but Father Tom’s death may also be linked to the death of a
young man, a Randall Sissom, who died from an infectious
disease. He collapsed last Saturday on a sidewalk on Eighth
Avenue South not far from the Mission. He was brought in-
to Vanderbilt Hospital where he died that same afternoon.
He was an undergraduate student at the Free Will Baptist
College here in Nashville.”

The pastor looked upset.
“Okay, I’m not going to let you off the hook this time.

What is it that you haven’t told me?”
“Do you have a picture of Randall Sissom?”
“Right here in my pocket.” Douglan pulled out the be-

ginning to be worn out black and white photo of Sissom.
Samual studied it for only a few seconds before saying,

“This is him, the young man that came to me last spring. He
was getting ready to start his senior year this fall and was
thinking about going on for a masters or a Ph.D. He was
very interested in eschatology or apocalyptic history of the
church. He had zeroed in on the possibility of this hidden
Dead Sea Scroll you mentioned.”

“What do you know about this scroll?”
“You mean so-called scroll. It has never been proved to

actually exist.”
“I’m going to show you something that again you must

keep in strictest confidence since this is an ongoing police
investigation. Here is a photo of something Mr. Sissom was
carrying on his body when he was found last Saturday.”
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Douglan produced the photo of the document container
Gerard had shown to him.

“What is this?”
“Everyone who has examined the object seems to think

it could be an old, perhaps some might even say ancient, doc-
ument container.”

“A document container? Found on Sissom’s body? You
don’t think he could have found this scroll?”

“The Department is not sure yet, but a note was found
in Sissom’s pocket with Father Tom’s name on it who also
happened to be working on a manuscript trying to prove the
existence of a missing Dead Sea Scroll. We have to take the
most obvious meaning from this and think that maybe the
boy was carrying the actual document itself or something
that could prove its existence. It was the department’s bad
luck that the container was empty when he was found.”

“Empty?”
“Yes, empty. We don’t have any more information other

than that there were a few street people standing around Sis-
som’s body when the paramedics got there. We’re trying to
round them up and get some answers out of them. Also, I
wanted to show you this. It’s a symbol that was burnt into
the inside of the container’s lid. Would you recognize it?”

Douglan produced the picture of the raised lion with the
bared claws and pushed it across the desk. He watched the
younger man’s face as he studied it. Samual stood up, walked
over to a bookcase, removed a thick heavy volume and re-
turned to let is land with a loud vibrating thud on the shiny
wood surface of the desk.
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“I think I might be able to help with this one.” He
thumbed through pages of brightly colored pictures. “These
are family crests from Europe. That one is well-know. Here it
is. It’s the crest of some of the Dukes of the Habsburg fami-
ly in Europe, the family that ruled Europe in different ways
for about four hundred years. Queen Marie Antoinette of
France descended from the Habsburg family.”

Douglan leaned over to examine the picture. “That’s it.
Our Research Department agrees with you.”

“You already knew?”
“We knew what it was, but I was hoping you could tell us

what connection it could have to a missing Dead Sea Scroll.”
Samual though for a moment, sighed then shook his

head. “I’m not sure, but I think I remember a reference to the
Habsburg Library and the Dead Sea Scrolls.”

He again moved across the room to retrieve another
book. Leafing through the pages, he moved to stand over
Douglan’s shoulder.

“There was in the first part of the twentieth century, ru-
mors or claims of parts of the Dead Sea Scrolls being found
in some ancient mystical writings of the Jews hidden away
in ancient libraries of the world, the Vatican and the Hab-
sburg family library to be exact. However, the Vatican and
the Habsburg Libraries both denied any knowledge of any of
that information.

“Habsburg Family Library?”
“It’s now the Austrian National Library.”
“But Father Tom was working on the possibility of a

scroll that was connected with the end days of the world or
God’s church. Would such a scroll have existed?”
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“The Dead Sea Scrolls do contain a lot of Jewish end
of days thinking and Messianic philosophy of the day. Most
scholars agree the scrolls were probably written by the Jews.
Most contain Old Testament passages, and there are some
sectarian books as well.”

“You think that this whatever it was, this document,
could have come all the way from Vienna?”

“Right now, I’m not sure what to think. I can keep on
doing more research if you think that would help.”

“That would be great. We can use any help we can get.
This does include two homicides in one week.”

“You think Randall Sissom was murdered too? I thought
you said he died from an infectious disease.”

“The facts surrounding the disease and his death are
starting to lean toward a homicide along with the death of
Father Tom. That’s all I can tell you right now. I cannot em-
phasize enough how much this is to be kept confidential.
The Department may want to bring you on as a consultant if
that would be okay with you.”

“Sure, anything I can do to help. I will keep on going
through everything I have here.”

“Thanks again.” Douglan stood to leave. “Here is my
card. Call me day or night if you think you have found some-
thing new. Any small detail can be important in a case like
this.”

“I’ll have to come and let you out. All the doors will be
locked by now.”

Samual led the detective to thick glass doors in front of
steps leading back up to the sidewalk level. As Douglan start-
ed up the steps, he heard the click of the lock in the door.
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He ascended to street level and passed by the front entrance
of the church. Rounding a corner, he started toward his car.
The second he turned toward the vehicle a hot, dry wind hit
him square in the face.

Muttering under his breath his opinion of the heat he
had just stepped out into, he looked down to see a bright or-
ange piece of paper carried by this last hot breath of late af-
ternoon land on the sidewalk at his feet. He leaned over and
picked it up.

Turning it over, he saw it was flier of some sort. In bold,
black ink against the orange background were the words:

GOD LOVES YOU!
REPENT FOR THE KINGDOM OF GOD IS AT

HAND.
No scriptures were quoted. Only those few words glared

up at him from the brilliant orange paper. Now why in the
world would somebody pass out a flier like that in front of
a church? Wouldn’t you think most of the people going to
church were already saved?

I’ve had enough for one day. I’m going to go home, prop
up my feet and see what Cici has left for me to eat. I can start
again on this tomorrow morning.

He wadded the paper up and jammed it down into a
pants pocket. Approaching his car, he saw what looked like
the same flier stuck under his windshield wipers. Great, an-
other piece of litter to be picked up. He pulled the flier off
the windshield, and it joined its companion within the deep
recesses of his pocket.

The easiest way to go home took him through the round
about where Division Street met Demonbreun. Passing the

72 SUSAN GUINN



large Musica sculpture at the circular center of the intersec-
tion of the two streets, Douglan watched as the evening’s last
rays of sun slowly slid down the larger-than-life forms of the
nude metal dancers cavorting to music only they could hear.
They gave off one last shimmer for the day.

The Irish pub at the corner was open, and from the looks
of things, the celebrating was already in full swing. Heading
down the hill toward Interstate 40, he passed the smaller bars
open and full to capacity as young people crowded the side-
walks and sat at outdoor tables enjoying the warmth of the
summer evening.

Cruising toward the foot of the small hill, he watched
as the corner of a piece of paper under a parked car’s wind-
shield wipers lifted in the breeze still moving through down-
town. Oh no, he thought. They didn’t but they have. Every
car parked on the street and in the lot across from the bars
had the same piece of orange paper shoved up under the
wipers.

A sudden movement in the parking lot caught his eye.
The tall thin figure of a young man dressed in black from
head to toe leaned away from the hood of a car. I’m going to
have to say something. This is going to be a mess for some-
body to clean up tomorrow morning. These papers will be
everywhere.

A second young man dressed in the same black joined
the first and put a reassuring arm around his shoulder. They
moved out onto the sidewalk and started walking toward the
bottom of the hill. Douglan pushed a little harder on the gas.

Laughing and paying more attention to her companions
than the street traffic, a young, blue jean clad blonde stepped
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out into the crosswalk in front of his car. He slammed his
foot hard against the brake. Startled, she raised her hand to
her mouth then waved and mouthed the word sorry to him.
With as much patience as he could muster, he motioned for
her and her friends to move on across the street then he re-
turned his attention to the sidewalk to try and find the two
black-clad figures. He scanned the concrete and asphalt hori-
zon, but they had disappeared, nowhere to be seen. Disgust-
ed, he slapped his steering wheel. How could they have got-
ten away so fast? He had looked away only long enough for
the girl to pass in front of his car. He pushed a little harder
on the gas pedal and reached the intersection at the bottom
just in time to catch the red light.

Looking in all directions, he saw no one on the streets
or on the sidewalks. The two young men in black had dis-
appeared into the heavy warm air of the summer night as if
they had never been there at all. Could they have come from
the Gulch area only a block away? Its ultra-modern, upscale
condos and apartments were full of young professionals who
lived in the area for the restaurants, bars and boutiques that
were all within walking distance. However, Douglan knew
there was nothing he could do for now but move through
the intersection and let somebody else worry with the mess
they left behind.
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Chapter Seven

“G ood night, Doctor Gerard.” The security guard gave
a curt nod as the doctor turned to lock the door to

his office.
The medical examiner turned and smiled. “Good night,

Mike. See you Monday. I hope tomorrow no one disturbs
the peace and quiet of my Sunday.”

“You sure put in a late night tonight,” the blue-shirted
guard returned.

“We’ve had a lot of work this week with the extra atten-
tion being paid to the two cases we finished this afternoon.
My wife will be glad I’m making it home by eleven.”

The guard smiled as he turned to finish his check of
the hallway. Gerard moved toward the exit door. The guard
watched and waited as the door gave a solid thud after clos-
ing behind the departing form of the doctor. Good, every-
one should be out of the building by now, and I can finish up
on this hallway and meet with Carl in the front lobby.

Each man kept check on one-half of the building and ro-
tated sides several times a night. It was his turn to go over
to the autopsy rooms and for Carl to take over on the of-
fice side of the building. He kept checking doors out of habit
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and opened the last door to exit into the empty lobby. A few
seconds behind him, Carl entered from the opposite hallway
closest to the front door.

“Hey man, you still got some of that black poison you
call coffee?”

“You know what I don’t understand is if you think the
stuff is so bad, why do you keep drinking it?” Carl started to
reach for the small thermos clipped to his belt.

“I drink it only because it’s less like poison than what
they have in the vending machine. Besides you don’t need all
of that just for you. You never would get to sleep after you
get off,” Mike continued to tease.

“I’m glad my wife can’t hear you talk about her coffee
that way. I’ll meet you in thirty minutes or so, and I guess I’ll
let you have a little.”

“Sure, let me finish my first round, and I’ll meet you back
here, cup in hand.”

Mike walked across the front lobby and gave the other
man a wide grin as he moved to enter the front hallway. The
two men had worked together long enough to know there
was no harm intended in any of the teasing they threw at
each other as they shared the quiet solitude of the empty
building each night.

WITHOUT MAKING A SOUND, the black clad figure
slid up to the small rear entrance. A plastic card was swiped
through the key lock, and the green light on the access pad
indicated entry was now possible. The lab’s vulnerability was
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from this point forward complete and irreversible. The in-
truder moved into the large receiving area and used the card
again to enter through the door leading into the staging area.
Moving with assurance as to the correct direction to go in,
he stepped around the gray form of a small gurney and exit-
ed to the left into the small bio-vestibule. Here lockers lined
one wall, but what held the attention of the silent observer
was the large metal door on the left wall of the room.

This was what he had risked entering the building for,
the Evidence Room. The treasure he was after was contained
in that one small room. The metallic barrier could only be
removed by using both the key card and a code to be keyed
into the pad on the left of the door. Moving with speed and
a silent intent, the thief sliced the key card with a downward
movement and punched in the four numbers that would
undo the lock. Watching both end entry doors of the bio-
vestibule, he heaved to push the heavy door open.

The nondescript room did not look important, but per-
sonal safety had been risked in order to gain access to what
lay inside the confines of its four walls. Grey metal racks con-
tained brown cardboard boxes, a few small file boxes and
miscellaneous brown paper bags. Two orange biohazard
bags lay on the floor.

The intruder stepped in, looked around then removed a
box from a shelf. He pushed it in between the door frame
and open metal door to assure a quick getaway. Walking to
one wall, the thief pulled a small metal stepladder in front of
the shelf. If the information he had been given was correct,
the treasure lay waiting on the top shelf. Climbing quickly to
the highest step, the silent figure strained to reach the top-
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most metal shelf only to realize what he wanted lay pushed
to the back against the wall and out of reach.

Again, he strained stretching upward on tiptoe. Able to
touch the bag containing the prize he was after with just the
tips of his fingers, he strained harder and harder to pull down
what he sought. Just at the moment he was able to grasp the
bag, he lost all balance and fell to the floor, knocking over
the metal ladder and pulling several heavy boxes down on
top of himself. The ladder hit the floor with the sound of
metal ringing out against hard concrete. Now an even greater
unexpected speed would have to be used to get to safety be-
fore his presence in the building would be discovered by any-
one who happened to still be inside the large modern facility.

IN NO BIG RUSH, MIKE walked down the hall. He had
been working there for about three years and knew how to
pace himself to get his part of the building covered in about
thirty minutes. He walked not too fast and not too slow.
Carl would be waiting with that cup of coffee he always had
ready when Mike got through with his security checks.

He passed a few offices on the right outer wall then
moved on toward the special autopsy room. Through the
viewing window, he could see the small fluorescent light at
the computer desk throwing out a faint blue glow against the
dark of the room. A small involuntary shudder ran down his
spine as he thought about the disease that had been brought
into the building this past week. Ebola. The word conjured

78 SUSAN GUINN



up horrific images he had seen in movies of blood flowing
from the ears, noses and even eyes of its victims.

He was glad the staff was educated well enough to do a
proper disposal of the body. Only a small amount of tissue
had been saved, and all the personal effects were stored away
in the biohazard bags in the back of the building. Which, by
the way, was where he knew he needed to be headed if he
wanted to get that cup of coffee before it got cold.

He moved past the body cooler on the left and started
toward the bio-vestibule, but every muscle in his body
sprang to attention as he reached for the door to the small
hallway. A loud clang followed by a few dull thuds filtered
through the closed door. In less than a second, a scraping
noise followed. He was not sure what had caused the noises,
but knew that whatever it was, it was not supposed to be
happening at this time of night. He glanced down at his
wristwatch. Its dial showed 10:30. He radioed Carl.

“I’ve got some kind of activity back here around the bio-
vestibule and evidence room. If everything’s okay up there, I
need you to come back here now.”

“Sure, I’m on my way.”
Mike pulled out his flashlight and unfastened the gun

holster at his waist. He had never had to pull a gun on any-
one here before and hoped tonight would be no different,
but it was always better to be safe than sorry.

Mike opened the small door to the bio-vestibule and no-
ticed the box propping the door open to the evidence room.
A small pale beam of light roved around the small enclosure
inside. He pulled the gun from his holster. Moving forward
with as little noise as possible, he leaned toward the open-
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ing in the doorway and saw a figure dressed in black hold-
ing a small flashlight in one hand. The beam of light was di-
rected at the floor. He appeared to be searching among sev-
eral large boxes and bags strewn in a random pattern on the
floor. Mike watched as he singled out one bag and picked it
up. Mike pushed on the heavy door. He took two quick steps
forward and stood almost face to face with the intruder. The
dark-clad stranger turned his head to stare Mike in the face.
As two dark eyes glared through the slits in a black ski mask,
Mike pointed his gun at the man’s chest.

“Stop, don’t move.”
Within a heartbeat, the stranger produced a long dark

stick from out of nowhere and swung. The gun in Mike’s
hand fell and careened across the floor to a corner. Shards
of burning pain shot up his arm from his wrist. His arm fell
to his side. Again, the stranger raised the stick and swung at
him. Mike deflected the blow with his large, heavy flashlight.
Metal bruised against metal.

As his survival instinct took over, Mike took one step
forward and wrapped his good arm around the intruder and
struggled to pull him to the floor. To his surprise, the
stranger was stronger for his slight build than he had antic-
ipated. Mike pushed, chest to chest now with his assailant,
and attempted to shove him backwards into the metal shelv-
ing, but that only made the stranger struggle with more in-
tensity against the force of Mike’s body. They wrestled about
the room, banging metal shelves into the walls and kicking
bags across the floor. In the struggle, the bag the thief was
holding fell to the floor. The fall sent the contents spilling
out with a dull thud onto the hard gray concrete.
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It was then that Carl’s voice at Mike’s back rang out with
“Stop or I’ll shoot.”

The dark intruder did not hesitate. Jamming the end of
the black stick into Mike’s ribs, he shoved Mike backwards
toward the other guard, catching Carl off balance long
enough for the stranger to bolt past both men. He fell
against the door of the bio-vestibule and disappeared
through the shadows of the dimmed interior.

“Are you alright? Can you stay on your feet?”
Carl reached to keep Mike upright. Bent over in pain,

Mike held a hand to his ribs and kept trying to just keep one
breath coming after the other. Each sent a searing fire into his
chest.

Carl reached for his radio and punched in the emer-
gency signal to Metro Police. He wrapped an arm around
Mike and helped him move toward the exit. The only com-
fortable place to take him would be a chair in the front lobby.
Mike leaned against him trying to put one foot in front of
the other. Both men exited the small enclosure and started
making their way toward the help they knew would soon be
coming through the front entrance of the darkened building.
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Chapter Eight

D ouglan could not help bringing his fist down on his
steering wheel in frustration. The attempted theft Sat-

urday night at the lab and the injury to the guard had
brought more attention to his two cases from the ‘higher
powers’ in Metro. Not that the death of the young priest had
not already gotten enough attention from the news media,
but the pressure was building every day to get results for the
unanswered questions lurking diligently and silently around
the two homicides.

He and Josh sat staring out the front windshield on his
way to Nashville General Hospital. His superiors had decid-
ed with the importance of the two murder cases he need-
ed help, and the best of the younger detectives had been
assigned to help him. Somehow, they were going to have
to find some common factors running through the twisted
threads of information he was trying to unravel.

The two detectives had been able to talk to the guard
this morning at Vanderbilt Medical Center. Lucky for him,
he only had two broken ribs and a slight fracture to his wrist.
He would be back on his feet in a few weeks. He had told
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Douglan that without question he was certain what the thief
had been after.

The bag that had been knocked out of the thief ’s hand
during their scuffle had been the one holding the ancient
document container from the Randall Sissom case. Someone
had been stupid or desperate enough to risk breaking into
the Davidson County Medical Examiner’s offices. What was
troubling Douglan the most about the whole thing, how-
ever, was that it appeared the intruder had been given help
from the inside. There was no sign of forced entry, and key
cards were the only way anyone could get in through the
outside entrances and through certain doors on the inside.
Plus, no one could get entry to the Evidence Room without
knowing the pass code. It looked like someone in the labora-
tory had given, no probably not given, sold the information
to last night’s thief.

They were on their way to try and interview the two
paramedics and the street people still quarantined at
Nashville General. Any new information they could give
would be better than none at all. The two detectives were
dressed in protective masks, gloves and gowns before they
were allowed to enter the room of the first paramedic.

“Sorry to have to bother you like this.” Douglan
started.

“You’re not bothering me, detective. I’m about to go stir
crazy in here. I’m used to being out running around all over
town on my job. The nurses and doctors are nice enough,
but I’m glad to have someone different to talk to.” The young
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paramedic punched off the TV remote and crossed his arms
over his chest. “So just talk away. I’ll gladly tell you anything
I know.”

“Walk us through the afternoon that you picked up Ran-
dall Sissom on the sidewalk. Try to remember as much as you
can about any little detail.”

“It was another routine emergency run. We got to the lo-
cation, and there he was almost unconscious. We could tell
before we even touched him that he looked feverish from
something that was probably highly contagious. We had on
our gloves, and as I was trying to get some vitals on him, he
threw up a bloody liquid all over my chest. So far, I’ve been
blessed not to have any symptoms of the disease, but I hear
one of the homeless guys standing around has not been that
lucky. He’s so sick I hear he’s had to be moved to isolation.”

“This disease is bad. We both hope you will be alright.
Can you tell us anything about the people standing around
Sissom at the time you arrived on the scene? He also had in
his possession a document container. Did you notice anyone
bothering that?”

“There were some guys on the sidewalk at the time. They
looked like regular street people. I figured they wandered
over from the Mission since it was only a block from where
we found Sissom. There was nothing that stood out about
them that was odd or any different from any of the other
homeless men I see around town.”

“Did any of them come close enough to Sissom to have
tampered with the document container he was carrying?
How about the young lady that called 911?”
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“I didn’t see her come too close to Sissom. She must have
sensed he was contagious. The other guys were standing back
away from him also when we got there. I’m sorry I can’t add
anything else that could be of better help than that.”

“That’s okay. If you think of anything else, here’s my card.
You can call anytime day or night.” Douglan could not keep
the disappointment out of his voice.

As the two detectives made their way halfway through
the door, the young man on the bed sat up straighter. “Wait,
I think I do remember seeing one of the men leaning over
the body like he was looking for something when we first
drove up. The girl was giving him a piece of her mind, and he
backed off.”

“What did he do after you got there?”
“He ran off as soon as he saw us getting out of the ambu-

lance. Like he was scared. I didn’t think anything about it at
first because some of those guys have phobias about anyone
in a uniform if you know what I mean. Maybe he did take
something and didn’t want anybody to know.”

“Did you recognize him. Would you know his name?”
“I don’t get to know the names of many of them, but

I know someone who would. Carl Wilkins was one of the
homeless men standing around. He knows about all the reg-
ulars we see and even some of the transients. He is the one
sick in isolation, but he might still be able to talk to you.”

“Thanks, that’s where I’ll head next.”
After Douglan and Josh left the room, they were given

permission to talk to Wilkins but only through a phone
mounted outside his room. His doctor was strict about keep-
ing the questioning short. Wilkins was lying in bed curled up
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in a tight ball with his back to the room’s observation win-
dow. A nurse in full protective clothing made her way into
the room, picked up the phone beside the bed, nodded at
Douglan and handed the phone to Wilkins.

“Mr. Wilkins, I’m Detective Douglan with Metro
Homicide. Sorry to see you so sick.”

Wilkins slowly rolled over to his other side and looked
Douglan straight in the face. Both eyes looked red and
swollen, and the whole left side of his face was covered in a
reddish colored rash. After coughing hard, he tried to reach
for something to wipe at the small amount of blood starting
to ooze from his mouth. The nurse dabbed at his mouth with
a tissue.

“Thanks, Detective but it’s my own fault. Shouldn’t have
been trying to pick the pockets of a sick man.” Carl spoke in
a faltering whisper.

“You know the importance of finding everyone who
came into contact with the sick man that afternoon. We can’t
have this disease spread any further than what it already has.
Almost everybody standing around him has been brought
into the hospital, but one of the paramedics said they saw
one of you guys run off as the ambulance pulled up. The
sick boy was Randall Sissom, and he was carrying an old
document container which was empty when his body was
brought into the county morgue.”

“He died?” Wilkins eyes widened, and his voice held the
sound of panic. His eyes started to fill. One tear made its way
through the red rash on his cheek.

“Yes, unfortunately. What we need to find out is what he
was carrying in the container, if he had anything in it at all.
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Did you see any of the guys standing around that day take
something off of Sissom and run?”

“I don’t know if anybody got anything off the boy or not,
but somebody did run off that day real fast.”

“I know you don’t want to get anybody in trouble, but
we need to find everyone who came into contact with this
disease for their own sake. They will need medical attention.
Who ran off so fast that day, Carl?”

“It was Charlie, Charlie Bruner. Me and him go way
back. We’ve been living on the streets for close to ten years.
Sometimes we hang out together, you know, share a drink
or two every once in a while. That’s why I thought it was
so strange for him to leave awful quick like he did. I had
promised him a free drink since my day’s collections had
gone so well. It ain’t like Charlie to ever turn down free
liquor, but he took off so fast it was like all hell was a chasing
him.”

“If we pull some photos off the internet here, could you
point him out for us?”

“I’m awful weak, but I’d like to help. You’re going to have
trouble finding Charlie though. He’s kind of a loner. Doesn’t
come into the Mission much either.”

“I’ll try to pull up a record for him on one of the hospi-
tal’s computers and see if you can identify him.”

On one of the hospital’s laptops, Douglan managed to
pull up the police department’s website. He found a record
for a Charles Bruner who had been booked in the past for
disorderly conduct and public drunkenness. After printing
off Bruner’s photo, he had a nurse carry it into Wilkins.
Through the glass of the observation window, Wilkins
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looked Douglan straight in the eye and nodded his head up
and down to affirm that this was the same Charlie Bruner
who ran away that afternoon after coming into contact with
the dying young man. As the nurse started to turn and exit
the room, Wilkins started coughing and heaving. Small
amounts of blood oozed from his mouth and nose. As
Douglan watched from outside the room, a doctor came up
from behind him.

“I’m sorry but that’s all the questioning I think he can
handle for now.”

“I understand. Thanks for letting us talk to him.”
Douglan turned to leave. “Will he make it doctor?”

“I don’t know. It doesn’t look good. His symptoms are
progressing faster than I at first anticipated. Some of these
guys who live on the streets don’t take good care of them-
selves. He wasn’t in the best condition when he was brought
in for quarantine. I hope you are able to find everyone who
had any contact with the young man who was carrying the
Ebola.”

“I guarantee you we’re doing our best.”
After leaving Wilkins’ room, Douglan and Josh showed

Bruner’s picture to everyone who had been around Sissom
that Saturday afternoon. All agreed Charlie had been in their
group but

had run off as soon as the ambulance arrived.
Douglan and his new partner left the hospital and re-

turned to the station to put together all the evidence they
had accumulated on both the Sissom and Father Tom mur-
ders. After a few hours of trying to brainstorm together, they
were at something of a loss as to which direction to move in
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next. They had gotten the name of the only unaccounted for
person standing around Sissom, and an APB was put out to
locate him. However, the theft in the lab was a different sto-
ry. There were no solid clues as to who had broken in and at-
tempted to steal Sissom’s empty document container.

“Josh, you have any more ideas about what happened at
the lab, any opinions, anything promising we can give to the
Chief this afternoon on the theft?”

“You mean the fact that there was absolutely no DNA or
fingerprints left behind with only a small piece of a vague tire
track out back in the ground. Is that the good news you were
looking for?”

The sarcasm was not lost on Douglan. He managed a
weak grin. “I guess that is what I was looking for.”

He glanced down and started flipping through some of
the crime scene photos taken from the night of the break-in.
The only evidence they had were some almost indelible tire
marks dug into the dirt near the edge of the gray pavement at
the rear of the lab and some video taken from an outdoor se-
curity camera which was due to be delivered this afternoon.

“Has the camera video been delivered yet?”
“No sir.”
Douglan leaned back in his chair. Staring at the ceiling

and trying to remember every scrap of information they had
gathered in the two murders, he could connect only two
of the crimes together with the empty document container.
Randall Sissom had been carrying it when he died, and Sat-
urday’s thief had been searching for it when he was stopped
by the guard. With only this for evidence, a concrete suspect
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was not materializing, and his investigation was going
nowhere.

He was starting to suspect they had to be dealing with a
professional, well-organized group experienced in the use of
both theft and murder to get what they wanted. Their failure
to accomplish their goal on Saturday would make them even
more dangerous than they already were. He needed more
information, more evidence to end the pain that was being
spread throughout his city.

“We need to see that video. Call the Medical Examiner’s
office and see if they can expedite it.”

Josh pulled out his phone but was interrupted by the ar-
rival of a courier who thrust a padded manila envelope to-
ward him.

“Speak of the devil. Let’s hope this is it.”
Douglan moved beside the younger man’s desk and tore

open the package. Inside the glistening silver of the DVD
was the most welcome sight either detective could have
hoped for.

“We’ve got two discs.” Josh looked up at his boss.
“Just start with the first and see what we have.”
After Disc#1 was shoved into a computer, the screen

jumped to life with the crime scene footage.
“Go to Saturday around 9:00 PM. We don’t know for

sure when the intruder entered the building, but the guard
said he heard the first noises at about 10:30.”

Josh fingered the keyboard, and both men watched in
fast forward as the camera scanned the back lot of the Med-
ical Examiner’s office and lab. At high speed, the blurred
outlines of the empty rear parking lot zipped through the
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frames. Glued to the monitor, the two detectives sat and
watched until at about 9:55 PM what looked like the edge of
a black-gloved hand entered the right side of the screen and
a black film was sprayed over the camera lens.

“Well, looks like they thought of everything. This will
get us nowhere.”

“Sir, the second DVD looks like it’s from a second cam-
era.”

Douglan nodded his head, and Josh fed the second disc
into the computer. Although from a different angle, again
only the empty confines of the back-parking lot moved
across the screen until at 10:45 PM a black motorcycle sped
from one side of the screen to disappear at the other edge of
the monitor.

“Back up and slow down. This is what we’ve been wait-
ing for. Looks like our suspect was in such a hurry he forgot
about the other camera.”

Both detectives were frozen in place watching as the
footage showed a man dressed in dark clothing and riding
a black motorcycle leave the back-parking lot in more than
just a little bit of a hurry.

At last, they had another common piece of evidence to
connect two of the crimes. It was this darkly dressed cyclist
burning rubber to leave the scene of the crime. Douglan
pulled out his notepad. This second motorcycle escape
matched the information their witness had given them on
the night of the young priest’s death except that night two
men had been seen leaving on black motorcycles. The ratio-
nal conclusion was that the same people were behind the
death of the young priest and the break-in at the lab. It con-
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vinced him even more that what his gut instinct was telling
him was right. There had to be more than one or two men
behind all of this. He turned to Josh.

“What does this remind you of.”
The younger man hesitated trying to reach for an accept-

able answer. “Off the top of my head, nothing.”
“It matches the story of the old guy out back of the

Cathedral. You know the one who said he saw—
“Two guys riding away on black motorcycles. This means

they or at least one of them could have been the thief from
this past Saturday night.” Josh scanned the video for a second
time. “And they have good taste in motorcycles. I can’t be
sure, but that looks like it might be a Ducati.”

“A Ducati?”
“They’re not standard fare on the streets of Nashville. It’s

sort of a fancy Italian bike and from the looks of it, a very ex-
pensive one. It’s more of a gourmet taste if you know what I
mean.”

“That’s great. It’ll make it easier for us to track it down.
Since you seem to know something about motorcycles,
you’re in charge of chasing that bike down. Check out the
dealers for any recent purchases made here in town and see if
anybody, airlines, trucklines or trains have any freight ship-
ments of motorcycles that would carry that model. Plus,
we’re going to have to talk to employees at the lab. This guy
could not have gotten in without help from the inside. All
the doors have key card locks.”

Douglan turned to again scan through the crime scene
photos taken from last night. The empty document contain-
er had been damaged when it hit the concrete floor.
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“Did you see the picture of the container?” Douglan slid
the black and white photo toward Josh.

“Yeah, am I right, but is that another symbol underneath
the first one?”

“This case gets stranger by the day. That looks like a sec-
ond symbol burned onto the lid. The top lining with the coat
of arms must have been glued over it. The case being so old,
I guess the top layer came loose when the thing hit the floor.
Maybe Samual can shed some light on this second symbol.”

Douglan would have to make a phone call to check with
the young pastor. The only other thing they could do for
now was search for Charlie Bruner and hope he could be
found quickly. Not only might he have taken whatever had
been in the document container, but he could be spreading
the deadly Ebola.
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Chapter Nine

The old man shuffled with each slow, cautious footstep
down the sidewalk. He looked up. The long, gray con-

crete ribbon at the edge of the street was strung from the riv-
er overlook at First Avenue to the top of the hill at Seventh.
There it disappeared over the crest of the small rise in the
earth. He could feel the lingering heat of the day rising up
from the hard surface through the thin worn soles of his
shoes.

It had not been a good day. Almost every day, he could
make pretty good money this time of year because the heavy
tourist traffic tended to be generous if he managed to look
pitiful enough and asked with his best manners. Today, how-
ever, he had not been as successful, and he was dry, awfully
dry. The summer heat always made his throat feel more
parched than usual. The sun had gone down a few hours ago,
but the air still hung heavy with the intense heat and humid-
ity left over from the day.

It was about 10:30 pm, and lower Broad was in full
swing. The air was already saturated with the smells of what
the locals liked to call the three B’s of this street: beer, bar-
beque and greasy burgers. Tourists in blue-jean cut-offs, cow-
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boy boots and hats filled the sidewalks and hangouts of this
well-known part of downtown which ran the first five to six
blocks up from Riverfront Park at the edge of the Cumber-
land River. Across the river was the Titans football stadium.

The usual street musicians struggling against each other
for the tourist dollars tried to compete with the music of
the bars and lounges. Giving downtown tours for a small fee,
large white horse-drawn carriages moved in slow, irritating
paces through the after-hours traffic. Glaring in bold colors
against the dark of the night sky, fluorescent signs ran down
both sides of lower Broad advertising each interior tempta-
tion for sale to the tourists and their back pockets.

The famous purple brick walls of Tootsie’s Bar and
Lounge vibrated to the beat and cadence of the country mu-
sic coming from the small stage inside. Lingering around the
open front doors of the bars, people emersed themselves in
the liquid sounds of melancholy issuing through their en-
trances. The large Country Ranch Saloon across the street
was cranked up and rocking hot and heavy tonight as a con-
stant flux of human flesh ebbed and flowed through its front
sidewalk entrance.

The old man stumbled into the alley beside the Country
Ranch and moved toward the side door. Maybe Mitch
would give him the bottom of the bottle drink he reserved
for him when he was in a good enough mood and his boss
was not looking. He glanced around. He did not want to
have to share any liquid refreshments with anyone else
tonight. He reached the door, and lifting one shaking fist, he
beat on its slick, metal surface.
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“Mitch, it’s Charlie, Charlie Bruner. Come on and open
the door. I could sure use a drink tonight. Come on, Mitch,
just one little swallow.

He pressed one ear to the cold metal. Nothing. Not the
tiniest inkling of sound came through the thickness of the
door. He beat again but this time a little harder.

“Mitch, come on. Do an old man a favor. I just need one
little drink like you did last time.”

Again, there was no sound. He started to get angry.
There was more than enough liquor in the bar for everyone
that would come in tonight and then some. This time he beat
as hard and fast as he could with both fists.

“Mitch, come on out you scum. I only need one drink.
You know you can spare it. Come on out!”

Furious now that he had heard no movement inside, he
continued to beat harder and harder on the door. The dull
sound of flesh hitting metal bounced and carried around
from one brick wall to another inside the small alley. Unan-
ticipated, the door opened. With one fist raised in mid-air,
he almost fell head first through the open door.

“Aw, Mitch, I knew you’d come through for me. Thanks
a— He was stopped before he could get the rest of his grati-
tude out by a sudden thrust backward by the stocky barkeep-
er.

“Look Charlie, get out of here. Pete’s in a bad mood
tonight, and I can’t mess with you.”

Charlie started whining, “Come on. Pete won’t miss one
little drink, just a sip, only from the bottom like that little
bit you sometimes leave for me.” He laid on the pitiful act as
thick as he could.
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“I can’t. Pete’s already threatened to call Metro if you
show up tonight. Why don’t you leave and keep both of us
out of trouble.”

“No, I ain’t gonna leave until I get my drink. I haven’t
collected enough spare change for even one cheap bottle
tonight.”

Charlie grabbed the larger, younger man by the arms.
The barkeeper raised his voice and glanced back over his
shoulder through the open door looking for whoever could
have been watching the altercation in the alley.

“I can’t fool with you tonight. Shove off.”
The thirst for liquor pushing him to take the risk, Char-

lie let loose with, “You’re just selfish, Mitch, and scared.
Scared of what old so and so will do to you for giving one old
man a drink. Scared silly just like a little girl. Yeah, you’re like
a little girl.”

That was all it took. The stronger barkeeper lost his tem-
per, grabbed the weaker man by the coat lapels, swung him
around and threw him toward the back of the alley.

Red-faced, he screamed back at Charlie, “Look, old man,
don’t come back tonight. I’m not going to get my butt in
trouble for you. Now stay away.”

Mitch moved back through the side door and slammed
it shut. The sound reverberated and vibrated through the
tight confines of the old alley almost loud enough to loosen
bricks from the aged mortar that held them in place.

Charlie bounced off a small metal container at the end of
the alley and landed face down in a small mound of its smelly
contents which his unexpected arrival had forced it to belch
out onto the hard pavement. Wiping garbage off his face
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with one already grimy hand, he sat up and felt something
wet slide down his cheek. After touching his face again, he
pulled his hand away to see a dark red liquid staining his fin-
gertips.

“What kind of friend are you to throw an old man hard
enough to cut up his face. You sorry good for nothing—

Before he could finish, an intense light beamed into his
end of the alley. It started growing larger, brighter. It was
making some kind of noise as it flew straight at him. Closer,
brighter it came. Too close, too bright. He threw up the
blood-stained hand to knock the blinding glare out of his
eyes. The noise stopped.

Looking into the slits of light coming in between his fin-
gers, he could see a silhouette of a man sitting on a motor-
cycle. He pushed the kick stand down, dismounted and let
the bike come to rest as he started to walk toward the old
man. Pushing himself backwards with his feet, Charlie tried
to move further back behind the fallen can and deeper into
the smelly refuse it had left behind.

The stranger stood over the man cowering on the pave-
ment at his feet. A black helmet enclosed his head. All Char-
lie could see was his own reflection looking down at him
from the shining dark mirror of the helmet’s black visor. The
stranger kicked at Charlie’s leg.

“Hey, old man, what you doing out here in the alley?
Looking for something special? Maybe I can give you what
you want if you give me what I want.”

After unzipping his black leather jacket, he pulled out a
full bottle of Jack Daniel’s whiskey. The golden-brown liq-
uid sloshed from side to side inside the glass container as he
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waved it in front of Charlie’s face. Charlie started to salivate
as he raised one shaking hand to reach for the bottle.

“No, you’ve got to give me what I want first, then you get
your, um, refreshment.”

“G-Give you what you want? What could I have that
you would want? I ain’t got nothing but these here clothes
on my back, and not being disrespectful, I don’t think you’d
want them.”

He grinned up into the black mask and lusted for the liq-
uid rocking from side to side inside the glass container. The
stranger was not satisfied with his answer because he shoved
the bottle back inside his jacket, raised his hand and smacked
Charlie on the side of the head sending the old man careen-
ing backwards head first onto the hard pavement. If it had
not been for the cushion of garbage and his old wool cap, the
pain would have been worse. As it was, the alley started to
spin like a carousel. Charlie tried to catch his breath.

“Don’t play games with me, Charlie Bruner. I know what
you have, and I want it now or something worse could hap-
pen to you. Maybe Metro might find one more dead body on
lower Broad tonight.”

He pulled Charlie up by his dirty lapels and started to
shake him, up and down, up and down. The alley started to
spin faster and faster becoming more of a dark blur, an end-
less circle revolving around the old man’s head. The stranger
threw Charlie back down onto the heap of garbage and start-
ed searching through pockets and feeling into every nook
and crevice of his body searching for whatever had brought
him into the darkened alley this night.
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With one hand still surrounding the old man’s wrist, in
frustration he raised one fist over Charlie’s face until with-
out warning, it felt like Charlie’s wrist had been pulled out
of its socket. His tormenter was himself flung backwards by a
force powerful enough to land him face down in a dirty pool
of water left from cleaning out the inside of a garbage can.
Charlie’s oppressor groaned and tried to roll over to see who
this new assailant might be.

A young man not much taller than Charlie stood look-
ing down at the man lying in the dirty water. Charlie sat up
and as the alley managed to stop spinning, rubbed both eyes
not sure of what he was seeing. This guy looked like he could
not toss a feather very far much less throw a man almost
twice his size the entire length of the alley. He was slight
with a slender build, almost delicate if you wanted to use that
word for a boy, but he was standing without fear over Char-
lie’s assailant.

“Leave the old man alone.”
The other struggled to get to his feet and leaned back-

wards, with his hands behind him to steady his body against
the opposite brick wall. Without making a sound, he stood
staring at the smaller man. Weighing his chances, he rushed
forward toward his waiting opponent.

He never reached his goal. All the young man did was
raise one outstretched hand. Before Charlie’s attacker could
come within two feet of the boy’s open palm, a powerful
energy slammed him back against the brick wall. Charlie
rubbed his eyes again, unsure of what he was seeing. The boy
had not laid one hand on the guy.
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For a second time, the young man repeated, “Leave the
old man alone. Now get out before worse harm comes to
you.”

The words coming from his mouth carried the sound
of not just his voice, but many voices all speaking at once,
and the quality had changed. The timbre was deeper, richer
and more profound. The words lifted, rose then fell with the
crash of a wave, not one but many, roaring headlong into
rocks on a shore. It stirred something deep inside of Charlie
that had not been moved in a long time.

Charlie’s would-be assailant slid down the brick wall and
lay in a loose heap on the pavement. He raised himself on
one hand, looked at the figure standing across the alley from
him then shook his head. Reflections of the alley glistened
across the black mask. He once again struggled to gain his
footing. After managing to get both feet under him, he
backed toward his motorcycle. Without hesitation he
jumped onto the seat, kicked the stand upward and slid out
of the alley with rear wheels spinning against the dampened
pavement. The only mementos he left behind were a faint
trace of blue exhaust dissolving into nothing and the smell of
burning rubber.

Only Charlie and the young man were left within the
narrow confines of the alley. He took a few steps in Charlie’s
direction. Charlie could feel the throbbing of his heart in-
crease. What kind of power did this young man possess? The
man continued to walk straight toward him until he stood in
front of Charlie. He smiled.

“Hello, Charlie, I’m very glad to meet you. I’m Brad.”
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He held out his hand in greeting. Charlie reached up
with one shaking hand, and the younger man grabbed it to
pull him to his feet. Charlie stumbled. Brad placed one arm
around Charlie’s waist to hold the old man up. That is when
something strange happened.

Brad had continued to steady Charlie with one arm, but
now he reached the other around also. Chest to chest they
stood in a full embrace.

“We love you, Charlie Bruner. We all love you. God
more than any of us, and we’ve been concerned about the
hardships you’ve been inflicting upon yourself.”

Charlie was not sure what he was hearing. He stiffened
in the young man’s arms, but Brad refused to let go. His em-
brace tightened.

“I’m here to tell you how much you are loved and how
concerned we all are about your well-being.”

The old man let himself relax a little. As he did, a crack
started to form in a hardened place somewhere deep in his
gut. He had not heard those words in years and years and
years. In fact, he could not remember the last time he had
heard them. The crack had now widened into a crevice and
threatened to destroy his whole core. His inner fortress was
in danger of being destroyed.

Charlie felt something wet slide down one cheek then
another something else and another something else. He
buried his face in the young man’s shoulder and released
from within this most unexpected flood of pain. Rocking
from side to side, the boy stood holding Charlie.

After several minutes, he was able to compose himself
and pulled back to stare his comforter in the face. The boy
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had large blue eyes full of nothing but kindness. His hair was
a jet black and spiked on top with one long red piece hang-
ing down to cover one eye. It swayed with the rhythm of
his movements. His left eyebrow was pierced with two tiny
loops.

He was dressed in only black with boots so pointed in
front they could have been used for lethal weapons. He had
a few silver rings on each hand, and a tattoo of red hearts
formed a chain around the bicep of his upper left arm. The
boy saw the dubious expression on Charlie’s face and
laughed.

“What did you expect, the boy next door?” After hesitat-
ing a few seconds, he continued with, “I was sent to help you
and to tell you that you need to carry the treasure to where it
belongs.”

Charlie stared the boy in the face. He moved back a frac-
tion of an inch, but Brad kept his hands on Charlie’s arms.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. I don’t have no
treasure. What would an old drunk like me be doing with
any kind of treasure?”

“Charlie, Charlie.”
Brad smiled and shook his head back and forth, but the

kindness never left his eyes. He moved closer to stare into
Charlie’s eyes.

“You know what I’m talking about. You’ve been carrying
it around with you for a while, and you have taken good care
of it. Everyone appreciates what good care you’ve taken of it,
but now it needs to go to a place where it can be safeguarded
even better. Now’s the time.”

“Now?” was all Charlie could manage to whisper.
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“I know it will be hard to part with it, but you know
what you need to do.”

“Yes.” Charlie’s lip began to quiver.
“Don’t be sad, Charles Bruner. You have us watching

over you now. You needn’t feel alone anymore.” Brad once
again embraced the old man in another quick hug, “and I
need to find you something to eat. I know the exact spot
where we can find you a full plate.”

Steering Charlie by the shoulder, Brad stepped up to
the side alley door of the Country Ranch and knocked. For
the second time this night, an outsider wanted access to the
comforts of the large restaurant. Mitch opened the door.

“Hey Mitch, how about a little food for your good bud-
dy!”

At seeing Charlie, Mitch wagged his head back and forth
but motioned for them to come on in. The now two good
companions walked through the open doorway to share in
the pleasures waiting inside.
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Chapter Ten

The dark cycle turned off of Harding onto Belle Meade
Boulevard. It was dark now, and the soft beams of light

from the front headlights bounced and rebounded off the
street and passing landscape. Lights shone in a few windows,
but most had already been darkened for the evening leaving
the houses shadowy forms in the summer’s night air still
bearing up under the weight of the day’s humidity. The rich,
sweet scent of the late summer’s gardenia and night bloom-
ing jasmine filled the long corridor of the winding four-lane
avenue. In the dark, the rider could not see most of the hous-
es from his moving vantage point but knew in his world they
would have been considered palatial mansions.

Expansive and well-kept lawns sprawled in front of each
home. Heavy metal gates and imposing tall fences of metal,
wood and thick shrubbery protected the large houses from
the street. Here was where money and power came to rest at
night and to protect themselves from the rest of the world.

Large crepe myrtles, dogwoods and magnolias filled the
grassy median between the two sides of the avenue. Massive
trees leaned over the edges of the asphalt to extend elongat-
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ed, elegant limbs that formed dark canopies so thick in spots
that they obscured the night skies above the Boulevard.

The rider slowed down. The speed limit was slower
through Belle Meade, and he did not want to call attention
to himself. Besides, he was not anxious to arrive at his desti-
nation. The meeting tonight would not go well for him. He
had failed in his assignment.

He slowed his machine even more as he turned onto
Honeywood Drive and dimmed his lights. Here the houses
might not be quite so grand, but he knew more wealth lay
behind each threshold than most in the world could even be-
gin to imagine.

Turning to the left, he directed the cycle into a gravel dri-
veway and followed through the yard to the left side of the
house. After turning off the engine, he followed a sidewalk to
the front entrance of the house. Through the oval glass pan-
el of the front door, he could see a soft yellow light shining
from a small brass lamp on a hallway table. He pulled off his
black helmet to raise his hand toward the wooden frame of
the door. He tried to steady his breathing, but his hand still
shook. He knocked.

Inside the tall graceful woman rose from a chair in the
front living room and went out into the hall. Through the
glass of the door, she could see the dark figure of their late-
night visitor. She

turned the brass door handle to grant him entry into
their home.

Standing before her was a young, dark-headed man she
guessed to be somewhere in his thirties. He had piercing,
dark eyes and a lean face. The high angular cheekbones gave
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him an exotic, and to her, an almost feminine appearing face.
Still altogether, in her opinion, he was very nice looking.

“May I come in Madame? Your husband is expecting
me.”

The young man smiled. The tall woman with the salt and
pepper hair had always been the one to let him in at this time
of night. She was as usual dressed in elegant, tasteful cloth-
ing, and tonight was no exception. He knew she was the lady
of the house.

With a wave of her hand toward the hallway, she moved
aside for him to pass. She never knew the names of any of
the young men who frequented these late-night rendezvous
with her husband, and most of the time, she did not want to
know.

He knew his way and passed by her with a quick nod
of thanks. The tense look of dread on his face should have
shown her how much he was not looking forward to seeing
her husband. He strode down the hallway, pushed on the
gleaming wooden door that led to the study and stepped in.

“Ah, Antony, come in.”
The older man sitting behind the large, expensive wood-

en desk waved his hand for him to move forward. As his
hand sliced through the air above the desk, the light exposed
a sudden flash of gold that caught Antony’s attention. On
his left small finger, a plain gold ring picked up the light of
the room. Even at this time of night, he was dressed in a
dark, pin-striped business suit and tie. His hair was greying,
salt and pepper like his wife’s. Not a single ember of warmth
shone from underneath the stiff mask of cold superiority the
man always wore.
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“You remember Raoul, don’t you? He was here last time
we met together.”

“Of course.”
A second man seated in front of the desk nodded his

head in response. With a clean-shaven head, he was also
dressed from head to toe in black. In the yellow glow from a
lamp, Antony caught the glint of a gold earring and the dark
snake of a tattoo which wound its way around the man’s bi-
cep. Each knew they were not hearing the real name of the
other. The nature of their business with the older man seated
behind the desk necessitated that no one’s true name be used
in any of the few meetings they would have together.

He always felt nervous, uneasy in this room even though
the surroundings had been designed with warmth and cozi-
ness in mind. The small brass lamp on one end of the desk
gave off a soft light that bounced off the warm mahogany
tones of the bookshelves that lined each wall. Every shelf was
filled to capacity with books of all shapes, sizes and color:
burgundies mixed with blues and wild violet tones seeped
from each shelf, but no matter what the decor, this room al-
ways sent a cold chill down his spine. This night that feeling
was worse than ever.

“Well, I guess you know what we are here to discuss,
don’t you?”

“Yes sir, I do.”
“We are here tonight because you failed to complete

your assignment and retrieve the article I sent you to bring
back here with you.”

The older man swiveled his chair around to face the wall
behind him. He stood up to pace back and forth behind
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the desk. His voice rose. The man’s anger carried across to
Antony and smacked him in the face. He cringed.

“This means after all the trouble we went through to find
the document, we now have to figure out a new strategy to
once again try and get it into our hands. This is your sec-
ond failure to retrieve the scroll. I sent you into the lab, and
you failed. This time you were unable to handle one sad, old
drunk.”

He turned to face Antony, eyes lit with the rage he was
making no attempt to conceal. He slammed his fist on the
desktop. The loud bang of flesh hitting wood bounced off
the bookshelves and echoed around the room.

“What excuse can you give for not being able to hand me
the paper here tonight?”

“Sir, I tried, I really did,” Antony attempted to not stum-
ble over his words, “but the old man, he had help. I mean
someone came to help him. Someone must have known
about our plans.”

“You’re trying to tell me someone had information that
we were going to try and track down the old man. How
could that be? The only people in Nashville that knew any-
thing about that were just the three of us so tell me again why
you failed to complete the task you were given.”

“I found him like you said, roaming around on lower
Broad. I watched him go into an alley and followed him
in there.” Antony was at this point managing to keep the
tremors out of his voice even if he was not being so disci-
plined with the rest of his body.”
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“So, continue. Tell me how one weak, old man could
have eluded someone so much younger and stronger than
himself.”

“Like I said, he had help. I had him right in my hands,
but this guy appears from out of nowhere and pulled me off
the old guy. He threw me down the alley, like I was nothing,
just nothing.” His voice trailed off into a whisper.

“Finish, Antony,” came the stern command.
“I tried, I did, but he was too much for me. He was un-

like anyone I had ever seen. I ran at him, but before I could
get close, something threw me back into the brick wall. He
barely raised his hand. I couldn’t get within a foot of him. I
don’t know how he did what he did. He had a force or a pow-
er with him. It was unreal, gave me the creeps. That’s when I
knew I couldn’t win against this guy so I got out as fast as I
could.”

“An unseen power? You expect me to believe that?” The
older man stopped his pacing to turn and stare at Antony.
“Only once in Rome did I hear rumors of similar happen-
ings, but they were only rumors and were believed by almost
no one. Still if someone is helping him, we may be dealing
with more than we at first thought.” He sat down behind the
desk. “But no matter, a third failure will not be allowed. Do
you understand what I’m saying?”

“Yes sir, yes. I won’t let you down again.” In an almost
palpable way, the relief in Antony’s voice hung in the air
above their heads.

“We will make one more attempt to retrieve the treasure
before the old man loses it or takes it to the authorities. Our
brotherhood does not accept failure well, and there could be
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terrible consequences for all of us. This is the closest we have
come to gaining possession of this scroll. Destroying it will
make a great difference to us. This is about power, true pow-
er.” He jerked his hand toward the door. “You may leave, but
I’ll be getting in touch with you when I can get more infor-
mation on the old man’s whereabouts”

After both men had left the room, the man behind the
desk rubbed his forehead in frustration. What am I going to
tell the brothers? I will have to try and stall. If the old man
had help, there may be something here that is beyond our
control. I will have to let them know what happened in the
alley. We have been looking for this special treasure for so
long. Perhaps they will have an answer that could help get it
into our hands.

The tall figure of his wife appeared in the doorway. She
watched as her husband reached for an inner jacket pocket
and removed a cellphone.

“Did your meeting go well tonight, dear?”
The hard, angry look on her husband’s face was answer

enough for her, and without a word she turned toward the
staircase. For such times as this, her bedroom was her best re-
treat.

Before she could take the first step, her husband an-
swered, “I must succeed in this mission. Everything I am,
and everything we have is due to my being a member of
the Brotherhood. I was nothing before I joined them. Our
whole future depends upon my success in finding this scroll.
I will get it if I have to go search the streets myself.”

His hand reached out to touch his letter opener. The
light in the room flashed off the medal of its tip as he stabbed
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it deep into his desk calendar with each of his last few words
until he had dug it in deep enough to stand upright in the
paper. It was left swaying slightly from the force of his efforts.

“I understand, dear.”
She had never seen him this upset while trying to com-

plete an assignment given to him by the organization. She
needed to get upstairs and leave him to himself for a while.
As she started up the first step, she could hear a few muffled
words spoken in their native Greek. That is when she decid-
ed she did not want to know what had gone on in the small
study this night and placed her foot on the second step to
continue on her way upstairs.

A few minutes later still sitting behind his desk, the
woman’s husband finished his phone conversation. What he
had told his superiors had seemed to placate them, and he
had been given a temporary reprieve to try and continue the
task that they had assigned to him. Standing up stiffly, he
tried to stretch the ache out of his sore back muscles. He
did not realize how tense he had been. Loosening his tie, he
turned to leave the room and shut his door on the events
of the night’s meeting. He followed his wife up the staircase
knowing he had done all he could for tonight and hoping it
would be enough to save himself.
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Chapter Eleven

D ouglan sat slump-shouldered over his computer key-
board, his large beefy hands poised in mid-air over its

surface. They either need to make larger keys on this thing or
I need to lose a little weight. I can’t fit my fingers on these
little things. He once again began pounding with a fierce de-
termination on the small console. Only a few more lines and
this will be ready to go. He kept on pounding on the small
console.

“Douglan, come in here for a few minutes.” The voice of
his Chief carried across the room.

“Just a second, Chief.”
Douglan pushed down on a few more keys. He knew

what this was going to be about. It was always pressure, more
pressure from the higher ups. He knew the Chief was feeling
the intensity of the stress to get more leads on the death of
Father Tom and Randall Sissom. Straightening his tie, he
pushed his rolled-up shirt sleeves back down to his wrists
and managed to get his suit coat on before reaching the door
of the office of the Chief of Detectives. He knocked.

“Come on in.”
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Douglan stepped inside. Seated at his desk almost hid-
den by the piles of papers laying on top of it, the Chief waved
him on into the room.

“Hayden, this is Police Commissioner Atwater. Com-
missioner, our lead detective on the Father Tom McClarin
and Randall Sissom cases, Hayden Douglan.”

Douglan stepped across the room toward the tall, lean
figure standing in a corner on the opposite side of the room
and extended his hand. The man gripped the extended hand
in such a tight grip that Douglan flinched. The strength in
the commissioner’s grip caused the plain gold ring on his
hand to leave a small red indention on Douglan’s palm. His
Chief waved him toward a chair.

“The commissioner wanted some firsthand information
on these cases so he came to hear for himself what evidence
we’ve collected. Tell me where we are. I’ve got everybody
from the governor, the mayor and the CDC breathing fire
down my neck on all of this.”

“As you can tell from the files, the deaths of both Father
Tom and Sissom seem to be related. One connecting thread
is the document both men appeared to be involved with, a
previously hidden Dead Sea Scroll. Father Tom’s manuscript
was written trying to prove the existence of such a docu-
ment, and Randall Sissom was carrying according to all our
research an ancient document container. Also, Sissom had
expressed his interest to one of our sources in researching the
existence of the scroll.

“The lost Dead Sea scroll?”
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“I know it seems hard to believe something like that
could be happening here in Nashville, but that is where all of
the evidence so far is leading.”

“According to these files, this lost scroll could have come
from the Austrian National Library, is that right? If that‘s
the case, have you contacted anyone there to see if something
from their library has been reported missing?”

“No sir, I have not contacted the Library myself. Interpol
has been brought in since the case involves events that hap-
pened overseas. They have gotten in touch with me to state
that they are continuing to try and trace Mr. Sissom’s over-
seas itinerary before he disappeared in Istanbul. They will be
getting in touch with the Director General of the Austrian
Library. I believe it’s a Doctor Doriana Reisener.”

“Good, all our bases need to be covered overseas. Now
tell me what else is going on with Father Tom’s case.”

“The toxicology lab has had trouble confirming the pres-
ence of the usual drugs in Father Tom’s blood work or the
tea in the kitchen. They suspected some of the new synthetic
drugs or bath salts as they’re called on the streets and sent
out for further testing. They contain MDPV. It can have
strong hallucinogenic properties which would explain why
he jumped off the roof. He was probably delusional at the
time of his death. Poor guy had no idea where he was or even
what he was doing. Sad way for such a promising young life
to be taken.”

“Sad indeed, but it’s going to be even worse if the Ebola
gets out into the homeless population which is a difficult if
not impossible group to control. We need the source of the
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virus and if Sissom was injected here in Nashville or over-
seas.”

The Chief rubbed his forehead in frustration. “I cannot
emphasize to you how important it is that we move forward
on this. The whole city is at risk if that virus is still out there
in the possession of some madman trying to get his hands
on some supposed lost Dead Sea scroll’. And another thing,
there is all this evidence about either one or two suspects on
a black motorcycle. Is that correct?”

“A black motorcycle was involved in Father Tom’s death
and the break-in at the Medical Examiner’s Laboratory. I
have Josh working on it trying to track down the cycle if
he can. It’s not a common type you see on the streets of
Nashville, and we’re hoping that will help.”

“Hayden, you’ve been a homicide detective now for how
long?”

“Almost twenty-five years now, sir. My wife thinks it’s
about time for me to retire.” Douglan risked a small smile.

“I can understand that, but what I’m getting at is you’ve
been doing this long enough to get a gut feeling for a case.
Knowing you like I do, I have a tendency to trust your inter-
nal compass on these cases. With two thugs on a motorcycle
involved in at least two crimes in the past two weeks, are you
getting the impression that this could be the work of a group
or an organization of some kind however perverted it might
be?”

“Yes, I am. That’s another piece of the puzzle I wanted to
talk to you about. There are at least two guys involved that
we know of, and I’m beginning to think they are only the
muscle, not the brains of whatever is going on. I think there’s
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someone else pulling the strings or giving these two their or-
ders.”

The commissioner interrupted with, “So you both think
this could be some sort of group activity?” He fingered his
gold ring.

“I do anyway. It all seems too organized to be anything
else.”

The Chief spoke up, “We need to check for any kind of
unusual gang or group crimes going on in town that could
in any way be related to all of this. Plus, the department will
have to do a nation-wide search. Every possibility has to be
researched.”

“I have a lunch appointment set up with someone in
town, Dr. Samual Thomas, that I’m using as a consultant in
this case. He’s an expert on Middle Eastern history, and he
could be helpful if Sissom was last seen in Istanbul. He may
have some knowledge of any strange groups from that part
of the world that could be involved.”

“Good, keep me up to date with what’s going on. Do you
need any more help with this?”

“Not right now. Josh is doing a good job.”
“Great, that’s what everyone wants to hear.” The com-

missioner spoke up from his corner of the room. “This case
could get messy if you know what I mean. All of our jobs
could be riding on this. The Ebola makes this situation more
difficult and more intense. The public will have to be in-
formed soon. Not one of us knows what kind of panic the
news of the Ebola will cause. Not to mention that it was two
members of the religious community that were murdered,
one of them a well-known priest!”

WHEN HEAVEN SIGHS 117



“All of the employees in this department are qualified
and responsible people who have served this city with loyalty
during good and bad times. I will not hesitate to vouch for
any of them.” The Chief spoke up in a resolute tone from his
side of the desk.

The commissioner started to pace from one side of the
room to the other. “You and your team need to perform at
their highest level. There’s no telling what kind of political
fall-out there could be if we fail. I would hate to see a veteran
such as yourself end up losing your job at this stage of your
career. Wouldn’t you agree?”

Here the commissioner stopped and could tell from the
looks on the faces of the room’s other two occupants that his
message had been understood. He leaned across the desk to
shake the Chief ’s hand.

“I’ve got another meeting concerning all of this at the
governor’s office. I know you and your department will do
their best.” The commissioner turned toward Douglan, “You
have the full cooperation of my office behind you. If you
need anything from me or my staff, all you have to do is ask.
We need to get these thugs off the streets as soon as possible.”

Douglan swallowed hard. “I’m sure everyone on the case
will appreciate that very much.”

After the commissioner left the room, the Chief leaned
back in his chair. He looked a little shaken himself at what
the two men had heard from the commissioner’s own
mouth. He and Douglan were close in age and neither want-
ed to start looking for another career at this stage of their
lives.
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“I do not believe I have ever had my job threatened in
such a straight forward manner like that before.” The Chief
glanced down at his wristwatch. “You heard the man, Hay-
den. I guess you better get to that lunch appointment of
yours and see how this Thomas guy can help you.

Douglan left the room wiping the sweat off of his fore-
head. There was nothing like being interrogated by the police
commissioner himself. He knew this was a high-profile case,
but the commissioner? He almost never showed his face in
the precinct so there must be some intense scrutiny from
someone higher up the food chain if he had taken the time
to come down himself.

Atwater was new to the job of commissioner but to
threaten the jobs of two veteran police officers? Douglan had
heard rumors around the station about the man and his per-
sonality, and this short meeting had confirmed all of them.
Word around the watercooler was that Atwater was not sym-
pathetic to the average policeman at all. His attitude might
win points at city hall but would get him nowhere in the
precinct houses around the county. Douglan had learned at
this point to keep his mouth shut and not talk about his su-
periors to the wrong people. He was beginning to hope the
guy would screw up big somewhere along the line and get
kicked out of office sometime soon, like maybe tomorrow.

After all the years of physical dangers and sleepless
nights she had endured as the wife of a policeman, Cici
had been overjoyed when he made detective. He was going
to spare her the conversation that had just occurred in the
Chief ’s office. Douglan also knew his Chief was under even
more pressure than he was right now. He had all the big
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shots at city hall standing over his shoulder. Politics was not
a clean or easy game to play. He knew at this moment his su-
perior’s day was far more stressed than his.

Both men had learned how to work with and handle the
stress of high-profile cases, but this was different. Neither
had ever worked a case where the danger was so extreme for
so many people. With a possible crazy lunatic in the city at-
tempting to infect people with the Ebola, there was an ex-
treme urgency to catch this person and contain the spread
of the virus. He tried to push down his fear as he hurried to
meet Dr. Thomas. The pastor had said that he was going to
spend his morning doing research in the downtown library.
Douglan could meet him there.

As he stepped out onto the front sidewalk, waves of heat
rolled up from the concrete, but he knew traffic was going
to be more of a problem than the heat. Traffic could be at a
standstill at lunchtime. It’s only a few blocks away, not worth
moving my car. I’m just going to walk. He started off toward
Sixth and Church Streets.

The day was hot and dry with a sky devoid of clouds. It
would not be raining for quite a few days. Douglan crossed
the street, walked past the Courthouse and started to strug-
gle his way up Deadrick Street. It was a steep hill with the
Tennessee Performing Arts Center and the old War Memor-
ial Building sitting at the top. After he had huffed and puffed
his way halfway up, he noticed orange papers flapping un-
derneath windshield wipers of cars parked on the street me-
ters. Not this again he thought as he leaned over to pull one
flapping offender off a windshield. The same wording was
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present. GOD LOVES YOU. REPENT FOR THE KING-
DOM OF GOD IS AT HAND.

Looking around he saw no one who resembled the cul-
prits from his previous encounters with the neon-colored
fliers. He started back up the hill. He had only gone a few
more feet when he saw three figures step out from around
the corner of the Performing Arts Center and stop in front
of its massive glass doors. They appeared to be handing out
something to passersby. He raised his hand to shield his eyes
from the glare of the sun.

From this distance they were only blackened silhouettes
against the hot blue sky at the top of the hill. He could not
see their faces, but he knew what they were doing. He in-
creased his speed. This time he might catch them to ener-
getically ask them to please stop littering the sidewalks of
Nashville. A little intimidation from an old detective might
go a long way. He glanced down at the flier in his hand. It
was like the ones from before except this time a small sym-
bol had been placed in the lower right corner. It looked like
a capital P with an X behind it. Now where had he seen that
before?

As a blast of hot dry air came bellowing down the hill,
he stopped where he was. He remembered where he had seen
the symbol before. It was the same one that had been on the
inside of Randall Sissom’s document container. It was the
symbol that had been burnt into the leather underneath the
lion crest of the Habsburg family. He needed to reach those
dark figures handing out fliers at the top of the hill.

Shielding his eyes against the mid-day glare of the sun,
he looked up the hill, but the three figures had disappeared.
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He slapped his thigh with the orange tinted flier. He had
lost them again. Once more he started his hot walk up the
hill and came to where they had been standing. All that
remained of their presence were a few bright fliers on the
gray concrete of the sidewalk. They stirred in the strong dry
breeze that moved and fluctuated from one side of the street
to the other.

Douglan rounded the corner of the Arts Center and
started down Sixth Avenue. This part of his walk would be
easier. It was all downhill from here to the library. He contin-
ued to look for the three figures that had managed to elude
him, but so far there was no evidence of them in the narrow
tunnel created by the buildings lining the street.

This part of the street always brought back happy mem-
ories for him. Continuing on, he paused as he came to the
front steps of the Hermitage Hotel and remembered how he
and his wife had celebrated their thirtieth wedding anniver-
sary inside its Grand Ballroom. With the graceful arches and
double columns on the front windows, the hotel’s presence
was a reminder of some of the almost forgotten grandeur of
the old south that had once thrived in downtown Nashville.
As he continued on past its large glass front doors, the dry
August breeze was still fanning its heat across the skin of his
face.

Today, however, he could not stop too long for even
pleasant memories. As he moved on down the sidewalk, the
corner of the new city library came into view. He quickened
his pace.

As he moved closer to the library, his three fugitives
stepped into view and stopped on a corner opposite its front
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door. He tried to move a little faster without having to actu-
ally break into a run. Too many years behind a desk had left
him in no shape for that.

A small group of women moved out of the entrance of
a restaurant and onto the sidewalk in front of him. At his
quickened pace, he almost knocked one of them down. She
dropped her purse. As he reached to retrieve it, he lost sight
of his prey, and when he straightened back up, for the second
time they had vanished into thin air.

This pursuit was leading nowhere but into frustration
and a bad mood. He slowed down and leaned one hand
against the warm brick of a building to try and catch his
breath. I’m going to have to give up and meet Dr. Thomas.
I’m sure he’s wondering where I am. Douglan crossed the
street to make his way through the revolving door of the li-
brary’s main entrance.
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Chapter Twelve

A s Samual stood up from behind a desk, Douglan
reached for his hand. “Dr. Thomas, how are you?”

“I told you, detective, it’s Samual, just Samual.”
“Okay, Samual it is. Whew, I’m winded. Let’s sit down.”

He pulled a chair out from across the pastor. “I should know
better than to try and move that fast in the heat.”

“I noticed you looked a little flushed when you came in.”
“I was trying to catch up with someone on the sidewalk.”

Douglan pulled the orange flier out of his pocket. “What
can you tell me about this symbol.” He pointed to the incon-
spicuous mark almost on the edge of the paper.

“Well, at first glance, it looks like the Chi-Rho.”
“What exactly is that?”
“It’s a Christian symbol. It’s the first two letters of

Christ’s name in Greek, the X and the P. It’s been used for
centuries to designate Christ himself or anything pertaining
to Christianity. I believe it was first used by the Emperor
Constantine.”

Douglan leaned over the table toward the pastor. He
placed a finger on the small black symbol.
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“Samual, this is the symbol that was burnt into the
leather of the lid underneath the Habsburg crest on Sissom’s
document container.” Douglan could not keep the intensity
out of his voice. “There’s been an odd group of what looks
like young adults from a distance. They appear to be about
twenty-something, and they’ve been passing out these
strange religious fliers. I can’t quite seem to catch up with
them. They always disappear right before I can get to them. I
started seeing them in different places around town the same
week that Father Tom and Sissom died. I’m beginning to
think it’s no coincidence.”

“I don’t understand. How could this be related to the
two deaths?”

“I’m not sure, but I’ve got two people dead possibly be-
cause of a religious document they might have had some
knowledge about then this strange group that appears to
somehow be connected to religion moves into town.”
Douglan leaned back away from the younger man, took a
deep breath and tried to relax. “I know you specialize in
Middle Eastern and church history. Do you know of any
group who would want a document predicting the last days
of the church bad enough to kill for it?”

“I’m afraid I’m a little bit out of my league with this.
There have always been religious people and groups every-
where since our Lord left that were interested in the final
days of our life on this planet, especially as it concerns His
church. They would be too numerous to list.”

“Then could some group be wanting to suppress any in-
formation contained in such a document.”
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“Supposed document, remember. It’s never been proven
to exist.”

“Let’s just say it does exist. What kind of a group would
want to keep it hidden and what it contains never released to
the general public?”

“I suppose some group that was opposed to any type of
change in the church especially if that change would help the
church or improve it and make it more of what it should be.”

Samual stood up. He reached inside a jean pocket. He
held out a small pocket-sized Bible.

“It could be some kind of warning or instructions for the
church. Most of the time,” he started to pace up and down
behind his side of the table, “in the Old Testament when a
warning was given to God’s people, it was to bring them back
into a better relationship with God himself and into a more
loving relationship with one another. It was to help them, to
keep them from hurting themselves. If that is the case with
this supposed scroll then almost any group that opposes a
stronger, better church would like to see this document de-
stroyed instead of letting it help believers.”

The young pastor’s voice had risen in volume. A few oth-
er people in the room started eyeing him with disapproval.

“Let’s try not to draw too much attention here pastor.
Maybe you should sit down.” Douglan reached under the
table with his foot and pushed a chair out toward Samual.
“Remember, until we figure out who our killers are, we need
to be as discreet as possible.”

“It’s just that I get so upset, angry when I see someone
trying to hurt God’s church. My wife says I need to work on
that, but it’s because they’re my family. I know there are a lot
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of problems inside of the Christian church, inside religion,
but still, it’s the only place to go to try and get to know God.”

“Say this document was going to benefit the church as a
whole, can you think of any specific groups that would want
to suppress something of this kind?”

“Any kind of group, Satanic cults, even groups of so-
called witches, warlocks would be interested. There are large
numbers of occult groups worldwide.”

“Do you know of any such group operating in Nashville,
one that could come out of the Middle East since Sissom was
traveling through the Middle East and ended up in Istanbul,
Turkey?”

“Right off the top of my head, no, but you know, such
a group might not have originated in the Middle East. They
could have been trying to find the scroll for themselves, and
Sissom somehow got in the way.”

“You’re right. I hadn’t thought about that.” Douglan
leaned back again. “I just realized how tired I am right now.
I haven’t had much sleep since this investigation started. My
wife starts fussing over me when I get involved in one of
these high-profile cases. She has to tend to my daily mainte-
nance if you know what I mean.”

The older man grinned across the table at the young pas-
tor who seemed to be caught up in his own thoughts.

Samual sat in silence for a minute or two. Not wanting to
interrupt the younger man’s thoughts, Douglan waited until
Samual spoke up.

“The only thing I can tell you is that I can check with
some of my colleagues at Vanderbilt and the other pastors
here in town. I could make some phone calls to the univer-
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sity I graduated from and see if any of the professors there
know anything that might help then get back to you.”

“Good, but work as fast as you can. We don’t want any
more dead bodies filling up the county morgue. Not mean-
ing to change the subject, but I promised you a lunch.
Provence is downstairs. Their sandwiches are good, and
there’s nothing better after hitting a brick wall than to go and
get something to eat. Come on. It’ll be on the department.”

Douglan stood up, and both men moved toward the ex-
it. The older man laid a comforting hand on the younger’s
shoulder.

BACK OUT ON THE HOT sidewalk, Samual wiped at
his forehead. This afternoon is going to be awful. I wish I
hadn’t had to park so far away.

He turned to go down the sidewalk toward the Conven-
tion Center on Commerce Street when a sudden dry breeze
moved up the long corridor of Sixth. Like a wind tunnel,
the tall concrete buildings on each side funneled the air up
Sixth and onto Church Street. The young pastor continued
to move downhill leaning forward against the pressure of the
dry air. Almost to the parking garage at the back of the li-
brary, he noticed sheets of orange paper undulating in the
moving air being pushed up the hill toward him.

A few came to rest at his feet. He leaned over. In large
black, bold print the words GOD LOVES YOU REPENT
FOR THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN IS AT HAND
jumped up at him off the orange page.
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Out of the shadowed entrance to the garage, a young
woman came giggling as she struggled to catch the loose, er-
rant pieces of orange paper. Scooping them up as she made
her way uphill, she reached Samual who was trying to re-
trieve the derelict messages.

“I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean for so many of them to get
away from me.” She smiled and finished with a soft laugh.

“It’s quite alright. I’m sure a few loose God loves you on
the sidewalks of Nashville won’t do any harm.

He bent down, picked up a few more and placed them in
her outstretched hand. Their fingertips brushed across each
other lightly as he relinquished the strays into the hands of
their proper owner. A strange odd sense of peace settled over
him. He shook his head and stared into her face.

She could not have been much over twenty. She was
dressed for the heat in a flowered print tank top and loose
olive green pants. Black boots showed from underneath the
wide pant cuffs. Honey gold hair settled around her shoul-
ders, but it was her face that held him frozen in one spot on
the hot sidewalk. It was lovely. There could be no other word
for it. Yep, one of the prettiest faces he had ever seen. Her
light blue eyes returned his gaze with a tenderness as the soft
glow of a summer tan played across her delicate features. She
stood looking up into the pastor’s face. She reached out and
squeezed his hand.

“Remember, your faith is of greater worth than gold.”
He started to speak, but she turned away from him when

two young men came moving out of the garage entrance.
“Alicia, come on.”
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One waved her back down the hill toward them. She
smiled over her shoulder at Samual as she trotted back to-
ward her companions.

“Wait,” he started, but she had already joined the two
boys at the garage.

The small group moved down the hill toward Com-
merce and stopped at a corner across from the large glass
doors of the Convention Center. They started passing out
the bright orange fliers to the captive lunch crowd filling the
sidewalks.

Samual followed down the hill wanting to talk again
with the girl, but the three crossed the street passing out
fliers as they went. A few people shook their heads to refuse
the papers, but most received the gift without saying a word.
The two boys moved a few feet ahead of the girl pressing
the fliers into as many hands as possible while she stayed in
the one shady spot underneath the concrete overhang just
outside the Center’s doors. Samual stood staring, wondering
what kind of odd group this could be.

The two boys were dressed all in black, almost reminding
him of that unusual style of dress. What word was used for
it? Yeah, the Goth look. He could not miss the tattoos and
metal piercings that gleamed in the intense summer sun.
This could not be the group causing all the death, devasta-
tion and pain in Nashville. He had sensed nothing sinister or
dark in the girl. As he stood watching the small scene play-
ing out in front of him, his mind wandered back to Detec-
tive Douglan. On his walk back to the station had he seen
any more of the orange fliers?
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Chapter Thirteen

The jogger trotted at a slow pace on the hard asphalt
path coiling and twisting its way through the heart of

the city park. The sun was at its peak in the bright blue sky
overhead. He continued to move on the jogging trail using
the back of his hand to wipe at the beads of sweat on his fore-
head. He did not know why he had been summoned for this
meeting, but since the atmosphere of the last meeting with
his superior had been so unpleasant, his stomach had already
churned into tight, hard knots in his midsection at the
thought of today’s encounter. The only thing making him
wish Petropoulos would arrive soon was the intensity of the
noonday heat.

He should have selected another ruse to cover his reason
for being there. He was not an avid jogger to begin with, and
the mid-day heat that was always present this time of year in
Middle Tennessee was starting to get to him. He slowed his
pace and made his way toward the lake lying in the center
of the large expanse of green which was named Centennial
Park after the city’s centennial celebration of 1887.

The lake had also been created for the same centennial
exposition, but it was the building reaching upward toward

131



the sky at the lake’s edge that caught the imagination of most
of the park’s tourists. The gods and goddesses posing at the
roof ’s edges and tall vertical columns echoed of life in a time
long past. This was the Parthenon of ancient Greece. Even
though only a concrete replica, it still whispered of what it
must have been like to worship a goddess within its walls.

The jogger made his way toward the green lawn sur-
rounding the building. The loud honking of a flock of Cana-
dian geese let him know that he had irritated them as he
moved through their small group resting in the shade of an
old sycamore tree. Its paper-thin shreds of light brown bark
looked as if they had been peeled away for the sheer plea-
sure of exposing the under-bark’s luminous white surface to
the viewer’s eye. He crossed from out of the bright sunlight
into the thin shadow which the temple’s columns threw on-
to the green carpet and put one foot up onto the first layer
of the platform from which the massive Doric columns rose.
He took a second and third step upward until he stood at the
base of one column.

Wanting to explore further, he moved toward the front
entrance of the museum that was housed in the basement
below and turned to look at the pair of bronze doors that
would have been one of the main entrances for citizens of the
ancient city desiring to worship at the feet of Athena. The
doors were massive and soared at least twenty feet above his
head. At the top of each door was the head of a ram, in the
middle was the head of Athena, and at the bottom was the
head of a snarling lion. He would have liked to have reached
out and touched the hard, cold metal, but a safety fence was
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in place to keep modern civilization from vandalizing the
outer facade.

The shaft of one tall column pulled his gaze upward to
the bright blues and crimsons that colored the underbelly of
the graceful roof. He let his eyes wander toward the roof ’s
edge out into the unlimited expanse of the blue sky over-
head. Today not one blemish of a small white cloud was pre-
sent in the unbroken stretch of sky overhead. The shaft of the
column reaching and stretching itself up toward the edge of
the temple roof left him with the strong physical sensation of
his entire body being pulled upward by a potent but gentle
power.

He stood unable to move not wanting to disturb this
mysterious and pleasurable sensation. He had not been a de-
voted spiritual or religious person in his short lifetime, but
could it be there actually was an intelligent power unseen
and hidden by only the thin veil of the sky present above the
hard concrete line of the temple’s roof ? If so, he was sure it
would not be pleased with some of the things he had been
forced to do recently. He stood transfixed for several minutes
then shook his head. Today he could not afford himself the
luxury of daydreaming. He had to get back to the business at
hand.

THE MULTI COLORED FLAGS swung back and forth
in the steady hot air twisting and gliding its way through
every square inch of the park. They announced the summer’s
agenda for “Shakespeare in the Park”. A black Cadillac rolled
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into the park’s front entrance picking up the flags’ colors in
its tinted windows along with the pinks, yellows and whites
of the flower beds along the front drive. It continued to wind
past mid-day joggers, mothers and children and the usual
lunch crowd trying to find shade under old trees and picnic
pavilions. The car turned to follow a narrow winding road
until it came to rest in the circular parking lot at the foot of
the Parthenon.

Water in the lake reflected the intensity of the hot Au-
gust sun. Bright crystals of liquid were being spewed into the
dry summer air by the large fountain in the lake’s center. A
young man in jogging shorts emerged from behind the shad-
ow of one column of the temple and made his way toward
the black car.

A small pink frisbee smacked him on one ankle as he
crossed the grass. Looking up, he saw a small girl standing
with her mother pointing at the plastic disc resting at his
feet. Smiling, he leaned over and threw it back toward the
girl’s outstretched hands. They waved a thank you then re-
turned to their sport. The man walked up to the dark Cadil-
lac and knocked on his own reflection showing in the black-
ened tint of its rear passenger window. The door was opened,
and cooled air rushed out across his face. He climbed inside.

“Antony, I have another assignment for you.” The occu-
pant of the car wasted no time in getting down to business.

“I am always at your service, Mr. Petropoulos.” Antony
tilted his sunglasses up to rest on top of his head to reveal the
high cheekbones of the cyclist that had been chastised at the
older gentleman’s house last week. “It’s too hot to be jogging
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in the middle of the day, but I did not want to stand out too
much just hanging out in the park.”

“Good idea, good idea.” The man with the salt and pep-
per hair nodded his head in agreement and reached into the
leather pocket on the back of the seat in front of him. “I
haven’t much time so I need to let you know why I called
this meeting today. Here,” he said as he slid a large black and
white photograph out of a manilla envelope, “this is some-
one I would like you to meet and take care of for me.”

Antony took the offered photo and studied the subject.
It was a young, stocky, blonde-headed man stepping off a city
sidewalk into a street.

“Who will I be taking care of for you, Mr. Petropoulos?”
“This is Dr. Samual Thomas. He is the pastor of a large

church here in town. He has the potential to interfere with
our search and retrieval of the document we have been after
for such a long time. He is a very educated and knowledge-
able person on the history of our part of the world which
could cause him to become a large pain in our backsides if
you know what I mean.”

“I’m not sure that I follow you, sir.”
“My source says he has been called in to consult with the

police department in helping them to locate the document
and to also help them find the killers of Father Tom. We both
know we don’t want anyone helping the police to locate ei-
ther of those things, do we Antony.”

The younger man nodded his head in agreement.
“Good, then you understand me.” Mr. Petropoulos

paused for a few seconds. “I want this done without any de-
lay. There is to be no waiting for just the right moment. Here
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is the address of the church where he works. I have had some-
one watching him so you have an outline of his usual work
schedule. You will leave nothing behind to incriminate ei-
ther of us, and I want no mistakes being made like the last
time.”

He turned to look at the young man seated beside him
on the smooth leather seats. “This assignment must be com-
pleted. This will be your last opportunity to stay in my good
graces. You will not be given any more second chances. Are
you sure we are understanding each other this time?”

Antony’s dark eyes widened as he answered, “Yes sir, I
understand. I will not fail you again.”

“Report to me when you are done. Now you may leave.
My afternoon is busy, and I have one more stop to make.
John, let Antony out of the car for me.”

Antony cleared his throat hoping his next few words
might help his case. “Sir, if I may ask, what about the police.
Is there anything I can do for you there?”

Petropoulos glared into Antony’s face with a look that
challenged his right to ask any questions then turned to stare
straight ahead at the back of the seat in front of him. He ran
his fingers around the edge of a second large manilla enve-
lope he held in his lap.

“There are ways to handle the police department. That I
will do in my own way and is none of your concern.”

“I understand.”
Antony fumbled for the door handle eager to exit the ve-

hicle. The chauffeur who had sat in silence up front slid out
and opened the door for the younger man.
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“Don’t worry. I’ll take care of your problem for you, Mr.
Petropoulos. You won’t be disappointed.”

Antony turned and left the comfort of the car’s interior.
As the Cadillac drove away, he stood watching it follow the
narrow park road until it was out of sight. He knew this was
his last chance to save himself.
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Chapter Fourteen

The elderly couple shuffled behind the small group of
people exiting the large sanctuary with the man lean-

ing on his wife’s arm although she did not appear to be in any
better condition than her husband. Working together, they
somehow managed to move forward.

No one leaving the midday mass service was in any par-
ticular hurry to face the heat outside. Father Connally stood
watching as the last straggler closed the heavy wooden door
behind them to shut the glaring noonday sun out of the Bel-
mont Avenue entrance. He might have time today for a hur-
ried lunch if no one interrupted his afternoon schedule, but
as he started to turn back toward the hallway door of his of-
fice, he saw the figure of a man emerging from a dark corner
at the back of the last pew.

He recognized Petropoulos by the pin striped business
suit and the icy demeanor. A sense of dread fell over his
shoulders. Petropoulos stepped out of the shadows around
the front entrance. To Connally, the man always seemed to
bring his own thick mist of dark shadows along with him.

138



Petropoulos stopped at the basin of holy water to dip his
fingers and make the sign of the cross then proceeded toward
Father Connally.

“I need to talk to you.”
“I thought you couldn’t afford to be seen with me. Isn’t

it risky for us to meet here?”
“In this instance, it is worth the risk. We and our associ-

ates are very close to retrieving the document.” Petropoulos
leaned in closer. “We have been searching for centuries for
this, and now we have a chance to gain possession of it, but
to be safe, perhaps it would be better to move to your office. I
wanted to talk to you face to face, and this was the only time
I could find. I have questions.” Petropoulos extended his left
hand in the direction of the hallway door.

Father Connally pulled at his white collar and glanced
around the sanctuary. “Yes, come this way.”

The two men moved through the hallway door and into
the priest’s office. Connally removed the white alba from
over his head and shoulders and dispensed with the rest of
the vestments of the mass. He could feel the impatience of
his guest waiting behind his back.

“We have things to talk about, and I need a few ques-
tions answered,” the older man started with.

“Of course. Ask whatever you like.”
Father Connally took a seat behind his desk. A visit from

his superior here in Nashville always made him uncomfort-
able. Connally knew Petropoulos to be unpredictable and
volatile and that there was nothing he would not do to get
what he wanted. Nothing was off limits to the people in their
organization, but it was too late to try to remove himself
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from their ranks. Not only for the sake of his own neck but
because of what he was often required to do, there were times
he regretted allowing himself to get involved with this par-
ticular group of men.

He had been tempted by the money. He could not deny
it. The lure of the cash had gotten too strong. Perhaps he had
worn down from the years of struggling in service to others
and doing without. With all honesty, he was not sure any-
more, but he was in too deep to be allowed to leave. For
right now, his main concern was maintaining his own per-
sonal safety from the Nashville Police Department since he
knew from his brief visit from the detective that he had to
be on their radar. After all, somebody had to have been in-
volved that knew Father Tom’s work schedule. Today, how-
ever, it frightened him more to think of falling into the bad
graces of the men that wielded the power and authority be-
hind the man staring at him across the top of his desk.

“Connally, you are still keeping in touch with your con-
tacts in town, aren’t you?”

“I talk to them at least once a week.”
“Good, it is very important that I stay informed as to

what is happening within the religious community.”
Petropoulos stumbled over only a few words. His Eng-

lish was better than it used to be, and no one now would
have suspected he had grown up abandoned and alone in the
merciless street gutters of Athens, Greece. Except for the oc-
casional slight imperfections in his speech, his transforma-
tion into a respected and successful, international business-
man was complete. Connally did not know the complete
story of how he had risen in the ranks of their brotherhood
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but knew it involved cruelty and––––he shuddered as he
thought of it––––murder. Petropoulos was the perfect
modern-day Brother. He was willing to do anything to get
what he wanted and in love with his own sense of power, am-
bition and greed.

“There is no further information out there on the loca-
tion of the scroll. I talked to everyone I could yesterday.”

“Good, and everyone is cooperating as they should?
You’re not having trouble with anyone?”

“The few who don’t know me quite as well are only good,
decent people who think the same about me and are open
and willing to tell me about anything that’s going on in their
church. As for the others, well, the details you gave me about
them have been helpful in getting information out of them.
They know better than to not talk to me.”

“Their little indiscretions have been helpful to us.”
“Mr. Petropoulos, I think I have done everything I can

do. I will keep in touch with you as often as I can.”
“You are of a great service to our brotherhood here in

town. I will see that the information gets passed on to Rome
and Florence.”

“Thank you, it’s appreciated.”
Petropoulos stood up and turned toward the door then

stopped to look back at the priest. “Just make sure you keep
on doing whatever is needed from you. Understand?”

“Of course.”
After the older man left the room, Father Connally took

a few deep breaths and tried to relax. As he sat alone in his
office regretting what he had gotten himself involved in, he
pulled at his white collar which was damp from perspiration.
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The threat in Petropoulos’s voice could not be missed. Per-
haps it was time to check in with his contact in Florence. In-
surance was what he needed. Yes, he was in need of an insur-
ance policy for protection.

He had made a few allies within the organization over
the past few years, and it was time to call out the strongest
one. Within their brotherhood there was a tremendous pow-
er struggle going on. Political maneuvering reaching down
from the highest levels to the lowest was leaving an imbal-
ance and weakening the core structure of the entire organi-
zation.

Older members of the group wanted to maintain the tra-
ditional ways of operating, but a growing number of younger
members felt it was time to modernize their methods. Every-
one realized the conflict had to end soon or they would risk a
total collapse of everything they had built over the centuries,
but it was the perfect time for a blow to be struck by the new
order.

Connally had friends among the younger men. They
would be his best protection against Petropoulos’s authority
and prestige. He punched a number into his cellphone.

“May I speak to Piero Romanelli. Yes, I’ll be glad to
hold.” With the phone to his ear, Connally realized his desire
for lunch had taken a back seat to his more immediate and
greater need.
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Chapter Fifteen

H is morning started off the usual way. Douglan stepped
out the kitchen door and past the patio table and

chairs. At seven in the morning, the humidity and heat were
building up and promising to make it bearable to spend only
a few minutes at a time outside. After backing the car into
the street, he sat for a second or two to look at the home his
wife and he had made for themselves.

The house was a red brick ranch, not particularly fancy
but large enough for him and his family. The small trees they
had planted when they first moved in now spread a green,
lacy canopy in all directions giving enough shade for chil-
dren to always be able to play outside even in the worst heat.
Since their two children were grown and gone, it was the
sound of grandchildren that filled the yard with noise and
life. It had always been a comfortable, safe neighborhood to
live in. He and Cici had lived there twenty-seven years and
hoped to be able to live there another twenty-seven years.

After driving through the early morning serenity of the
neighborhood, Douglan tensed as he pulled out into the
mad rush of traffic going downtown. After reaching the of-
fice, he picked up his usual stack of mail, dumped it on his

143



desk and got his first cup of strong coffee he knew he would
need for the rest of his morning.

There were no new leads in either Father Tom’s or Ran-
dall Sissom’s cases. First up for his morning was a meeting
with all the uniforms and detectives involved in both inves-
tigations.

“Okay, everybody, listen up.” Douglan glanced around at
the group of faces staring back at him. “I don’t know about
you, but I’m getting pretty frustrated. I want to review where
we are on these two cases. Mark, where are you on all this?”

The head of the forensics team stood up. “All the drug
screens came back. We are not 100% sure, but it was more
than likely a form of bath salts. Father McClarin had high
traces of MDPV in his body. Plus, results are now back in on
Sissom. He was confirmed to be carrying the Ebola virus.”

Everyone groaned. Douglan held up one hand.
“Don’t get too upset. We have all of the street people

seen around Sissom in Nashville General except for, of
course, Charlie Bruner. Do we have any idea where he might
be?

Douglan looked over at the two uniforms he had put in
charge of locating Bruner.

“We are out on the streets almost every day looking for
him, sir. We just missed him a couple of times but so far have
not caught him.”

“I want you out on the streets every day not almost every
day. Do you understand?”

The tone of his voice was not lost on either man, and
they both nodded they understood their new instructions.
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Douglan turned to the lieutenant in charge of interview-
ing the church staff. “Lieutenant Brown, are we through with
everyone at St. Angela’s?”

“We are, sir, but no one stands out from the crowd in
particular. It seems five people knew about Father McClar-
in’s research and what it was about. I got one, a secretary,
Linda O’Brien, to open up, and she said Father McNulty
on staff was known to be upset over Father McClarin being
hired for his position. It seems McNulty felt the job should
have gone to him instead of McClarin, but I don’t know if he
was jealous enough to murder over it. I mean, after all, he is a
priest.”

“That makes no difference. Make your objective for to-
day to go interview the guy in depth, and I mean in great de-
tail. I want to know what his alibi is for the night McClarin
died and how air tight it is.”

“Yes sir.”
“Josh, where are we on the motorcycle?”
“I have the names of four people who bought new

Ducatis in the last two months in Nashville. I’ll track all of
them down today.”

“Good. I guess that is about all I have for you guys. Just
get out there and do your best. We could have a dangerous
disease on the sidewalks which we haven’t found the source
of yet not to mention a bunch of lunatics out there willing to
kill over some old scroll.”

Back at his desk, he made a few phone calls and then
started opening his mail. Nothing unusual there until he
came to a large manilla envelope. For such a large envelope,
it felt too light as if it was almost empty. Using as much cau-
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tion as he could, he broke the seal on the paper. A single large
photograph fell out onto the top of his desk. His heartrate
dramatically accelerated.

It was a photo of his wife and daughter with his two
grandchildren stepping off of a sidewalk at what appeared to
be somewhere in Green Hills Village. Wasn’t it only two days
ago they had all been out shopping for his granddaughter’s
upcoming birthday? A large red X had been placed over all
four of their faces. He made his way across the noisy office
to his Chief ’s office. He knocked and without waiting for an
answer went on in.

“Chief, I have to talk to you in private. Now.” Douglan
closed the door behind him.

“Sure, sit down.” His superior could tell by the tight look
of stress on the detective’s face that whatever he had to say
needed to be dealt with within the next few minutes.

“I received this,” the envelope was thrown on top of the
Chief ’s desk, “in today’s mail. It was taken two days ago.”

The Chief looked at the photograph then up at
Douglan.

“Don’t worry. This department will never let a family
member of one of our own be harmed in any way. Right
now, we need to get this to the lab for DNA and fingerprints
and question the mailroom as to how it got here. I can get a
squad car to you and your daughter’s house within an hour.

“I need to get back home. I’m going to stay with Cici un-
til the squad car arrives.”

“Take your time. There’s nothing here that can’t wait for
at least a couple of hours.”
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Driving a little too fast on his way home, he phoned
to tell his wife to stay inside until he got there and that
they needed to talk right away. As he turned into the drive-
way, everything on the outside of the house looked normal.
He had not seen any unusual vehicles moving through the
neighborhood.

After making Cici sit down on the sofa, he told her
about the photograph. She called their daughter, Patti, and
told her to get the kids back home from school and to stay
inside until a police car could get there. There was no need
to take any chances.

There had been only one other case in which his family
had been threatened since he had been on the Nashville
force, but he had not taken it as seriously as this. That long
ago threat had involved a young street punk who thought
he could get away with anything: dealing drugs, threatening
a detective’s family. He was put in prison for ten years.
Douglan knew he was still serving his time so it was not pos-
sible for him to be behind this danger. This was a profession-
al looking job and a more menacing threat.

They sat side by side on the sofa. Doulgan held his wife’s
hand as they both tried to calm their nerves. It was one thing
to try and intimidate the two of them but to threaten the
lives of their daughter and grandchildren was unthinkable.
The quiet in the room at the moment was so pervasive that
all they could hear was their own rapid breathing and the
soft ticking of the old clock on the fireplace mantel counting
down each second. Cici moved closer to him in the silence
that filled the room.
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Outside the loud noise of what sounded like a motorcy-
cle engine decelerating in front of the house and a loud thud
as if something had hit the front sidewalk interrupted the
uneasy calm inside. Douglan jumped up and managed to get
a brief glimpse of a black motorcycle speeding away from the
house. A large lump of something was laying on their front
walk.

His pulse increased. He had been taught to be the first
line of defense in a city, and all his old academy training
kicked in. He rushed to the front door, but as he reached for
the knob, he could not stop the mild shaking in his hand.
Trained or not, this was personal. He did not want to go out
and see what it was. He stopped, sucked in a deep breath and
turned the knob.

Telling Cici to stay inside, he stepped out to inspect
whatever it was laying just outside the front door. He leaned
over and picked up a coarse canvas bag and untied the string
at one end. Out fell the body of a cat. Blood covered the
animal’s orange and black fur. It was Paws, their family pet
of twelve years. His throat had been slashed. Curled up in-
side the bag was the same photograph he had received at his
office. In case he had not gotten the message from the first
warning, this second was to insure he understood his enemy.
Cici came running out the door.

“Paws, oh no.” She started crying. “I almost forgot. He
didn’t come up for breakfast this morning. Poor baby.” Wip-
ing at her eyes, she glared up at her husband. “This is all your
fault. You do know that don’t you.”

Douglan felt his body stiffen. He knew where this con-
versation was going.
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“This is a discussion we need to have inside, not out here
in front of all of our neighbors.” Placing his hand in the
small of her back, he tried to push her toward the house.
“Don’t touch anything. Leave everything out here. The lab
will check it all out. Right now, I want you and the kids in-
side and safe.”

“Leave me alone.” She pushed his arm away. “I’m going
inside, but if anything happens to Patti or the children, it’ll
be the fault of you and your job.”

Again, her blue eyes filled with tears. She turned her
back on him and entered the house slamming the door so
hard the glass rattled in the front windows. Sighing, he laid
the bag and its contents back down on the walkway and fol-
lowed his wife inside. No matter what she was getting ready
to throw at him, he knew he would have to be patient with
her. He entered his living room with caution. A small pillow
hit him in the side.

“Cici, what?”
Cici glared at him from across the room, lips trembling.
“Hayden, I know this, this extreme devotion you’ve al-

ways had for your job has been about what happened to your
brother and family, but it’s never before threatened the safe-
ty of our children. This is different and unacceptable.”

He moved across the room and enfolded her in his arms
and stroked her hair. The flood of tears she was wetting the
front of his good shirt with was her way of releasing the fear
he knew was threatening to overwhelm her. After a few min-
utes of Douglan holding her with her soft sobbing on his
chest being the only sound filling the quiet of the room, a
calm seemed to settle the storm that had intruded itself in-
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to their home. Cici managed to catch her breath and pulled
herself out of his embrace.

“I’m sorry, but I can’t help it. I can’t handle the children
being threatened.”

“Please, don’t worry. You know the department takes
good care of their own. I guarantee twenty-four-hour pro-
tection on all of you.”

Staring at him with more peaceful but yet reddened eyes,
she moved toward the kitchen.

“I need something for my nerves,” she stopped, hesitat-
ing, “but I do trust you.” She turned her back and disap-
peared into the kitchen.

This was not the first time his job had caused stress be-
tween them. Even now the pangs of guilt he felt for the un-
happiness his choice of careers had caused his wife could
bare their ugly fangs to rip away at his usual contentment.
From the beginning, his career had caused his wife a great
deal of unhappiness. She had known who and what he was
when she married him, but she was after all only human so
he figured she had a right to complain every once in a while.

Today’s threat, however, was the worst ever aimed at him
and his family. If he were honest with himself, the first emo-
tion he had felt from this morning had been fear, total fear,
but now he was starting to get angry. No not angry, enraged.
How dare anyone threaten his family like this!

He felt the sudden urge for a drink. Where was that
whiskey they kept for entertaining? He walked over to the
small wet bar at the end of the dining room and watched the
golden liquid hit the bottom of a glass. He took a large gulp
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of its contents that was followed by two or three more hefty
swallows of the strong liquid.

On the fourth attempt at another gulp, he froze with his
glass raised only a few inches from his lips. No, I can’t do this
again. Feeling only anger and disgust for himself, he slung
the glass across the room sending bright shards of glass and
liquid spewing onto the room’s polished hardwood floors.
Cici came hurrying out of the kitchen.

“Hayden, what are you doing?”
He turned to see his wife’s white face still caught in the

grip of her shock and fear. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to scare
you. I just got a little upset. You go back in the kitchen and
I’ll clean up my mess.”

While she retreated back to the warm sanctuary of the
sunny kitchen, he leaned over to clean up the floor. After fin-
ishing, he stood for a moment trying to control the shaking
of his hands, and the strong emotions swirling around inside
his head.

Today’s events had forced old memories to boil back up
to the surface. They were memories that were better left un-
stirred. Reaching down into that black pot of the past had
always caused him only extreme pain because thoughts of re-
venge, murder and rage were unpleasant companions to take
to bed with you every night. He shivered then shook his
head. Even though he did not want to go down that road
again, this morning it was impossible for him to stop the
ride.

Douglan and his brother became policemen like their
father before them. As young boys can do, their dad was
their hero; a feeling that did not change for either son as
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he and his brother Bruce got older. Both wanted to become
cops just like their dad. Both enrolled in the police academy
and graduated with honors. Both were given squad cars. The
similarities came to a sudden end there, however, because
Douglan lived to love and raise a family. His brother ended
up dead on a city sidewalk, killed by a vengeful ex-con he had
helped to put away.

Douglan stopped to wipe at his wet eyes with unsure
hands that still trembled. The next memory was the most dif-
ficult of all, and even the heat of the bright summer sun in
the room was not strong enough to stop the cold chill it sent
racing down his spine every time it raised its grotesque head.
He could still see the blood from his brother’s body staining
the gray concrete dark red on that hot summer afternoon. A
deep burning memory like that never fades.

He turned to stare through the dining room window
overlooking his front lawn. Even now as he watched the sun-
light moving over the green network of tree leaves on the
other side of the glass, the memories from the next few years
after his brother’s death were still a blur. That was because his
alcohol-soaked brain could not focus well on anything. Any-
time he had not been on duty, he was drinking too much and
knew the only reason he had been kept on the force was be-
cause of his dad’s influence. He hated God. He blamed him
for his brother’s death and stopped going to church. Noth-
ing his family said could change anything he did or felt.

That is until the night he met Cici at a friend’s party. As
he looked back at the bright gleams of summer sun bouncing
off his dining room floor, he thought he could see the reflec-
tion of Cici’s face from the first time they had met mirrored
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in its wooden surface. He had been totally smitten, and that
is what had gotten him off the alcohol. He cleaned up for
her. He had never been able to figure out why she went out
with him, but after their first date, they were together and,
lucky for him, still were.

It was her love that softened his anger and hatred, and
sometimes, she was able to get him into church. Didn’t they
say you become something like who you marry? He could
not help but smile at the thought that it was a good thing he
had become more like her instead of the other way around.

Still preoccupied in the past, the smile left his face as
he stood unable to stop the intrusion of the other memories
that had shaped him into the ruthless investigator he was to-
day. He remembered the feelings of injustice his family had
suffered because his brother’s murderer was never found. He
did not want other families to have to suffer the same pain
and indignity, but today was more proof that his wife still
had small nudges of misunderstandings about his determina-
tion on the job. In the past, it had caused heated arguments,
but as time had passed, he had thought she had come to ac-
cept her husband’s devotion to his job and had learned to
cope.

He would always love her for that. That is why he would
do whatever it took to keep his family safe, and this morning
in less than an hour after he had gotten home, two police
cruisers were at the edge of his front sidewalk to stay for
the rest of the day and night. Their presence would afford as
much peace of mind as possible.

After settling the officers in for their watch, Douglan
touched the screen of his cellphone to call Samual and make
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sure he and his family were not being treated to the same in-
timidation and threats. He got only voicemail.

“Samual, you need to call me back. There’s a new situa-
tion I need to talk to you about.” He hoped the young pastor
would sense the urgency in his voice. After all, lives were at
stake.
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Chapter Sixteen

“S amual, your wife is on line three. Can you talk to her
now?” The receptionist’s voice reached the pastor

standing just outside the doorway of his office.
“Sure Dena, put her through.” Samual walked into his

office and punched down the blinking light on his desk
phone. “Hey, hon. Yeah, I’m sorry. I’ll be out pretty late if I
know Jeff. Every time he wants to meet with me after hours
it goes on longer than it should. I’m sure he’s lonely since
Suzanne died so I can’t give you an exact time when I’ll be
home.” He paused. “Sure, you and the kids go ahead and eat.
I have to go and get this over with. Maybe this will be the last
time I have to meet with him. I think the art for the book
cover is supposed to be ready tonight. Thanks, love you too.”

Placing the receiver back on its cradle, he could not re-
strain the doubts that crept into his mind at times like this
about whether or not he had made the right choice for his
family by taking the position of senior pastor at the church.
The demands on his time were unending. He had to take
phone calls at all hours of the day and night, seven days
a week, fifty-two weeks out of the year except for the few
weeks of vacation he allowed for himself and his family.
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Maybe it was the prospect of being away from home for
the book tour that was bringing him down right now. If only
he could shake the negative thoughts from his head the way
you brushed an irritating mosquito away, but like the mos-
quito, they always returned.

The church he was serving was a non-denominational,
charismatic church and was different from the ultra-conser-
vative, legalistic atmosphere he had grown up in. His beliefs
and needs changed during his college years after his mother’s
sudden death. His dad had been a traveling salesman and at
home very little so his mom had become his and his sister’s
rock and whole world. After her death, his life felt like it was
floundering without a life raft.

At that point in time, he was in desperate need of some-
thing more than a list of rules to live by. He needed a real
god, not some plastic icon hanging on a wall. That is when a
group of friends took him to their charismatic church. From
the first word of the first worship song, he sensed a feeling
of energy and passion for a living God. They made Him feel
so real and close. He knew he was in the right place and was
able to get a sense of intimacy with his Heavenly Father. He
had found a parent to replace the one he had lost.

He had accepted the position he was in because he had
thought he could make a difference in the spiritual life of the
church and perhaps even the spiritual atmosphere of the city
itself. At times, however, he just could not see what he was
accomplishing and could not shake the sense of frustration
and uselessness he had been feeling for the past six months.
Maybe it was the way church itself was set up. More and
more it seemed the culture was having a greater impact on
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people’s lives than he, another pastor, or any church could
ever have. He had been contemplating leaving the ministry
for good.

That is until two weeks ago when he had been asked
to consult with the police department on the investigation
into the deaths of Father Tom and Randall Sissom. It had
started the old juices flowing again and had revived him on
a deeper spiritual level. The thought of an actual never be-
fore revealed to the world Dead Sea Scroll floating around
Nashville was challenging to say the least, and this one was
perhaps prophetic in nature in regard to the church during
the last days of earth’s existence.

What could be revealed in such a scroll that would cause
the deaths of two men? Could this be the beginning of a new
chapter in the history of God’s family. Was a sudden and ma-
jor change about to happen? If so, he knew he wanted, no
needed, to hang around for that. He had decided that where
he was right now was where he was going to stay for at least a
little while longer. As he was sitting enjoying the newfound
sense of joy in his work, the loud ringing of his phone inter-
rupted his afternoon’s musings.

“Pastor, you have a very important visitor.”
“An important visitor? Send them on down.”
The receptionist’s tone of voice was light, and she had

laughed as she had said the word important. He thought he
had heard his sister’s voice in the background. He opened
the door of his office and stepped into the hall. Shuffling
down the narrow hallway, a diminutive older man leaned on
a woman’s arm. Samual moved forward to help his sister and
embraced the man in a strong, warm hug.
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“Pop, what are you and Evie doing here?”
“Don’t fuss at him, Samual. He wouldn’t take no for an

answer. He insisted he had to come see you now, emphasis
on the now!”

Together he and his sister moved his frail father into his
office and into a chair.

“Stop fussing over me. I can sit down by myself.”
Samual’s father pushed both sets of hands away. “I’m
stronger than I look.” Samual’s sister rolled her eyes. “And
you can just stop making that face.”

The old man coughed. Evie jumped for the tissue in her
purse. A small trickle of blood showed at the corner of his fa-
ther’s mouth. With one brusque swipe, he removed it.

Samual’s father leaned over and picked up a piece of pa-
per off his desktop. “I see you’re still writing that poetry stuff.
What does this one say?”

“Dad, leave it. I know you thought it was a waste of my
times so—

“Son, just because I didn’t understand your need doesn’t
mean it was not important.” His dad stopped and started
reading out loud.

Quiet Whispers
In the stillness of the night

Your quiet whispers roar
In my heart, the sorrows break

Then fall softly to the floor
Each pristine shining needle

Feather floats to a dusty earth
Leaving room at last within

For pure joy and your immeasurable worth
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The bright glory of your face
Outshines all suns by far

Your living breath blows across
The desert’s skies to light every burning star

Cleansing, blowing, refreshing
Reaching across an unending universe

Moving down from highest heaven
To destroy forever

Man’s darkest, ancient curse
“This is pretty good. You need to keep this up.”
Samual could not help but smile. “Only pretty good?

Dad, you didn’t insist on coming to see me to read my poet-
ry. So, what gives?”

“I had to come to see you this afternoon. I talked to He-
lene last night, and she told me you were consulting with the
police department on some of the recent murders?”

“Yes, that’s right, but she shouldn’t have worried you
with any of that.”

“I’m not worried. I’m proud of you, and your grandfa-
ther would be too if he were still here.”

“I’m glad you feel that way, but why would my grandfa-
ther be so proud of me for helping the police?”

“It’s not just about helping the police, but what you’re
helping them with.”

“Helene should not have told you what the case in-
volved.”

“I’m glad she did. It’s like you’re following your family
destiny in finishing the work your grandfather began back in
the forties.”

“What family destiny?”
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“I’ve never mentioned this to you before because I had
no idea our family would ever again be involved in the busi-
ness over the scroll.”

“You know something new about the scroll!”
“It’s something you need to know. You can tell the police

if you like. There is really nothing to hide. There is nothing
can be done to your grandfather now.” Again, his dad
coughed hard then took in a deep breath from the effort.
“You’re not the first member of the family to be confronted
with the issue of this particular Dead Sea scroll.”

Samual’s heart began to beat at a faster rate, and a look
of total confusion flushed over his face.

“Pop, this involves the brutal murders of two young men
in the local religious community. If you have any informa-
tion that can help, I need to have it!” Samual leaned forward
in his chair.

“I’m giving you the information passed along to me by
my father. Do you recognize what’s in this picture?”

His father had carried an old shoebox in with him and
now pulled a frayed at the edges black and white photo out
of it. Samual recognized the document container found on
Randall Sissom’s body

“Dad, where in the world did you get a picture of this?”
“Your grandfather took it when he was working in Of-

fenbach, Germany right after World War II. He was helping
to catalogue and restitute art and personal belongings the
Nazis had stolen during the war. A lot, no most of it, was tak-
en from Jewish victims of the Holocaust.”

“How come this is the first of this that I’m hearing?
Granddad never said anything to me about any of this.”
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“He didn’t tell me until I was thirty-five and had two
kids of my own. I’m not sure he understood himself the im-
portance of what he had seen and done.” Samual’s father fell
silent as his two children exchanged looks of disbelief and
amazement at what they were hearing.

“Come on Pop, Evie and I deserve to hear the rest of it.
There’s still something you’re not telling us.”

His father pulled more worn black and whites from the
battered shoebox. In one, Samual’s grandfather smiled into
the camera along with two other young men. They were rais-
ing large steins which at one time had been full of beer.
Samual guessed they were in some local beer hall. The third
photo was of a large and beautiful castle. His grandfather in
a military uniform sat smiling behind the steering wheel of a
jeep in the foreground of the picture. Samual’s father stroked
the front of the old photo.

“You have his smile. I see him every time I look at you.
As for this picture, it’s Neuschwanstein. Very picturesque,
isn’t it. Dad said it was the most beautiful spot he saw while
he was there. It had been used by the Germans as a hiding
place for stolen artwork, a lot of which had come from
France. General Eisenhower asked for all officers from the
western front with any library or art experience to be placed
in the Monuments, Fine Arts and Archives Program. Your
grandfather got assigned there, and he always felt privileged
because he got to see some of history’s most beautiful pieces
of artwork.

“The sad part was seeing the personal belongings of so
many concentration camp victims. He told me on one of the
rare occasions he talked about it how difficult it was to see
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the personal belongings of so many people butchered with-
out mercy in the death camps. The feeling of death at times
he said was overwhelming, but he did his part, fulfilled his
duties and then came home.”

“What’s all this got to do with this photo of this old doc-
ument container and a Dead Sea scroll?”

“I know what I am about to tell you may be hard for you
to believe, but it came straight from your grandfather him-
self. It was hard for me to believe at first, but I knew my Dad
to be an honest person. Besides, he had no reason to lie. He
had made no money off of anything he had done, and with
all this happening to you right now, it reinforces my belief in
everything he said. It’s all come full circle.”

Samual’s father stopped to look up from the picture. He
placed his hand over the blue-veined and fragile ones of his
dad.

“Go on, Pop.”
“Your grandfather found this while he was in Germany

helping to catalog the stolen artwork, and this is the hard
part to believe, but the night after he found the container
and scroll, he had a very disturbing dream, vision or impres-
sion, whatever you want to call it, that he felt in his spirit
was from God. He said in it he saw a large hall in Austria to
which he got the feeling he was supposed to send the scroll
for safekeeping. So, he told me that’s what he did. Never gave
away the exact location he took it to because he could have
gotten into trouble for not telling his superiors. He kept it a
secret that he took to his grave with him.”
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“How did a Dead Sea scroll make its way into Europe?
They weren’t discovered until the late forties in caves in the
West Bank. Why did he think it came from there?”

“He said it was several years later that he could confirm
it was a Dead Sea Scroll. After the other scrolls were discov-
ered, he realized it was identical in appearance and nature
to those found in the caves of the Qumran area around the
Dead Sea. Somehow, it ended up in the hands of the Nazis
during the war then made its way to your grandfather. God
works things out in his own time and in his own way.”

Samual stared at the floor for a few minutes in silence
then got up, retrieved a book from a shelf, leafed through the
pages and handed it to his father.

“Is this where he sent it, Pop?”
His father stared hard at a picture of the Austrian Na-

tional Library then shook his head.
“I have no idea, son. Dad never did tell me where nor

showed me any kind of picture. I’m sorry I can’t help you
with this any further. You help the police all you can. It
is your duty and our family’s responsibility to see that this
scroll ends up where it should be. It is important you finish
what your grandfather started so many years ago. He was a
faithful man and a strong believer. It is what he would have
wanted you to do.”

After a few brief minutes of more coughing, Pop stood
and turned toward the door. Before leaving the room, he
stopped to look back at his only son.

“I am so proud of you. I know you’ve had your doubts
about your calling, but I never did. Be careful, son. God will
be there to protect you as He always is, but remember, when-
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ever you stand up for the light, the darkness is sure to come
looking for you.”

Samual walked across the room to give his father and sis-
ter a long hug before they left to return to his sister’s house
where his father had decided to spend his last days. Samual
almost could not believe what he had heard, but like his fa-
ther before him, he knew the source to be totally reliable.
Detective Douglan would have to be told of this afternoon’s
strange tale from his family’s history.
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Chapter Seventeen

S amual left his office, locked its door and moved down
the hallway past the front receptionist’s office. “Here so

late tonight, Dena? I thought you’d be gone by now.”
“I’m still waiting for Jimmy to pick me up. My car is

in the garage so I’m trapped until he can pick me up.” The
young girl at the desk grinned up at him. “I hear you’re going
to meet the publisher tonight. Hope everything goes well.”

“Thanks, it will. I have a good feeling about tonight. You
be careful on your way home.”

He waved as he turned to pass through the glass doors
and make his way up the steps to the street level. He hoped
this was not going to go on as late as the last meeting. He had
not gotten home until a little after midnight that night.

Everything did go well. He and Jeff had sat down with
the art samples for the book cover and had approved a slick,
contemporary piece of photography for the front book jack-
et. The editor had made only a minimal number of changes
in the manuscript, and by all appearances, the book was
ready to go to press. All the loose ends were tied up. His
mood started to lift.
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He accepted Jeff ’s invitation of dinner, and they ended
up at the Standard House. There they consumed some pretty
good-sized Angus steaks and toasted the impending success
of this newest book. By the end of the meal, they both felt
pleased with themselves for their night’s accomplishments.

“Here, let me give you a ride back to your car.” Jeff had
driven them to the restaurant and was parked on the street
in front of the main entrance.

“I think I will walk back. It might help me after all that
food. Besides, it’s only what, two, three blocks at the most.
See you later. Thanks for everything.”

Samual leaned into the passenger’s side of the car then
stepped back to close the door. He waved as the vehicle
pulled away.

It was good to be out on the sidewalk alone. He could
have some time to himself. He was trying not only to digest
a large steak but also what his father had told him about his
grandfather that afternoon. The sun had already set, and the
street lights were shining in the dusky haze of a city summer’s
night. Downtown was never covered in total darkness.

Crossing over Broad Street, he continued on for a few
blocks. A little isolated at the back of a building, his parking
lot was away from the main flow of traffic. He had been look-
ing down not too aware of his surroundings until he noticed
he was no longer casting a shadow onto the hard concrete of
the sidewalk. He looked up. Several street lights looked like
they had been vandalized. Their bulbs were cracked and bro-
ken and not working which threw this entire side of the lot
and his car into nothing but heavy, darkened shadows.

166 SUSAN GUINN



A strange, eerie feeling that something was wrong
rushed over him. He remembered his father’s words ‘the
darkness will come looking for you’. He shivered and stopped
to look around then pushed himself forward knowing he
had to move his feet in order to get to his car. His keys jin-
gled in his hand ready for him to make a quick entrance into
the vehicle. Watching over his shoulder, he looked down on-
ly long enough to press the button on the door’s remote con-
trol.

As he reached for the door, someone grabbed him by
the shoulder and spun him around. All he could see was the
darkened form of a man standing a few feet in front of him.
His first reaction was to throw up one arm to shield himself
from what he sensed was coming. An intense feeling of help-
lessness hit him hard in the pit of his stomach.

Not a word echoed off the hard walls of the buildings
surrounding the two men. He heard no noise except for a
muffled sound of gunshot and saw in the darkness a small red
flash. The pain in his chest was instantaneous. He dropped
to his knees and fell face up to stare into the dark sky. The
light from the stars was muted by the glow of the city’s lights
and the summer haze lying in a thick layer between their
heavens and his earth.

The man stood over him then leaned down to start going
through his pockets. After his attacker removed his wallet
from his back pocket, Samual felt his watch being taken off
his wrist. Helene had told him not to wear it. Didn’t he real-
ize cellphones kept time? It was a valuable, antique gift from
his father, but he was too attached, too proud of it so he wore
it anyway. Funny the things you can think about as you lay
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dying. Still cloaked in the silence of the lot, the stronger man
left the weaker, and the sound of an engine moved further
and further away.

The pain ripped and blasted its way through his chest.
A burning heat spread throughout the left side of his chest.
He coughed and felt a warm liquid come up into his mouth.
He tried to spit it out. He could feel it trickling slowly down
his chin. As he coughed again, there was more liquid. It was
getting harder and harder to breathe with each breath tak-
ing more effort. The night above his head was getting darker
and darker and the starlight more distant with each blink. I
can’t die, not tonight. My wife, my children.” He felt a tear
roll down one cheek. I didn’t get a chance to say good-bye
was all he could think. He closed his eyes. The pain settled
down deeper into his body.

He heard no sound of any approaching footsteps, but
someone reached out and shook him by his shoulder. Jerked
back into awareness by the abrupt movement, he saw leaning
over him faces of young people. Was that the girl he had seen
on the sidewalk passing out orange fliers? Her face shim-
mered before his eyes then faded away to be replaced by that
of a young man with black hair. A bright streak of blue ran
through one long lock hanging over one side of his face. He
was joined by several other young men. Their faces blurred
and danced before his eyes. The glint of the metal in the
pierced brows and noses took on an unnatural glow, and the
designs of their tattoos grew more grotesque with every sec-
ond.

“Hold on pastor,” one young man spoke up. “We’re go-
ing to get you some help.”
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“Brad, he won’t make it until the ambulance shows up.
We’ve got to do something.” A second voice at his side joined
in.

It was the face closest to him. He must be down on his
knees beside me. Samual tried harder to focus and breathe at
the same time.

“Brad, he’s not going to make it.” The face continued to
speak with more of a sense of urgency controlling the sound
of its voice.

“You know we have strict orders not to interfere in their
lives, Jacob. We have to leave matters in their own hands. We
can only assist or guide,” a more distant voice answered.

“But Brad, he’s supposed to be important in how things
work out, isn’t he? We can’t just let him die.” A moment’s
hesitation then again, “I can’t let him die.”

Samual’s pain started to ease but only by a very thin sliv-
er. The fire in his chest was starting to cool. He tilted his
chin down. He could see the gushing hole in his chest. The
young man’s hand was hovering in mid-air above his wound.
A faint light enveloped the boy’s hand and lingered there.
Samual felt fear rising from his gut into his chest making it
even harder to breathe.

The light surrounding the boy’s open hand grew brighter
and stronger until the pastor could not watch because of
the glare and intensity of its brilliance. Samual closed his
eyes. The pain continued to ease. Samual started to relax and
breathing was becoming easier. After a minute or two, he
could feel his entire body relax. He looked down again, and
although he was feeling better, the hole in his left chest still
continued to ooze blood in a steady flow.
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“We can’t leave him like this. I haven’t the power to fin-
ish. We need Michael.”

The voice above the boy’s head responded, “We don’t
have any choice now since you literally took matters into
your own hands. Come on. We’ll have to move him.”

Samual could feel his body leaving the hardness of the
asphalt and being lifted into the air, but the pain from the
movement again tore at his chest and became too much. He
was grateful as a dark cloud of unconsciousness settled in
heavily to relieve him of his anguish.

BRIGHT SHARDS OF PAIN pierced the dark fog encir-
cling his head, and Samual could hear a voice softly croon-
ing, “Pastor, pastor, wake up. Can you hear me. Open your
eyes if you can.”

Samual felt the pain starting its relentless pursuit of his
body. Opening his eyes, he blinked trying to bring the
blurred objects before his face into focus. The same young
man from the parking lot was kneeling over him with a
steaming cup of a liquid held in his hand. He lifted Samual’s
head.

“Here try a few sips of this. It will help ease the pain.”
Samual managed a few small sips. The liquid was warm,

and the aroma floating above the cup reminded him of some
of his wife’s flowers she had growing out in front of their
house. It tasted of honey and butter and some odd unknown
tangy spice and melted its way down his dry throat. He lifted
a hand to try and hold the cup.
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The young man laughed as he pushed Samual’s hand
back down. “That’s alright, pastor, we’re going to do all the
work for you right now. You need to rest.”

He started to feel better as some of the pain loosened the
grip it had been holding upon his body. Some of his strength
returned, and he turned his head to survey the small group
of people standing nearby. They were all young with no one
looking over the age of twenty-five at the most.

On the ground in the middle of the group was a small
open fire. Most stood talking in low voices among them-
selves with a few lingering around the warmth of the fire. The
snap and crackle of the burning wood was pleasant, and al-
though Samual knew it was the middle of August, the heat
from the flames was not too much and felt comforting.

The boy must have noticed the puzzled look on Samual’s
face while he was watching the flames because the young
man chuckled, “We felt like having a little fire tonight. It’s
kind of cozy don’t you think. Of course, we have our own
built-in climate control.”

An unexpected loud noise from overhead startled
Samual, and he looked up. It appeared he was now lying un-
der some sort of bridge. The sound of traffic roared above the
small group. A siren charged over their heads and moved off
into the distance.

“Don’t worry, pastor. They can’t see us down here.”
“Jacob, we need to talk with you.” A voice drifted from

the other side of the fire.
Samual looked over to see a small group of young men

all dressed in the black clothing he had noticed on the young
people on the street corners as they tried to pass out the or-
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ange fliers. The only one not dressed in black was the girl
with the honey gold hair. She glanced toward the reclining
pastor and gave him a slight smile.

“She’s one of our ancient ones. She holds a place of great
respect,” Jacob stated as he placed Samual’s head back down
on a pillow and stood up.

The small group on the other side of the fire started to
move toward them. As he watched, all conversation around
the fire ceased, and every eye turned to watch as these few
young men made their way toward Samual’s position on the
ground.

The warmth from the fire felt good on Samual’s face. In a
cheerful rhythm, the logs hissed and spit sending plumes of
burning cinders into the air in bright contrast to the back-
ground of the black sky. From his resting position on the flat
of his back, the summer sky was full of light. The brilliance
of each star was awash with its own incandescent beaming of
life. Energy floated around the small group and sang out into
the skies overhead. It was a most unusual night to be alive. In
spite of his pain, he felt full of the transcendent goodness of
life itself. A few words from an old psalm—surely goodness
and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life—filled his
mind.

The young men continued to approach his resting place.
With each step they grew larger and larger before his eyes
until just a few steps away they stopped and hesitated for a
few seconds. Without saying a word, they parted in the mid-
dle to reveal silhouetted against the brilliance of the fire the
form of another taller young man. Was it Samual’s imagina-
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tion or the intense light from the fire behind the young man’s
form, but was this newly revealed creature itself also on fire?

Samual shook his head and closed his eyes. I must be hal-
lucinating. It’s got to be the stress. Just take a deep breath and
calm down. He braved the pain, took one deep breath and
opened his eyes.

Standing before him, he saw a young man with jet black
hair glistening in the summer night’s air. Warmth filled his
large dark eyes, and his lips were bowed in a smile that drove
all the apprehension out of Samual’s body. It was then
Samual remembered, ‘Perfect love driveth out all fear’. Was a
perfect love standing before him now?

The stranger started to speak, but Jacob stepped forward
in between Samual and the tall young man.

“Michael, I’m sorry. I know this was not supposed to
happen like this, but I could not watch him die.”

The taller young man waved his hand for quiet. “It’s al-
right, Jacob. If things play out like this tonight, then it must
have been supposed to happen in this manner. All things will
be set right. You should know that better than anyone.”

Jacob blinked and swallowed. He turned toward Samual.
“Pastor, this is Michael, our leader.” He gave a slight bow to-
ward the man standing opposite him and stepped aside.

As the stranger stood smiling down at him, Samual got
the opportunity to get a good look at him. Michael was taller
than the rest by at least a good half-foot. He too was wearing
black pants and boots. A scarlet sash was wrapped around
his waist, the tassels of which hung down almost to his knees.
It swung back and forth with each step he took, but it was
his jacket that the pastor could not take his eyes away from.
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At one time, it looked like it might have been an old,
olive green military coat of some sort, but you could not see
the cloth underneath because of what it was adorned with.
Covering every inch of the surface were buttons. Large ones,
small ones, garish reds, greens, blues, purples and yellows
popped up from the cloth of the coat. Dull plastics mingled
and mixed with the hard glistening of metallic silvers and
golds. With each movement of his arm or shrug of his shoul-
der, its shining, colored reflections danced around the small
group assembled around the bright light of the fire. They
stood in a rainbow’s cascade. The young man’s presence was
overwhelming.

He carried himself with power and authority. With only
one nod of the head, an order was obeyed. He nodded now,
and one young man brought a small stool for him to sit on.
He sat down by the reclining pastor’s side.

“We are all so sorry that your involvement in trying to
help has caused you this pain. Your goodness will be reward-
ed. The darkness will lose as it always inevitably does, but for
now, let’s see if I can’t do something about that hole you still
have in your chest.”

He fell to his knees beside the still form of the pastor. He
placed his hands over Samual’s chest and closed his eyes. His
lips moved without a sound.

He’s praying Samual thought as he watched the young
man’s bowed head. As before, a soft light started to envelope
the young man’s hands and grew stronger with each whis-
pered word. This time, however, the glare grew so intense
that Samual had to turn his head. Its fire was blinding.
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The searing heat of the pain was being replaced with a
cool refreshing. Samual’s whole body felt as if it was floating
above the hard ground, and the sudden intense scent of flow-
ers and tangy spices filled the small encampment. The last
sight before his eyes as he started to lose consciousness again
was the light from the fire dancing across each face as they
watched the effects of the young healer’s power.
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Chapter Eighteen

The soft darkness started to recede and quick, small jabs
of light broke into Samual’s mind. He opened his eyes.

The sting of the light was almost painful so he closed his eyes
against its too intrusive brightness.

“Michael, I think he’s starting to wake up.”
The voice sounded familiar. That would be Jacob.

Samual tried to keep his eyes open longer this time. He
blinked and raised a hand to ward off the fire’s gleam.

“Michael.”
Samual saw the form of the taller man move toward him.

He tensed and took a deep, long breath. The pain was gone,
but a bone-grinding weakness had replaced it. Two young
men placed arms around his waist and lifted him to his feet.

“Bring him over to the fire.”
Samual was placed in a low chair at the fire’s edge. Seated

opposite him was Michael. He offered the pastor a cup of
hot liquid. With a slight hesitation, Samual removed the cup
from the outstretched hand. Their fingers touched. Yes, this
young man sitting before him was real. His flesh felt the
same as any other’s.

“Drink. It will make you feel better.”
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Samual took a quick sip. It was the same drink Jacob had
offered him. He took a few more gulps and then tilted his
head back to finish draining the last of the buttery liquid
from the bottom of the cup. As he lowered the cup, he could
see Michael sitting across the fire with a mischievous grin
turning up the corners of his mouth.

“Be careful. That stuff is strong. It can get quite intox-
icating if you’re not used to it. Since you’ve had such an
intense, rough night, I’ll let you have one more cupful.”
Michael reached and produced a clear flask in which the
golden liquid bubbled and sloshed upon the glass walls of its
confines.

As the cork was removed from the container, a small
cloud of sweet-smelling vapors was released. Samual watched
mesmerized by the aromatic elixir. The fragrance released
smelled familiar. It was his grandmother’s lilac bushes, but
within the next few seconds, the aroma of cut grass from a
hot summer’s afternoon filled the air around his head. He
drew in one long, deep breath. Again, the scent changed.
This time the smell reminded him of a summer rain storm,
and the next second of standing on the edge of the ocean.
Michael poured the pastor a second glass. He took a few
deep gulps in rapid succession at first, but aware this was all
he was going to be allowed, he slowed to savor the last of its
honeyed taste.

“If that doesn’t help you, nothing will.”
Samual cleared his throat. Still eyeing the dry bottom of

the cup, questions started to crowd into his mind. His earli-
er fears had been allayed by the strangers’ kindnesses. He lift-
ed one hand and pressed a few fingers on his chest. The once
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bleeding wound was gone. He pushed harder against his skin
until he could feel the bones of his ribs underneath. There
was not even a small spot of soreness or tenderness left. He
had been totally and completely healed. He glanced over to
the young man seated on the other side of the fire.

Michael was watching the fire and nudged a few small
burning embers. At his touch, they sprang to life again. He
kept his eyes averted while stirring the burning wood and
seemed more interested in the progress of his fire.

“I suppose you do have some questions though, is that
right?

All Samual could manage was a small, insecure nod of
his head.

“You would like to know who we are.” Michael gave
Samual all of his attention. Again, the same small nod was
the only answer.

“In some of your traditions, we are called messengers.
The Greeks liked to call us angelos and the French angele.”

“You mean, you’re an,” Samual was having trouble get-
ting the words to move across the barrier of his half-frozen
lips, “an angel?”

Michael shook his head up and down in agreement. “Yes,
Samual. We have been sent.” The soft words rippled over
the surface of the fire, carried in Samual’s direction by small
clouds of gray smoke.

Michael spoke with firmness. “We have some informa-
tion that needs to be passed along.”

“But, I don’t, why me?”
He seemed unable to finish one coherent sentence. His

words tripped and stumbled upon themselves falling back
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down into the black well of the ignorance he was feeling. He
shivered. He was no longer feeling the warmth at the fire’s
edge.

“Here, let me get this going again.” Michael stirred at
the flickering embers with a long stick. “We were to give you
a message. It is meant to encourage and guide you for the
circumstances that come after tonight. You are young, and
strong, and the faith in your heart has been noted. That is
probably why you were chosen.”

“Probably?”
“I do not have access to all information. I obey the orders

that are given to me. Only my leader is all knowing.” Michael
smiled at the end of the last word.

“You mean?”
The angel nodded and smiled again. “Yes, my Lord and

your Lord, Creator of heaven and earth.”
Samual gripped the edges of his small chair, frozen un-

able to move. It was a difficult struggle to pull each breath
up from within the hollow of his chest. His heart knocked
against the bony confines of his ribcage. He knew the answer
to his next question before he asked it.

“You mean God.”
“Yes, the Heavenly Father of us all.”
Samual stared into the angel’s face. The same warm look

continued to soften each contour and shadow of his face.
Samual knew he had to be strong. Now was not the time for
timidity.

“You are here to give me a message from God himself. Is
that what you’re trying to tell me?”
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“Samual, I’m not trying to tell you anything. I am
straightforwardly telling you. There should be no question
in your mind that you have been chosen to receive a message
coming straight from the throne room of heaven itself.”

Samual looked into Michael’s dark eyes. Forcing himself
to sit straighter up in his chair, he continued, “Then I sup-
pose I should be given whatever message you have for me.”

“Good. I can see that you are a man of good courage.”
Michael hesitated for only a moment, drawing in one deep
breath. “An ancient document is being brought to light con-
cerning matters within the church, the Lord’s family of be-
lievers here on earth. Our Father hopes that it will be well-re-
ceived. The message is vital to the well-being and growth of
God’s family. Your support of it is very important.”

“My support?”
“Yes, your support. The document will not be received

well or believed by many who desire to hold onto the tradi-
tions of man and their own power. Of course, the evil one
does not wish to see the church built up in any way or set free
from the tyranny of traditions.”

“What do you mean, tyranny of traditions?”
“The walls you have built up to divide God’s family into

small dissenting groups among yourselves. Walls put there by
man himself not by our Father. These walls only hurt the love
that flows freely from God to earth. It’s the same love that
should be flowing between your brothers and sisters and out
into the world so all people can see for themselves who God
really is. One of the great apostles, Paul himself, had to deal
with early churches dividing themselves and trying to follow
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different philosophies of men in Corinth, did he not? I be-
lieve he asked them is Christ divided?”

Michael stopped. The tone of his voice had risen. He
leaned forward over the fire’s heat to stare into Samual’s face.

Samual looked down at the ground for a few seconds. “I
have to admit you’re right. Paul had to deal with that early
church dividing itself over following different men.”

“Our God himself prayed on his last night on earth that
his followers would be one as He and the Father are One.
Didn’t our Lord himself say, ‘You load people down with
rules and regulations, nearly breaking their backs’? Didn’t he
also have a few words to tell his own people about following
the traditions of men rather than concentrating on the true
commands of God. While Christ was here in the flesh, he al-
so quoted Isaiah to say ‘they worship me in vain, their teach-
ings are but rules taught by men’.”

“But Michael, what about all of these buildings, institu-
tions, all the things, well, rules that have been established.”

“There are still certain rules or laws if you care to call
them that. Those first few Ten Commandments will never
become outdated. They are timeless and reflect our Creator’s
true inner nature. but they all are trying to lead you to love
and to a truthful relationship with God, not just to join an
organization. Three of the most important words in the holy
book are ‘God is love’. That is one of the most accurate de-
scriptions of God you will ever receive.”

“But still, isn’t that tearing down things that have already
been established. It could result in utter chaos!”

Michael laughed and shook his head. “Samual, Samual.’
The message written in the scroll is meant not to tear any-
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thing down but to build it up, make it stronger, purer, more
intimate with God than it already is. Remember, this is not
about destroying anything.”

“But still. . . .”
“The main rule you have to remember is this, ‘Love the

Lord thy God with all your heart, soul and strength and love
your neighbor as you’re loving yourself. For this sums up the
Law and the prophets’. Man has taken something simple and
made it more complex and difficult than it was ever meant to
be. All these rules,” the angel hesitated, “this was all meant to
be about relationship, a spontaneous, passionate, living rela-
tionship with your Creator, not a legalistic set of rules creat-
ed by men to control or condemn people. It was never meant
to be about controlling people. Besides, the Father already
has control of all things.”

As his voice trailed off into a whisper, Michael looked
down at the fire and kicked a smoldering log with one boot
then reached to lay a reassuring hand on Samual’s knee.

“Besides, you can’t fall in love with a list of rules.”
Samual sat lost in thought for a few minutes. The only

sound in the camp was the popping of the dried wood as
it burnt down. Only a few glowing embers and gray ash re-
mained. A sudden gust of dry wind lifted the ashes into the
air and left them there hanging and dancing above the heads
of the small band of sojourners.

Samual looked over at the angel seated on the other side
of the dying fire. He was beautiful in his bright, multi-col-
ored jacket. Everything on him glistened and shone: his skin,
his eyes, his hair. The way he turned his head, lifted a hand
for instruction was majestic. The only word Samual could
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think of was resplendent. If an angel of God was this glori-
ous, what must the Father look like!

“Lost in thought, Samual?” Michael smiled over at his
silent guest.

“Sort of, but not really. I still have one more question.
Why here, why Nashville?”

“This city has churches on almost every corner. Some of
the largest religious publishing houses in the world are head-
quartered in this city. Didn’t the last revolution start in the
other city that was the home of God’s first church, His tem-
ple, the first Jerusalem?”

“I never thought of that.”
“Why not start with helping and building up God’s fam-

ily of believers first then as always God can work through
you to bring in and save from endless pain and darkness all
people of the earth. Your Father and mine loves each soul so
much. He doesn’t want to see even the smallest left out of his
plan for an eternity filled with the ecstasy and bliss that it is
to be around him without having to ever be separated from
him again.”

Michael leaned over to pat Samual’s knee.
“You can do this. The Father believes in you. We all be-

lieve in you.”
He gestured at the group standing around listening to

every word. Each one smiled. Jacob came over and placed his
hand on Samual’s shoulder.

Michael continued, “You are able to do this. The Father
will give you the strength you need when you need it.”
Samual looked around at each encouraging face.

WHEN HEAVEN SIGHS 183



“It’s about time for you to leave. Our time here is almost
over. We have accomplished what we were sent to do.”

“You mean you’re not going to stay?”
“Oh, we’ll still be around, only not in such a physical

way.” Michael looked down at his long legs and fingered a
few red buttons on his jacket. “You will be able to remember
all of this, every word I have spoken to you. You’ll be taken
back from where you came. I have enjoyed getting to know
you better, Samual.”

Michael walked over to Samual’s side of the fire, pulled
him to his feet and gave him an enthusiastic hug. “We’ll
all be praying for you.” He stepped back. “Jacob, since you
brought him here, you should be the one to take him back.”

“Of course.” Jacob stepped forward and placed an arm
around Samual’s shoulders. He smiled into the pastor’s eyes.
“I hope you do not forget us, especially me.”

“It’s time, Jacob.” Michael nodded his head.
How was he ever going to be able to explain this night’s

experience to his wife, Douglan or anyone else in town he
knew?

“Good-by and thank you,” was all Samual had time to
say before the light around the fire started to dim and the
forms of all standing around it began to fade and blur into
the night air.

184 SUSAN GUINN



Chapter Nineteen

The glass doors slid apart with a slight whoosh to let the
weary traveler pass through. As he entered the large

front lobby of the hotel, he propped his sunglasses on the top
of his head and paused for a few seconds to enjoy the rush of
cooled air on his face. Standing here was certainly more
pleasant than being outside. Pulling his suitcase, he passed a
sports bar and salivated over the smell of coffee, cheese and
burgers coming from inside. He was hungry, but he needed
to check into his room. He moved to the front desk.

“Reservation, sir?”
“Yes, under Piero, no, excuse me, I mean Peter Romanel-

li.”
The young man behind the desk saw standing before him

a middle-aged man with a deep suntan, disarming smile and
a slight accent. He could not help staring at his suit. It was a
pinstriped business suit which looked like it must have cost
more than one of his monthly paychecks.

“Here’s your room card and our pamphlet listing all our
amenities. Hope you enjoy your stay, sir.”
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Coming back down from his room, Romanelli crossed
the lobby to greet the man, his invited guest, leaning with an
awkward stance at the edge of the front reception desk.

“Connally, I’m glad you called me. I’ve been sent here to
monitor the situation whose success, as you know, is very im-
portant to everyone in the organization, but before we talk, I
need food.” He smiled, patted the priest on the back and led
him in the direction of the sports bar. “I’m starved. Let’s eat
then we’ll talk in my room. By the way, good idea not to wear
the collar. You don’t need to advertise your presence here to-
day, do you.”

“No, I don’t. Petropoulos knows you’re in town, but I
had rather not have him know I’m here. In fact, I’ll be glad
to get back to your room.” Connally scanned the inhabitants
of the bar.

“Relax. I doubt if he has anybody following you unless
you have given him a reason to doubt your loyalty. He al-
ready knows I’m here to talk to him and check on his
progress, but to be safe, we will finish our food upstairs.”

Back in his room, Piero started off in a friendly enough,
casual way. Seated across the desk from him, Connally tried
to feel at ease but knew for all the man’s personal charm and
sophistication on the inside he was the same beast he had al-
ready been dealing with. The priest knew better than to trust
one-hundred percent. Still, he had no choice; he needed Ro-
manelli’s support.

“Piero, I have always supported you whenever I could.
I believe as you do changes are needed to keep the organi-
zation moving forward in the right direction. I would like
to have some assurance from you that if Petropoulos cannot
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pull this off and find the scroll, I will not be his fall guy and
receive the blame for any of his failures.”

“Joseph, Joseph, as I told you over the phone, no one will
blame you for anything Alexi fails to accomplish. You are
only following orders, and since you have always supported
me, I will reward that support. As you know, our group faces
some stiff opposition among certain members, and this No-
vember’s Grand Assembly will determine which side or di-
rection we move in. My group would like your assurance that
we will get your vote. That is all we ask in return for helping
you at any future date. Is that agreeable?”

“Yes, of course. I was planning on that anyway.”
“Then all is settled, and we still part as friends, yes.”
“Yes.”
“Excellent. Please keep me informed of things going on

here in Nashville. I’ll be returning to Florence in a few days.
I am hoping all will turn out well this November, and every-
one will accept the outcome of our voting. It does not need
to turn into an all-out war, does it. See how much we have
accomplished this afternoon when we work together.”

Piero leaned across the desk and shook his hand. Con-
nally made a quick exit hoping he could trust at least half of
what he had been told.

DOUGLAN PULLED INTO his drive around 6:00 that
evening. Lights were on in the living room, and the kitchen
smelled like fresh bread and roast beef. After he and Cici had
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enjoyed a quiet, relaxing dinner, he saw his wife start to fid-
get.

“What is it you’re not telling me, Hon?”
“I wanted to wait until after you ate. Samual and Helene

wanted to talk to you tonight about the investigation, and
they’re coming over along with Father Sullivan of St. An-
gela’s around 8:00.” Cici cringed as she finished.

Douglan sighed. “I guess I have no choice. If it’s anything
that will help, it’s okay, but why is Father Robert coming?”

“I have no idea. Samual was kind of secretive about it.”
They waited in the living room until the young couple

pulled into the drive. Father Sullivan followed soon behind.
After all five adults were seated, Cici offered them dessert
and coffee.

“I don’t think I’m up for anything right now, Cici, but
thanks. I’ve come to tell,” Samual, moved on the sofa and
cleared his throat, “I’ve come to tell what happened to me
last night.” Helene squeezed his hand.

“Is there a major problem? Just the policeman in me, I
guess, but you’re a little pale. Is there any trouble?” Douglan’s
voice carried the concern he felt for his new friend.

“No, I wanted to come talk to you, Hayden, about the
investigation. I wanted to talk to you, Father Sullivan, be-
cause you’re a member of the religious community, and you
knew Father Tom. I had something miraculous, I don’t know
what else to call it, happen to me last night.” Helene urged
him on as he paused.

Father Sullivan spoke up. “Samual, calm down then try
to tell us what’s upsetting you so much.”
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“I, I know that all of you realize that I’m an honest,
truthful person so I hope you will believe what I’m going to
tell even though it would be unbelievable under other cir-
cumstances.”

Again, he cleared his throat and began to tell the pre-
vious night’s events to the three adults sitting opposite him
who could only stare in amazement without interrupting.

After about ten or fifteen minutes, he finished in a
breathless tone. With hands shaking, he unbuttoned a few
top buttons to reveal the white scar in the middle of his
chest. Putting her hand to her mouth, Cici gave a small stran-
gled exclamation as tears started to form in her eyes.

“It’s true, Hayden, it has to be true.”
“Look, I know you have been under a lot of pressure

these past few weeks. Are you expecting us to believe this?”
Douglan’s voice conveyed disbelief and the beginnings of
anger as his hardened inner skeptic dismissed the possibility
of what he had heard being in any way the truth.

“My husband is an honest man.” Helene moved closer to
her husband.

“Yes, but this doesn’t even begin to make sense.”
In his own defense, Samual’s voice increased a decibel or

two. “It all happened. What could I gain by lying and mak-
ing up a story like this?”

“You’d be trying to gain more believability for the scroll
if it’s ever found.”

Cici interrupted with, “Hayden, don’t be rude. That’s
not fair.”

“He’s trying to tell me that last night he was shot in the
chest, lay dying in a parking lot then was saved by a group of
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angels from, from heaven? That he is supposed to somehow
help people believe in the message of a scroll that we have
not yet been able to find and confirm that in reality it even
exists!”

Douglan was waving both arms around in the air while
the volume of his voice increased. He stood and started pac-
ing in front of the young pastor and his wife.

Father Robert spoke up. “Detective Douglan, scripture
tells of angelic encounters, and many, many people today re-
port of being saved or visited by angels. Reports come in
from all over the world. Even though this sounds incredible,
I see no reason Samual would lie about something like this.”

“What about the scar on my chest?”
“How do I know you haven’t had this for a long time?

How do you expect me to believe this? It’s too much. No one
else is going to believe you either.”

Helene grabbed her husband’s hand. “My husband is not
a liar.”

“Yes, Hayden, you are wrong that no one will believe
him. If you are a believer in God then you believe in his mes-
sengers. I believe him. I’ve also felt a strong presence at times
when I prayed.” Cici stood to face her husband still pacing
back and forth across her good carpet.

“Your career will be over. You will be laughed out of the
church pulpit. Don’t you see the consequences of making
such wild statements?”

“This is not about my career. I have to tell the truth even
if it costs me my career. God would expect no less from me,
and I could not live with myself if I didn’t stay as faithful to
Him as He has been to me.”
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Douglan stopped his pacing to turn and look the young
pastor in the face. The strong look of determination on
Samual’s face left no doubt in his mind that this young man
could not be talked out of telling what he claimed had hap-
pened to him.

Father Robert reached to lay his hand on Samual’s shoul-
der. “Let’s not rush into this. If it’s okay with the police, we
will start by telling it at some of the pastors’ meetings around
town, and of course, however you feel comfortable address-
ing the issue at your own church. Then we’ll take it from
there. How does that seem to you?”

“I got upset and didn’t think, but Samual, since this is
an ongoing murder investigation, evidence about the scroll
has to be withheld from the public. I’m sure you understand
why. I’ll have to report this to the department tomorrow
morning, and you do realize I will have to relay the informa-
tion exactly as you have told us here tonight. Are you sure
this is the information you want me to give to them?”

“What I have told you is the way it happened.”
“Okay, but for right now, I’m asking you to not disclose

any of this until I check with my Chief and the department.”
“If it is God’s will, the scroll and its contents will some-

how come to light, but for right now, I can agree to not
telling any of what I experienced last night.”

The three guests stayed on as Samual gave more details of
what had happened, and Father Sullivan took time to pray.
However, it took some strong talking and convincing from
the others in the room for Douglan to admit that on an
intellectual level he could concede it to be possible for an-
gels to walk the streets of Nashville. Still a large part of him
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found it difficult to impossible to believe what Samual was
telling.

Maybe it was that at this point in his life his faith was
not that strong, and after all, something like this was outside
of his personal experience. The thought of heaven coming
physically that close was, well, just downright scary. Yeah,
that’s what it was. It was frightening. It was the nagging
thought that somehow, he was not good enough for God to
love him that much or be willing to forgive him for what, if
truth be told, he was on the inside.
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Chapter Twenty

“M ark, you and the guys set up a perimeter. I want
every square inch of this parking lot gone over

with no mistakes. I can show you the spot Dr. Thomas says
he was parked in and where he said he fell.”

The veteran lab tech got his men into a huddle. After a
few minutes, they spread out and began moving over the lot
and exterior sidewalks to gather their evidence. Douglan en-
tered the area only long enough to show Mark the dark stain
on the asphalt where Samual said he had been shot. Lucky
for them, they had gotten an early morning start before too
much traffic had moved through the crime scene. The yellow
tape would keep everyone else out until they finished.

“Douglan come look.” Mark waved him toward the side-
walk.

He watched as Mark picked up a man’s wallet out of a
gutter. There was no cash or credit cards left in it, and Samual
Thomas’ face looked up at them from the driver’s license.

“Looks like robbery could have been the motive last
night.” Mark dropped the wallet into a plastic bag.

“Or someone wants us to think it was.”
“What else could it have been?”

193



Douglan shrugged. He had his suspicions and last night
asked his new friend if he wanted off the case, but Samual re-
fused. He and Helene both wanted to finish what they had
started. With a large degree of reluctance, Douglan agreed
to let him continue.

He looked up at the shattered streetlights. “Look for any
spent bullets. Dr. Thomas said these were damaged leaving
the parking lot dark last night. If these were shot out with a
small handgun, there might be a stray bullet somewhere out
here. Check across the street.”

“You really think someone would risk firing a handgun a
couple of times late at night in downtown Nashville?”

“Yeah, maybe, with a silencer.”
Mark waved toward a tech combing through a small

patch of grass struggling to survive in the middle of the as-
phalt. He trotted over.

“Kenny, I need you to check out the storefronts over
there. Watch the sidewalks. We’re looking for bullets.”

The tech started at one end of the strip of storefronts
and within thirty minutes had almost made it half way down
when he stopped and waved toward the others.

“I think I’ve found something.”
Everyone crossed over to inspect. Douglan pulled out a

pocketknife and started digging around the cracks and chips
in the brick. With a delicate scrape, he removed a small bul-
let or what was left of it.

“Is it good enough to tell the make and caliber?”
“Yes.”
“Good. See if you can find another one. There were three

lights damaged. Let me know as soon as everything is done,
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and Mark, I would like all this processed ASAP. Put it ahead
of everything else.”

Mark nodded. The two men had been working together
long enough to know how to work the system to push
through their priorities.

While the lab team combed the rest of the area, Douglan
stood watching. He wanted to make sure nothing was
missed. Pictures were taken of tire tracks, glass broken from
the streetlights and any and every possibility.

The morning traffic passed by as Douglan stood watch-
ing on the outer edge of the perimeter. Rush hour was over,
and navigating the streets of Nashville was less complicated
until lunch time. The Frist Art Center was opening across
the street, and a few cars eased their way into the parking
lot. A man stepped out of an expensive looking, shiny black
car and stood for a few minutes watching the lab boys across
the street. Slipping on a pair of black sunglasses, he stood for
a few more minutes then turned toward the Frist. Douglan
thought nothing of it. He was used to gawkers around an in-
vestigation scene.

A sudden breeze rocked the yellow tape back and forth
as Douglan watched Mark and the team gather up their
equipment. Out of the corner of his eye, he spotted the same
onlooker approach his car then stand once again to watch
the lab team. He popped out a cellphone and took a quick
photo. It would not have been too unusual for a civilian to
take a picture of the police at work if within twenty min-
utes after leaving the parking lot the same car had not taken
a slow turn down the street for a second passing look. Some-
thing was not right. With all of his detective’s instincts on
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full alert, Douglan flipped his small notepad open and scrib-
bled down its license plate number. Twenty-four hours later,
Douglan slammed a file down onto the corner of his Chief ’s
desk with that number scribbled on the front of it.

“We’ve finished with the evidence on the Thomas shoot-
ing. Samual’s story checks out. It is his blood on the pave-
ment, and he identified the wallet as his. The bullet they
found was from a 9mm handgun. We’ve done interviews in
the area. A few condo owners said they did hear a loud noise
at around 10:30 that night but thought it might be a car mis-
firing or weren’t sure what it was.”

“So, Dr. Thomas was injured in that parking lot that
night. Is he still sticking to his story of being shot in the chest
then saved by angels?”

“Yes.” Douglan hesitated not sure how to continue. “I
know this is all very strange, but Samual is an honest man.
I have to believe what he has told me. He’s willing to have a
doctor look at him for further confirmation of his account
of what happened two nights ago.”

The Chief leaned back in his chair. “I think we should do
that and add it to his file. Plus, just because you found a bul-
let doesn’t mean it hit the building on this particular night.”

“I know, but I’m going to go ahead and set up the doc-
tor’s appointment for Samual.”

“Hayden, tell me what you’re thinking about what hap-
pened to him. I notice there’s no mention of a motorcycle on
this one.”

“We do not have a motorcycle involved in this incident
to tie it in with the other two crimes, but there’s another
somewhat unusual occurrence that I need to talk to you
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about. While the lab team was out there, a guy in the lot at
the Frist took a picture, left then took enough time to do a
second drive-by. The plate on the car shows it to be a rental
car rented out by a Bemontei Corporation which is owned
by a long list of other corporations. We won’t ever be able to
track down the company behind that, but if what I am think-
ing is true, how did someone know we would be in that park-
ing lot on that day? I talked to you about this when my wife
and grandchildren were threatened.”

“Don’t worry. I’ve been watching everyone in the de-
partment, and I am glad to report that everyone appears to
be clean. I am still not sure how anyone got your home ad-
dress or somebody could have known about the parking lot.”

“I believe there is a mole in this department or this
precinct. There has got to be somebody passing on informa-
tion, and now Samual has been shot because of his involve-
ment in the murder investigation. How did somebody have
his private schedule? Only this time they stole a wallet and
watch trying to make it look like a robbery. I believe this was
an attempted third murder with all three revolving around
the existence of this missing scroll.”

With a grunt, he slammed his fist down on the top of the
Chief ’s desk and watched as the things on the desk’s top vi-
brated and rattled from the sudden impact.

“Calm down, Hayden.” The Chief glanced out his office
window as some of the people outside turned to watch what
was going on inside their superior’s private domain.

“How can I calm down. My family’s lives have been
threatened; my wife and grandchildren feel like they’re un-
der house arrest. Now a friend has had an attempt on his
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life. If it hadn’t been for what he says are angels interfering, I
could be looking at his body in a morgue instead of talking
to you.”

“We can find a safe house for your family. I don’t want
to, but we could replace you on the investigation.”

“No to both. My family is pretty tough, and if I quit the
case, they would all be disappointed in me.” After he stopped
speaking, both men sat in an awkward silence for a minute
until he continued with, “How many of your superiors do
you have to keep informed of developments in this investiga-
tion?”

“You know the answer to that, all of them. On a high-
profile case like this where the department gets so much me-
dia attention, everyone up my chain of command, including
the commissioner, stays informed of every last detail.”

“Which increases our exposure to information leaks.”
“That’s why we need to work together on this one as

close as possible. I can assure you there will be zero tolerance
of classified information leaving this office without my ap-
proval. More importantly, this mysterious scroll has got to
be found before anyone else is murdered because they might
have some slight knowledge of its existence.”

“More importantly! How can anything be more impor-
tant than the lives of your staff. I want you to put tighter
restrictions on access to everything in this investigation. If
you have to, lock down the computer system or do I need to
complain to someone a little higher up than you about this?”

Douglan glared at his superior across the desktop and
slammed his fist down again on its wooden surface to make
sure he was understood.
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“Don’t get too pushy with me, detective. I can always re-
place you on this case.” It was the Chief ’s turn to show his
anger as he glared across the desk. “I’ve done everything I
can do right now, and that’s my final word on that. What I,
this department and the whole city need from you is for you
to do your job to the best of your ability which, by the way,
means I need to know if there is any new evidence at all.”

With both fists clenched at his sides, Douglan sat strug-
gling to swallow his anger. After a few minutes, he was able
to answer with, “Josh and I are working on everything as
hard as we can, but there’s been no evidence on who is be-
hind all of this. There have been no fingerprints, no DNA,
nothing except for the black motorcycle seen at two of the
crime scenes, and Charlie Bruner seems to have fallen off the
face of the planet. I hate to admit it, but we are at a dead
standstill.”

“What about that priest, Connor.”
“It’s Connally.”
“What about him?”
“I’ve had a tail on him for the past few weeks, and the

only unusual thing he did was meet with a Peter Romanelli
at a downtown hotel. Romanelli works for an overseas in-
vestment firm and was here on business. He checks out clean
except for some odd sort of religious affiliation he has.”

“Bring Connally in and question him.”
“I don’t want to do that yet. If he is involved, it could

scare off who is behind all of this, and besides, he will only lie
to us. Right now, I would like to wait on that.”

“Okay for right now, but if things get rougher, you will
talk to him, do you understand?”
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“Yes sir, I do.”
“Now go and find something to get these people off the

streets and into one of our cells downstairs.”
After the Chief dismissed him, Douglan picked up the

file and returned to slump over his desk. He had done all he
could think of for now. Maybe they had missed something.
He rubbed his forehead in frustration. All they could do was
continue to review the information or re-interview witness-
es. He reached for his cellphone. Anything was better than
sitting and doing nothing which was going to leave the scroll
out on the streets along with the men willing to kill in order
to find it.
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Chapter Twenty-One

The tall ash-blonde hurried across the large circular
room with her high heels pounding a loud staccato

click, click, click on its cold, slick marble floors. The usual
summer tourist traffic was wandering around caught up in
the sights of one of the largest libraries in the world. She hes-
itated, giving in to her usual desire to stop for a few minutes
to enjoy the beauty of the Prunksall, the large main hall of
the Austrian National Library. She never grew tired of walk-
ing through the Vienna Palace complex.

Five years ago, she would never have believed that she
would secure the position of Director of such a magnificent
library. Stopping to look upward toward the massive domed
ceiling, she understood why it was called the most beautiful
library in the world!

Overhead in a sky-blue background, the figures of Her-
cules and Apollo held the image of Emperor Charles VI sur-
rounded by allegorical figures representing the virtues and
wealth of the Habsburg family. Wall frescoes surrounded the
interior with trumpeting angels and massive golden birds
clustered around large overhead windows. Glistening two
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story wooden bookcases held only fragments of the library’s
more than seven million books.

Everywhere were golden and gilded architectural mold-
ings on the tops of columns and pillars. A colossal marble
statue of Emperor Charles took centerstage in the room with
arm outstretched and a flowing robe somehow managing to
represent the haughty, regal air of a Habsburg emperor him-
self.

She drew in one deep breath and undid the buttons of
her gray jacket. The visual beauty of this part of the library
was almost overwhelming. At times the sensation was so
strong she felt she could absorb it through her skin. It was,
well, luxurious but maybe that was just her.

She stood still for a few more minutes enjoying the im-
pact it always had on her, but being in a hurry, she had to re-
sist her impulse to linger and forced herself to return to mov-
ing toward and through the two heavy wooden doors which
led outside into a busy city square.

Here the Josefplatz was also full of tourists. People
lounged on the stone base of the statue of another Habsburg
emperor, Leopold II, seated above their heads on a massive
horse.

Pictures were being snapped of the statues of Athena and
her horses below the buildings’ roofline. With hooves ex-
tended and heads raised, they looked ready to leap into the
middle of the gawking crowd at their feet. The sun projected
intense, bright shafts of light off the large golden globes car-
ried on the shoulders of other statues also lining the roof ’s
edge. Being on her break, the director knew she could only
pause for a second to enjoy the sights around her and kept

202 SUSAN GUINN



moving to have time for what she had waited for all morn-
ing.

She stepped into the bright interior of the chapel. The
Augustinerkirche, St. Augustine’s Church, was not as crowd-
ed as the outside square which was fine with her. She loved to
come and lose herself in the music she knew would be start-
ing soon.

The brilliant sunlight outside filled the white interior of
the church making it easier to see the details of the tall, ver-
tical pillars ending in graceful arches and the golden chande-
liers which filled the nave. She slowed her pace to slip inside
one of the large wooden pews. She ran her fingertips along
the ornate carvings at its top edge, and let her fingertips rest
on the head of a cherubim carved from the dark wood. The
heaviness of the wooden pews reminded her of her connec-
tion to the earth as the soaring white arches overhead pulled
her spirit heavenward.

She did not have long to wait. Soon the sounds of
Mozart’s Church Sonata in C Major interrupted the midday
quiet of the sanctuary’s interior. This was the usual mid-week
practice session for the Sunday morning mass which was per-
formed with full symphony and choir.

The woman sat smiling, caught up in each note escaping
from the depths of the organ’s pipes to resonate freely and
clearly inside the chapel’s welcoming atmosphere. Soon a
trumpet and violin joined in to deepen and enrich each note
swirling above her head. So caught up in the music was she
that she did not notice as a young man in a business suit ap-
proached her followed by two serious looking gentlemen in
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black suits. The young man reached her pew and tapped her
on the shoulder.

“Doctor, you have some gentlemen here who would like
to speak to you.”

The woman turned her head toward him then noticed
the two others now standing in the middle of the aisle be-
hind him.

“Doctor Reisinger, we are sorry to disturb you in church,
but we have some urgent business to discuss with you.” One
of the men stepped forward and flipped an official looking
badge open in her face.

“You are from Interpol?”
“Yes, we have been working in conjunction with the lo-

cal authorities here in trying to solve a murder case and pos-
sible theft from the National Library here in Vienna.” At the
word murder, the officer had lowered his voice and flipped
his badge closed.

Dr. Reisinger looked around and rose from her seat in
the pew. “Perhaps, we should retire to the back of the church.
I do not wish to disturb anyone, and I am sure you wish to
be as discreet as possible.”

The officer nodded in agreement. The small group made
their way to the back of the sanctuary to stand behind the
last pew. Light from the outside filtered through the open
door as a young woman entered to slip into a pew to listen to
the brilliant musical harmony still coming from the organ’s
pipes.

“Gentlemen, as I am sure my assistant here told you, I
have already been questioned by the local police and can give
no further information than what I told them. We have no-
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ticed nothing lost or stolen from anywhere in the Nation-
al Library. I alerted all department heads, and no one found
anything missing.”

“We have been so informed, but since this does involve a
possible murder, we also wished to speak to you ourselves.”

She nodded. “I understand, and the Austrian National
Library wishes to cooperate fully.”

“Do you recognize this young man?” The Interpol officer
pulled a small black and white photograph from his pocket.

“No.”
“We will have to show his picture around to as much of

your staff as possible to see if anyone had any contact with
him. His name was Randall Sissom, and it is believed he was
murdered because he had in his possession a missing Dead
Sea Scroll that could have come from the library here.”

“I am sorry for the death of the young man, but again, I
repeat, no one here knows of this supposed Dead Sea Scroll.
Most of the information about any ancient hidden docu-
ments in the library proved to be unfounded and false during
the first part of the last century. Nothing else has come to
light in over sixty years concerning a document of any kind
that could be related to a Dead Sea Scroll. As long as I have
been the General Director of the Library, not one single fact
has come across my desk in regard to this matter.”

Dr. Reisinger raised her hands and shrugged her shoul-
ders. Frustration was written in the tight lines showing
around her mouth.

The black-suited officer hesitated for a moment seeming
to ponder what his next move should be. He stroked the
large, black moustache that hid his upper lip.
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“Is there any other organization that could have any in-
formation in regard to such a document? Since it is religious
in nature, would there be any religious group around Vienna
that might be interested in obtaining it for themselves?”

“You might try the large monastery at Klosterneuburg
on the Danube River just north of the city. This church here
is called the Church of the Augustinian Friars, and their
largest and wealthiest monastery is at Klosterneuburg. Per-
haps the provost there could shed some more light on this
situation. I believe I have his phone number in my office.
Sometimes the monks do research for papers and use the li-
brary as a resource.”

Here her young assistant broke in, “Doctor, do you re-
member the monk from one of the churches that got caught
staying overnight in one of the book stacks? I believe he was
from St. Alaric’s parish just outside the city.”

“Yes, he was spending so much time here we almost jok-
ingly offered to set up a bed for him until he was caught by
a security guard at midnight still doing research for a prayer
book he was writing. Perhaps, gentlemen, you could start
with St. Alaric. I’m sure if any of the churches know anything
about such a scroll, St. Alaric’s Monastery will be able to give
you any information you will need. I probably have a contact
number for the provost there also.”

“That would be most helpful. We will be glad to follow
you back to your office right now if you don’t mind.”

The officer turned and motioned toward the back en-
trance of the church. Doctor Reisinger nodded in agree-
ment. The small group made its way out of the sanctuary’s in-
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terior and stepped across the threshold into the bright sum-
mer sun and noise of the crowded outer square.
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Chapter Twenty-Two

“F ather, I’m sorry to disturb you, but the gentlemen
from Interpol have arrived.” The young monk stuck

his head inside the office door to deliver his message.
“Yes, Father Paul. Send them in.”
The older man seated behind the desk had the phone to

his ear but raised one hand and motioned for his visitors to
be shown in. He told his caller good-by and straightened his
white collar just before the two officers stepped into his of-
fice.

“Father, I am so glad you could see us this afternoon.”
One of the officers leaned forward to shake the older gentle-
man’s hand.

The priest stood up and leaned across his desk to clasp
the extended hand. With vigor he shook the offered hand
and motioned for the two men to have a seat in the chairs in
front of his large desk.

“Yes, we here at St. Alaric Monastery are always ready
and willing to help the police at any time. What can I do for
you this afternoon?”

“Father, I mean Abbot, which do I call you by the way?”
“Father Moller is fine officer, and what are your names?”
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“I am Inspector Lefebvre and this is Inspector Bianchi.”
“From two different homelands. That is good. I suppose

it keeps you with a more unbiased approach to your work?”
“I suppose it helps,” the officer with the black moustache

grinned and shrugged his shoulders, “but what I came to talk
to you about is an ongoing murder investigation involving a
young man. He was an American Bible college student, and
his name was Randall Sissom. He was found dead on the
streets of Nashville, Tennessee, and it is suspected that he was
murdered.”

“But why have you come to me about a murder that oc-
curred so far away?”

“This is the part that is so uncertain. According to the
Metropolitan Police Department of Nashville, he could have
been carrying an ancient document that might have been
stolen from the Austrian National Library.”

“Has the Director General of the Library confirmed a
theft?”

“Nothing has been reported missing to her. The docu-
ment could possibly have been a Dead Sea Scroll that has
never been seen before. I know that sounds almost unbeliev-
able, but the reason we think it could have come from the
library in Vienna is on the inside of the lid of an empty con-
tainer found on the boy’s body was the inscription of the
Habsburg family whom everyone knows was in control of
the library for centuries. I don’t know how familiar you are
with the history concerning the Dead Sea Scrolls, but claims
have been made in the past of certain sections of the scrolls
having been found in the Austrian National Library.”
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“I am not that well acquainted with that particular his-
tory of the scrolls.”

The officer removed photographs from his pocket and
placed them on the desk. “Would you mind taking a look at
these photos for us?”

The elderly priest took a few minutes to look at the
glossy black and whites of Randall Sissom. “Is this the young
man who was murdered?”

“This is Mr. Sissom. Have you seen him before? As you
can see from the photos of the container, a Christian symbol
was found inscribed underneath the Habsburg family crest.”

“Unfortunately, I do not recognize Mr. Sissom. That isn’t
to say that he has never visited our monastery. With such a
large building and grounds, I cannot keep up with every visi-
tor we have here. As for the symbol, it is the Chi-Rho, a very
ancient symbol indeed, but still I do not understand why you
would come to me.”

“Dr. Reisinger directed us here because she knew of the
close ties with the Library some of your monks have involv-
ing their use of it for research purposes. She suggested I start
with your monastery to see if you could give any information
at all about this so-called scroll. Since the Library started as
the royal family’s library, we know the monarchy always had
such close control of all of the monasteries in the area.”

“Officer, the monarchy had control over everything in
Austria.”

“Yes, but since it was a missing Christian document, she
thought perhaps you might have some knowledge of it, or
where else we could look to connect it to Mr. Sissom.”

“When is it supposed this theft could have occurred?”
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“We are estimating the middle of this summer. The
young man was part of a study group but disappeared while
they were traveling through the Middle East. We have traced
his steps to Istanbul only about six weeks ago. If he were in
Vienna, it could have been right before or after that.”

“Let me think. There might be someone else able to help
you better with this than I can. I do seem to remember one
of our monks spending so much time in the Library I told
him he needed to set up his cot there this summer. He has
a more complete knowledge of it and its history.” Father
Moller reached for his phone.

“Father Paul, who was it this summer doing so much re-
search in the National Library? Are you sure? Thank you.
Perhaps he may have seen the young man.” He turned back
to the two men sitting across from him.

“Father Timotheos was doing some research in the Li-
brary this summer. He was working on a book of prayers
collected from monasteries located in the Middle East. My
assistant says we can find him at his own prayers this time
of day. My schedule is pretty clear for the next hour. If you
would follow me.”

The priest rose from behind his desk and motioned for
the men to follow him out of the office. He led them down
hallways with white walls leading upwards into gracefully
arched ceilings of the same pristine hue. Stained glass win-
dows lined the outer walls of the hallways.

“The monastery is one of the most beautiful buildings I
think I have ever been in, Father.”

“We are very blessed and grateful for the richness and
history of our building. We also have a few unique pieces
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of medieval artwork which I am happy to say bring tourists
from all over the world to see our small church.” The priest
smiled over his shoulder at the two officers. “We are associ-
ated with the larger monastery at Klosterneuburg which has
a wonderful winery. Perhaps before you leave, you would like
to sample one of their Chardonnays?”

“Of course, why not. That would bring a very pleasant
end to our afternoon’s work.”

A lone monk in the order’s long black habit was ap-
proaching down the hall. The priest stopped to ask if he had
seen Father Timotheos this afternoon. A look of concern
clouded the monk’s face. He replied yes, he had seen him
headed for the chapel to pray and that Father Timotheos had
seemed quite disturbed when he had seen him.

“Come gentlemen, you are in luck. Father Timotheos
can sometimes be very hard to locate. He stays busy with
charities in town and with his writings. Perhaps I may be
able to help him with whatever troubles him today.” Father
Moller continued to lead the way until they came to a nar-
row, wooden staircase leading down to the ancient chapel.

“You will be delighted to know that we have in the
chapel a valuable piece of medieval artwork, the Altar of the
Golden Angels of Charity. Its beauty does not disappoint.”

The two officers were led down the steps until they came
into the smaller chapel. As they reached the bottom of the
steps, both men stopped and took a deep breath. The light
filtering through the stained-glass windows in the chapel re-
bounded off the object in the center of the small space in
a mad dance of golden brilliance and left gleaming paint
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strokes of yellow glory on the white walls. This was the Altar
of the Golden Angels.

“See, gentlemen, did I not tell you. The altar never fails
to make a good impression.” The priest looked over his
shoulder to smile at the two awestruck officers. “It is three
copper statues of angels depicting scenes of charity to
mankind. It is overlaid with pure gold and smaller piece of
blue enamel. We feel very blessed to still have it in our pos-
session since it was created so long ago, around 1,000 years
ago by a truly gifted and remarkable goldsmith.”

The Angels were statuary composed of three almost life-
sized statues of angels. The first depicted an angel dropped
onto one knee and offering a drink to a small child. The one
in the middle showed an angel with arms tightly wrapped
around the figure of a woman seeming to be fainting toward
the ground, and the third statue was of a very muscular angel
looking down at his feet where his massive sword had
pierced the body of a venomous looking serpent. The wings
of each angel were raised in the air and slightly overlapping a
wing of the angel next to them. Every square inch of the met-
al work was covered in gleaming gold.

The two officers stood for a few more minutes absorbing
the scene before them until Officer Bianchi managed to
shake off the spell the Altar had cast. He nudged Lefebvre
and pointed toward the altarpiece. Unnoticed before was the
black-clad figure of a monk kneeling at the foot of the altar.
Head bowed and covered with the black cowl of his Order,
the man’s hands were clasped before him in prayer.
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“Father Timotheos, is that you?” The older priest with
outstretched hand moved forward. The kneeling monk did
not move. “Father?”

Father Moller reached the suppliant’s side and placed his
hand on his shoulder. With great care and hesitancy, the
kneeling figure rose but did not face either the priest or the
two approaching officers. Father Moller placed both hands
on the man’s shoulders and turned him so that he could get
a good look into his brother’s face.

Under the shadow of the black cowl, tears were stream-
ing unchecked down the man’s lean cheeks. A small muffled
sob broke from deep within his pain.

“Father, what is the matter. What has caused you such
grief ?” The older man’s voice carried his alarm and confu-
sion. The man gave no answer and only continued in his
silent weeping.

“Father, Father, please try to calm yourself and tell me
what is bothering you. I wish to help you if I can.”

The older priest placed a reassuring arm around the
younger’s shoulders and led him toward a small wooden
bench on one side of the chapel. The two men sat side by side
as Father Moller continued to keep his arm around Father
Timotheos. The intense white light filling the chapel from
the outside was in stark contrast to the dark envelope that
surrounded the weeping monk’s form. Another quick sob es-
caped into the white light of the room.

“Please try to control yourself. Is there anything I can do
for you?” Moller again tried to comfort the man.

214 SUSAN GUINN



After a few minutes, with a small shake of the head, a soft
“no” was given in reply. As the provost kept his arm around
the man’s shoulder, the two officers approached the bench.

“Father Timotheos, I have two officers of Interpol who
would like to speak to you if you think you can bring yourself
under control.”

Moller waved the officers forward. The man responded
with a quick nod of his head and inhaling one deep, ragged
breath, raised his head to look bleary-eyed into their faces.

“I am Inspector Lefebvre, and my partner is Inspector
Bianchi. We need to know if you recognize this young man.”

Lefebvre pulled the black and white photo of Sissom out
of his pocket and placed it in the monk’s shaking hands. The
man gave the picture a quick sideways glance, placed one
hand over his eyes and once again began to weep without
control.

“May I take that as a yes then?” Lefebvre responded in a
firm tone, eyes fixed on the weeping monk’s face.

The monk shook his head up and down in affirmation
and answered in a low voice, “Yes.”

“You need to help the officers. Our order would expect
nothing less than your total honesty.” The provost remained
seated by his side one arm wrapped around the man’s shoul-
der in support.

“Yes, Father, I will.”
“How do you know Randall Sissom?” Lefebvre contin-

ued his questioning.
“I saw his face in a vision, a dream if you prefer.”
“A dream? Is that the only way you have known Mr. Sis-

som?”
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“It was my first encounter with the young man. I had
never met him before then one night in one of my visions—

“Pardon me gentlemen, but I feel I must interrupt. Fa-
ther Timotheos is well known in this monastery for his vi-
sions or impressions if you wish to call them that. They usu-
ally come to him at night while he sleeps. He is considered by
all of us here to be a mystic and one of our great prophets. He
has been a guiding source of inspiration for all of us blessed
enough to dwell with him here in this monastery.” Moller
spoke up from beside the man.

“I need something a little more concrete than a night vi-
sion to help in our investigation.”

“It was only my first encounter with the young man. I
met him in a physical way for the first time at the National
Library while I was doing some research into my book of
prayers.” The monk gazed red-eyed at the officer standing
over him. “That is when I gave him what he was looking for.”

“And what was that?”
“It was what I had been instructed by my night vision to

give him. It was the ancient scroll that had been hidden in
the shelves of the library.”

“How did you know where to find it and why did you
give it to Sissom?”

Lefebvre pushed harder realizing he was being given the
first pieces of information he had received in the investiga-
tion as to what Sissom had been carrying and how and why
he might have been murdered.

“I was given instructions in my vision on where to find
a certain ancient document and to whom it was to be deliv-
ered. The instructions were explicit. I received a brief impres-
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sion of the young man’s face and recognized him the day he
showed up at the National Library.” The monk lowered his
voice to a whisper. “I did not realize how dangerous it would
be for me to give it to him.” Tears once again began to fill his
eyes.

“Why are you crying?” The kindness in the provost’s
voice and a quick hug around the man’s shoulders seemed to
help him ask the next question.

“He is dead, isn’t he?”
“Yes, I’m afraid so.” Lefebvre stared down at the obvious

pain and sorrow clouding the features of the monk’s face.
“How did you know? Another vision?”

“I received it just a few nights ago. It was a vision of the
poor young man’s dead body. I have been in torment ever
since, unable to sleep, eat or work.”

“And you have not seen him since you gave him the doc-
ument?”

“No, Inspector. I have not seen him until the other night
when I received a vision showing that somehow the young
man’s life had been taken because of what I had given him.”

The monk’s eyes once again glistened with tears. He
placed both hands over his face, began to sob and fell to
his knees in front of the leader of his order. He raised both
hands in supplication.

“Father Moller, please you must forgive me. I have been
hiding something else from you.”

“We must know the full truth.” Moller bent over the fig-
ure of the weeping monk.

“Brutality, even the day I handed Sissom the scroll was
filled with brutality and violence. You must forgive me for
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what I was a part of even though that day the death of the li-
brarian was not my fault.”

Stunned and not knowing how to respond, Moller
spoke, “I cannot believe you would harm anyone, but here
today, you must confess everything, Father, for the good of
your own soul.”

“I was at the library as usual with my research when I saw
Randall Sissom on the floor below me. I was on the second
level of the bookshelves. I recognized him from my vision
and went to the location of the scroll which had been shown
to me. I stood watching him climb the stairs to my level. I
reached for the scroll and had it in my hand when I saw the
dark figure of a man coming up behind me. I froze and Fa-
ther, I tell you the truth, terror filled my heart.” The kneel-
ing monk’s body started to shake. “He, he had a large object
in his hand that he swung over his head, and I realized I was
his target.” Father Timotheos again started to cry. “Horrible,
horrible, it was horrible.”

“Tell us what was so horrible?” Moller’s fear and concern
showed in vivid detail on his face.

“As I turned toward my attacker, it was a real miracle
and something I had never ever seen before with my physical
eyes. An angel, a very large and powerful angel, stood be-
tween me and him. He was beautiful, full of brilliant light
and power. All he did was release one breath toward the man,
and he stumbled back toward the railing and fell over the
edge to the floor below. The angel, he was gone in an instant.
In an explosion of white light, my savior was gone.”

The monk shook from the shock and fear of the scene he
was remembering.
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“I looked around. No one else seemed to have seen him
except me. Sissom was still climbing the stairs so I rushed
over to him, handed him the scroll and told him to run, run
fast and get out of there. I have spent so much time in the li-
brary that I have come to know my way around quite well. I
grabbed his arm and led him out through some of the under-
ground tunnels so that he would not be seen.”

“Father Timotheos, are you telling us you were involved
in the death of the librarian this summer? His death has still
not been explained.”

“I am telling you that I was there. I did not kill the man.
I was only a witness to his fall.” Father Timotheos looked up
into the face of his superior. “If it had not been for the angel,
I or even Sissom would have been killed instead. Please, you
must believe me.”

Father Moller lifted the kneeling monk to his feet. “Yes,
I want to believe you. God will bring the truth to light. We
will have to trust Him now.”

“I, Sissom and the scroll were all saved that day by God
himself.” After making the sign of the cross, Father Timothe-
os turned to the two Interpol agents. “We must now all trust
His wisdom.”

“I am afraid we will have to take you in for further ques-
tioning.” The agent with the dark moustache stepped for-
ward toward the two priests.

The monk looked at Father Moller who nodded for him
to comply then turned to look unwaveringly into Lefebvre’s
eyes. “I only know there was an extreme sense of urgency that
the document was to be placed in the young man’s hands that
day. It was time for the scroll to be revealed to the world.
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That is all I know. Please, you must tell the director of the li-
brary that a great evil may still be residing within its walls.”

He took a step forward as Lefebvre placed his hand upon
the monk’s arm. The time for the truth to be brought into
the light had been made known.
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Chapter Twenty-Three

D ouglan was making his way down Deadrick Street to-
ward the Courthouse sitting at the crest of the stony

bluff at the edge of the Cumberland River. He pulled at his
collar. I should have used my car. At least I could have avoid-
ed this miserable heat.

Moving to the edge of the street corner, he looked back
toward the dome of the old Municipal Auditorium and see-
ing no traffic crossed over the intersection. Ahead of him he
could see the outlines of the police station shimmering in the
summer sun.

Raising his hand to block the glare of the sun, he squint-
ed his eyes trying to be sure of what he was seeing. He in-
creased his pace. Standing outside the station’s front doors
was an assembly of young people looking suspiciously like
the group that had been passing out the religious fliers all
over downtown. Male and female alike were dressed in black.
Metal belts and different body piercings gleamed in the hot
sun. A few stray strands of red, green and blue showed up in
their hair. If this really was the same group passing out the
orange fliers then that meant?
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It meant something Douglan knew he was not yet at a
place to be able to comprehend in full or believe. He shook
his head. He still could not quite believe what he had been
told by Samual. All he knew was that Samual believed with
all his heart what he had told Cici and himself that night at
his house.

Douglan would never for the rest of his life forget the
look on the young pastor’s face as he described what had
happened to him the night he claimed he had almost died.
Douglan knew Samual to be honest, and that he was sincere
about what he had told that night sitting inside Douglan’s
living room. He knew, however, that there would be few peo-
ple even in a city as spiritual as Nashville that would believe
what Samual had said.

Douglan had been getting some strange looks from co-
workers when they thought he was not looking and knew it
was because of his support of the younger man and his sto-
ry. So far, his employer had not tried to put him in the funny
farm for siding with Samual. On a high-profile murder case
like this one, the department did not need any bad publicity
surrounding one of its detectives which would interfere with
that man’s ability to do his job.

However, there they were. Standing in a group outside
the downtown station’s front doors, they fit the description
Samual had given as he sat on Douglan’s sofa. As they moved
toward the entrance, the tight group loosened, and in its
middle stood an odd, old man. He started to shuffle toward
the front door. One of the boys next to him put his arm
around the old man’s shoulders to give him a quick squeeze.
Another took his hand and pulled him forward. The whole
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group ushered him through the large doors and then turned
to scatter in all directions on the crowded city sidewalks.

Douglan’s instincts told him he needed to get across the
street and check out this group that had just pushed an old
man through the station doors then turned to leave in such
a hurry. A large part of him wanted to be able to look them
straight in the eye. He wanted to see for himself what an an-
gel looked like up close, but they had vanished in the crunch
of people exiting offices on their way home from work. He
would have to wait for another day to see his wish fulfilled.

Even though the steady flow of rush hour bumper to
bumper traffic was already moving through downtown, he
took a chance and stepped out into the street. Car horns
blared, and one vehicle missed grazing him by only a few
inches as he jogged across with one hand raised to stop traf-
fic. Rounding the red brick corner of the station, he made his
way toward the glass door and entered the front lobby.

Douglan approached the officer at the front desk.
“What were those kids doing here?”

The officer fingered a bright orange piece of paper. “They
scattered in all directions and left some old guy standing here
in the middle of the lobby by himself. When I asked what
he wanted he said he needed to talk to you. You were out
so I sent him on up to Homicide. Handed me this though.
Guess he figured I looked like I needed some religion.” He
laughed and showed Douglan the orange paper with the fa-
miliar large letters in black print.

“Thanks.” Douglan turned toward the elevator.
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As the officer turned to watch Douglan, a more serious
look passed over his face. “You need to get on up there. This
one looks like it could be pretty important to you.”

Douglan picked up his pace. He reached the reflective
metallic doors of the elevator and with an impatient jab
pressed a button. He moved into the quiet interior of the el-
evator with his heart starting to pound. Everyone downtown
knew he was working at the moment only on the two homi-
cides so what the front desk officer had said made it certain
this had something to do with either Father Tom or Randall
Sissom.

The receptionist in the small front lobby of the Homi-
cide Department looked a little flustered but managed to
blurt out, “Douglan, good you’re here. They’re waiting for
you at your desk.”

He moved toward his cubicle. A small group of detec-
tives was gathered around the few metal chairs sitting out-
side his space. As he approached, they stood aside to reveal
his afternoon’s visitor.

It was indeed the same old man he had seen in the mid-
dle of the group of young people down below on the side-
walk. He lifted watery eyes to watch as Douglan, pace now
slowed, approached his resting place. He lifted a paper cup
to his lips with one shaking hand while the other clutched
a rounded object with such possessiveness his knuckles were
starting to turn white. He pressed the small object to the
front of the dirty gray coat he was wearing. Douglan stopped
to stand in front of the old man.
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One of the detectives started with, “Douglan, he insisted
this had to be given to you. He wouldn’t let any of us touch
it.”

“Do you have something for me? Can you tell me your
name and what happened to your friends I saw you with
down below? Can you answer?”

The old man’s eyes filled with tears. “Are you Detective
Douglan? They told me I could not let go of this to anyone
but Detective Hayden Douglan.”

“Yes, I am.” He touched the old man’s shoulder. “You
don’t have anything to be afraid of here. No one is going to
hurt you. Just tell me your name then we can talk about what
you’re holding.”

“My name? My name is Charlie, I mean Charles Bruner,
and my friends told me to give this only to you.” His precious
possession was still enfolded within the safe cocoon of his
hand.

Douglan could not believe what he was hearing. The
pounding of his heart in the elevator was nothing compared
to the racing in his chest he now felt. He started to feel weak
and reached for the back of one of the metal chairs.

“Charlie Bruner, I’ve heard of you. Would you like some
more water? Is there anything else we can get for you right
now?” Douglan managed to slow down his pulse and keep
the quiver out of his voice.

Still shaking, the old man extended his hand holding the
object he had been protecting. Douglan opened his hand,
and the old man let it fall into the detective’s open palm. It
was light, not very heavy and rolled up with what appeared
to be a dirty strip of leather. Douglan closed his hand over it.
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His heart almost stopped at what appeared to be an old, thin
piece of paper.

“Bob, why don’t you help Charlie and bring him into
my cubicle. I think we need to have a little talk with him.
Somebody see if we can scrounge up a sandwich for our
good friend here.” Douglan again patted the old man on the
shoulder.

He motioned to one of the other detectives. The man
moved close to Douglan who said something in a low voice
and turned to look across the large open space of the Homi-
cide Department. The other moved toward the Chief ’s of-
fice.

Charlie was seated inside Douglan’s cubicle with the re-
maining detectives hovering outside the small space. Some-
one managed to find a sandwich and a cup of coffee. Charlie
had just started to relax and sip the hot liquid when
Douglan’s Chief appeared at the entrance of his cubicle.

“I hear you have a very important visitor this afternoon.”
He introduced himself to Charlie who was devouring the
food he had been given.

Douglan stood staring at the object that had just been
loosed into his hands. He took a sharp breath. Could this be
it? Could this be an ancient document hidden for centuries
and holding the keys to the last days of the church on the
face of this planet. He could not believe that he was being al-
lowed to hold something so valuable.

“Chief, should I go ahead and open this?” Awe crept in-
to the almost whispered question.

“Yes, we can’t even know if this is important until you
open it. We may have nothing of any use to anybody. The
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boys in the crime lab will not want us wasting their time with
nothing.”

“Maybe I should at least use some gloves.”
Douglan reached inside his drawer for a standard pair

of latex gloves. With hands shaking and everyone hovering
over him, he undid the slim piece of leather holding the roll
in place. It slid loose with less resistance than he anticipated.
He unrolled the document only to feel confused and disap-
pointed.

“What is it? What’s wrong?” the Chief questioned.
The tight circle of observers moved in closer. The whole

room seemed to be holding its breath.
“What is this thing? I thought this would be—
“Douglan,” piped in one of the men in the circling group,

“look. It’s got a slit in the top. It’s some type of leather bag.”
Douglan’s new helper was proud he could be of service.

Douglan let go of the breath he had been holding. There
it was, a slit in the top of the container. He pulled the almost
translucent, thin walls of the leather container apart. Inside
lay a paper document. At least, it resembled a piece of paper.

Taking his time and with care, Douglan pulled the an-
cient scroll out of its protective covering. The edges of what
appeared to be a thin sheet of a paper-like substance were
torn and frayed and the background was dirty and discol-
ored. Although the document was frail and delicate in ap-
pearance, words in a language unfamiliar to everyone stand-
ing around the small cubicle were still discernable and
marched in perfect formation across the width of the page
from top to bottom.
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Douglan saw only one page, but that was all that was
needed. He stood there holding what his instincts were
telling him was the reason Father Tom had been murdered
and the object for which Randall Sissom had sacrificed his
own life.

Samual must be told. The department could not object
since the young pastor had sacrificed so much of his own
time, energy and almost his life in the course of the investi-
gation. Douglan took the scroll down himself to the boys in
the lab. Its protection and preservation were the main objec-
tive of the downtown station this afternoon.

After rushing back upstairs, he made arrangements for
Charlie Bruner to be examined at Metro General Hospital.
As soon as the old man was picked up, he isolated himself in
his cubicle.

“Samual, this is Douglan. You may need to sit down. I’ve
got extraordinary news for you.”

“Well, I’m walking down Fourth Avenue right now so
that’s going to be a little difficult. What’s so unusual I need
to sit down to hear?”

“It’s unreal, but Charlie Bruner just walked into the sta-
tion and handed me the scroll. At least, that’s what every-
body believes it is. We’ve sent it to the lab to let them have a
look at it, and I am sure it will have to be verified somehow,
but we’ve got it. We’ve actually got it!”

“I think I will sit down after all.” Samual found a small
bench. “I’m like you. After the intense struggle it feels like
we’ve gone through, it’s hard to believe.”

“I know, and here’s another thing. The angels, the ones
you said saved your life that night, they were the ones who
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brought Bruner into the station. I saw them with my own
eyes from a distance. I saw them push him through the sta-
tion’s front doors, but they disappeared before I could get to
them.”

“Amazing, just amazing.”
The two men sat in silence for a minute, each wrapped in

his own thoughts until Samual spoke up. “Hayden, this may
not be the best time to ask this, but since your department
has possession of the scroll, do you think there’s any way it
could be released into the hands of the city’s church leaders?
We have a loose organization of pastors from almost every
type of denomination here, and I know they would be inter-
ested in being able to read it.”

“I doubt it. It’s a major piece of evidence in the investiga-
tion and will be used in the trial.”

“I know the existence of this scroll and it showing up in
town is what has caused all the problems here, but if it is im-
portant enough in the eyes of someone for them to kill over
then it’s got to say something pretty important to the believ-
ers in Christ in this city. You could give me a copy of it.”

“That depends on my Chief. We can’t jeopardize the case
against these killers, but I will do what I can. After all, you
did risk your own neck to help us out.”

“Thanks. That’s all I’m asking.”
At the end of their conversation, Samual stood up and

continued making his way into the August heat rolling up
from the unyielding surface of the sidewalk. An unexpected
gust of hot air pushed at him and then impelled by its own
energy continued on its way down the sidewalk leaving peo-
ple grabbing at loose articles in their hands and trying to rub
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the dust out of their eyes. One man went chasing after papers
the unseen offender had knocked from his hands.

The young pastor reached up and pushed his thick hair
back into place but had no luck keeping it there. The hot
August wind continued to wind and press its way through
the crowded city landscape with only a few stilled momen-
tary lapses of peaceful passivity. It was an unusual wind that
moved through town at the end of this summer. Nashville
was not known for such strong winds in the dry month of
August. Samual tucked his paper even tighter under his arm.

He made his way across Broad and down Seventh Av-
enue. In an effort to fulfill his promise to Douglan to keep
pursuing information, he needed to do more research in the
library. Making his way toward the main entrance, he passed
Provence Cafe and decided to make a quick stop for a drink.
He entered the cool interior of the small shop, retrieved his
drink and sat for a few minutes at one of the small round
side tables. He was excited over the appearance of the scroll
and filled with both hope and caution over what its message
might be for believers in this area. Caught up in his own
thoughts, he was unaware of the others around him also en-
joying their afternoon respite.

Not all of them, however, were unaware of him. A young
man seated in a corner by himself almost choked on his sand-
wich when he saw the pastor enter through the cafe’s glass
doors. His darker skin and high cheekbones gave away the
fact that he was not native to the area. His black eyes never
left the pastor from the moment he entered until the second
he left the small cafe.
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This was not good for him. His victim was still alive, and
his superior would not be happy with that. He knew what
his only recourse of action would have to be for the sake of
his own safety. He reached for the dark motorcycle helmet
on the floor and made his way out onto the windy sidewalk.
Out of necessity, the plans for his night’s activities were laid
out in clear detail before him.
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Chapter Twenty-Four

The sudden crack of dried wood startled the dark figure
moving around the corner of the house. He glanced

down at the few broken branches under each black, sharp-
toed boot. With one hand touching the brick facade of the
house, he froze and held his breath. Underneath the roaring
in his ears created by the pounding of his heart, the not so far
away bark of a dog and the muted rumble of a passing truck
were the only sounds to catch his attention. A half-moon
hung in a bright silhouette in the night sky leaving crisp dark
outlines of everything that came between its fierce light and
the dark ground.

He would have to be more careful. Everything depended
on complete surprise. Certain now his presence had not
been noticed, he started once again to inch along the side of
the house. He continued around another corner to see a light
shining in what he knew was the room used as an office. This
was good. That meant he would not have to search the whole
house. His plan could be completed from right outside the
window.

He moved to the window’s edge, sliding with his back
pressed to the brick. He hesitated, took a deep breath then
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turned only long enough to get one quick look inside the
room. Good, the person he needed was inside the room
along with two other men. He turned to get a better view.

Seated behind the desk was Petropoulos and across the
desk was the man he only knew as Raoul. Seated beside
Raoul was a third man. As the third man turned toward
Raoul and said a few quick words, the interloper outside the
window saw the distinct white collar of a priest. What in the
world was a man of God doing with someone like Petropou-
los! If he continued with his plan, the priest would be a wit-
ness to the night’s events, but he had to take the chance. Be-
sides, this might be his last opportunity to have both men in
one place together.

He placed one gloved hand inside his jacket pocket. His
fingers touched cold metal and he caressed the surface. He
removed the object and pressed the end against the window’s
glass. Placing a second hand around the gun’s stock, he took
one quick aim and pressed the trigger. He repeated the ac-
tion a second time and jumped back against the darkness of
the brick wall. He felt almost certain the bullets had found
their mark, but since there was no margin for error tonight,
he had to make sure his night’s plan had been carried out to
total fulfillment.

He turned back one more time to look through the shat-
tered glass pane. Yes, there was Petropoulos face down on
his desk in a widening pool of blood. On the other side of
an overturned chair, Raoul lay motionless on the floor with
blood oozing from the small hole just above his left tem-
ple. The priest had jumped up from his chair and was staring
down at Raoul with extreme panic written on his face.
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With his plan complete, the shooter knew he had to
make his escape, but as it more often than not happens, for-
tune was not on his side tonight. As he turned to leave. his
left foot hit a large root underneath the bush he was behind,
and he stumbled forward. He fell face first against the glass
of the window. Inside the priest turned to stare. For a few
heart-pounding seconds, both men stood looking into each
other’s eyes. Now as terrified as the man inside the room,
Antony knew he could be identified.

He ran to his cycle parked behind a large bush, kicked up
the stand and brought the engine to life. He took off down
the driveway, sending a cascade of gravel high into the air
from beneath the spinning rear tire. With his hot demons
now in pursuit, he hit Honeywood Drive until he was back
out onto the main Boulevard. Once out on the wider street,
he turned up the throttle for more speed to increase his
chances of escape. Blindly he drove, thinking only of getting
back onto Harding and melting unnoticed into what little
traffic might be left at this time of night.

Driving so unaware of everything except his speedome-
ter, he did not see the police cruiser making its way out from
the shadows of another side street onto Belle Meade Boule-
vard. The officer saw the dark blur of the rider and cycle ca-
reening past his front windshield. Training took over and
a siren and blue lights shoved aside the peacefulness of the
night’s darkness to take up pursuit of the officer’s prey.

The cruiser flew down the Boulevard, spraying streams
of light that left blue reflections bouncing and dancing off
leaves of overhanging trees and across the front of the stately
brick mansions lining this usually sedate avenue. Following
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the taillights of his prey, the police car rounded a corner and
moved out onto Harding Road. Seeing only one or two cars
out this time of night, the officer punched his gas pedal to
the floor shortening the distance between his car’s headlights
and the back tire of the motorcycle.

The rider on the dark bike turned for a second to glance
back at the pursuing car. After slowing the bike down to give
enough time to reach inside one coat pocket, he removed the
gun he had used earlier to eliminate the enemies from his life
and squeezed the trigger with one quick jab.

The loud sudden ping of metal against metal caused the
officer to lose control of his car and swerve toward oncoming
traffic. As the car’s brakes screeched from its sideways skid,
the other cars on the road changed directions to avoid col-
liding with the car moving in the wrong direction on their
side of the street. The officer inside jerked his steering wheel
to gain control of his vehicle.

“The idiot’s shooting at me.” He reached out for the ra-
dio to call for support.

His quarry continued down Harding until he came to
a large intersection. Here two major roads melted together
under the heavy red pendant of the overhead stop light. The
cyclist leaned the bike into a sharp turn to his right. Glanc-
ing down at the mirror on his handlebar, he saw blue lights
emerging behind him as a second police cruiser charged
through the glaring red light. He rolled his accelerator for-
ward to force the bike through the night air at a higher
speed. The reflections of street lights moved ever faster and
faster in glistening white streaks across the black face shield
of his helmet.
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His original pursuer again punched his accelerator to the
floorboard. With tires squealing, the officer swung his po-
lice car around the corner of the intersection and pushed the
cruiser down the narrower street.

With only two lanes, the more limited confines of this
road made it more dangerous for the biker who leaned down
further into his handlebars and increased the speed of his
machine. Still accelerating, the rider turned his head to get
one last quick backward glimpse of the cars behind him. This
was just enough time for him to miss seeing the edge of a low
brick curb jutting out into the street. His next sensation was
of being jerked upward as he was flung off the cycle. A mass
of white liquid crystals shot out and up as he landed with
a loud splash in the center of a well-lit fountain in a front
courtyard of a condominium complex. He sank beneath the
disturbed surface of its once serene pool.

Tires squalled across the pavement and thin wisps of
light blue smoke lifted off the street where rubber had
burned its way against the hard asphalt as the two police
cruisers came to a halt at the curb’s edge in front of the court-
yard. Both cars’ noses pointed headlights at the dancing, glis-
tening white foam moving on the top of rough waves within
the circle of the hard, stone confines of the fountain.

“I need an ambulance ASAP at 3502 Woodmont Boule-
vard. I have a man thrown from a motorcycle.” Reaching for
the handle, the officer shoved his car door open.

The second officer joined him. “We’d better get him out
of there before he drowns. We don’t need Internal Affairs on
our butts for letting this guy die.”
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Both men ran through the bright beams of car head-
lights shredding their way through the dark air of the night
to illuminate the foam on the fountain’s surface.
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Chapter Twenty-Five

“D on’t they ever let you get any rest, sir?” the young
crime scene investigator asked as he stood gather-

ing red stained papers off the top of the large wooden desk
he was standing behind.

The body of the dead man was still slumped over its sur-
face with his head resting in a pool of his own blood. Every-
thing close enough had been touched by the dark red liq-
uid. Papers and a pen which he must have been holding lay
soaked in it. His left hand was encircled by it.

Douglan watched as the young officer continued to
gather evidence. “I think I was the only one not on vacation
or sick tonight.”

The younger man glanced at the detective with a slight
smile and reached to pull the victim’s left hand off the bloody
desk. He removed the plain gold pinkie ring, his wedding
ring and a very expensive wristwatch from his left wrist. He
reached for the victim’s other hand. The man’s head laid
on this hand and had to be pushed aside. A quick search
through the man’s pockets revealed a small wallet. No other
personal effects were found on the body.
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Holding up a clear plastic bag, he turned to Douglan.
“This is all I can find on the body.” Hesitating, he continued
with, “I’m new to this area, but isn’t Belle Meade a pretty ex-
pensive part of town to live in? I wouldn’t think this kind of
thing happens out here often.”

“Almost never. This will be front page material for the
Tennessean tomorrow morning for sure.”

“Well, I’ve tried to be as careful as I can. There’s nothing
else for me to do unless you see something I’ve missed.”

“I think the boys downtown will be okay with what
we’ve done tonight. If the coroner is here, they can have the
body.”

The light in the room picked up the warm tones in the
wooden desk and the bookshelves filling the room. What
could this prosperous businessman have been involved in
that would cause someone to come and murder him in his
own house? Belle Meade was not known for people being
murdered in their homes or hardly any other type of crime.
Downtown made sure this part of town was well patrolled,
and high-end security systems were a staple in every house.

It did not appear to be a regular home invasion. There
were no signs of a break-in, and the only damage to the house
were the two holes in one of the room’s windows where the
bullets had pierced the glass on their way to finding their
targets in the heads of the two victims. It looked like a pro-
fessional job. Douglan felt sure there would be no finger-
prints or DNA. If they got lucky, there might be some type
of tracks left, either man or machine made. This was going to
drive downtown crazy.
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Tonight’s occurrences only increased his stress level.
Working a murder investigation in Belle Meade was not high
on his wish list, but money and having friends in high places
did have its advantages with the higher ups downtown in the
department.

Those problems would have to wait until tomorrow
morning though. Douglan yawned as he watched the tech
put the evidence in his case. The light glistened on the gold
watch and ring inside their clear plastic container. He started
toward the door but stopped in mid-stride. Where had he
seen that same gold reflection before?

“Wait, let me see that bag again.”
The tech tossed the evidence bag in his direction. Where

had he seen a ring like that before? It was a plain gold pinkie
ring made for a man, but the surface was square and rough as
if someone had hit the thing several times on purpose just to
rough it up. For right now, he could not retrieve the memory
of where he had seen an exact replica of the small ring.

Suddenly his cellphone went off in his jacket pocket. It
was the precinct, and he was needed downtown. The ques-
tion of the ring would have to wait even though he knew it
would probably drive him crazy all night long.
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Chapter Twenty-Six

“Y our man is waiting to be booked. They’re through
with him in interrogation. He’s the main suspect in

your double homicide out in Belle Meade.” The officer sit-
ting behind the desk handed Douglan a thin stack of papers.

Douglan rubbed the stubble on his chin. Midnight was
not exactly his favorite time of day to be called into work,
but it came with the territory. Every time I have to do this, I
think CiCi is right. Retirement sounds better and better all
the time.

Still, he was grateful for the department’s call. This
might be the break he had been needing in the murder inves-
tigations. He scanned the few papers already accumulated on
the prisoner sitting in the cramped interrogation room. The
guy had been dressed all in black, but the most significant el-
ement of his nocturnal escapades in Belle Meade was the fact
he was riding a black Ducati motorcycle. For the first time
in weeks, Douglan dared to hope that he might have at last
found a solid link to the murders of the young priest and the
Bible student.

According to the information in this initial report, the
suspect only admitted to speeding down Belle Meade Boule-
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vard right before the call reporting the double homicide had
been received at headquarters. The call had been placed by
the wife of one of the victims, a Mrs. Melaina Petropoulos.
She had placed the call at 10:35 pm. The speeder had been
picked up at 10:20 pm which would have given him enough
time to have been making a quick escape from the crime
scene if his presence in Belle Meade did not turn out to
be mere chance. Douglan gripped the papers and turned in
the direction of the interrogation room. He met the captain
passing the door of the small room.

“He’s ready for you, Hayden.”
Douglan gave a quick terse nod of his head. “Yes sir, I’m

more than ready for him.”
“This might be our big break in your two cases. He’s

agreeing to talk right now without counsel, but be careful.
We don’t need any mistakes in this. Get an attorney in there
for him if any problems come up. We don’t want anyone say-
ing we denied him any of his rights.”

Again with a tense nod of his head, Douglan reached for
the door handle and walked into the room which held only
a table, a few chairs and a small recorder on the table top. He
made his way over to the metal topped table and pulled out a
chair. It moved across the rough concrete floor with a gritty
squeal.

He stared down into the face of the younger man seated
on the other side of the table. The young suspect did not lift
his eyes or twitch to acknowledge the presence of the older
man standing above him scrutinizing his every move.

The young man Douglan saw before him could not have
been much over thirty. His polished olive skin glowed with
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the vibrance and energy of youth. Above high angular cheek
bones, dark brown eyes were almond shaped. He lifted his
gaze to look into the detective’s face. Douglan could not
look away.

The boy was beautiful. It was the only word he could
find. He had only once before in some old painting seen a
face on a young man that compared. It did not look like the
face of a cold-blooded killer, but sadly his gut was telling
him it more than likely was. Douglan took a seat in the
chair across the table from the prisoner and started reading
through the few papers he had been given.

The two men sat in silence until Douglan started with,
“You do realize that our ballistics lab can tell whether or not
the bullets found in the two murder victims from tonight
were fired from your gun.”

The young suspect’s face did not change expression nor
did he say a word.

“If they identify your gun, that will prove you are their
murderer.”

Fear began to pool in the brown eyes to spill out and
wash across the high, taut cheekbones of the young man’s
face.

“You were also seen leaving the vicinity of the crime
scene at a high rate of speed only minutes before the murders
were reported.”

Fear rolled in a tight wave over the young man’s visage to
spread over his perfect but now disturbed features. This was
the only response Douglan received to his questions.

“Given these circumstances, would you like to change
your statement?”
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A small drop of sweat formed on the suspect’s forehead
and began to roll inch by inch down the side of his face. He
wiped at it with the back of his hand.

“This maybe the last chance you get to come clean and
receive any clemency if you are honest with us now.”

The young man stared into Douglan’s eyes seeming to
measure how much trust he could put in the older man’s
statement. After a few more minutes of stone-cold silence, he
drew in one long, deep breath. A slight tremor shook every
inch of his lean frame. Gripping the edge of the table with
both hands, he leaned toward Douglan.

Speaking barely above a whisper and with a slight accent
clouding his speech, he started, “If by telling you the truth
about tonight’s events, I could receive more, more, I do not
know the word.”

“Leniency?”
“Leniency yes, leniency, if I can lead you to a much larger

truth in regard to other events that have occurred in
Nashville over the last few weeks,” he hesitated to draw in an-
other deep, ragged breath, “about another murder, that of say
a young priest?” He stopped to watch the detective’s face.

It was Douglan’s turn to feel the dampness of a few drops
of perspiration start to roll down the side of his face. Wiping
the back of his hand across his temple, he tried to remain
as impassive as possible. With his prey now coming close
enough to touch and hold within his grasp, this was not the
time for him to lose sight of his goal and let the bird fly from
the nest so to speak.
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“I cannot make any promises to you, but I can tell you it
will go easier on you if you cooperate with us instead of mak-
ing this harder for everyone, including yourself.”

“I wish to tell the truth to you and—
Douglan held up his hand. “Stop, don’t say another

word. We need to get you legal representation so no one can
say any of your rights have been violated. We can get you
an attorney from the public defender’s office then we can
sit down and talk. If you have any information about other
murders in town that will be the time for you to let us have
everything you know about them.”

Within forth-five minutes, a staff attorney had been
brought over from the Public Defender’s office and taken his
place beside his new client. After about another fifteen or
twenty minutes of a hushed and private conversation with
the young suspect, the attorney had given the go ahead for
Douglan to enter the room to hear the young man’s state-
ment.

Talking in a low voice, he had started stumbling over
his words at first then continued on with increasing strength
and purpose, stopping only to draw a quick breath in be-
tween sentences. All three bystanders in the room, the attor-
ney, Douglan and a stenographer, listened in disbelief as the
fantastic tale of deceit and brutality unfolded inside the re-
stricted confines of the station’s interrogation room.

“My name is Ahmet Yalim, but I was known by my su-
perior here as only Antony. I am from Istanbul where I spent
all of my childhood. I was orphaned at about the age of ten
and left with no family to care for me. I was placed in an or-
phanage but ran away and took to living on my own in the
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streets. I fell in with some groups, gangs of other young men
my age, and we started stealing just to help feed ourselves. As
my bad luck would have it, I happened to try and steal a wal-
let out of a man’s coat pocket, and he caught me. Instead of
turning me over to the police there in Istanbul, he took me
in and raised me as his own son.” Here he hesitated, a cloud
of pain fell over his face. “But he is dead now.”

Doulgan could not help but feel a slight twinge of pity
but pushed forward with, “You say he took you in, sort of
adopted you. What would this man’s name have been?”

“My father’s name was Tarik Bahar. He treated me well
with only great kindness. I owed him everything, but he be-
longed to a type of gang himself.” The prisoner stopped. A
dull sense or atmosphere of darkness started to settle in and
infect the air surrounding the small group sequestered inside
the room. “He belonged to the Brothers of True Light.”

“What is that Ahmet?” Douglan leaned across the table
toward the young man.

“It is a religious group. No, that is not right, detective.
It is a very ancient organization that at one time was based
on the religion and worship of the pagan gods around Is-
tanbul or at that time, Constantinople. They were anti any-
thing that had to do with the new religion, Christianity, that
was becoming more and more popular around the Mediter-
ranean. As time passed, they evolved.”

“They changed over the centuries going through pagan
god worship then into satanic cult status until now they are
just worshippers of money, power and mostly themselves.
However, they still retain their hatred for anything that re-
tains the faintest scent of Christianity.”
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Douglan leaned back in his chair and again rubbed the
stubble on his chin. “So, you say your adoptive father be-
longed to this group, and you know so much about this be-
cause?”

“Because, of course, detective, I am also a member of this
group.”

“How long have you been inside this organization?”
“Since I was a teenager. My new father could not wait to

indoctrinate me into his belief system. They were and still are
very good at taking advantage of young, poor boys such as I
was.”

“I still don’t understand, Ahmet. Why do they still hate
the Christian religion so much?”

“Some of it is that hatred of Christianity is just a part of
their history or philosophy but what bigger enemies of pow-
er and greed are there then the tenets of the Christian reli-
gion. Some of the men in the group are very, very wealthy,
extremely powerful figures around the world.”

“But why go after poor Father Tom? What possible
threat could he have been to them?”

“Because he had stumbled upon the existence of a doc-
ument that could cause a complete, radical change in Chris-
tianity and unify all of the Christian churches in the entire
world,” here the prisoner swept out one arm in a wide arc, “if
it were to come to light and be accepted among the follow-
ers of Christ. Can you imagine how much more effective and
influential a church that would be! That is why Father Tom
had to be silenced and Randall Sissom along with him. The
boy had somehow gotten possession of the actual document
itself and was bringing it here into Nashville.”
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“I’m still not sure I understand why these Brothers of
True Light wanted this old document destroyed. Explain to
me again what possible harm it could bring to them or any-
body else?”

“In all areas of this world, the Brothers have become
powerful. They are specialists in corruption, brutality or evil,
if you care to use that word, in order to hold onto that power.
This ancient document would only enhance or build up the
Christian churches. That is why the Brothers did not want it
found and the writings contained within it to be released to
the church. It could have been a terrible threat to their pow-
er or...,” here he appeared to struggle for the right words, “the
hold they have on the world. What greater threat to evil is
there in this world than the Christian religion? A church like
that would threaten not only their power but also the money
that flows without restraint into their organizations.”

“What kind of a document was it?” Douglan needed to
know if the tense figure sitting before him knew what he was
talking about.

“It was an ancient document that had been kept well
hidden until this summer. It was another of the Dead Sea
Scrolls.” Watching the older man’s face, the young man knew
from Douglan’s expression that the truth lying within his
story had been accepted.

“And the two murders tonight? How do they tie into
this?”

As Douglan finished speaking, the young attorney
leaned toward his new client and whispered a few quick
words into his ear. The prisoner shook his head.
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“No, I must tell the truth. I have never killed a man be-
fore I came here and hope I never have to again. I was only a
footman, as they called me, in their army. I was just a messen-
ger, but they brought me to Nashville and changed my du-
ties. The two dead men you found tonight were involved in
the Brothers. I was working under them. The older man, Mr.
Petropoulos, was my superior and the other was my accom-
plice. I killed tonight only to save my own life. I had failed to
bring to Mr. Petropoulos the scroll he and his Brothers were
so desperate to destroy.”

“You mean the supposed missing Dead Sea Scroll?”
“Yes.”
“So this Petropoulos brought you and this other man to

Nashville to track down and kill anyone who had any infor-
mation about this scroll and destroy the scroll if you could
get your hands on it? Is this what you’re telling us?”

“That is what I am saying. I was brought here along with
Raoul to murder Father Tom because of his knowledge, and
the Brothers were also responsible for the death of the young
student.”

“He died from a disease. How can you claim the Broth-
ers killed him?”

“He had been nosing around too much in Istanbul and
brought too much attention to himself. We took him pris-
oner and injected him with a deadly virus, only he managed
to escape while he was being held on board a large ship. He
made his way back to Nashville where the disease must have
destroyed him.”

Douglan returned the unblinking scrutiny of his prison-
er knowing what he had been told confirmed all the evidence
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which had been found so far in the investigation of both
murders. Still, the story seemed so fantastic. Agents of an an-
cient society sent to Nashville just to destroy an old religious
document along with anyone who had any knowledge it!

“Detective, now I have a question or request of you.”
“Ask me anything you want.”
“The influence of my superiors reaches everywhere. Now

that I have told you my story, how will you keep me safe? I
am at your mercy.”

“I promise you that I will see to it myself that you receive
the best protection we can give considering the situation you
are in.”

“If not, detective, I am most certainly a dead man. I am
glad I have told you everything I know. Perhaps God will
have some mercy on my soul for my confession.”

Douglan did not know what answer to give to that. All
he could do was have him taken to a cell for safekeeping
and assign a uniformed officer to stay outside his cell. Ahmet
could not give any more information except to tell Douglan
that he was unaware of any other members of the Brothers
that were in Nashville. He knew only of himself, Petropoulos
and Raoul, and, of course, the latter two were no longer a
threat to anyone.
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Chapter Twenty-Seven

S ilhouetted against what was left of the day’s intense sun-
light still pouring through the large window, Douglan

stood alone in the department’s breakroom. Staring through
its dusty glass panes onto the sidewalks below, he watched as
people entered and exited the station. Sunday was a slow day
for business here. The large court house across the street had
also seen only its usual minimal amount of foot traffic.

The aroma lifting from the coffee in the small paper cup
he held in his hand smelled disgusting, but the thick black
liquid was hot and strong which was what he needed right
now. He had been up all night after he finished with his pris-
oner and stayed through the day to tie up all the loose ends
of paperwork needed to close the investigation into the mur-
ders of Father Tom McClarin, Randall Sissom and the two
men found in Belle Meade. He took another sip of coffee
and could not help thinking how ironic it was that Sissom
and Father Tom’s murderer was caught on Saturday, the same
day of the week on which both men had died. Was it coinci-
dence or not? He was not sure.

Cici had called to find out if he would be making it
home for dinner tonight, and he had told her yes, he would
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be through with everything in time to get home and eat with
her. It would be good to get away from the extreme intensi-
ty of the day. Two major murder investigations had just been
wrapped up in Nashville, and he was feeling drained.

The whole department was energized and enthusiastic
over the successful end to their work in these cases. Relief
had spread in one ripple after another from one desk to the
next. Maybe now some of the tension that had piled up dur-
ing the last five or six weeks could be released.

Certainly, Douglan’s stress level had been lowered for
the first time since Father Tom’s body had been found
sprawled across the middle of Belmont Avenue. He felt the
spirit of the young priest could perhaps rest now that his
murderer had been arrested and was sitting in a small cell
downstairs awaiting whatever justice would be handed out
to him by the judicial system of Davidson County.

He stretched trying to relieve the ache in his neck and
shoulders brought on by being slumped over a computer for
the last four hours. Although so exhausted he felt he could
not physically or mentally do one more piece of work on this
case, he knew he had to make one more phone call. He had
not had time to call and talk to Samual. The young pastor
should be called and given the good news over the phone
instead of having to read it in Sunday morning’s newspaper
headlines. He touched the screen of his phone.

“Samual, are you busy? I have some great news for you.”
“I can talk. What’s up” Samual knew the only thing that

would cause the excitement he could sense in the detective’s
voice was another major breakthrough in the murder inves-
tigations.
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“Last night a speeder was picked up right before the de-
partment received a report of a double homicide on Hon-
eywood Drive off of Belle Meade Boulevard. At first, we
were only holding him for interrogation in those two mur-
ders, but as we got further into questioning him, it seems he
knew something about Father Tom and Sissom’s deaths al-
so.” Douglan stopped. A heavy silence was the only response
from the other end.

“He confessed to being the actual murderer of both men,
but this is where it gets a little strange. He says he works
for an organization called the Brothers of True Light, some
sort of secret society out of Istanbul, Turkey. Is that weird or
what? Have you ever heard of a group by that name operat-
ing out of that part of the world?”

The only thing Douglan heard in reply was a long sigh
followed by silence. “Samual, are you still there? I know this
all sounds strange, but I thought maybe you might know
something about this particular group.”

Samual cleared his throat to find his voice. “No, Hayden,
I’ve never heard of that group. Rumors have gone around
about underground, secret societies from around the whole
Mediterranean area for a long time, but like I said, it was only
rumors. Any groups that really do exist have kept to them-
selves and have been discreet enough to never have their ex-
istence confirmed.”

“Well, discreet or not, we’ll get Interpol digging around
on this and see what they find. It seems the two homicide
victims from last night were also a part of that group. It was
all some kind of conspiracy to keep the scroll from being
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found. They wanted to destroy it before it could get into the
hands of the churches here in Nashville.”

“Are you saying this man turned on his own group and
killed two of them? What would make him do that?”

“We’re not sure. It seems he was trying to protect him-
self, but we’ve got more questions for him.”

“Sorry but it seems I’m needed at the supper table right
now. Helene’s waving me off the phone. Thanks for letting
me know. Isn’t it a little late to still be at work? Aren’t you
supposed to be on your way home?”

“Yeah, I promised Cici I’d be home to eat with her. I
wanted to give you the good news myself.”

“I appreciate it, but got to go. Dinner’s waiting. Maybe
this means we can finally sleep better at night. Good night,
Hayden.”

“Talk to you later.”
As he hung up the phone, Douglan could not remember

a stranger or more mysterious murder investigation ever hav-
ing occurred in Nashville. This would be the one for the
record books. He took a small key from his pocket and
locked up the drawers in his desk. At last, he could get out of
the building. He rode the elevator down to the lobby, waved
good night to the front desk officer and stepped out onto the
hot sidewalk. Food and a nice, soft bed were what he needed
the most after the past twenty-four hours he had just experi-
enced.
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Chapter Twenty-Eight

“And we’re supposed to believe this thing is real, au-
thentic, an actual missing Dead Sea Scroll?” A swell

of anger rose and filled the man’s voice as he walked around
the corner of the large table until it cracked and broke with-
out restraint out into the room.

No longer contained, it expanded until it reached the
confines of the room’s walls then receded to return and hang
in the air above the head of each man seated at the table’s
rim. He increased his pace upset by what had been taking
place in the meeting room this afternoon.

“I’m going to need more proof than what you have given
us here today!”

Samual had known the reaction to the scroll would be
negative but had not expected it to be quite as volatile as this
afternoon’s meeting was becoming. He had waited to bring
everyone together until after a copy of the scroll was released.
To make things even easier, the murderer had been caught.
He had thought this would be the perfect day to talk to the
area’s spiritual leaders. It was becoming more obvious he was
perhaps mistaken.
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“As you know, Father Tom McClarin and Randall Sis-
som, the young Bible student, both died on the same day, but
what’s not known is they both believed in the existence of
this scroll. That’s what cost both of them their lives. About
two weeks ago, the scroll was brought into the police, and
that Saturday night the killer of both men was caught. We
are privileged they have allowed us to be able to look at its
writings, and they only did that because I worked with them
on the investigation. I feel—

Another man broke in with, “We need more than your
feelings to go on, Samual.” Most of the others around the
table nodded in agreement.

“You have more than my feelings. You have all the lab
tests run on the document itself to prove its age. I know it’s a
little hard to take in, but all the tests confirm it. The carbon
dating has come back that the document is at least two thou-
sand years old. What about the scar left on my chest? I know
most of you have seen it.” Samual reached for the top button
of his shirt.

“That’s not necessary. Most of us have seen your scar and
heard your story about your um, huh, encounter of sorts. We
know you believe what you’ve said.”

Samual reached a hand toward the silver-headed man
seated across the large conference table. “Father Sullivan, you
know me. You know I would never make up some story
like this. I’m usually the one needing more proof, and I’m a
charismatic for pete’s sake.”

“I’ve known you and your family for the past few years.
I’ve never known a more honest young man than yourself,
but this is really a stretch for all of us. You’re asking us to be-
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lieve the message in this scroll is some kind of a warning to
all the Christian churches represented here today and that
we need to make changes in the way we treat each other, the
way we’ve organized ourselves for centuries throughout all of
church history. That’s quite an overwhelming almost incom-
prehensible thing you’re asking us to consider.”

“I know, Father, but I’m just telling you what was told
to me by the angels and their leader. Whether you believe
it or not is up to you, but it seems to me the writings in
the scroll are a warning of something that will happen if we
do not follow what’s written in its texts. It talks about the
breath, the Spirit of God himself, coming in and doing what
man is unwilling to do. Here’s the word for wind, and then
again, breath of God and the tearing down of walls. This
scroll pleads, practically begs, for unity in God’s family. In
his last night on earth, didn’t Christ pray for his followers to
be one as He and the Father are one. Besides in clear words,
it speaks of consequences if we do not here today try to fol-
low the instructions given for everyone to read. You can read
it for yourself, Dave. You’re an expert in Hebrew.” Samual
pushed the paper toward the other man’s side of the table.

“I am. The script appears that it might be authentic,
but no evidence of this document was found in the caves at
Qumran. This scroll is so different in nature from all the oth-
ers found in the area. How do we know someone isn’t try-
ing to stir up trouble and cause even more disagreements be-
tween different groups than there is already? Wouldn’t that
be one of the best ways to hurt the church even worse?”

“The lives of two men in this city have been taken trying
to prove and protect the document we have before us. That
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has to count for something. Someone felt it was authentic
enough to kill over.”

“Those were terrible tragedies, but I still believe the best
and wisest thing to do is to move with a great deal of caution
on this. We need some time to think on everything that has
been presented to us today.” One of the older men spoke up
from the other end of the table.

“I hope we will get the time we need before the prophecy
in this scroll comes true. All of us in this room have to take
responsibility for whatever that is. We are after all the spiri-
tual leaders in this city. People depend on us to make good
decisions and try to lead them in the best direction. I pray
that nothing bad happens to the people in this city who say
they believe in God and Christ because of a decision we’ve
made or not made in this room today.”

“I hope it will not come to that, but I also feel the con-
sensus among the rest of us is to wait until we have more time
to think about all of this.”

“I think these writings are blasphemy, and the thing
needs to be burned. It sounds like to me these are instruc-
tions for the beginning of the destruction of the church as
we know it today.” The man speaking slammed the palm of
his hand down on the table top in finality. “I say get rid of
the paper now.”

“I don’t believe that is the answer, Tom.”
The quiescent pool of anger that had settled above their

heads began to drip and fill the space between the two men.
“Samual, I don’t care if you are the pastor of a major

church here in town, you can’t go throwing your weight
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around like that. We all have a say in what happens here to-
day.”

Samual leaned back in his chair hands raised in the air
before him. “Look, okay, just try and calm down. I’ve done
all I can do for now. I think we should call an end to this
meeting before things get said that should not get said.
Maybe we can all meet again after the two experts on the
Dead Sea Scrolls have had time to examine the document in
greater detail. They’re supposed to arrive in Nashville within
the week. They’ll be able to answer any questions you have
about it better than I can.”

“Brothers, I say it’s best if we call it quits for today. Let’s
all get a chance to cool off and go home and study on what
has gone on here and see if we can reach a decision that
seems sane and reasonable to everyone.” Father Sullivan
stood and tried to usher the rest out of the room.

A few handshakes and pats on the shoulder seemed to
help alleviate some of the afternoon’s tension. After the room
had been emptied, the elderly priest came to Samual who
stood next to the large glass windows overlooking the busy
cityscape below. The younger man stared without speaking
into the expanse of the blue summer sky. Father Sullivan
placed his hand on Samual’s shoulder.

“Look, you’ve done all you can do. You’ve pleaded your
case with eloquence and passion. I want to believe every-
thing you’ve told us about what happened to you the other
night, and this document, well, this document is indeed very,
very puzzling.” Father Sullivan paused and shook his head.
“I’m not sure anyone in the room knew what to do with it.”
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He walked over to the large table in the center of the
room and lifted the paper off its surface. “You say the police
still have the original?”

“Yes, they’re holding it for evidence in the two murder
cases, and the experts say it’s too fragile to not be kept pro-
tected from the air and humidity.”

“It would have been nice if we could have seen the origi-
nal instead of this photograph.”

“Would it have made any difference?”
“I don’t know. Maybe, maybe not.” The priest let the pa-

per fall from between his fingertips and float back down to
the tabletop. “I’ve got to leave you, but I’ll stay in prayer as
to what our Heavenly Father would want all of us to do.”

Father Sullivan turned and made his way to the door.
He reached for the doorknob then turned back to face the
young pastor again.

“Let the Spirit be your guide. I know He will never mis-
lead you.”

He turned away and left. The only sound was the soft
scraping of the wooden door as it moved over the carpet and
closed.

Samual stood for a few minutes mesmerized by the
twisted knot of thought impeding what he felt would be any
clear or rational decision as to what he should do next. He
sighed.

As soon as the breath had passed from between his lips
and into the expanse of the room, he had the feeling he was
no longer alone. His sense of awareness was heightened. A
presence, someone, was in the room with him.
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Extreme warmth started at the top of his head, just on
the right side, and moved downward filling his right eye
socket, and caressing his cheek. It continued until it reached
his jawline then stopped there. Samual reached a hand up
and touched his skin.

“Michael, Jacob, is that you?” The room answered with
only silence. “I don’t think they want to listen. It would be
too much of a change in their way of life. I did my best.”

Again, only silence answered, but it was filled with a
sense of peaceful affirmation. As the warmth started to leave
his face, he felt he had pleased his Heavenly Father and for
now, that was enough.
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Chapter Twenty-Nine

“P iero, good to see you. Just not under such unpleasant
circumstances.”

“Yes, Francesco, I wish it to be different also.”
The two men took their seats around the massive wood-

en table used for all their administrative meetings. They were
in Lorenzo Abelli’s villa high on a hill in the countryside not
too far from Florence, Italy. None of them could contest the
fact that these meetings were held in one of the most luxuri-
ous homes in the area. It was a time to work hard and to play
even harder.

This weekend, however, was going to be different for
everyone. A crisis had arisen, and in spite of the two oppos-
ing factions in their group struggling against each other at
the moment, they all shared the same objective of protecting
their Brotherhood at all costs.

As members of this term’s High Council filtered in
through the various doorways and took their seats around
the table, a few handshakes were exchanged, but their mood
was somber. After all of the voting members of the council
had made their way to the table, their president stood to
take the floor. Standing before them with his silver hair and
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expensive suit, his air of self-confidence and sophistication
made him the quintessential picture of the successful inter-
national businessman that he was.

“Gentlemen, as you know, today our Brotherhood is un-
der attack in a way that has never occurred in all of our his-
tory. We have for the first time become known to law en-
forcement agencies in the United States. Not only has a se-
nior member of our group been murdered after having failed
to complete his assignment, but we have been left to clean up
his mess. Again I repeat, our existence has been exposed as
never before.”

Heads nodded in agreement around the table. A senior
member at one end of the table voiced a question. “What ac-
tion should we take? Do we try to go underground with all
of our activities?”

“No, Werner, I don’t believe going underground would
suit our best interests, but myself and several other of our ad-
visors do feel we will have to tighten up and be as careful as
we can with all of our transactions and security procedures.”

Piero raised a hand in the air. “Adrien, what about any
new business proposals we have been trying to get started.
Should those be canceled?”

“Not all of them. Certain ones have already been started,
and it would be foolish to stop those. However, others will
have to be discontinued. I need to make sure all of our net-
works understand this. We do not want to be reckless and
open ourselves up to further security problems.”

“What about the situation in Nashville. Are there any
plans on how best to handle that?”

WHEN HEAVEN SIGHS 263



“As you all know, we have forever lost possession of the
scroll. What we feared the most has happened.” Adrien
paused and paced at his end of the table. “It is strange how
such a seemingly small thing can have such a large impact.
The only thing left for us is to try and thwart the effects of its
release as best we can. We have connections left in that city,
and we have made plans for retaliation.”

“Retaliation, Adrien?” Another member spoke up from
the side.

“Some of your advisors sitting around this table can tell
you of some of our ideas, and believe me, it will be swift and
unpleasant. That is all I can say for tonight. You will be re-
ceiving limited information only. Our plans must be kept se-
cure.”

Adrien stopped speaking. Lost in thought, he looked
down for a minute or two at the stack of papers before him
on the table.

Clearing his throat he continued, “Our Brotherhood has
been able to survive for thousands of years by standing unit-
ed together in our beliefs and issues. This is not a time for us
to be divided. We started out centuries ago as only a small
number of priests struggling to survive against a new religion
threatening to overwhelm our beliefs, and it did. It spread
throughout the entire world; this Christianity did, this curse
on humanity. Our pursuit of the scroll has been a small part
of our operations, but because of it, we are being forced to
defend ourselves in a way we have never had to do before. All
the rest of our interests have been put at risk because of this
failure. Your current leadership is willing to do anything it
takes to keep our Brotherhood safe and strong.”
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On the last word, he turned to look Piero in the eyes.
The ring of a threat in his voice was not lost on anyone sitting
around the table.

After the meeting was adjourned, several members came
to Piero for information. He told them what he could keep-
ing the disclosures brief, but he let it be known that the
Brothers would be seeking some measures to retaliate for the
loss of both Petropoulos and the scroll. After the last mem-
ber had left, he felt relieved to at last be able to leave the
table. His head and neck were aching from the stress.

He stepped outside into the darkness and stood soaking
in the peacefulness of the summer night air. The Abelli villa
lay deep in the heart of the Tuscan countryside away from
the city lights of Florence. The quiet was interrupted only by
the soft splashing of water in the patio’s large stone fountain.
After taking a seat, he lit a cigar, glad to get out of the meet-
ing room and have nothing more important to do at this mo-
ment than watch the expiration of the glowing embers at the
end of it. As he inhaled, he could not miss the scent of the
garden’s lavender.

He would be glad when the voting was finalized in No-
vember. If things went as he hoped, it would mean more con-
trol for him and his colleagues. It was true Petropoulos had
left a large messy situation in Nashville to be cleaned. Piero
had voted against taking any action at the present time, but
retaliation in a major way was what the old guard wanted so
he had been outvoted. He feared it was going to be too much
of a risk. He sat for several minutes lost in his own unpleas-
ant thoughts until he heard the crunch of footsteps on the
gravel behind him.
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“Here, I brought you some wine. Red okay?”
“Thanks, Francesco.” Piero took a slow, small sip. “You

know, I’m not sure it is wise to threaten your brothers as was
done tonight. Don’t you agree?”

“Completely.”
The two men sat in the warm night air not speaking until

Francesco cleared his throat and began with, “What about
the voting?”

“I have spoken to all of our people, and unless something
changes, I have been assured they will all back us.”

“Good,” Francesco leaned back in his seat and took an-
other sip of wine. “It is of utmost importance that we win
this next election. I fear continuing on as we have in the past
will only expose us more. Physical violence does not always
solve all of our problems.”

“You’re right. Of course, in certain situations, there is no
choice, but now with destruction of someone only a key-
board click away, there are other avenues. Computers have
done much for the world.” Piero gave a soft laugh as he
turned to look at his colleague.

“It is now easier to destroy whole companies and govern-
ments just sitting at a desk.”

Together the two men enjoyed a companionable laugh
at what they considered to be the foolishness of their elders.

“I’m glad to see the two of you enjoying the evening so
much. The countryside is truly beautiful this time of year.”

“Adrien, I didn’t hear you come up.” Piero flinched and
turned to see their president standing behind him.

“Sorry, I don’t mean to disturb your conversation. I
needed a little fresh air myself.”

266 SUSAN GUINN



The older man stood puffing on his cigar in the dark. The
three remained motionless and posed in the somewhat awk-
ward quiet of the night until Adrien spoke again.

“Are our assets in Nashville available for our use? They
will be needed in whatever future operations we may have
there. How about Connally? Did you speak with him,
Piero?”

“He is still in place to be of use to us.”
“For right now, but if he becomes a liability. . .”
“I understand. I will take no chances with him.”
“Good.” Adrien hesitated, “Piero, may I speak to you

alone?”
Francesco stood. “I’ll talk to you later.”
He nodded toward Piero then turned toward the house

and disappeared in the darkness Adrien pulled a garden
chair toward Piero.

“I know we have had our disagreements in the past about
different issues, organization business and such, but I
thought we had come to a mutual understanding about the
Brotherhood and what was best for it.”

“I believe we have come to an understanding.” Piero con-
tinued to stare out into the darkness of the summer land-
scape.

“Then may I count on your support at our election this
November. I have heard rumors of dissension in the rank and
file, but now with all our problems, this is not a good time to
be trying to cause divisions among us if you catch my mean-
ing. Our Brotherhood has not seen this severe a schism since,
well, since the 1930’s when we were divided over whether to
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support the Nazis or not. We all know what a disastrous sit-
uation that led us into.”

Piero did not answer. He sat and watched the older man
through the screen of his cigar’s smoke.

“I have even been considering using our exigent clause
and suspending voting this winter. Our organization has ex-
isted only because of its cohesiveness. Don’t you agree?”

“You mean any methods required to keep people silent
or in agreement in order to keep the status quo in power and
all aspects of our business solvent are what will be used? Is
that what you’re trying to say?”

“I am not sure I appreciate your answer, but I think we
understand each other.”

Adrien was doing a poor job of concealing his anger be-
neath the surface of his response. A sudden stiffening of his
posture was also doing nothing to help mask the emotion he
was struggling to contain.

“I can see we have both made our positions well under-
stood, and I see no point in taking up any more of your time.
I need to go back inside. There are many questions to answer
tonight.”

“Yes.” Piero nodded toward his superior.
As Adrien made his way down the gravel path back to-

ward the villa, Francesco returned to sit beside his friend
who had been left alone in the darkness to finish his cigar.
The two younger men stayed awhile longer in the garden.
Talking in lower, more hushed tones, no one standing near
them could have made out their conversation until finally all
had been said that needed to be said. They sat absorbed in
their own thoughts each hoping this was not the calm before
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the storm. Once again, the garden was silent except for the
night sounds of the countryside around them.
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Chapter Thirty

F or the first time in over a month, Douglan sat at his desk
not sure what to do with himself. All the loose ends of

the murder investigations had been taken care of on his end.
Ahmet Yalim sat across the street in the county jail under
special guard for his own protection awaiting his sentencing.

He had not tried to wiggle out of the confession in any
way so it still stood on the books as a voluntary confession.
Due to determine Ahmet’s sentence tomorrow, Judge
Hoover could choose life in prison, life without parole or the
death sentence. A part of Douglan hoped the judge would
go with life in prison so at least at some point Ahmet might
be eligible for parole. The prisoner was still so young, only
thirty, and to the experienced detective, it felt like he had
gotten sucked into a life style which under other circum-
stances he would not have chosen for himself.

“Douglan, come into my office. I need to talk to you.”
The Chief stuck his head out of his office only long enough
to fire off the short statement.

“Sit down, Hayden, I have some good news for you. I am
happy to say both you and Josh are receiving a special com-
mendation from the mayor at a small ceremony tomorrow
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on the courthouse steps for your work on the Father Tom
and Sissom murders. Congratulations, good work.”

“I don’t know what to say. I didn’t expect anything like
this.” Douglan scanned the paper he had been handed.

“You’ve earned it. This was one of the most unusual cases
I’ve ever been a part of, bar none.”

“Thanks Chief, but I feel you had something to do with
this.”

“No, you got this all by yourself.”
Back at his desk, his first impulse was to call his wife. Af-

ter that, he knew to whom his second call would have to be
made.

“Samual, there’s a special ceremony tomorrow. Josh and I
are getting a commendation from the mayor. I’d like you and
Helene to be there if you can.”

“We’d love to come. This has been a stressful journey for
all of us. I’m glad it’s going to have something pleasant at the
end.”

“Me too. By the way, did you and the other pastors in
town come to any conclusion as to the actual meaning of the
contents of the scroll?”

“We could not get everyone to agree on the meaning of
the scroll’s text, and a large number of the men had trouble
accepting its authenticity. To me, it sounded like a warning
or prophecy of severe consequences if the instructions in its
texts were not accepted by our church leaders. The phrases
‘breath of God’ and ‘walls pulled down’ were used over and
over again. Some of the pastors refused to give it any credi-
bility at all and thought it should be burned. Quite a few left
the room in not such a good mood. I guess as a last resort
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I could call another meeting.” Samual’s voice trailed off into
uncertainty.

“It sounds like you’ve done all you could for right now.
Give them some time and maybe you can try persuading
them again.”

“I guess so. I told them the murders were connected by
Father Tom and Sissom’s belief in this scroll, and I guess it’s
going to take a lot more convincing. I hope if it is meant as a
warning nothing damaging or even catastrophic happens to
the churches if we don’t follow its instructions. None of us
were sure what those consequences could be. Anyway, con-
gratulations on the commendations and we’ll be there to-
morrow.”

“Thanks. See you there.”
Heading home later that afternoon, Douglan stepped

out the lobby door and was caught off guard as a sudden gust
of hot air whipped past him and into the cooled interior of
the building. Behind the front desk, the officer scrambled to
catch papers as the strong current lifted them and sent them
flying down onto the slick marble floor. Douglan pushed at
the door to close it against the strong draft still forcing its
way into the building. Out on the sidewalk, the wind com-
ing up the long narrow corridor between buildings and ris-
ing from the river pulled at his jacket and threw his tie over
his shoulder. He held both down as best he could.

It was an unusual wind for the month of August.
Nashville never experienced strong winds at this time of year
except with thunderstorms. However, this was a dry wind
with no rain or clouds in sight for the past month. For the
last few days, the wind had been growing stronger. Douglan
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hoped it would settle down before dark. He did not need to
be kept awake tonight. Cici was never able to fall asleep if
she suspected high winds of any type. He looked upwards to-
ward the few traces of clouds in the sky.

“Please God, could you let me get a little sleep tonight. I
really need a night off. I’m getting too old to keep on missing
my sleep like this.”

Douglan hoped the Almighty would take pity, but on
his drive home, it did not seem that was to be his luck for the
night.

The wind only intensified throwing bits and pieces of de-
bris madly through the air. A sheet of old newspaper hit his
windshield forcing him to reach out and rip it off in order
to see how to drive. Dust was flying around everywhere. He
turned on his wipers to keep the most of it from obscuring
his windshield. Street signs started to rock back and forth
in rhythm with the growing power of the heated air. Traffic
lights swayed overhead from the force of the hot August air
pushing its way through the streets of downtown Nashville.
People clutched at clothing and belongings trying to retain
possession against the growing insistence of the air currents
marking their own paths through the streets and sidewalks.

He found himself making his way down Belmont Av-
enue driving past St. Angela’s. He glanced over toward the
front doors of the sanctuary in time to see a homeless man
duck around the front corner of the building with both
hands raised to hold onto a not so clean hat. He recognized
his original witness from the night of Father Tom’s flight off
of the roof and assumed he was still trying to find a free meal
out back. He watched the man bracing himself on the side
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wall of the building as the wind continued to push him with-
out mercy against the brick exterior.

STUMBLING AGAINST THE strong pressure of the hot
wind, the grimy, bearded old man continued to attempt his
struggle along the brick wall of the church. Leaning forward,
he inched his way around the exterior walls until he came
to the back alley. His many trips here had taught him where
the kitchen door was and where an almost always full can
of garbage could be found. However, his search this evening
was going to leave him with no reward because the can was
gone. It had been ripped from its usual location by the wind
growling its way through the narrow alley. Again, he pushed
his body against the wind until he reached the recessed en-
trance of the kitchen and leaned against its wooden door.
Here was a small haven against the force of the wind.

He sat down on the cold concrete, tired from the exer-
tion of his slow journey from the building’s front entrances
to this small doorway. Resting and trying to catch his breath,
he sat still for a few minutes. Meanwhile the wind continued
its relentless march through the alley. Grasping the edge of
the recessed space, the old man leaned his head out into the
alleyway. What he saw caused him to catch his breath.

In the alley, debris sailed past his small sanctuary. It en-
tered at one end and exited at the other. Papers, tree limbs,
leaves, anything the wind could pick up was swept in from
one end of the narrow corridor and out at the other. As he
leaned further out into the strong, rushing current of hot air,
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his thin beard flew up to block his vision. He grasped his hat
and pushed his beard out of his eyes. As he was struggling to
brace once more against the wind, he saw a small figure move
into one end of the alley.

It was a young girl with honey blond hair and freckles on
her face. She turned to stare at his exposed face with calm
blue eyes. Strange he thought. She has no trouble standing
up against the wind.

The girl indeed stood without any problem against the
rush of the strong wind and seemed to have no difficulty
with the force of its power as it moved around her slender
body. She was joined by a young man and then a second
young man. All three stood without speaking and had no
problem withstanding the force of the rushing winds. Both
men were dressed only in black. One was wearing boots with
the sharpest point on the toes the old man had ever seen.
Those would not be worth lifting. Too hard on old feet he
thought as he glanced down at his dirty, worn out but softer
sneakers.

The young man standing closest to the girl had the tallest
spiked hair he had ever seen, and his upper arm was encircled
by a tattoo of red hearts. He looked up, raised one arm to-
ward the sky and extended one slender finger upward.

The young man’s hand was extended outward toward the
top of the building. As he leaned further out from his perch
on the concrete doorjamb, the old man’s eyes followed the
line from the young man’s hand to the top of the building.
Outside of rational thought, the top rows of bricks on the
church’s exterior seemed to jump up and down, appearing
to be attempting to break free from the confines of their
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mortared joints. They moved together in unison in a mad
sort of dance at the top edge of the building. The girl gave
a slight smile and raised her arms over her head. She moved
both hands in a circle over her head. The pressure of the wind
increased.

Without warning, a piece of dirty newspaper flew up to
hit him in the eyes, obscuring his vision of the young peo-
ple. With an impatient tug, he pulled the paper away from
his face releasing it into the wind, but he was to be disap-
pointed for they were gone. Pouf ! Just like that, nowhere in
sight. Isolated and alone, all he could do for now was cling
to the safety of his small enclosure as the force of the wind
increased and became a wild tempest screaming its way be-
tween the brick walls of the narrow alley.
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Chapter Thirty-One

F ather Sullivan dipped his fingers in the holy water, made
the sign of the cross then slid sideways into a back pew.

He was glad he had come. The mass tonight was particularly
inspirational, at least to him, and made all his efforts to get
there worthwhile. Earlier in the afternoon, he had not been
sure he would go because of the weather. All afternoon a
strong wind had been wreaking havoc on trees and anything
else it was strong enough to lift.

A few power lines had been downed not to mention the
overturned garbage cans and debris still being scattered all
over town. The afternoon weather reporter had said nothing
of extreme danger being predicted for tonight so out he had
gone, forging his way through the gusty onslaught to end up
sitting where he was at this moment still trying to calm his
nerves after his stressful drive to the church. He had only one
precarious moment as he watched a tree limb fall on a pow-
er line causing a tall electrical pole to sway from side to side
in mid-air over his car. To his relief, it remained anchored
in the ground, and he managed to make his way to his seat
where he was listening to something every parishioner in this
church needed to hear.
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Tonight’s message was one of picking up the broken
pieces of life and moving on past them into the future. As he
sat listening, he knew this parish needed this more than any
other in town at this moment in their history. The loss of Fa-
ther Tom had been shocking and left their cathedral mem-
bers numb at times and not knowing what to feel. He had
worked as many hours as he could after the cathedral had
asked him for his help with grief counseling.

He still could not believe it had been only a little over a
month since he had seen the young priest’s body lying in the
middle of Belmont Avenue, being photographed from all an-
gles by the police department. It had felt like a terrible inva-
sion of the young man’s dignity and privacy, and the follow-
ing investigation did the same to the cathedral’s families as
well.

Here they all were, however, trying to move on with
their lives and attempting to heal from their loss. After the
mass, the pews emptied, and a small crowd started to gather
around him. Everyone was glad to see him, and he knew he
was more than glad to see them. After all, he had not stepped
down from the leadership here that long ago.

The speaker for the night, Father Warren, came to shake
his hand. “Father Sullivan, good to see you. I know your
presence here tonight helps all of us.”

“Thanks, I decided to drive myself and finish up a little
business, with your permission, of course.”

The other priest looked puzzled. “I’m here to do any-
thing I can to help.”

“I’ve been contacted by Father Tom’s family, and they
would like me to box up some books that are left in his old
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office. There’s not many, but they wanted them returned if
we would.”

“Sure, of course. I’ll have to get you the key, but that
won’t take long. Wait right here.”

He returned within minutes with the key, and Father
Sullivan soon found himself standing outside the locked
door dreading to enter the room. He and Margaret had been
assigned the unhappy task of packing all of Father Tom’s per-
sonal belongings and seeing that they were returned to the
family. Now again tonight, he had to finish the task. As the
lock clicked open, he took a deep breath before he could
make himself step across the threshold.

The room was the same. The only difference was the
desk, armoire and closet had been emptied. The bookshelves
were still too full of books, and the large desk remained to
dominate the back of the room. The rest of the same furni-
ture stood in their familiar places. He crossed the room to
switch on a lamp. The yellow glow lent an air of warmth to
the room just as the presence of its former occupant always
had.

He began searching through the shelves for the books on
the family’s list, and soon he had the twenty or so odd books
in a couple of boxes on the floor. It had not seemed to take
too long, but looking at his watch, it was already 10:30 pm.
Leaning over to close the first box, he was exhausted. This
had drained more emotion out of him than he expected.

He could not help but think back to all the long, warm
conversations he had with Father Tom as he sat in an arm-
chair while the younger priest sat opposite him behind his
desk. Father Tom was young, very young and realized his
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limitations because most of their discussions were about him
growing and learning how to help the people of the parish as
much as he could. Father Sullivan could still see the younger
man’s face and hear his laugh.

He stood up and shook his head trying to let go of the
feeling of loss in the room. It was late, and he needed rest.
Perhaps, he could spend the night in the cathedral. He knew
where the small cot was stored for use by anyone working
late. They would not mind him using it. After all, he did
spend almost enough time here to still be considered staff.

After lying down on the cot, he fell asleep as soon as
he closed his eyes and had not been out too long when a
rattling on the window woke him up. He rolled over to
check out the noise, and what he was saw was terrifying.
Things–––––dust, papers, tree limbs, anything the wind
could carry–––––were racing at an abnormal speed past the
window. Rubbing his eyes, he reached for his glasses hoping
his poor eyesight was again at fault, but he was disappointed.
The glasses only brought into sharper focus the chaos raging
on the other side of the thin window panes vibrating in their
casing badly enough that he started to fear for his own phys-
ical safety.

He climbed out of the small bed to check out the rest
of the building. Loud creaking, popping noises were coming
from behind the walls. Listening to the shaking of the
stained-glass windows above the main sanctuary, he hoped
they would not be lost to the strength of the wind whipping
and swirling around the large building. The noise was so loud
he decided to move into a more sheltered part of the church,
but he was not given the time.
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As he turned, the walls appeared to move in one swift
jump as if trying to break free. At that instant, all the fierce
anger of the wind came to a sudden halt. Through a window,
he watched as everything it had been carrying fell to the
ground. He stood amazed in the sudden silence which lasted
for what seemed to be only a few heartbeats.

With as much abrupt precision as all the noise had
stopped, the entire building gave off one loud moan, and Fa-
ther Sullivan felt the floor start to vibrate. He heard the thud
of something falling then another something and another
something followed it. He was not sure of what he was see-
ing out the window for it could not be possible. Taking a few
steps toward a window to investigate, what he had at first
doubted turned out to be true.

The yellow bricks of the exterior wall were falling, tum-
bling, one in rapid succession after the other, to the ground
until they stopped. As a quiet tried to settle in over the room,
the interior walls started to shake and vibrate in place until
every piece of drywall swayed and fell, released from their
prison and spewing a massive cloud of drywall dust. The
white artificial precipitate floated in mid-air for a few sec-
onds then fell covering everything.

For a moment or two, Father Sullivan held out his arms
in front of him and watched as the white dust covered the
back of his hands and the black cloth of his jacket, but hear-
ing a sudden loud screech, he fell to the floor in a panic cow-
ering for safety under a pew. He watched in terror as the
pairs of heavy wooden doors at the front of the sanctuary fell
outward to the sidewalks with the grotesque sound of wood
splintering against hard concrete. He froze.
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Not daring to move, he waited fearing the roof would
be next, but a deep, unnatural calm enveloped the building.
He tried to slow his breathing and control his intense shak-
ing. For a few minutes longer, he did not move until he at
last felt safe enough to stand. Turning in a complete circle,
he looked at the unbelievable damage around him. Every sin-
gle wall was down. The roof was intact and every window,
but all that was left of the walls were the bones of the wood-
en framing. Insulation flapped in spots. The once dark room
was filled with the yellow light of the streetlights out front.

At the present moment, his mind could make no sense of
what he was seeing because the interior was left in its original
condition. Inside, every pew, every statue, every piece of art-
work and candlestick remained untouched. He stood cough-
ing and tried to brush some of the film of white dust off his
black suit. Listening to the hard thudding of his heart, he
watched as a light breeze, all that remained of the night’s ter-
ror, shuffled dust and a few dead leaves from the outside and
left them laying in silence at his feet.
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Chapter Thirty-Two

D ouglan was glad to make his way home and into the
quiet safety of the inside of his house. The wind pulled

the front door from his grasp rattling the glass in its frame as
it slammed shut behind his back.

“I’m glad you made it home. This wind is terrible. The
TV says an unusual air current has shifted up from the Gulf
of Mexico. They’ve never seen anything like it before at this
time of year. Tonight doesn’t look like it’s going to be peace-
ful.”

Cici was making her way down the front hall toward him
with her bad news. He stopped to glance at the mail on the
hallway table and relinquished all hope of rest.

The wind blew all through dinner. He and Cici managed
to finish their meal before the loud groaning outside got
much worse. After the table was cleared, they both sat in the
den with the TV on to catch any news of storms or possible
tornado warnings. Cici was so jumpy she could not sit still
and paced around the room. Their usual programs were in-
terrupted with weather reports on the dangers of the possi-
ble force and damage that these unusual straight-line winds
might cause.
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“Hon, it’s ten o’clock. I’ve got to try and get some sleep.”
“That’s fine, Hayden, but I think I’m going to sit up

awhile longer. Besides I couldn’t go to sleep anyway. You go
right ahead.”

Cici joined her husband on the couch and leaned in to
give him their usual good night kiss, but her actions were in-
terrupted by a large blast of noise at the window. She jumped
and let out a shriek. A large tree limb had slammed into the
picture window at the back of the room and was left banging
against the glass until another sudden blast of air wrenched
it away and sent it careening out of sight into the darkness.

Douglan walked over to the window to see his backyard
now a thick mass of chaos with leaves, dust and small pieces
of debris dancing in the hot night air. A large overturned
chair came sliding and scraping over their patio’s brick sur-
face right below the window while the garden’s wooden
swing swayed to the rhythm of the hot breath of the air.
Maybe it would be better to spend the night on the sleeper
sofa in the basement after all.

They had both settled in on the old sofa in the basement
when it started. At 11:30, the howling around the corners of
the house grew louder, stronger and more persistent. Win-
dow panes began to rattle within their wooden casings as
the fury outside continued to intensify. Douglan felt like his
eyes had been closed for only two minutes when the noise
outside forced him awake again. He had been asleep for one
hour. His wife, awake beside him, lay stiff as a board, hands
clenched in fists at her sides doing her best to be quiet in or-
der to give him a little rest. His alarm rising, he pulled her to
his chest.

284 SUSAN GUINN



The whole house started to shake, and the loud groaning
of the wooden timbers filled the basement’s occupants with
a fresh sense of terror leaving them in anticipation of the
worst. The sound of the wind moving outside with a swift de-
monic power grew louder and louder until Cici clapped her
hands over her ears to close out the noise of its wrathful au-
thority over the night.

The only movement in their bed was Cici making the
sign of the cross as she whispered a prayer under her breath.
Douglan listened to his wife’s voice as they lay not moving
until within one heartbeat all noise and movement ceased
outside the French doors at the end of the room. Neither
dared to move a muscle waiting for the next aggressive sur-
prise the night might have in store for them, but everything
remained silent.

With reluctance, Douglan released the tight grip he had
on his wife, got up and moved toward the doors. Outside
the wind had come to a sudden halt. Should he now be wor-
ried about an even worse onslaught of the air’s domineering
power? In the welcome silence, he stood in the middle of the
room for a few seconds hearing only his own breathing. The
loud intensity of the wind of a minute ago made the empty
vacuum of noise on the other side of the glass doors stranger
and more eerie than it should have been. He rushed toward
the doors.

His hand was shaking as he reached for a doorknob. He
pushed but was met with resistance. He pushed harder on-
ly to have the wooden frame caught against a large bush. Its
twisted, gnarled root system was entwined around the out-
er doorknob in a deep knot tight enough to make it almost
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impossible to turn the knob. Douglan pushed harder once
then twice, and the third time he fell outward to his knees on
the grass as the bush relinquished its hold on the door and
slid out of the way. The rough wooden limbs left deep scratch
marks in the dirt as a reminder of the night’s windy chaos.

Instead of the powerful winds of the previous hours, all
lay calm and still outside. The grass was littered with debris,
both natural and man-made, filling every corner of the yard.
Douglan stared upward. Clear as a bell, the sky was filled
with the bright pricks and stabs of stars which had wrested
dominion from the overhanging gray clouds of the last few
hours. It was hard to believe that less than twenty minutes
ago the drama filling his backyard had been the polar oppo-
site of what he was looking at now, but this peaceful quiet
did not last for long.

Standing in the dead silence of his backyard, Douglan
heard a low, soft rumble begin in the distance. At first, he
thought of thunder, but that was not possible since there
were no clouds. The noise was unidentifiable. He had never
heard anything like it before.

With each passing second, it grew louder and louder un-
til he was surrounded on all sides by it. The ground started to
shake and move at first with only slight tremors, but the in-
tensity of the vibrations beneath his feet grew in equal mea-
sure with the increase in volume of the rumbling roar in
the distance. The noise and shaking of the ground could not
have lasted more than ten minutes until both stopped with
the same unseen abruptness as the wind. Again, there was
only a sudden dead silence.
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He stood still not knowing if it was safe to move or not.
He turned his head from side to side trying to listen for the
faintest noise. Coming from only one direction on his left,
a sound that was all too familiar to him started to fill the
unnatural quiet. It was the far away sound of a police car
siren moving through the still, warm air. As he turned his
head again, a second sounded in from a different direction
coming closer and closer. The screeching wails of a third and
fourth moved in until he was surrounded with the throbbing
of multiple sirens running rampant and filling the air with
their screeching insistence.

“Hayden, come quick. Come see what’s on the news.”
Cici waved him back toward the open door.

As he entered the subdued confines of the basement, a
young female newscaster was reporting on the effects of the
severe winds that had swept through the city. There were
the usual electrical lines down, of course, and masses of tree
limbs littering streets and lawns all over town, but it was
the other effect that was more puzzling. Buildings had been
damaged, but if Cici and he were understanding what she
was saying, there was some confusion on the part of the news
station as to what type of buildings and the exact nature of
the damage. The two of them stood glued to the TV screen
trying to grasp what was being reported when their attention
was disrupted by the loud ringing and vibrating of his cell-
phone.

His station captain started with, “Douglan, we need you
downtown right away. We have a city-wide crisis on our
hands, and we need everyone we can get.”

“What kind of crisis?”
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“It’s too hard to explain over the phone. Just get down
here as fast as possible, and everything will be made clear. We
need you now.”

“Yes sir.”
Douglan looked into into his wife’s questioning face.

The look of bewilderment she saw on her husband’s face did
not calm her fears. In all his years on the police force, he had
never been given an order like this one. Something different
from the usual chaos and confusion that could be a police-
man’s world had to have happened. He tried to prepare him-
self for the worst possibility whatever that might be. The on-
ly thing he could think of was the Ebola. Could it have got-
ten out into the general public?

He knew he would have to wait to find out. In a rush,
he kissed Cici good-bye and told her to stay in the house un-
til she heard otherwise from him. That was all the informa-
tion he could give her. He left his wife standing on the front
porch with the night’s strain still shadowing her face as he
pulled out of the driveway.

He left the security of their quiet neighborhood and
pulled his car out onto Harding Place. Here things seemed
calm enough until he heard a siren coming from behind him
and saw the blue lights of a Metro squad car. Not bother-
ing to slow down to get around him, the officer gunned the
car to an even greater speed and passed as if all of hell were
pursuing him. Douglan continued driving with a sick fear in-
creasing in intensity in the pit of his stomach.

He drove on until he saw in the distance a ring of white
Metro squad cars blocking his side of the road and extending
off into some sort of parking lot. Every single car’s emergency
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lights had been left on. Whatever was ahead was surrounded
with flashing blue lights which were forming a glistening
chain of bright blue jewels piercing the dark night.

As he made his way closer to the busy scene before him,
he recognized the building they were encamped around. It
was the Methodist Church or rather what at the moment
was left of it. Douglan stared in disbelief at what he was see-
ing. Only a shell was left standing where the graceful, white
brick building had stood.

The wooden beams of the framing remained standing,
but the exterior bricks lay everywhere sprawling in mass con-
fusion on the ground and parking lot. The large front doors
lay face down undamaged on the porch as if they had just de-
cided to let go of their hinges and relinquish guardianship of
the front entrance to take a quiet rest. The roof remained in-
tact, not a single shingle out of place. The strong sinewy fin-
gers of the night’s turbulent winds had not touched it at all.
What sort of vandal could do that kind of damage without
being seen or heard on one of Nashville’s main streets?

He slowed the car and lowered his passenger side win-
dow. Recognizing one of the officers standing close to the
street, he called out, “Hey, Bill, what’s happened here?”

The younger man in the blue uniform walked over to
Douglan’s car and leaned through the window.

“Detective, what are you doing out. Get called in like the
rest of us?”

“Yeah. What’s happened here?”
Bill threw one hand up into the air and shrugged his

shoulders. “We frankly don’t know. We were told to come
here and check out a report of possible damage to the church
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building. When we all got here, this is what we found. None
of us have seen anything like it before. This kind of damage
couldn’t have been done except by a large group of men or
something like maybe an earthquake, which didn’t happen,
so we’re sort of trying to figure out what to do next.”

“Have you checked for any type of explosives or tools
that could have been used?”

“We are still going over the whole scene but so far
haven’t seen evidence of anything like that, no powder or
blast residue, no tool marks of any kind. The wind was blow-
ing hard last night, but I’m not sure even that would have
done this kind of damage. It’s almost like the walls and doors
fell down by themselves.”

Again, Bill lifted both hands in the air in disbelief. His
radio crackled to life with new instructions to leave the scene
and report further down Harding, closer to downtown.

“Sorry, Detective, it looks like they’re needing me down
the street. Wish I could have told you more.”

“Sure, go on. The captain’s expecting me downtown too.”
Douglan raised his window and moved his car away

from the puzzling crime scene if it was in reality a crime
scene. He increased his speed even more anxious to get to
the downtown precinct, but he was not prepared for what he
was going to find as he traveled toward the station.

West End was one of the main arteries of the city and
carried all the varieties of people and vehicles that made
up the ebb and flow of the daily life in Nashville. Its black
asphalt surface reached deep into the heart of downtown
Nashville. As he traveled further down the street, he was
overwhelmed by what was passing before his eyes. Around
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every church building lining this large avenue were the same
blue lights and circle of police cars, and at each church the
same ineffable damage had been done to the building. None
had been spared, but most insane and incomprehensible was
the fact that it was only the churches!

No building of any other kind had been damaged what-
soever. Every other man-made structure in town was intact.
Not one brick was out of place or one pane of glass slightly
cracked. None of it made any logical sense at all. Everything
in the windstorm’s path of influence should have been affect-
ed. A random act of nature was not selective in the damage it
did unless this was something much more than just random.

He kept on driving through downtown. He knew he was
needed at the station, but he could not stop himself. The
sights passing before his eyes were astounding, beyond his
understanding. He had never witnessed anything like this.
No one had. He needed to see more. He kept traveling to-
ward the station. It was the same for all the churches he
passed. He knew his Chief was going crazy by now, but how
was a department chief supposed to handle on a city-wide
scale something this unusual? Nothing in any policeman’s
training would have prepared him for this.

Douglan was still struggling to comprehend it all as he
stepped onto the floor of his department. As he expected, it
was not total chaos but not far from it. His Chief was shout-
ing orders to another detective as Douglan arrived. Phones
were ringing without pause in the background. He was
waved across the room by his superior who had laid one
phone down to answer another.
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“Douglan, I want you to cover the main part of down-
town. I’ve assigned each detective their own section. Go to
each church in your area and make sure every base is being
covered. We need to secure the buildings and make sure the
bomb squad is called in only when necessary. I want you
to supervise and keep everything from getting out of con-
trol. Understand?” Douglan nodded his head in affirmation.
“Good then you’re needed out there ASAP. Now.”

After being shown his area on a map and leaving the
noisy room behind, Douglan pushed his gas pedal down
hard and squealed tires as he left the garage. The urgency of
the situation had been made clear. He traveled west into the
heart of downtown. There was one church he wanted to see
first. Perhaps that would help him begin to make sense out
of what he was seeing.

Located on Eighth Avenue, the small gray wooden
church had always been one of his favorites. The outside ap-
pearance of the church always seemed to him to convey a
sense of peacefulness or of a place one could come and find
rest. It was not a massive sanctuary like some in town, but
the wooden exterior with the stained-glass windows almost
felt like a cottage or a home. The front doors were a bright
orange with large black metal hinges and provided a cheerful
contrast to the gray of the walls.

This morning, however, it was the same as the rest. Every
heavy gray piece of wooden siding had fallen to the ground
leaving only the wooden beams of the walls and the roof un-
damaged. The beautiful orange doors laid unbroken on the
grass of the small front lawn. In front of the building, a small
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circle of police cruisers with blue lights flashing were pulled
up at the edge of the curb, and trouble had already started.

Moving in the blue lights coming from the cars, he could
see an officer strong arming a man out of the exposed interior
of the church carrying what looked like a solid brass cross.
Both the officer and his soon to be prisoner stumbled as they
tried to make their way over the piles of fallen debris. In his
amazement at what he had been seeing, Douglan had not
thought of it yet, but looting would be the next big problem
on the horizon.

Without warning, a brilliant beam of light fell down
from overhead on the front lawn and followed the officer as
he pushed the looter into his cruiser. The light moved off
the car and circled the entire scene. Looking up, Douglan ex-
pected to see a police helicopter but instead saw a news he-
licopter circling the scene. Only a few seconds later, a white
TV van careened to a stop in front of the scene, and a young
reporter jumped out to set up for transmission. The hounds
were already in full pursuit lusting for each shred of sensa-
tionalism they could use to their own advantage.

Douglan knew where he had to go next. Making his way
back onto West End, he kept on driving until he came to
Belmont Avenue and St. Angela’s Cathedral. Here like all
the others, the large church’s walls had been stripped bare.
Every pale, yellow brick lay on the ground or in the street.
The stained-glass windows had been left untouched by the
night’s storm, but nothing else remained standing but the
wooden framing of the walls and the gray tile of the roof. A
few frayed pieces of insulation clinging to the wooden beams
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moved in what small amount of breeze was left over from the
night’s stormy winds.

From the outside, the whole of the interior was exposed.
All the pews, the front altar and both statues of Christ on
the cross, the large white marble one behind the altar and
the wooden one in the sanctuary to its right, were still intact.
The two identical sets of wooden front doors had been laid
out on the sidewalks as if some unseen hand had released
them from the confines of the door frames that their metal
hinges had held them prisoner within.

Douglan stopped his car at the edge of the front side-
walk. Here bright yellow crime scene tape extended outward
to envelop the entire church campus and a large section of
the gray asphalt of the street in front. As he exited the interi-
or of his car, he could not help but stare upward toward the
tile roof on which only a month ago Father Tom had spent
the last few minutes of his life before plunging to his death
on the hard pavement below.

He shook his head. He could not get the scene out of his
mind of the young priest’s body, layered in his white robes,
perversely spreadeagled out on the hard street surface. Had
the sacrifice of the young priest’s life been in vain holding
no meaning at all? Surely not. There had to be some reason,
some larger scheme, which at the present moment he admit-
ted to himself he was not quite able to grasp.

Again, he shook his head. He needed to clear the thick
mist of confusion from his mind and seek confirmation that
he was not teetering on the brink of his own sanity ready
to fall victim to whatever innuendo or lie his imagination
might conjure out of the darkness to explain the night’s, or
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for that matter, the past month’s events. He needed help to
make sense of it all. He reached for his cellphone.

“Hello.”
“Samual, I need your help with something.”
“Hayden, is that you?”
“It’s me. I need to talk to you. Have you got a few min-

utes?”
“Of course. I was on my way out. Something has hap-

pened at the church overnight, but I can take a few minutes.
From the tone of your voice, whatever you want sounds like
it must be pretty important.”

Douglan sighed into the phone. “It is. I need someone
to talk to right now.” He paused to try and clear the dryness
out of his throat. “I’m not sure how to begin except to ask
what’s happened at your church? I think you are going to be
surprised if it’s like all the rest of the churches in town.”

“All the other churches in town?” Uncertainty and fear
started to fill Samual’s voice.

“Yes, all the other churches in town. From what I’ve seen,
it looks like every single place of worship has been damaged
in the same way even at St. Angela’s which is where I’m call-
ing you from.”

“What kind of damage are you talking about?”
“It’s the walls, all the walls and only the walls. Every wall

on every church that I’ve passed has fallen down. Only the
framework is left. The roofs have been left, but Samual, it’s
only the churches. No other type of building in town has
even a cracked pane of glass. It’s totally unexplainable.”
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There was a dead silence on the other end. Douglan wait-
ed a minute, but when the younger man did not respond, he
continued, “Samual, are you still there?”

After a few more seconds of dead air, in a tight, strangled
whisper, the young spiritual leader replied, “It’s the scroll.
Everything it stated has happened, the breath of God, and
knocking down of walls. Tonight in Nashville, the words of
the scroll’s prophecy have come true.”

Stunned into silence, the hands of disbelief still strug-
gling to force acceptance from his mind, Douglan could not
speak. Without saying a word, Samual waited on the other
end for some kind of response.

Finally, “I’ve never seen anything like this, pastor.”
“I haven’t either, but it is the only answer I can give you.

I have no other explanation for what has happened tonight.
My heart says this is the only truth there can be.”

As Douglan held his phone in silence, he could feel the
honesty in Samual’s voice and knew this was what he be-
lieved without a doubt. He knew others would not be so
convinced, and every other possibility would be sought out.
Any evidence that could be dug up and supplied to repudiate
the young pastor’s convictions would be used. The poisoned
arrows of doubts and outright lies would be shot out into
the air by those who would refuse to believe in the younger
man’s faithful testimonies of what he had seen and heard
over the last few weeks.
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Chapter Thirty-Three

D ouglan eased his car through the roundabout encir-
cling the large Musica Statue. He had not been plan-

ning to visit Samual’s church today but at the last minute de-
cided to take extra time off for lunch. Nobody from down-
town would say a word about a lunch that was a little too
long to someone who had just solved the murder case of the
decade as far as the department and city were concerned. He
took a deep breath feeling the tight band of anxiety and
stress he had been carrying for so long loosen around his
chest. He was in a good mood. Even the sky looked a more
intensely cheerful shade of blue. Today could be a time for
new beginnings for quite a few people.

Douglan had not been able to see his new friend for at
least two weeks. He and the young pastor had both been
working nonstop around the clock since the windstorm had
blown its way through and destroyed every church wall in
town. It had left the entire religious community stunned and
in shock. After the initial trauma of the first few weeks had
started to wear off, a new day seemed to be on the hori-
zon for the Christian community in Nashville, Tennessee.
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He smiled and settled deeper into his seat. He had to see for
himself how things were going for Samual’s church.

Walking up the short flight of steps toward the front
door, he could see that not much progress had occurred
on the walls. With the framing still exposed, workers were
hanging black tarp from wooden beam to wooden beam.
He walked through the opening where front doors had once
been.

Douglan stood for a few minutes looking around.
Undisturbed the night of the storm, chairs sat in their neat
rows, and the stage, baptistry and pulpit area were in the
same condition they had been in before the strong winds had
moved through Nashville. Sunlight filtering in through the
pinks, blue and yellows of stained-glass windows which had
also been left undamaged threw bright pools of color upon
the floor and backs of chairs to contrast with the shadowy
interior of the sanctuary.

It was the same here as all over town; only the walls had
been ripped off by the fury of the wind’s force. A clear mes-
sage had been sent to the churches in this growing metropol-
itan city, a message which had first been declared by the writ-
ings contained in the ancient scroll that Randall Sissom had
brought into town only a little over seven weeks ago.

Douglan turned his attention toward the edge of the
small stage at the front of the large room. Five men were
huddled together holding hands with heads bowed. A few
were swaying from side to side caught up in the intensity of
the moment and their prayers being lifted up toward heaven.
The men were taking turns praying out loud but in soft, sub-
dued tones first for their church then for others in the city

298 SUSAN GUINN



and finally for the world-wide body of believers in their Lord
and Savior.

Douglan waited at the back of a row of chairs for the
men to finish. After a few more minutes, the small group dis-
banded, and Samual, at its center, turned and saw him. He
smiled and started making his way toward the back of the
room.

“Good to see you, Hayden.”
The younger man grabbed the older man and embraced

him in a warm hug. At first, Douglan stiffened then in a few
seconds relaxed in the warmth and affection of the young
pastor. He patted Samual on the back.

“I wanted to come and see how you’re making it here in
the middle of all the confusion going around town.”

“As you can see, we’ve been spending a large amount of
time in prayer wanting to make sure our family here takes a
step in the right direction, but prayer services are being held
all over town night and day.”

“Cici has been to a few. I haven’t had much time with
everything going on at the department, but she has tried to
keep me up to date.”

“If you’re like us, you’ve had little time to breathe. We
are having to use congregation members as security guards to
keep out the looters.”

“Downtown has been stretched thin trying to keep the
churches safe. We’ve had crowds of onlookers around every
church building standing and watching I guess to see what
catastrophic event is going to happen next. We’ve even had
to stop people from bringing in lawn chairs to sit in. At
times, it’s been like a three-ring circus out there. Lucky for us,
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modern mentality’s attention span is short so it has started
to improve. We get fewer gawkers every day.”

“We have had a few people line up across the crime scene
tape a few times. We’ve been fortunate there has only been
one or two people try to break in after dark.”

Douglan looked around. An older man in a tattered coat
was sweeping up at the edge of the stage.

“Is that Charlie Bruner over there?”
“It is, and I am proud to say he’s a changed man. Our

church is sponsoring him so he is working here in clean-up
and security on Sunday mornings. He’s living in our half-way
house for men behind the main building.”

“I guess God really does work in mysterious ways.”
“I could not have said it better myself.” Samual stepped

in closer and lowered his voice. “You see that man down
there in the dark brown jacket? He’s come all the way from
France, and the guy standing next to him is from California.
Spiritual leaders from all around the world are gathering here
to see what has happened and to read the scroll for them-
selves. It’s like a ripple effect spreading out across the United
States and the rest of the world. I have heard a few rumors,
mind you only rumors, of the pope coming to Nashville to
pray and see for himself the things that have happened here.”

As he finished speaking, an older man stepped through
the glass doors at the front of the sanctuary wearing the
long Cossack and short robe of a catholic bishop. He made
his way to Samual and Douglan. Samual introduced him as
Bishop Beauchene of Paris, France. Douglan shook his hand
and welcomed him to Nashville.
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“I am happy to be here to observe such an event for my-
self as this. I begged and insisted to my superior to be al-
lowed to come. I did not want to miss such an important oc-
currence as this.” The bishop smiled at both men.

Before the last word had left his mouth, a news reporter
walked through the front door followed by her cameraman.
She paused to look around the room. Seeing the bishop, her
face lit up, and she strode over to stand in front of him.

“Excuse me, your holiness.”
“I am usually only addressed as Father or Bishop Beauch-

ene.”
“Oh, I’m sorry, but would you be willing to be inter-

viewed on camera for my station.”
“What country are you with Ms. . .”
“I am Sophie Hansen from Denmark. My country has

been following the news coming out of Nashville with great
interest.”

“Well, Ms. Hansen, I will be glad to talk to you, but re-
member, I am only an observer such as yourself. I was not
blessed enough to be an actual witness to the astounding
events that have taken place here this summer.”

“That’s okay. We’re trying to interview as many members
of the religious community as possible. I promise it will take
only a few minutes.”

The bishop nodded his acquiescence, and the camara
was turned on. A microphone was shoved into his face as
the reporter started firing off her questions. Douglan and
Samual backed off a few steps out of the camera’s range.

“This has all been so crazy.” Samual shook his head still
not quite able to believe the things happening around him.
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“We’ve had reporters trying to break down the front
doors of the station. I almost got knocked down yesterday
afternoon. They get really, really irritating when they try to
shove their microphones down your throat.”

Reporters were coming out of the woodwork. They re-
ported standing in front of churches, inside churches, in
front of the downtown police station if they could not worm
their way inside as well. They were coming from all around
the world to witness something never seen before.

For the first few days, television had been full of the
events twenty-four hours a day, and Nashville made the
American national news every night for at least a week and
a half. The events had been reported with respect for the re-
ligious community by most, but unfortunately with a lack of
respect by others. Even though the scroll and its writings had
been disclosed, it was something that at the present was still
beyond the complete and clear understanding of a large ma-
jority of the world.

As Douglan stood with Samual listening to the bishop’s
interview, a slight, elderly man entered at the front of the
sanctuary and moved in their direction. He stopped only a
few feet away from them, swayed a few inches to both sides
and leaned on the back of a chair.

“Pop, what are you doing. Where’s Evie? You should
have waited for her.”

The old man slung a hand up into the air. “I got tired of
sitting in your office. I wanted to come see things for myself.”

Samaul moved to the man’s side and put an arm around
his waist for support. “Hayden, this is my father, Robert
Thomas.”
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Douglan could see the family resemblance in the same
freckles, although more faded, etched into the man’s face and
the few traces of blond left in his gray hair.

“Detective, glad to meet you. My son speaks of you and
your work with high praise. He has enjoyed, no, that’s not
the right way to say it. He felt honored to help you in the
search for the scroll and in finishing the work his grandfather
began.”

Douglan looked at Samual.
“He hasn’t told you yet has he? Son, fill him in on your

family’s history with this remarkable document.”
“I had meant to tell you, but we’ve been so busy. Maybe

we should take a seat, and I’ll explain what my father is talk-
ing about.”

The three men sat down, and the whole story of Samual’s
grandfather and his experience with the scroll in Germany
after World War II was told again. Amazed at what he was
hearing, Douglan found himself speechless.

Detective Hayden Douglan realized he was no expert
theologian, but even he knew that a strong message had been
sent that should be paid attention to by God’s family. He
had never before in his own life witnessed such a large-scale
demonstration of the power of God being expressed with
such clarity as it had been the night the windstorm moved
through town. If he stopped to think about it too long at a
time, it sent shivers up and down his spine. It was wonderful
and terrifying at the same time.

For a few more minutes, silence continued to blanket the
shoulders of all three men until Douglan found his voice. “I
don’t know what to say. That is an extraordinary experience
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for your family to have been involved in. After hearing this, I
can’t help but feel it was no coincidence that you came to be
involved in the murder investigation.”

“I know, I know.” Samual reached over and patted his fa-
ther on the back and leaned toward him.

Douglan cleared his throat. “There’s something I need to
confess to you.”

“Sure, you can tell me anything.”
“I’ve got to confess that when this investigation first

started I was what you would call a fence sitter.”
Samual’s only response was a smile.
“I guess it was my job. I have had to see so much suffering

by innocent, good people, in particular what I see happening
to the children of this city. I don’t know, but I would go to
church sometimes with my wife and not be able to believe
a word coming out of the mouth of whoever was speaking
from a pulpit. After all this,” Douglan looked around the
room, “I have decided I need to get off the fence and commit
one way or the other. This has shown me God does care
about us and wants to be involved in our lives.”

“I’m glad. Nashville more than ever needs good, strong
Christian men in our police force. I’ll be glad to pray with
you if you would like.”

“I’d like that.” Douglan could feel the start of a few tears
but managed to hold them off.

“Heavenly Father, I come before you today with your
precious son, Hayden. I thank you for the courage and brav-
ery he shows every day as he tries to protect the rest of us.
I lift him up before you for your blessing and protection on
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both him and his family, and thank you for the commitment
he has made this morning to walk closer with you. Amen.”

Samual wrapped an arm for only a second around
Douglan in a quick embrace.

“Thanks,” was all Douglan could manage.
“I’m always here to talk if you need it.”
Samual’s father stood smiling as he watched the two men

until Samual spoke up, “Pop, I think you need to get back to
my office. You can rest better there, and I don’t think Hay-
den would mind helping you back downstairs.”

“Mr. Thomas, let me help you.”
As Douglan reached to steady the older man, he noticed

a small group of men entering the sanctuary from outside.
They were led by a determined and angry looking man
dressed in an expensive suit.

“Oh great, here comes trouble.” Samual watched the
group walk in his direction.

“I can stay if you like.”
“No, get Pop downstairs. I can handle this bunch on my

own.”
While Douglan moved Samual’s father toward a door,

Samual turned to face the men moving toward him.
“Hello, Phil. How are you today?” Samual smiled and

shook hands with the man at the front of the group.
“I’m doing pretty good, thanks. I’m glad we can still

manage to be civil with each other.”
“I know we have our differences, but after all, we are still

in the same line of work, trying to win souls for Christ.”
“Yes, but agreeing with you is not what I came here for

this morning. I wanted to restate in person my opposition to
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what you are trying to do to the church here in Nashville. I
have brought a few other pastors with me who feel the same
as I do, and we were hoping we could change your opinion
on the subject as well.”

“No, Phil, what I have said in our meetings all over the
city is what I think, and right now, nothing will change
my interpretation of the things that have happened and the
scroll’s writings. I believe God himself has sent a message for
his family to listen to, and I do not understand why you can-
not see that for yourself.”

Samual’s visitor extended his hand toward the men be-
hind him. “As you can see, I have a few other pastors here
that agree with me, and the outcome of the next meeting
may not go your way like it did last time.”

“I know you can be a very persuasive person, but gen-
tlemen,” Samual paused to look at the men standing behind
their new leader, “I would hope you would pray over what
has happened in town and allow God and His Spirit to guide
you in your decision. Now, Phil, if you have nothing further
to say, I am very busy. Good-by.” Samual turned and walked
away leaving Phil and his followers watching his back as he
moved to the stage.

“This isn’t over yet, Thomas. You haven’t heard the last of
this.”

Phil turned and left, moving back outside to the side-
walk where he and his little group told each other good-by,
and he was soon left standing alone next to his car. He pulled
his cellphone from his pocket and touched the screen.

“May I speak to Father Connally, please. Thank you.” Af-
ter a few seconds on hold, he continued with, “Father Con-

306 SUSAN GUINN



nally, it’s Phillip Marston. Yes, yes, I just spoke to Thomas to-
day like you asked me to, and he is as firm on his position
as ever before. But, Father, I’ve done everything you’ve asked
of me. I realize what’s at stake for me, and you know I don’t
want any of that information to get out to anyone here in
Nashville. Please give me a little more time, and let me see if
I can turn things around in one of the meetings. Good. I’ll
continue to do my best.”

With a few beads of sweat starting to run down his fore-
head, Phil watched as the screen of his phone went blank.
He turned to look back at the front façade of the church
with a look of fear mingling with the moisture accumulated
on his face caused by his encounter with the person at the
other end of his phone conversation. As he pulled a handker-
chief from his pocket and wiped his face, he stood wonder-
ing if life would get back to any semblance of normalcy for
him ever again.
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Chapter Thirty-Four

The day had started out like most of their Sunday morn-
ings. They drank their coffee together in the warm,

sunny confines of the breakfast nook and looked over the
Tennessean until time forced them to get up and finish get-
ting dressed. Douglan was working on his tie when his wife
nudged him aside to finish her makeup. He grinned at her
image in the mirror as he put the finishing touches to the
knot around his throat. He moved out of her way to let her
have the bathroom to herself as he had been doing for the
past thirty-four years. Old habits were hard to break, but he
was grateful to still have these same old habits in his life.

“Hurry up or we’re going to be late again,” he called out
to the empty air of their living room.

“Just a few more minutes. We’ll make it okay.”
He shook his head and smiled. He knew they would get

there only seconds before the service started like they always
did. He did not know why he even attempted to try and rush
his wife.

After finishing dressing, they stepped out onto the front
porch and blinked in the morning sun. It was a beautiful end
of September day, warm but not uncomfortably so, and a
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thin dusty haze filled the morning air. The leaves were just
starting to turn into the warm golds and oranges that would
come to be silhouetted against the clear blue sky of autumn
in Tennessee.

Cici sat beside him in a peaceful silence as they drove
through downtown to the church service. She made one
short comment on how pretty the day was then reached to
take his hand and held it for the rest of the ride.

Driving, he could not help thinking about the events of
the last few weeks. Nothing could have prepared any church
member for an experience like this. The set of circumstances
believers in Nashville were having to deal with had never
been recorded in all of human history. Douglan and his wife
could see the bare wooden bones of the framing of each
church they passed. Only a few had started attempts at re-
pairs.

“Hayden, do you think things will go back to being the
way they were after all these buildings are repaired?”

“Would that be such a bad thing?” He knew what her
answer would be.

“Of course, it would be. This is wonderful. It’s like when
you’ve had a disagreement with a close family member and
then you make up. We’ve all been joined back together
again. I want it to stay that way.”

Douglan laughed. He loved to see his wife with her back
up so to speak. She could get emotional and demonstrative
at times, but it was lovely to watch. He had always known
her to be one of the kindest and most loving people in his
world. This situation had brought that out even more in her.
She reached over to give him a slight tap on his arm.
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“You were just testing me is all!”
“Yeah, I was.” They both laughed as the car continued to

roll through downtown.
At last, they reached the Titans football stadium sitting

across the river at the end of Broad Street and faded into the
crowd threading its way through the gateway into the huge
expanse of the stadium. The upbeat tempo of praise music
was already playing from the loudspeakers set up on the edge
of the large stage at one end of the field, and people were ris-
ing to their feet as their worship was beginning.

Ushers helped them find a seat not too high up in the
bleachers, and they had just settled down when the worship
leader on stage raised his arms for the audience to stand.
They rose with the rest of the crowd. Words to the songs
flashed across the giant screens. The air filled with thousands
of voices joining in praise for the one Creator of all. It was
enough to almost drown out the sounds of the instruments
on stage.

A sudden shiver ran down Douglan’s back spreading a
slight trembling throughout his whole body. He had never
experienced anything like this. It sounded like the whole
world was joining in to worship and invoke the blessing
of the Almighty. Surely all of downtown for several blocks
could hear the music and singing coming from the arena this
morning. Perhaps many unbelieving hearts would be pierced
this morning by the sounds floating over the moving gray
surface of the Cumberland River at the stadium’s edge.

After they had sat down for a pause in between songs,
Douglan glanced across the arena to see the mayor and the
chief of police sitting together down on the fifty-yard line.
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He watched as the mayor leaned backward to speak to an-
other man sitting only a few seats away. The second man
seemed to enjoy whatever the mayor had said and responded
with laughter as he reached to pat him on the back. Douglan
and Cici once again stood to their feet, and he realized to
whom the mayor had been speaking.

The tall lean frame and salt and pepper hair of the police
commissioner made him recognizable even at this distance.
He stood to take his part in the singing, raising his hands
in praise to God as others were doing all around the massive
arena in response to the Spirit dwelling within. The bril-
liance of the September sun caused a bright gold reflection
to bounce off something on the commissioner’s hand.

Douglan froze where he was. Disbelief stiffened every
muscle. He remembered the last time he had seen that same
bright flash of gold. The last nagging, missing piece to the
puzzle had presented itself to him and of all places in the
middle of a worship service! The question of where he had
seen a second ring identical to that of the dead man in Belle
Meade had just been answered. It was on the hand of their
police commissioner.

Douglan felt as if someone had kicked him in the middle
of his gut. He sat down unable to believe what was going
around inside his head. The words of the prisoner awaiting
trial for the murders of Father Tom and Randall Sissom
raced across his mind. If he could remember them the way
they had been spoken, the young man’s exact words in de-
scribing the members of his Brotherhood had been ‘very,
very wealthy and powerful men all around the world’.
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ACROSS THE FOOTBALL field in one of the seats just
above the fifty-yard line, a young blonde-haired man
watched the scene before him and rubbed the front of his
shirt which covered the small white scar in the center of
his chest. In his wildest dreams, Samual would never have
imagined anything like this happening. People of all Christ-
ian beliefs were coming to worship together; Catholics, Bap-
tists, Lutherans, Episcopalians, all denominational and non-
denominational groups were worshipping as one. It was
more proof that nothing is beyond the power of the living
God.

Masses of people had been streaming in every Sunday
morning into the football stadium being used as a place for
public worship. It had been like this for the past three weeks
ever since every single building in town that had been used as
a church had been damaged. It had been only the outer walls
of the buildings, but the message was loud and clear in the
minds of the people.

Sure, there had been some naysayers declaring that dif-
ferent beliefs and styles of worship could not come together
in one service, but the people had proven them wrong. Not
only had they come together, but they had come together in
a beautiful and seamless display of peace and harmony as one
group with only one purpose.

They wanted to worship together the one true Living
God, their Lord and the Creator of every living being on the
face of this planet and every other possible world out there.
Their Spirit could not be stopped and intensified with each
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passing service. With the first guitar chords ringing from the
stage, the crowd rose to its feet in the warm September air,
and arms were raised in tribute to their King.

Strong prayers had been raised to heaven asking by the
city’s spiritual leaders for wisdom, protection and guidance
on how to lead the people. The message that now was the
time for change inside the church had been sent out loud and
clear.

A deep fear and respect of the Lord had settled on al-
most all the pastors. There had been a few hold-outs who for
their own unknown reasons refused to accept the new di-
rection being taken. A small number of disagreements had
come about, but most were trying to keep the spirit of dis-
sension to as low a level as possible. Watching the enthusiasm
of the people, Samual could not understand why anyone
would want to stand in the way of such a joy filled expe-
rience. Love and cooperation between believers had never
been as great as it was at this present moment.

There had been one unexpected outcome, and that was
the massive numbers of people who had never set foot inside
a church before that were filling the worship services. People
who had been wavering on faith or disbelief were filling the
ranks of the family of God. It was beautiful to watch. These
cumulative effects of the windstorm had made such an im-
pression in this city that only the most hardcore disbelievers
were left spiritually unmoved by what was happening.

At the end of a simple message delivered by different pas-
tors, Samual and Helene stood to wait their turn to exit their
section of the stadium. Below him, he could see long lines of
people making their way toward the front of the stage where
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teams of people stood to pray for the needs of any who came
forward. No one would be turned away.

They had to park on the opposite side of the river. The
walk from their seats through the crowd was slow as usual,
but it gave them time to stop, talk and get to know people
around them. It was a good time to make new friends.

They managed to get clear of the stadium and walk
across the Shelby Street Bridge that connected the stadium
side of the river with the lower Broad side of town or SoBro
as the younger people liked to call it. This morning the
streets of lower Broad were full of people flowing out of the
stadium to get to their cars. People strolled down the side-
walks and stood talking in groups. The cafes and restaurants
close to the river’s edge were good hang out spots and were
starting to fill up. The air was alive with the energy still left
from the worship service.

Samual took hold of Helene’s hand and pulled her closer
to whisper, “Let’s get some lunch at the River Grill. We can
sit at a table outside and do some people watching.”

She smiled and shook her head in agreement. “Good,
let’s go.”

It would be some extra time to enjoy getting away from
the kids and spend time alone together. They had not had
much of that within the last six weeks. He led her through
the crowd and back toward First Avenue. There the streets
got a little rougher. Old red bricks had been used for street
pavers, and the Acme Feed Store

Restaurant on the corner gave a feeling of an older and
slower way of life. A horse drawn carriage moved up from
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the river’s edge full of early morning tourists gawking at the
sights of lower Broad.

It was warmer than earlier in the morning, and Samual
removed his lightweight jacket and slung it across his shoul-
der. He was at last being able to let go of the fear and dark-
ness he had been carrying around for the last month. Turn-
ing his head to smile at his wife, he caught a sudden flash
of light reflecting off the coat of a young man standing on
the opposite corner of First Avenue on the sidewalk in front
of the Hard Rock Cafe. Lasting barely for a second, it was
the multi-colored hue of a rainbow. He had seen a jacket like
that only once before.

Michael he thought. Pulling his wife behind him, he
tried to make his way through the crowd of people blocking
the intersection.

“Samual, slow down, what. . . ?”
Leaning against a lamppost on the opposite side of lower

Broad Street, the tall, black-haired angel appeared to be
standing and watching people moving through the streets
and sidewalks. He must have been enjoying himself. A slight
smile moved across his face. The smile widened as he caught
sight of Samual, and he raised one hand to his forehead to
give a brief salute of acknowledgement to the approaching
pastor. Samual strained to move more quickly through the
crowd, and in his hurry, he pushed against an older lady. He
reached out to steady her on her feet.

“Excuse me, I’m so sorry.”
“It’s okay. I’m okay. No damage done.” She smiled up at

him.
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Samual turned to try and again catch sight of the angel
across the street, but he was gone. Vanished, nowhere in
sight. He knew he would never be able to see him in the mid-
dle of the crunch and push of the crowd, but that was okay
for now. He slowed his pace.

Helene pulled at his sleeve. “Samual, what is it?”
He turned to look down at her. “I’ll tell you over lunch,

hon.”
They stepped up onto the sidewalk. He stopped to take

in the scene around them. People were mingling together in
groups, filling up the sidewalks as they stopped to talk to one
another.

Although this morning he had missed his opportunity
to be in the presence of the one who had saved his life, his
disappointment only served to increase his desire to some-
day again be in the company of someone he had come to
long to be around and to call a friend. The pleasant fall
warmth in the air only added to the sense of contentment
and peace he was feeling. Samual hoped this would not be
the last time he would be able to watch a citizen of heaven
openly walk the streets winding through the heart of down-
town Nashville.
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