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  PROLOGUE


  Camila Hidalgo riffled through the papers on the top of her desk, looking for the summary sheet with the president's itinerary for his upcoming eleven-day international tour. She'd made notes on the sheet and thought she'd left it right on her desk, but now she couldn't find it. She threw up her hands, feeling helpless. She snatched her briefcase off the floor and quickly explored every pocket. On any other day, she'd just ask Audrey, her secretary, or Watkins, her assistant, to get her a copy. But both had called in sick and she was left to fend for herself.


  The hell with it.


  She glanced at her watch, then opened her notebook computer. She went to the directory on press briefings, found the itinerary, and clicked print. While she was waiting, she noticed a new file from the chief of staff's office. Audrey or Watkins usually printed out any last-minute updates before she went to the pressroom. But not today.


  She opened the file and read that Vice President Rollie Mitchell was hospitalized at 8:10 A.M. with a high fever and flu symptoms. The CDC would be issuing an advisory on the flu at 11 A.M. At the end of the bulletin, the national security advisor suggested that Camila in a note to downplay the flu, call it nothing out of the ordinary. She didn't like hearing that. If Harvey Howell wanted her to downplay it, that probably meant there was reason for concern.


  She looked at her watch again and moved over to the full-length mirror. She ran her fingers through her shiny dark hair, adjusted her new suit. She'd picked this one out because she liked the way it accentuated her slender waist and the flare of her hips. At thirty-five, she still looked good, she told herself, and someday she'd have a life separate from her all-encompassing duties as the White House spokesperson. Meanwhile, she would continue stepping in front of the glaring lights and cameras day after day.


  She was about to leave for the press conference when she remembered to check her voice mail. As usual, a string of calls awaited her attention. Most were from out-of-town reporters with questions that Audrey or Watkins could easily handle. The last call, however, was from Trent Calloway. When she heard his deep, resonant voice, she leaned forward and listened closely.


  "Hey, I just want to tell you again how sorry I am about what happened yesterday. Jeez, if I would've had any idea that was going to happen. . . well, I didn't. I could kill that bastard. He's lucky he's behind bars and out of my reach. Well, enough said. I just hope everything's okay. Sorry again."


  She hit the delete button as if it could erase her memory of the incident. Forget it, she told herself. Just forget it. She loved Trent and would do anything for him, but working with him was risky business, best left to the professionals.


  She should've known that getting involved with him again would inevitably lead to weirdness. . . serious weirdness. She used to be married to him after all. When it was over, she had tried to put the entire six-year experience behind her. Calloway had been a psychic spook, a military intelligence officer who used remote viewing or clairvoyance to spy. His work had dominated his life and ruined their marriage. Period. End of story.


  But a year ago, he’d slipped back into her life when he'd desperately tried to convince her that a backpack nuclear bomb was heading for Washington. He was retired from the military and no longer involved with remote viewing, but the vision had nevertheless come to him. The ensuing events, which had proven him correct, had not only altered her perception of what was real and possible, but had also brought her back in contact with Calloway.


  She leaned closer to the mirror and noticed the faint circles around her eyes. Not enough sleep. She straightened up and felt momentarily dizzy. She noticed a vague tickling in her throat. No, she commanded. I am not getting sick. Not now. Not when she was about to leave with the president for Europe.


  She turned away from the mirror, arranged her notes. Among the several sheets of paper she discovered her original copy of the itinerary. She shook her head. She could've sworn it wasn't here. She shrugged, then abandoned her office and headed down the corridor. Of course, if she hadn't misplaced the itinerary, she wouldn't have picked up the news about the flu. Maybe that meant something, a warning that she should get away.


  She shook her head and smiled to herself. David Dustin, with his quirky ideas, must be getting to her. The president was always telling her that answers to her concerns, large and small, could be found all around her. All she had to do was interpret the events and incidents in her life as if they were rich with hidden meaning. That was Dustin's Jungian side, as it was referred to in a recent article in the Washingtonian. It seemed Dustin could be as idiosyncratic as he wanted, because his standing in the polls remained strong. If all went well, he would be elected to a second term next year, and she would spend four more years in Washington, a fate that she could live with just fine, thank you.


  The White House seemed eerily quiet, as if a hush had fallen over the building. Just her imagination, she told herself. She entered the conference room and approached the podium. She looked around as the camera crews turned on the lights and cameras. Reporters were still taking their seats, but she noticed several of the regular correspondents were missing. She decided to wait a couple of minutes.


  She smiled and nodded to Tera Peters, a CNN reporter and a longtime friend, who sat in the second row. A high-spirited redhead with a warm smile, Peters was one of the cable network's rising stars. The two women had met when they were students at the University of Colorado. Later, Peters had worked as a reporter for a Denver television station, while Camila had served as an aide to then-Senator David Dustin. Even though they were sometimes at odds on stories, especially ones that didn't reflect well on Dustin, Camila trusted Peters and their friendship had never faltered over the years.


  "Good job last night, in spite of everything. I know it must have been tough."


  "Thanks," Tera responded. "I hope I never have anything like that happen again."


  Tera had found herself in the center of a sensational story that had turned violent. Even though she had nearly been killed, she had taken considerable criticism from her colleagues even before the story aired. "I figured you would take some time off after that one."


  "Maybe I should've stayed in Atlanta. I certainly don't want to catch this flu bug."


  Camila frowned. "I'll second that. But there's probably nothing to worry about."


  "I just heard there were three deaths this morning and hundreds of people in emergency rooms."


  "Really." Wonderful. Camila had nothing prepared on the flu, no official response, except for Howell's request that she play it down.


  "C'mon, Camila," a voice called out. "We're late. I've got a deadline, you know."


  She smiled at Lenora Russell, the senior correspondent, who had reported on five presidents for Reuters. "I guess we can get started, Lenora. I don't want you missing your deadline and getting in trouble."


  The crowd laughed. It was generally thought that Lenora would be here reporting on five more presidents before she retired. As Camila began her comments about the president's upcoming trip, she noticed a reporter in the back of the room stand up and move unsteadily toward the door. Someone else coughed.


  She began by outlining the president's European agenda, frequently checking her notes. She moved on to some of the significant issues that would be raised during the trip. But just as she was about to take questions, she started to feel dizzy again.


  One of the press aides suddenly appeared at her side. He slid a sheet of paper in front of her. She tried to focus on it. The words blurred, came into focus, blurred again. Finally, she found her bearings and quickly read the note written in large type and capital letters.


  THE VICE PRESIDENT IS INFECTED WITH TULAREMIA, A DEADLY VIRUS. A BIOTERRORIST ATTACK IS SUSPECTED. QUARANTINE OF CITY IMMANENT. DD WILL MAKE STATEMENT AT NOON.


  A wave of nausea washed over her. She tasted bile in her throat. Her head pounded, her knees felt weak. She leaned into the podium, steadied herself. Her face felt flushed; beads of perspiration formed on her brow. Her lungs felt as if they were filling with water.


  She cleared her throat. "I have an important announcement to make. The president will be making..."


  She heard more coughing. She looked up, trying to get her bearings. "I'm sorry, I'm..." The room spun. Her knees buckled. She stumbled, reached for the podium, but lost her balance. She dropped to one knee, then toppled over. Someone shouted that they needed a doctor.


  Was it her imagination or were other people in the room also feeling ill? Chairs clattered. Someone hovered over her, a hand rested on her arm. She tried to stand up.


  "Camila, it's me, Tera. Don't try to move. Just relax. We're getting a doctor for you."


  With the bright lights illuminating Tera's red hair, Camila imagined she was talking to an angel, a lovely angel who was going to take her away. Another one of those symbols, she thought, a message that she wasn't going to make it. "No, I don't want to die," she whispered.


  PART ONE


  THE PRESENT


  Chapter One


  THREE WEEKS EARLIER


  They finished lunch on a sandy beach in the warm sun and he started reloading the raft for the last leg of their two-day trip down the San Juan River. Trent Calloway had guided dozens of groups on this trip over the last couple of years, but he wished this one wouldn't end. He was going to miss his traveling companions, seven nurses from San Diego. He couldn't remember the last time he'd been surrounded by so many attractive women. Being the only man on the trip, and the main resource for information, definitely had its advantages.


  Even his boss, Ed Miller, an old codger, had hung around Sand Island before they left, as if he'd wished he were guiding the trip. He'd elbowed Calloway before they'd left and jokingly warned him to make sure that he stopped at Mexican Hat. "Now I don't want you disappearing into the wilderness with these lovely ladies and never being seen again."


  His reverie was broken as one of the women called out to him, "Trent, could you come over here for a moment?"


  He ambled over to a tall, slender woman named Carol, who was standing over by a sheltered rock wall covered with petroglyphs. She wore her chestnut hair in a single, thick braid, with a turquoise necklace and silver hoop earrings. A persistent woman, she had asked the most questions and seemed more interested in his opinions on everything.


  He reached into a waterproof pouch strapped to his belt and extracted several jelly beans. "What can I do for you?"


  "You told us all about Kokopelli." She smiled and pointed to a carving of the mythical flute player with an enormous phallus. "It's easy to see that he's a fertility symbol, but I was wondering about these spirals I keep seeing every time we stop."


  Calloway popped the jelly beans into his mouth as she talked. Here was his chance, he thought, to ask her if she was interested in going out to dinner with him this evening. He enjoyed her company and would like to get to know her better. She'd already suggested that he look her up the next time he passed through San Diego on his way to Baja, where he liked to spend his winters.


  "Some of them are single spirals, like this one; others are two connected spirals. What are they about?"


  He swallowed the jelly beans as he stared at the petroglyph. "Well, they've got a number of meanings, depending on who you talk to. Some say they represent the wind, others say water, still others say they are coiled snakes or snails. Those are sort of mundane explanations, though. I heard a Zuni Indian say that they stand for the journey to the center."


  "The center of what?"


  "The center is the home of the people. Remember the tribes migrated here and searched for their home, their center. But it could also be a search for the center of one's being, the journey inward."


  Carol nodded thoughtfully. "I like that. Which explanation do you prefer?"


  He shrugged. "None of them."


  She looked at him curiously. "Why not?"


  "I've used my intuition, you could say, in studying these petroglyphs and have come up with my own ideas. The spirals, I think, are related to the journey into eternity, the path the shaman takes. They carved these symbols for their people and their descendants so they could pass on the teachings. The message of the spiral is that there are always new realms to explore beyond the five senses."


  She stared thoughtfully at him and nodded slowly. "I didn't know you were so deep, Trent. But is that their message, or is it yours?"


  He smiled. "Maybe both."


  She looked past him toward the raft. "Everyone's waiting. I guess we better get going."


  "Yeah, say, Carol, would you be interested in going to dinner in town with me tonight?"


  She smiled, touched his shoulder. "Gee, that's nice of you to ask, Trent. But I better not. I don't really think I should go off from the others. Rachel and Kate are going to put together a dinner tonight. You're certainly welcome to join us, though."


  "Okay. But while they're making dinner, why don't you stop by the RV for a glass of wine?"


  She frowned. "I'd like to Trent, but my boyfriend probably wouldn't care for it."


  "Oh, you didn't mention a boyfriend. Yeah, he probably wouldn't like you messing around with some black cowboy in Utah."


  "Hey, he's jealous about me spending time with any guy other than him. You know how it is."


  "Yeah, I guess."


  An hour later, they were nearing Mexican Hat, their final stop. Calloway still felt glum about getting rejected, but he should've figured that, with his luck, Carol would be unavailable. Living on the river guiding trips had brought him into contact with lots of people, but most of the women who interested him were already attached. For the most part, he was satisfied living on his own in his RV and having the freedom to do and go as he wanted, at least when he wasn't leading raft trips for Miller. But lately, he'd felt pangs of loneliness, and on more than one occasion, he'd wished that he had a woman around to share his life—at least part of the time.


  "Okay, we're just about here," he called out from the back as he shifted the rudder and the raft drifted toward the shore on the right. The six women at the oars rowed hard.


  "It was fun, but I won't miss the rowing," Kate responded. "My shoulders couldn't take much more," Carol shouted.


  They rounded a curve and Calloway glimpsed the flatbed truck waiting for them. Guy Shulpa, the teenager who helped him out from time to time, leaned against the truck. Calloway shaded his eyes and squinted against the bright afternoon light as he saw a woman in jeans with long, dark hair standing nearby. His heart leaped with joy as he recognized Camila Hidalgo.


  Suddenly, he forgot about the nurses. He just wanted to get to shore.


  Camila greeted him as he stepped out of the raft. He walked over and hugged her. “What a surprise."


  "Yes, I see I've caught you with a raft full of young women. Sorry to spoil your fun."


  He laughed. "Don't worry about it. The trip is over. So what brings you here?"


  "Oh, I wanted to get away for a couple of days. I called Ed yesterday when I couldn't reach you. He told me you were out here, so I decided to fly out and meet you."


  "I'm glad you did."


  In the year since he'd renewed his relationship with Camila, they'd talked occasionally on the phone. But in spite of promises to the contrary, they'd only seen each other once, when she'd taken a raft trip with her boss, David Dustin, the president of the United States, and a throng of Secret Service agents.


  "Besides, I figured if I was ever going to see you again, it was going to be up to me to come here."


  He held up his hands. "Wait a minute. That's not true. I just didn't want to get in your way. You're very busy."


  "Whatever. I'm here."


  He smiled and saw that the others had gotten out of the raft and were looking over at him with obvious curiosity. "I want you to meet my fellow rafters."


  Calloway introduced Camila as an old friend and left them to chat while he helped Guy carry the raft and gear to the truck. He told the nurses that he would see them in camp, and that Guy would take them back in the truck. Then, he left with Camila in her rented Grand Cherokee, leaving the Navajo boy to transport the nurses and gear back to Sand Island.


  An hour later, in his RV, Calloway opened a bottle of wine and poured a glass for Camila and himself. They touched glasses. "To an enjoyable reunion," she said.


  "Yeah, a reunion."


  He liked the sound of that. He sipped his wine and watched her over the rim of his glass. She looked great, as always, with her mane of shiny black hair, high cheekbones, and generous mouth. Maybe there was a chance that things would warm up again. But he also sensed that Camila had some other motive for coming here, one that she hadn't shared with him yet.


  "Would you like to go to town for dinner or do you want to raid my freezer for TV dinners?"


  She cocked her head to the side. "Let's just stay here." She leaned forward and kissed him lightly on the lips.


  Things were looking up, he thought. Memories of good times together surfaced from wherever they were stored. He wanted to repeat them and forget the gulf of years and distance and experience that separated them. He slipped his hands around her waist and kissed her, deeper this time.


  She leaned back and tapped a finger against his chest. "You're not wasting any time, are you?"


  "Should I be?"


  "Well, just what are we talking about here, Mr. Calloway?"


  "A reunion?"


  "Oh, Trent. Our lives are so different now."


  "Sure they are, for now. They might not always be, though."


  "Let's not think about that now." She pulled him close and kissed him again. He tasted wine on her lips, felt her softness against him, and his desires rose. He walked her to the rear of the RV and into his bedroom. It all seemed so sudden, so unexpected. Over the next hour all the old memories returned and it was as if they’d never been apart. All the cells in his body remembered what once was…and maybe what would be again.


  They lay in the dark, satiated from their lovemaking. He felt a cool breeze from the open window caress his chest, and he heard the chirring of insects outside.


  “I really wasn’t expecting this to happen,” Camila said from beside him. “I don’t know what I was expecting, but I like what happened, and I don't know what it means."


  "I like it, too, and I know what it means."


  She raised up on her elbows. "Oh, what does it mean, Mr. Calloway?"


  "That I want to see more of you. That I want things to work out again."


  "Yes. But we can't rush it, Trent. Let's just see what happens."


  "That's fine with me . . . as long as I don't have to wait another year to see you."


  "Well, you may have to come and visit me, you know."


  He leaned toward her and kissed her on the forehead. "I'll even put up with some city life with you again.


  It didn't take long for Calloway to realize that life in the RV with Camila would shake up his world. She got up at six and started monitoring the news programs, flipping from one to the next. All the while, she made phone calls to her staff and to reporters, as if she were sitting in her office. After a report on the president's meeting with Mideast leaders in Washington, she called the reporter and chastised him for getting the president's position wrong and politely asked him to follow it up with a clarification.


  "I'm really glad you've got that satellite dish. That's great," she said between calls.


  He poured himself a cup of coffee. "It's a luxury, but I wanted it so I could see more of you."


  She laid a hand over his and bussed him on the cheek. "You're sweet." She glanced at her watch. "Sorry, I've got another call to make."


  "I guess this trip isn't really a vacation."


  "A semi-vacation. Don't worry. I won't be doing this all day."


  Calloway took his coffee and sat on a lawn chair outside the RV and enjoyed the quiet morning. Across the campground, the nurses were packing to leave, and he wandered over to say goodbye. When he hugged Carol, he wished her well. "You come back sometime and bring that boyfriend. I'll take you both on the river."


  "I'll do that." In a conspiratorial tone, Carol added, "It's a good thing that I turned you down about dinner or you would've been in a big fix when Camila arrived."


  He laughed. "That's true. It's odd how things work out sometimes."


  Back in the RV, Calloway cooked cheese omelets and pieces of thick fried bread. When he placed the meal on the table, Camila hit the mute on the television. "I'll go for the omelet, but that looks dangerous," she said, pointing to the fried bread.


  "It's Navajo bread. It's good."


  "I know it's good. Too good."


  Camila's gaze strayed toward the television from time to time as they ate. She turned the sound on and focused on the screen as a news story began that showed a handsome man holding his hands above an elderly woman who was lying on a table. Then, as the camera panned a campground, a reporter said that as many as three thousand people were arriving each day at the New Mexico ranch.


  "State of New Mexico Transportation Department officials are demanding that Melissa Dahl, who owns the ranch where Justin Logos is conducting his healing sessions, pay more than two million dollars for improvements on five miles of public roadway leading to the ranch. Lawyers for Dahl and Logos called the amounts 'extremely excessive' and plan to appeal the ruling.


  They note that Logos works for modest fees and sometimes no fees at all."


  Camila hit the mute again. "What do you think of him?"


  Calloway shrugged. "I don't know much about him, but I think he's out of his mind saying that he's the Second Coming. That's just asking for trouble."


  She nodded. "Especially if it isn't true. I don't know if you're aware of it, but he's been making some rather ominous remarks about the future of the so-called center of power, which probably means Washington."


  Calloway shrugged. "Maybe he's getting it from Revelation."


  Camila glanced at the television, where a reporter spoke from the floor of the New York Stock Exchange, then turned back to Calloway. "My concern is that it might be more than just loose talk or biblical commentary."


  Suddenly, Calloway knew without a doubt that the primary purpose of Camila's trip related to Justin Logos, and he resented it. "What exactly do you have in mind, Camila?"


  "What do you mean?"


  "You're not telling me everything."


  She smiled. "I think you already know. I'd like you to see what you can get on Justin Logos."


  "Now?"


  Camila measured her words. "Well, whenever you think you're ready."


  He sat back in his chair. "So that's why you came here."


  That's not true. I could've just called you."


  He didn't say anything.


  "Listen, Trent, I didn't make love to you so that you would take this project, if that's what you're thinking. If you don't want to do it, say so."


  "I promised Doc that I'd work with her on anything coming from you or from any branch of intelligence."


  Camila nodded. "Of course. That's fine. This should be helpful for her when she takes her proposal to the committee. They'll have something recent to look at. I should add that Harvey Howell is very insistent on this one."


  Howell, the president's national security advisor, was key to the success of Project Third Eye, a new remote-viewing program that would work with intelligence agencies on cases involving national security. Doc, who would be the director, was particularly concerned with Howell's eagerness to use remote viewing for questionable purposes.


  "I'll talk to Doc about it. I'll warn you, though, she may not go for it unless there's good reason to poke into this guy's life."


  Camila met his gaze across the table. "I can't tell you everything, Trent, not right now, but believe me, it's important, very important, that you and Doc pursue this one."


  Chapter Two


  After a couple of days of damp weather in New Mexico's Sangre de Cristo Mountains, the low, rain-saturated clouds and cool temperatures had vanished as if someone had performed a rain dance in reverse. Calloway ambled across the makeshift campground, his boots sinking into the muddy earth. RVs, campers, and tents formed a circle around a large circus tent and a stage. A crowd had gathered near the stage, and the throng radiated a fervor that reminded him of an old-time revival.


  A large man with a gray beard, shaved head, and suspenders holding up his jeans slapped him on the back like an old friend. "Hey, brother, it's really great to see you here today. Can I help you with anything?"


  "Thanks. I'm fine. Just waiting for Justin."


  "I know what you mean. I can't wait, either."


  Suspenders, like so many here, figured Calloway was just like him, running on an inside track to a higher realm. They were seekers, believers, seemingly existing in a blissful state far from the concerns of everyday life. In Calloway's mind, they were well meaning, but vaguely obnoxious.


  Calloway smiled back and wished him well.


  "See you around."


  In spite of all the fellowship, Calloway couldn't help feeling like the odd man out. It had nothing to do with race, even though there were few other Afro-Americans in the crowd. It was more about a state of mind. In other times and places, they might have been members of a UFO cult waiting for the prophesied fleet of ships to arrive and take them away to other worlds. Or they might have been followers of a charismatic Christian minister, who was leading them to the gateway of heaven. The atmosphere was so salted with giddy goodwill that if someone told him that laughing gas permeated the air, he would believe it.


  Calloway scanned the crowd looking for Doc, who would probably be standing apart from everyone else to avoid the crush of bodies when Justin took the stage. He recognized a tall, attractive woman with dark hair, blue eyes, and a long, graceful neck moving his way. Accompanied by another woman, she eased through the crowd with the poise of a dancer and a sense of responsibility. At first glance, she looked thirty, but she was probably fifty or older.


  Melissa, Justin's partner and manager, had welcomed Calloway and Doc when they'd arrived at the entrance and oriented them to the layout and the various activities. Although she'd been pleasant, something about her bothered him and he wanted to see if he sensed anything else.


  Calloway stepped into her path. "Hello again, Melissa." She paused and looked at Calloway, then responded in an officious manner. "Can I help you?"


  "I was just wondering about something. I understand that some of these people have stayed on for months. What keeps them here after they've had a healing and heard Justin talk?"


  She regarded him suspiciously. "That's an odd question. You've been here a couple of days. Don't you know?"


  "No, I don't."


  Distracted, she looked past him toward the stage. "What was your name again?"


  He told her. He felt something deceptive about her, almost as if she were disguised.


  "Yes, Trent. You'll have to excuse me." Her tone smacked of condescension. "Justin will be here at any moment and I've got to get to the stage." She turned to the other woman. "Claire, would you mind answering Trent's questions?"


  "Not at all."


  Calloway watched Melissa move away, then smiled at Claire, a petite blonde who bubbled with enthusiasm.


  She introduced herself as Claire Bernard and said she was a nurse who had worked with Justin for the past eight months. "Some of us have dedicated ourselves to Justin Logos. We are here for the long run. We're not just curious tourists. We are committed. We would do anything for Justin. Anything. His time has come. He has returned." She smiled. "When you hear Justin talk, you'll understand better."


  "Amen, sister," a tall, lanky man said as he shambled past.


  Calloway nodded and thanked her. Odd, he thought. In spite of her ebullience, there was something hidden about Claire, too, as if she were playing a role. Just like him.


  He decided to look for Doc in the huge circus tent that was erected near the stage. He wished Camila had joined him. He already missed her and wondered how she would react to Justin Logos. He stepped inside the enormous tent and was greeted by a large freestanding poster of Justin on the cover of Time magazine with the headline "The Revival of All Time."


  He moved past it and reached into his pocket for a bag of jelly beans. He picked out several and popped one after another into his mouth. Camila had given him a bag of gourmet jelly beans last year, and ever since he'd been hooked on them. He figured the little colored beans curbed his desire for beer, which he used to drink in abundance. But lately he felt as if the jelly beans were a curse, and he'd been trying to limit himself to an eight-ounce bag a week.


  He walked by the tables where new patients registered before a bus shuttled them to the clinic. He spotted Doc in the far corner, near the deserted information center where pamphlets about Justin and general information were handed out to newcomers. "Hey, Doc? What are you doing here? Justin's about to take the stage,"


  "What do you think I'm doing? I'm hiding out." She wore a loose cotton dress, covering her wide girth, and a big floppy hat. "This is interesting, though." She pointed at a video playing on a large screen.


  Calloway looked up just in time to see the healer gouge out the eye of an elderly black man. Justin manipulated the eyeball with his fingers for several seconds, holding it just above the eye socket, then set it back in place. The video cut to an interview with the patient. A week had passed, and the seventy-two-year-old man could see clearly, his inoperable cataract gone. The man felt no pain and had felt none during the procedure, even though he received no anesthesia.


  Next, the presentation cut to a well-known incident in which Justin told a group of followers standing on the opposite side of a stream that an "event" was about to happen. Within seconds, a 6.5 earthquake, centered 150 miles away, jolted the landscape. The waters briefly parted and Justin crossed the stream. The video cut to another well-publicized scene: Justin handing out more than three hundred sandwiches from a cooler that could not hold more than a couple of dozen.


  A narrator, meanwhile, described Justin's life story. Abandoned shortly after birth, he was found in a Dumpster and raised by an older couple in St. Paul, Minnesota. "Even as a child, Justin emanated an unusual intensity. He knew things that had not yet happened, things taking place elsewhere that he should have had no knowledge of, and he had an uncanny knack for healing injured animals.


  "Justin left home at eighteen and traveled in Europe and Asia for several years. No one he met in his travels ever forgot him. In India, a guru proclaimed the young man to be the reincarnation of Jesus of Nazareth. The news spread quickly, but soon the twenty-three-year-old man disappeared. A year later, he reemerged in New Mexico on a ranch owned by Melissa Dahl, a microbiologist who retired from her profession to assist Justin in his healing sessions. By then, he had dropped his adopted last name and changed it to Logos, which means 'the word of God' or 'the second person of the Trinity,' incarnate in Jesus Christ. For the past six years, Justin has worked ten hours a day, six days a week, in the ranch clinic. Today, he turns down all requests for interviews and refuses to comment on the speculation that he is the Son of God."


  With that, the video ended. "I guess they didn't bother to mention the television evangelist who called him the 'fornicating Antichrist.”


  "'The fornicating Antichrist who never quotes the Bible, and who beds with the devils of the New Age,' " Doc said, reciting the widely used quote.


  Calloway held out the bag of jelly beans to Doc. "He's about to take the stage. Let's go take a look."


  Doc pushed the bag away. "I don't think I can handle it. I was just trying to figure out how I could get back to the RV. I wish I hadn't listened to you, Calloway."


  Doc had a strong aversion to crowds, and she had spent most of the time in the RV. He'd walked her over to the big tent forty-five minutes ago, hoping that she would gradually get used to the crowd. But it looked as if it wasn't working.


  "C'mon, you've got to see him at least once while we're here. This is your chance."


  "Oh, shit, Trent. Why did I ever agree to come here? This was a mistake."


  "Well, we could've stayed at my place and remote viewed Justin, like Camila suggested in the first place," Calloway said.


  "I'm sure she and Howell would've liked that, but I'm not playing Howell's game. If we remote viewed a healer just because he's getting lots of attention, it would be like telling Howell that we'll use the ability to spy on anyone for him."


  "So, here we are. If we're going to evaluate Justin to see if he's a valid candidate, we should see what he has to say."


  "Okay, okay. But let's stay by the outside edge, and if I start losing it, you've got to help me get back to the RV."


  "That's a deal."


  Applause and cheers rippled through the crowd as they stepped out of the tent. Justin had just approached the microphone. Yesterday morning, the first time Calloway had seen him, Justin offered a parable about a man who walked out of the wilderness and was denied food and water because he looked and thought differently from the townspeople. He had an idea that could help the people overcome a drought, but they drove him away before he could help them. As a result, they perished in their ignorance.


  Tall and slender, Justin wore jeans, cowboy boots, and a work shirt. He looked like a young Robert Redford and was every bit as charismatic as the actor. He warmed up the crowd with some friendly banter, saying that he was glad that the weather had finally turned pleasant, that the cold spell was over. If he hadn't been so busy with the healings, he would've tried to improve the weather earlier. But that wasn't his specialty, he added modestly. The crowd loved it.


  "He can say anything he wants and get away with it," Doc muttered. "They just cheer and cheer."


  Calloway saw that Doc was staring intently at her feet, which she was burrowing in the mud, doing her best to ignore the crowd.


  "You know that I like to speak in metaphors," Justin continued. "But just because I use metaphors doesn't mean that what I am saying is not true. A metaphor just helps us understand the truth." He paused a few moments and everyone seemed to lean forward to hear what he would say next.


  "I'm going to tell you about a great cosmic battle that is taking place right now that directly affects all of us. You see, the earth and all of its creatures, including man, were created by the Thunderbird, a great, majestic, awesome bird. The Thunderbird is the image that I see when I focus on this creative being. But I know that the Thunderbird is also a collection or group of wondrous beings of light who exist outside of time and space."


  He held up his hands, patting the air. "Yes, I know. It's not the way you learned it in Sunday school. But don't worry about that. Am I speaking of God when I talk about the Thunderbird? No. Think of an architect who designs a building, an artist who paints a landscape, or a poet who writes a verse. You may recognize God's hand in their work. But we also know that the architect, the artist, and the poet are not God. So it is with the Thunderbird."


  It sounded to Calloway as if Justin was drawing on a mix of Native American spiritualism and New Age philosophy. Was that how the reborn Jesus would express himself? He didn't know. But he recognized that Justin was a mesmerizing speaker, and it was easy to be swallowed up by his words and the luminous images within them.


  "As I said, I was going to tell you about a great cosmic war, a conflict that exists beyond time and space. Just as individuals and nations face challenges and conflict from time to time, the same is true for the Thunderbird. The Thunderbird is engaged in a flu-fledged battle with the Vulture."


  Justin placed his hands on his hips, looked around, smiling. "So who is this other bird? The Vulture, my friends, does not mold new worlds. He is more concerned about control and domination. That's his thing. The Vulture is a warrior who long, long ago conquered this world and displaced the Thunderbird.


  "The Vulture feeds on energy created by human emotions. The more emotional dramas and conflicts we create in our lives, the more the Vulture feeds. The Vulture actually helps create the circumstances leading to these dramas. It seems that we have free will, that we can make our own choices, and it's true to some extent. But you must realize that the Vulture keeps us penned like fat pigs. We've come to believe that the pen is a safe place, that to even think of venturing outside it would be foolhardy. That's the Vulture's influence, because he knows that if people ever get out of their pens, they become more alive and are not so easy to control and feed on."


  Calloway looked around at the attentive faces. Everyone had grown still as Justin wove his tale. Even Doc seemed transfixed. She still stared downward, but he could tell that she was listening closely, and so far she showed no sign of the unbearable pressure she felt among crowds. Calloway, for his part, no longer felt like an outside observer. Like everyone else, he was interested in hearing the resolution to the story.


  "I'm here to tell you that I have broken free of the pen and can fly between worlds and reach out to my many selves. You can do it, too. Don't revere me for who I am. Join me. Be like me. Now if you take up the challenge and try to escape from your pen, the Vulture will try to stop you. But remember the Thunderbird is within you, ready to awaken and guide
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