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Beginning in 2019 I’m publishing 14 volumes of my fiction, inc
7 novels in most genres, & 21 works of non-fiction covering
cults, politics, conspiracies, religion, disasters, science,
philosophy, warfare, crime, psychology, new age, green issues &
all areas of the unexplained, inc ufology, lost worlds and the
paranormal. Hopefully appearing at the rate of one a month, check
out the latest launch at my bookstore at http://anthonynorth.com or
buy direct from Smashwords for all devices at: https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/anthonynorth
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flash fiction (horror, sci fi, romance, adventure, crime), 4
volumes of poetry & 5 volumes of short essays from politics to
the unexplained. Available from same links as above. Also check out
my bookstore for news of my books out in paperback.
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Chapter
One


Johnny
Clarke. Cheerful soul …

Well
…

… once upon a time …

But not
now … because …

No,
better not say. You’ll have to take the knocks with him. After all,
this is no fairy tale.

He was
an average man. Thirtyish – brown haired, brown eyed.


Tough?


Nah.


Bright?

Well
…

But he
did have a vivid imagination.

He’d
disagree. Johnny Clarke was like that. He’d tell you
this:

‘It's my friend Peter who gives me all the ideas. He comes to
me at night when I'm asleep. At first, he turns my life upside
down, then he shows me how I could have lived the previous day, how
funny things could have happened, how fantasies could be created.
He builds a whole world inside my head, like one of those
alternative universes, where you can enter a different world with
the possible outcome of every decision you make.’


Sometimes Peter would come out of Johnny's head during the
day, walking along the road with him or sitting in some cafe. Then
the two of them would have a conversation which Johnny would find
very interesting - though it was rare for him to have interesting
conversations with anyone else, as I'm sure you can
appreciate.

So what
did Johnny Clarke do with the help of his friend, Peter?

He
became a writer of short stories. You know, those funny ones with a
twist. And he eventually began to have them published - although it
was a long road to becoming a published writer.

Writing,
you see, is a funny profession. In fact, in a way, it isn't writing
at all. Anyone with a modicum of common sense can become a writer.
But that doesn't mean you can write stories. And after all, it's
the story that counts. But in Johnny Clarke's case - as with most
aspiring writers - at first there's the idea. And then you have to
learn to write.


I know
in the scheme of things this seems an upside-down kind of thing
after saying that anyone with a modicum of common sense can write.
In fact, it's rather like having an end before the
beginning.

So
Johnny Clarke took some paper, extracted the idea from his head and
sent it off to the first publisher he thought of, in the sure
knowledge that it would be the greatest story ever written. But it
wasn't.

He cried
the first time it came back, and he cried the second time it came
back and he cried the third time it came back. But by the fourth
time (it came back), he got the message.

He
screwed it up and tried again.

And so
it went on for a year and more, his pile of rejection slips
building up daily.

He would
get up first thing in the morning, nose pressed against the bedroom
window waiting for Postie to come. Then, when Postie appeared, he
would scuttle downstairs and snatch the letter before it had
fornicated with the letterbox, leaving the postman in no doubt that
Johnny had an imaginary dog as well as Peter.

Then …
one day ...

(the sun
was shining, the birds were singing and all that crap)

… acceptance.

Johnny
couldn't believe it. He ripped open the envelope and a cheque
floated down to kiss the floor.

He stood
erect, fascinated, momentarily transfixed. He looked at it this way
and that. He blinked once, looked at it again and blinked another
time. He bent down on his haunches and sniffed. He banged his head
on the wall, went 'ouch', staggered back and sat. Then, an inch at
a time, his arm outstretched he touched it, picked it up, held it
up to the light, rubbed it and, finally, he kissed it.

Johnny
Clarke's career had taken off. Suddenly all the magazines wanted a
taste of Johnny's mind. And he twisted and weaved. His pen swished
and swashed through adventure after adventure with manic
regularity. He would sit at his desk night after night, day after
day and night after night again. Peter would visit him with
increasing regularity, making a pot of tea when the time was right.
And everything was going fine.

Until
...

one day
...

(the sun
was …)

Well.
This is what the story is all about. Call it coincidence if sceptic
you be. But some of us know different.

Maybe it
was Peter working overtime. Or maybe his increasing impact with the
real world was leading to things beyond human imaginings. But
suddenly Johnny Clarke found himself writing a story that didn't
concern the changing options of an alternative universe. For in
this story the twist of fate was not to be confined to the realms
of fiction. As Johnny Clarke soon found out, it was about to come
true.


Chapter
Two


It was
all about the God Botherers.

The God
Botherers’ Society had been set up over a hundred years ago by a
group of religious fundamentalists who had decided the world had
turned wicked. The fact that it had taken them so long to realise
this gives an indication of the insight displayed by these early
do-gooders.

To the
God Botherers, it was about this time that man realised the ability
to blow himself up. It was the time when man's wickedness had
become such that he could threaten the very planet. Wars were
raging incessantly and the world was soon to descend into World War
One, when 'nation would fight nation' like never before. Allying
this to Earthly bowel movements (earthquakes), the odd famine and
incessant outbreaks of pox, the founders of the God Botherers
decided Armageddon was on the horizon, and it was time to prepare
for Jesus II.

But as
any fundamentalist would tell you, fundamentals had first to be
worked out. And there were discrepancies; especially in the
Bible.

Ever
since Moses had come down from the mountain with his pack of ten
aspirins to cure the headache of mankind, man had believed that
when you die you go to heaven. However, if this is the case,
thought the founders, why bother fighting the battle of Armageddon
in order to bring back Paradise on Earth? It was rather like
Scriptural overkill. If heaven was heaven, and heaven was the
ultimate home of the spirit, why do we need another on Earth? We
could all simply pop the pills and flit any time we
wanted.

The
founders scratched heads night after night - and day after day - as
they attempted to fathom this Biblical conundrum, eventually
deciding that the answer must be there was no heaven until it was
brought down to Earth. Heaven WAS Paradise on Earth, and would only
be achieved after Jesus’ return, ploughing through the marshes,
over the mountains, across the plains in his celestial Challenger
battle tank, popping off the bad with a regulation splattering of
red hot cherubim and seraphim. But how, therefore, was heaven to be
cancelled out of the Bible?

The
founders scratched their heads day after day as they attempted to
fathom this Biblical blunder. Then ... one day …

(the
stars were twinkling ...)


Bingo!

The
greatest proof of heaven concerns Jesus on the Cross, telling one
of the criminals that today they would be with Him in Paradise.
But, decided the founders, after removing cranial splinters from
jagged finger nails, Jesus was NOT talking to normal, good and
Godly folk, but villains.

And thus
was born the God Botherer theory that only the villains go to
heaven, which is really hell, where they play their harps for
eternity, missing out on the eventual Paradise on Earth, getting
bored. Heaven was hell, and hell was the celestial penal colony. As
such, the good went into limbo upon death and joined the queue,
waiting until Jesus parachuted in and blasted the bad.

With
this earth-shattering theological insight the founders began
converting the people. But there were problems …

'If
heaven is the celestial penal colony,' asked one purple pelted
bishop one day as the God Botherers banged on the door, 'why is
Jesus up there with them?'

The
founders scratched their heads night after night and day after day
as they attempted to fathom this Biblical brain blower. Then
…
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‘Because,’ said the founding fathers, ‘he’s the jailer. As we
all know, Jesus was not interested in the good. They had already
been converted. HE spent his time with the bad, in the hope of
converting their souls.’

You
should have seen the pride on their theological faces. ‘And here,’
they continued, ‘we find the justification for the battle of
Armageddon in the first place.’

(Is a
double-whammy on the way?)

'As the
Book of Revelation points out, the bad are helped by a myriad of
demons.' At this point the founding fathers put their tongues out
at the bishop. 'And THEY had escaped!'

The
theory was complete. Everything fitted perfectly. And it fitted so
perfectly that it simply HAD to be true. The battle of Armageddon
was to be fought to round up all the little devils who had
escaped.

And from
that day to this the God Botherers have tap, tap, tapped on
millions of doors the world over spreading their message of hope
and salvation, of preparedness for the heavenly conflict to come,
and got splattered in the face for doing so.

… and Peter had given Johnny Clarke a marvellous
idea.


Chapter
Three


It was
this.

'Why
not,' said Peter one night, manifesting in Johnny's head, 'why not
write a story about the God Botherers.' Shooting out of Johnny's
right ear and materializing by his bedside, he continued: 'But a
story with a difference.'

Wind
howled around Johnny's sleeping form as Peter's mental energy
surged.

'Why not
change them from good,' he said, levitating to the ceiling and
banging his head, 'to evil.'

He
landed in an ectoplasmic goo on the floor.

But evil
in what way?

Peter
thought hard. Bulbs exploded, pictures whirred on the wall and
Johnny's bedclothes erupted from the bed in a gyrating swirl of
blankets and sheets.

'Of
course!'

(Of
course?)

'I've
got it.'

And he
had.


Next
morning Johnny Clarke woke up, shivered, yawned and said: 'What a
good idea.'

Ten
minutes later, washed, breakfasted and otherwise relieved, Johnny
Clarke wrote:


Arnold
Prothero got out of his armchair as the doorbell rang. It was a
warm, sunny day and he was looking forward to his walk around the
park. He always did so on warm sunny days. It was the only time he
could really think. He prayed for warm sunny days, for thinking was
Arnold Prothero’s job.

Arnold
was a philosopher. And the last thing he wanted on a lovely sunny
day like this was an untimely interruption. But he answered the
door all the same. But he wished he hadn’t.

‘Do you believe God has a role to play in the world today?’
asked the smartly dressed young man as Arnold opened the
door.

‘Oh no,’ thought Arnold. ‘A God Botherer.’

Arnold
had been pestered by them before. They always began with a question
like that. He was tempted to slam the door in his face, but, as any
philosopher will tell you, nothing is more rewarding than a good
old verbal, intellectual exchange – especially when you won. And
winning over the God Botherers was an easy matter to one such as
Arnold.

He asked
the young man in …


A week
after Johnny's story had been published there was a knock at the
door. Johnny was busy at the time, tip, tap, tapping on the
typewriter (he was an old fashioned kind of guy) and didn't want to
be disturbed. Usually at such times he sent Peter to the door. That
soon got rid of them. But Peter had been fantasizing so well the
previous night that he was still on the Astral Plane.

Offering
a sigh, Johnny left the typewriter and answered the
door.

'Do you
believe God has a role to play in the world today?' asked the
smartly dressed young man as he opened the door.

Johnny
felt like slamming it in his face, but he never could ignore the
challenge of a good old intellectual exchange.

He asked
the young man in …


‘It is easy to say that God has forsaken us,’ said the young
man as he sat, clutching his tattered Bible between both hands,
‘but is He really alive and vibrant throughout our
society?’

‘I don’t see much evidence of that, said Arnold
Prothero.’

‘It is easy to see the world through healthy eyes but be blind
to the reality that presents itself. Every day miracles happen.
Only last week His work was seen. An office block turned into a
blazing inferno, but still, through all the flames, the heat, the
smoke, a man walked out alive and unscathed.’

‘And where was the miracle for the fifty who died?’ asked
Arnold.

The
young man offered a mocking expression. ‘It was the power of the
man’s belief in the goodness of God that saved him, and him
alone.’

‘So he was a God Botherer, was he?’

‘He was.’

‘And the rest could be left to perish?’

‘If that is the way of God.’

‘But the orthodox Church would disagree. They regard your
theology as the work of Satan, don’t they?’

‘We have many disagreements with the established Church. But
the fact remains that the Church has become corrupt and
materialistic. It no longer believes in the same God as we
do.’

‘I would agree with you there. But you miss the point of why
we have a materialistic Church. Social beliefs can only survive if
we have pomp and ceremony to remind us of it. Without the physical
side of the Church there would be no image to allow conformity. And
then REAL corruption would occur … as in yours.’

‘But we have the true power of God to guide us.’

‘But how do we know you’re not a wolf dressed as a
sheep?’

‘If you studied our beliefs you would know that we were the
bearers of the true Good News of …

‘Barabbas …’


… said Johnny Clarke. 'You can talk of the power of Jesus
Christ as much as you like, but in the long run it was Barabbas who
was freed by the people, and it is the likes of Barabbas who have
continued to change history. So how can you blame the people for
forsaking the Church. It has nothing to do with you having a better
system, but the fact that no religion or religious system can
survive in modern times without being ridiculed.'

'You
have an atheist approach,' said the young man, clutching his Bible
for comfort, 'but in the long run the power of God will prevail. He
will send his Son once more to give us salvation.'

'If you
believe that, you're a fool. Look at our history again. Look at all
the troubles that have been caused by religion.'

'But
have those troubles been caused by religion, or has religion been
used as a suitable tool by fanatics for political
gains?'

'The
answer may be yes, but you can't tell me those fanatics hadn’t been
brainwashed by the religious ideals they claimed to fight for. And
when they had decided upon their course, the Barabbas effect came
out, and heads rolled.'

'But
often such conflicts were simply to reinstate the goodness of God.
Let's face it, no cure is painless. At times we need to be put back
on the straight and narrow. Let's not forget that God can move in
mysterious ways.'

'I fail
to see how God can be classed as good when he gives us tragedies
such as the Flood and Plague. How can you call that the work of a
loving God?'

'We are
His people, for Him to treat as he pleases.'

'Oh. And
I suppose you'll be telling me next that God gave us AIDS to rid
the world of promiscuity.'


'Absolutely. I can find no better explanation than AIDS being
the wrath of God, punishing us for our indiscretions. Let's face
it, the Bible tells us clearly that we should not fornicate with
...

The
Virgin Mary


… said Arnold Prothero. ‘Where does she stand in your view of
God?

‘The Virgin Mary was the Mother of Jesus Christ.’

‘The established Church classes her as the Mother of God.
Would you disagree with that view?

‘We do not believe in the Trinity of the Father, the Son and
the Holy Ghost, so we must disagree that she is the Mother of God.
It is erroneous idolatry.

‘I agree that the Trinity is shrouded in mystery, but surely
the ceremony surrounding her is of great comfort to humanity. Why
change it?’

‘It must be changed if it is wrong. Only in this way can we
return to the true state of …

… Sodom and Gomorrah …


… said Johnny Clarke. 'Stories such as that, with Lot's wife
being changed into a pillar of salt. Now that is good moral stuff.
But AIDS being a Godly plague is stretching the imagination a bit.
And believe me, I know how far the imagination can be
stretched.'

'Oh
yes,' said the young man, 'you're that story writer aren't you. I
recognise you now from your picture.'

'I am.
But I'm not as good a storyteller as the people who wrote that
book.'

The
young man clutched his Bible protectively.

'Just
look at the Lot's wife incident,' continued Clarke. 'Where was
Sodom and Gomorrah? They were two cities on the shore of the Dead
Sea. And what is peculiar about the Dead Sea? It is the most salty
inland water on this planet. And along her shores are pillars of
salt. To turn such pillars into Godly manifestations of miracles
deserves the Nobel
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