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“Are these the shadows of things that will
be, or are they the shadows of things that may be, only?”

— Charles Dickens, A Christmas
Carol

 


“For false messiahs and false prophets will
appear and perform great signs and wonders to deceive, if possible,
even the elect. See, I have told you ahead of time.”

— Matthew 24:24-25

 


 



 Prologue to The Christ
Clone Trilogy

It was the worst of times.

Twice in twenty years, nuclear war had
engulfed large regions of the planet. A mile-wide asteroid struck
the Pacific Ocean south of Japan, fracturing the Earth’s mantle,
and creating massive earthquakes that killed tens of thousands.
Mountain-like tsunami submerged hundreds of Pacific islands,
stripped the coastal regions of four continents to bare stone and
steel, and left the ocean’s eco-system uninhabitable. The fractured
mantle ignited eruptions throughout the “Ring of Fire,” and
volcanoes spewed ash and poisonous fumes into the atmosphere.

And now, a demonic homicidal madness has
left one third of the world’s remaining population dead — brutally
murdered by their own family members.

Truly, it was the worst of times.

Never before had the world been so ready, so
eager for a savior.

And all of it was premeditated 2000 years
before.


Prologue to Birth of an Age

The Power Within Him — The
Power Within Us All

The wilderness of
Israel

It was just after dawn. Robert Milner acted as
navigator while Decker drove the rented jeep through the mountain
pass on their way to meet Christopher. In the jeep, Decker had
brought food, water, and a first-aid kit. His thoughts alternated
between worry about Christopher’s condition and anticipation of
what Robert Milner had told him forty days earlier. The barren
countryside brought back memories of Decker’s own wilderness
experience eighteen years earlier, when he and Tom Donafin had made
their way through Lebanon toward Israel before being rescued by Jon
Hansen. He recalled the powerful shift of his emotions in that
moment as he lay on the ground, tangled in barbed wire, with three
rifles pointed at his head, expecting to be shot, and then suddenly
recognizing the UN emblems on the soldiers’ helmets and realizing
that he and Tom were safe.

In the past, when Decker had recalled that
moment, he’d thought of it as just another case of being in the
right place at the right time. Now he couldn’t help but believe it
was much more. Had it not happened, he wouldn’t have met Jon
Hansen, and he surely would never have become his press secretary.
And had Decker not worked for Hansen, who later became
secretary-general, then Christopher wouldn’t have had the
opportunities he did to work in the UN and later to head a major UN
agency and then become Italy’s ambassador serving on the Security
Council. Surely this was more than chance.

It occurred to him that this chain of events
hadn’t started on that road in Lebanon. There was the destruction
of the Wailing Wall, and then he and Tom were taken hostage. And
even before that, had he not gone to Turin, he certainly never
would have been called by Professor Harry Goodman on that cold
November night to come to Los Angeles to see what Goodman had
discovered on the Shroud.

As he continued to think through the chain
of events that had brought him to this point, he tried to find the
single weakest link, the seemingly least important circumstance
that, had it not occurred, would have averted any of the later
events.

“Some things we must assign to fate,” Robert
Milner said, breaking the silence. It was as though he had been
listening to Decker’s thoughts.

“Uh . . . yeah, I guess so,”
Decker answered.

The days leading up to his return to Israel
had been some of the most anxious of Decker’s life. At times he
could barely concentrate on his work as he counted the days until
Christopher’s return and anticipated what would follow. Milner had
talked about a time so dark and bleak that the destruction of the
Russian Federation and the Disaster would seem mild by comparison.
Somehow the horror that might otherwise have consumed Decker at
such a thought was mitigated by the hope that Milner also foresaw.
Certainly, to this point, nothing cataclysmic had occurred, though
the unrest in India and Pakistan might well foreshadow such events.
Decker realized he would have to accept the bad along with the
good. He just didn’t want to dwell on it, especially if, as Milner
indicated, such events were inevitable.

Ahead on the trail, a shapeless form began
to take on definition. Had Decker noticed it before, he would have
thought it was a bush or a tree stump or perhaps an animal, but
until this moment it had blended so well into the background that
it seemed an inseparable part of its surroundings.

“There he is,” Milner said.

Decker pressed a little harder on the gas
pedal. As they got closer, he began to wonder again in what
condition they would find Christopher. In New York, Christopher had
told him he was beginning to wonder whether in the final analysis
his life had been a mistake. Now, just forty days later, he was —
as Milner averred — the man who would lead mankind into “the final
and most glorious step in its evolution.”

In another moment they could see him
clearly. His coat and clothes were dirty and tattered. He looked
thin but strong. Over the forty days his hair had grown over his
ears and he now had a full beard. When Decker saw his face, he was
startled for a moment by the astounding resemblance to the face on
the Shroud. One thing, however, was very obviously different. The
face on the Shroud was peaceful and accepting in death. On
Christopher’s face was the look of a man driven to achieve his
mission.

Milner was first out of the jeep. He ran to
Christopher and embraced him, patting him on the back and causing a
small cloud of dust to rise from his clothes. Christopher then went
to Decker, who reached out his hand, which Christopher refused,
hugging him as well. He smelled awful, but Decker didn’t care.

“Are you all right?” Decker asked.

“Yes, yes. I’m fine.” Then turning slightly
to address both Decker and Milner, he continued. “It’s all clear
now. It was all part of the plan. I’ve spoken with my father. He
wants me to finish the task.”

“You mean . . . God?” Decker
asked. “You talked with God?”

Christopher nodded. “He wants me to complete
the mission I began two thousand years ago. And I need your help,
both of you.”

Decker felt as though he was standing on the
crest of a great tsunami. Suddenly his life held more meaning than
he’d ever imagined possible. He had believed what Milner told him
about Christopher’s destiny; if he hadn’t, he never would have left
Christopher alone in the desert. But then it had all been cerebral.
Now he was hearing it from Christopher’s own lips. This was a
turning point, not only in the lives of these three men, but of
time itself. Just as the coming of Christ had divided time between
B.C. and A.D., this too would be a line of demarcation from which
all else would be measured. This undoubtedly was the birth
of a New Age. Decker only wished Elizabeth were alive to share it
with him.

“What can we do?” Decker asked.

“We must return to New York immediately,”
Christopher answered. “Millions of lives are at stake.”

* * * * *

Before leaving New York, Decker had arranged for the
loan of a private jet from David Bragford, telling him it was for
Milner. As planned, the jet and crew were waiting at Ben Gurion
Airport when they arrived. Decker had brought clothes and a shaving
kit for Christopher, but though he eagerly took advantage of the
shower on Bragford’s plane and welcomed the clean clothing,
Christopher decided to keep the beard.

Three hours into the flight, one of the crew
members came into the cabin, obviously distraught. “What is it?”
Decker asked.

“The captain has just picked up a report on
the radio,” he said. “Apparently, the war in India has just gone
nuclear.”

“We’re too late,” Christopher whispered to
himself as he let his head fall into his open hands.

The crewman continued, “The Islamic Guard
have detonated two nuclear bombs in New Delhi. Millions are feared
dead.”

For a long moment they sat in stunned
silence, then Decker turned to Milner. “This is what you were
talking about in Jerusalem, isn’t it?”

“Only the beginning,” Milner said sadly as
he reached over and hit the remote control to turn on the satellite
television.

 Immediately the screen showed the mushroom cloud
of the first atomic bomb set off in New Delhi. The billowing cloud
of debris seemed to roll back the sky like an immense scroll of
ancient tattered parchment.[1] Two days
after the Pakistani Islamic Guard first warned of hidden nuclear
weapons, the news network had set up remote cameras outside the
targeted cities just in case the Guard carried out its threats.
Even from ten miles away, the camera began to shake violently as
the earth trembled from the blast’s awesome shock wave.[2] Several hundred yards in front of the
camera a small two-story building shuddered with the quake and then
collapsed. An instant later a bright flash on the screen marked the
second explosion.

“That was the scene approximately one hour
ago,” the network anchor said, his voice registering his horror,
“as two atomic blasts, set off by the Pakistani Islamic Guard,
rocked the Indian subcontinent. According to sources close to the
Islamic Guard, leaders of the Guard were convinced that UN special
forces were close to locating the bombs, which would have left
little to prevent India from expanding its invasion of
Pakistan.

“Within minutes of the explosions, the
Pakistani government strongly condemned the action by the Guard
who, they repeated, are rogue forces not associated with
Pakistan’s government. But by then India had already retaliated,
launching two nuclear-tipped missiles on Pakistan. Apparently
prepared for such a response from India, China immediately launched
interceptors, which successfully brought down the Indian missiles
before they could reach their targets.

“Prior to that launch, China had attempted
to maintain a neutral position in the long-running conflict between
its neighbors. That neutrality was frequently called into question,
however, because of Chinese arms merchants who served as the main
source of weaponry for Pakistan.”

As Christopher, Decker, and Milner watched,
new information poured in at an incredible rate. In a matter of
only a few hours, the entire war was unfolding. In response to
China’s action, India launched a conventional air attack on the
Chinese interceptor bases, while simultaneously launching five
additional missiles on Pakistan. Three were intercepted; two
reached their targets.

Pakistan then responded to India’s attack by
launching a volley of its own nuclear weapons and within minutes,
the Pakistani Islamic Guard set off the six remaining bombs they
had planted in Indian cities.

 In a temporary
lull, the picture switched to a satellite feed from a camera
mounted on top of a remote-control all-terrain rover, which showed
the first horrifying scenes from the suburban areas of New Delhi.
Fire was everywhere. Rubble filled the streets. The sky was filled
with thick black smoke and radioactive fallout, which blocked the
setting sun as though it were covered by a loosely woven black
cloth.[3] Scattered
around the landscape were hundreds of bodies. Immediately in front
of the vehicle, the mostly nude body of a young Indian woman lay
twisted in the street. All but a few scraps of her clothing had
been burned away. On the less charred parts of her body, where some
skin remained, the flowered pattern of the sari she had been
wearing was seared into her flesh like a tattoo.

Sitting on the street beside her, a girl,
three or four years old, looked up at the rover. The bombs had not
been so merciful to her as to her mother; she might languish for
hours before life released its grip on her. For a moment the camera
dwelled there, studying the numerous open blisters that covered her
skin.

Christopher turned away. “I could have
prevented this,” he said. It took a moment for the statement to
sink through the horror and register with Decker.

“There’s nothing you could have done,”
Decker assured him.

“But there is,” Christopher insisted.
“I told you Faure was going to do something that would lead to an
unimaginable catastrophe, and that I was helpless to stop it.”
Christopher paused. “But it wasn’t true. There was one thing I
could have done. And now, because I hesitated, millions have been
killed and millions more will die.” Christopher shook his head.
“Even after the war is over, the fallout and radiation will
continue to kill. And unless the UN acts to provide immediate
relief, millions more could die of starvation and disease from the
rotting corpses.”

“Faure may not have intended this,”
Milner interjected, “but his ceaseless quest for power, his
criminal neglect of the WPO, and his appointment of corrupt men
like General Brooks created the environment where this war could
happen. Then in his lust to become secretary-general, he pushed the
combatants over the edge.

“It was Faure who put Brooks back in
control,” Milner continued, “and it was Faure who directed him to
issue the ultimatum to the Chinese. He was hoping to end the war
quickly in India’s favor. In return, he expected to gain Nikhil
Gandhi’s support for his bid to become secretary-general. When the
Islamic Guard complicated things, General Brooks assured Faure that
the Guard couldn’t possibly have nuclear weapons.”

“But Faure knew the risk he was taking,”
Christopher declared. “If Brooks was right, then by continuing to
enforce the ultimatum, he would call the Guard’s bluff and bring
the war to a quick close. But if the Brooks was wrong, Faure was
willing to risk a nuclear exchange because it would so destabilize
India that Gandhi would return to rebuild his country, and Rajiv
Advani would replace him as primary on the Security Council. Either
way, Faure calculated that he’d benefit.”

Decker couldn’t believe that even Faure
would be willing to sacrifice so many lives. “Christopher, are you
sure about all this?” he pressed.

He nodded sadly.

“Christopher is correct,” Milner
affirmed.

“Faure is also responsible for the murder of
Ambassador Lee,” Christopher added. “And he’s planning the
assassination of Yuri Kruszkegin.”

While this was a shocking charge, it seemed
to Decker to point to a flaw in what Christopher and Milner were
saying. “But then why didn’t Faure just kill Gandhi, instead of
risking a nuclear war?” Decker argued.

Milner answered. “The death of Ambassador
Lee was believed to be an accident,” he said. “If Kruszkegin died,
questions would arise, but ultimately most would conclude it was a
tragic coincidence. Even those who believed there was a connection
would have no reason to accuse Faure. But no one would believe that
the death of three primary members was just a fluke. Especially if
soon after that, Faure became secretary-general precisely because
of the replacement of those three members. Besides, killing Gandhi
would still leave Faure the problems in India and Pakistan to deal
with.”

Decker was still not convinced, but neither
had he gotten an answer to his previous question. “Even assuming
all of this is true,” he began, directing his query to Christopher,
“what could you possibly have done to stop it?”

 “In the third
chapter of Ecclesiastes,” Christopher answered, “King Solomon
wrote: There is a time for everything: a time to be born and a time
to die, a time to plant and a time to reap; a time to
heal . . . and a time to kill.”[4]

 Decker looked
back and forth from Christopher to Milner and then back to the
screen. As the camera panned the devastation, in the distance,
where the smoke and radioactive cloud had not yet entirely shrouded
the Earth, the moon rose above the horizon, glowing blood red
through the desecrated sky.[5]

* * * * *


It was another two hours before their plane landed in New York.
Immediately, they sped to the United Nations, where the Security
Council was meeting in closed session. As night fell in the east,
the war continued to spread. Nuclear warheads dropped like overripe
fruit, appearing as falling stars in the night sky.[6] The destruction spread six hundred
miles into China and to the south, nearly as far as Hyderabad,
India. Those who survived took shelter underground, in caves, in
crags under rocks, or wherever protection from fallout might be
found.[7] West and
north of Pakistan, the people of Afghanistan, southeastern Iran,
and southern Tajikistan gathered their families and all they could
carry on their backs, and beat a hurried path away from the war. In
just days the local weather patterns would fill their fields,
rivers, and streams with toxic fallout.

Pakistan was now little more than an open
grave. India’s arsenal was completely spent. What was left of its
army survived in small clusters that were cut off from all command
and control. Most would die soon from radiation. China was the only
participant still in control of its military and it had no interest
in going any further with the war.

In the few hours it took to fly from Israel
to New York, the war had begun and ended. The suffering and death,
however, had just begun. The final estimate of the number killed
would exceed four hundred and twenty million. There were no
winners.

* * * * *

Christopher reached the door of the Security Council
Chamber and burst through, followed closely by Decker and Milner.
For a moment the members just stared at the intruders. Everyone
knew Decker, but they had not seen Milner in a year and a half, and
the change in Christopher was more than the beard; his whole
demeanor had changed. When he recognized Christopher, Gerard
Poupardin looked over at another staffer and laughed, “Who does he
think he is? Jesus Christ?”

Christopher seized the opportunity provided
by the startled silence. “Mr. President,” Christopher said,
addressing the Canadian ambassador who was the acting president of
the Council. “Though I have no desire to disrupt the urgent
business of this body in its goal of providing relief to the
peoples of India, Pakistan, China, and the surrounding countries,
there is one among us who is not fit to cast his vote among an
assembly of thieves, much less this august body!”

“You’re out of order!” Faure shouted as he
jumped to his feet. “Mr. President, the alternate from Europe is
out of order.” The acting president reached for his gavel, but
froze at the sheer power of Christopher’s glance.

“Ladies and Gentlemen of the Security
Council—” Christopher continued.

“You’re out of order!” Faure shouted again.
Christopher looked at Faure. Suddenly and inexplicably Faure fell
back into his chair, silent.

Christopher continued. “Seldom in history
can the cause of a war be traced to one man. On this occasion, it
can be. One man sitting among you bears nearly the total burden of
guilt for this senseless war. That man is the ambassador from
France, Albert Faure.”

Faure struggled to his feet. “That’s a lie!”
he shouted.

Christopher quickly stated his charges.

“Lies! All lies!” Faure shouted in reply to
each. “Mr. President, this outrage has gone on long enough.
Ambassador Goodman has obviously gone completely mad.” Faure could
feel his strength returning. “I insist that he be restrained and
removed from this chamber and that—” Faure once again fell silent
as Christopher turned and pointed at him.

“Confess,” Christopher said in a quiet but
powerful voice.

Faure stared for a long moment in disbelief.
The Italian ambassador really had gone mad. Suddenly he began to
laugh out loud.

“Confess!” Christopher demanded again.

Abruptly, Faure’s laughter ceased. The
sudden panic in his eyes couldn’t begin to reveal the magnitude of
his torment. Without warning it seemed as though the blood in his
veins was turning to acid. His whole body was on fire from the
inside.

“Confess!” Christopher thundered.

Faure looked in Christopher’s eyes and fully
understood the source of his sudden anguish. He staggered and
caught himself on the table. Blood began to trickle from his mouth
as he bit through the tender flesh of his lower lip; his jaw
clenched uncontrollably like a vice as he moaned in unbearable
agony. Gerard Poupardin ran toward him, and those nearby tried to
help him to his seat.

There was no way out.

“Yes! Yes!” he cried suddenly, writhing in
excruciating pain but pulling free of the grip of those trying to
assist him. “It’s all true!” he confirmed. “Everything he has said
is true! The war, Ambassador Lee’s death; the plan to kill
Kruszkegin, all of it!”

Everyone in the room stared in disbelief. No
one understood what was happening, least of all Gerard Poupardin.
But everyone heard him — Faure had plainly confessed.

In offering his admission, Faure’s only wish
was that it would somehow bring an end to his torment, and in that
he was not disappointed. No sooner had he finished, than he fell to
the floor, dead.

Someone ran for a doctor and for about
fifteen minutes the chamber was filled with confusion, until
finally Faure’s lifeless body was taken from the room.

 “Mr. President!”
came a somber voice from near the spot where Faure had fallen. It
was Christopher. “A quarter of the world’s population is dead or at
risk.[8] There is so
much that must be done, and must be done quickly. As indelicate as
it may seem: with the death of Ambassador Faure, until the nations
of Europe can elect a new primary, as alternate for that region, I
am now its acting representative. Please, let us get to the
business at hand!”

* * * * *

The coroner’s report would find that Albert Faure
had died of a massive heart attack, brought on, it seemed, by the
tremendous burden of guilt for what he had done. For Decker, no
explanation was necessary: Christopher had begun to exercise the
unexplored powers within him. He could only hope and pray that
these powers would be equal to the challenges the world would soon
face as Christopher led mankind through the final stage of its
evolution and into the glorious dawn of the New Age of
humankind.


Chapter 1

Birth Pains

 New
York

 The China-India-Pakistan
War lasted only a day, but the dead numbered in the hundreds of
millions. Millions more would yet die from radiation poisoning,
disease, and starvation. Nature, too, demanded her toll as wild
animals, driven from their natural habitats, attacked weakened
human survivors fleeing the holocaust.[9]

For Acting Security Council Primary,
Christopher Goodman, the ensuing days were filled with endless
meetings aimed at providing assistance to the war’s survivors. His
experience with the UN Food and Agriculture Organization put him at
the center of discussions concerning food relief, and he showed
himself to possess both skill and untiring drive.

Because the fateful meeting that had led to
Ambassador Faure’s death had been closed to cameras, there was no
video record of the confrontation between Christopher and Faure.
The stories that emerged credited Christopher for exposing the
French Ambassador’s foul deeds, but the stranger aspects of Faure’s
confession and his sudden death, which followed, were downplayed or
omitted altogether by those who didn’t want to be taken for fools.
So much had happened so quickly, and all was open to
interpretation. Besides, dealing with the impact of the war left no
time for such silly speculation.

The return of former UN Assistant
Secretary-General Robert Milner was celebrated with great
excitement at a reception held by the Lucius Trust, which was
attended by several hundred members and supporters, including many
UN delegates. Milner took advantage of the opportunity to express
his sincere approval of Ms. Gaia Love as Alice Bernley’s successor
as director, and he encouraged the members to be diligent in
advancing the work of the Trust. He concluded his address to
thunderous applause by confirming the rumor circulating among the
Trust’s supporters that his return from Israel was evidence that
“the time” was very near.

* * * * *

“Do you have the article you told
me about?” Christopher asked as he sat down with Decker and Milner
in his office. It was the first time the three had the opportunity
to meet since their return from Israel. Decker nodded and reached
into his briefcase to retrieve his tablet and selected the
bookmarked page of The New York Times.

“I think you should hear this, Bob,”
Christopher told Milner.

“This is from yesterday,” Decker explained
as he began reading the article.

While the attention of most of the world focuses on
the still unfolding tragedy in the East, in Israel two would-be
prophets are predicting far worse tragedy to come. The two men,
leaders of a large and very active cult called the Koum Damah Patar
or KDP, say that the Earth is about to undergo cataclysmic events
including fire falling from the sky, collision with an asteroid,
the poisoning of one-third of the Earth’s fresh water, and the
darkening of one-third of the sun and stars.

 While most Israelis
consider the two men simply an annoyance, there are some who take
them very seriously and claim that they are responsible for causing
the drought that has stricken Israel and the rest of the Middle
East for the past 17 months. Their followers believe that one of
the men, whom they call Rabbi Yochanan — the Hebrew equivalent of
John — is actually the Apostle John of the Christian New Testament,
and that though he appears to be in his fifties, he is actually
more than 2,000 years old. The second man, who says he comes, “as
did John the Baptist, in the spirit and power of Elijah,”[10] is a former Hasidic rabbi named Saul Cohen.
Cohen was disowned by the rest of Judaism nearly twenty years ago
when he began to teach that Jesus was the Jewish Messiah.

Dressed in robes made of burlap or “sackcloth,” John
and Cohen walk Israel’s streets proclaiming their message of God’s
wrath on the Earth. Adding to their general unkempt appearance,
reportedly the two men seldom bathe and cover the tops of their
heads with ashes in accordance with ancient religious traditions
for those in mourning. They refuse requests for interviews, and
when questioned, only repeat their dire warnings.

 Though the KDP has a
large number of additional followers, actual membership is said to
be limited to 144,000, all of whom are unmarried Jewish males and
are distinguished by the blood-red Hebrew lettering that each bears
on his forehead.[11]

According to the proclamations of the two KDP
leaders, the destruction they prophesy will befall the people of
Earth because mankind has “refused to follow God’s laws and to
accept God’s mercy.” They say the reason that the prophesied
punishment will come from the heavens is because instead of
worshiping the “true God,” men have instead worshiped the sun, moon
and stars — an apparent reference to astrology.

Sources inside the Israeli government report that
police have attempted to arrest the cult’s two leaders but have
been unable to infiltrate KDP ranks. Even though the two men have
now come out into the open, police have been unable to arrest them
because of their uncanny ability to quickly slip away whenever
police, even undercover police, come near.

As Decker read the last few paragraphs of
the article, Christopher rose from his chair and went to one of his
bookshelves. “Listen to this,” he said, as he read from a
leather-bound book. It was a Bible.

The first angel sounded his trumpet, and there came
hail and fire mixed with blood, and it was hurled down upon the
Earth. A third of the Earth was burned up, a third of the trees
were burned up, and all the green grass was burned up.

The second angel sounded his trumpet, and something
like a huge mountain, all ablaze, was thrown into the sea. A third
of the sea turned into blood, a third of the living creatures in
the sea died, and a third of the ships were destroyed.

The third angel sounded his trumpet, and a great
star, blazing like a torch, fell from the sky on a third of the
rivers and on the springs of water — the name of the star is
Wormwood. A third of the waters turned bitter, and many people died
from the waters that had become bitter.

 The fourth angel sounded
his trumpet, and a third of the sun was struck, a third of the
moon, and a third of the stars, so that a third of them turned
dark. A third of the day was without light, and also a third of the
night.[12]

“That sounds frighteningly similar to what
John and Cohen are predicting,” Christopher concluded, as he
flipped to another page.

“You mean that stuff is in the Bible?”
Decker asked.

“The book of Revelation,” Christopher said.
“But here’s something else.”

 And I will give power to
my two witnesses, and they will prophesy for 1,260 days, clothed in
sackcloth. These are the two olive trees and the two lampstands
that stand before the Lord of the Earth. If anyone tries to harm
them, fire comes from their mouths and devours their enemies. This
is how anyone who wants to harm them must die. These men have power
to shut up the sky so that it will not rain during the time they
are prophesying; and they have power to turn the waters into blood
and to strike the Earth with every kind of plague as often as they
want.[13]

“Now I’m really confused,” Decker said.
“That makes it sound like God wants John and Cohen to do all do all
that stuff.”

“Remember though,” Christopher reminded, “it
was John who wrote Revelation. Of course he’s going to claim he’s
acting on God’s behalf.”

“And I believe he and Cohen may have the
power to cause these things,” Milner warned. “Two thousand years
ago John could only foresee these events. Now, with his
psychic and telekinetic abilities so greatly advanced, he’s chosen
to use what he wrote all those years ago as a blueprint.”

“Okay, hold it a minute,” Decker said. “I
admit, I’m a little slow,” he began self-effacingly, “but would
somebody please explain to me why these guys have all this power in
the first place and why they want to cause all this
destruction?”

“I’m sorry, Decker,” Milner responded. “All
of this has been happening pretty fast. As I told you in Jerusalem,
humankind is about to enter the final phase of its evolution. At
the completion of this phase — which we call the New Age — humans
will have evolved as far beyond what we are now, as we now are
above the insects. The KDP are among the first to enter that
phase.

“Haven’t you ever wondered what it is about
the Jewish people that allowed them to endure as a culture for
nearly nineteen hundred years without a country? They survived
dispersion and literally dozens of attempts by bigots and bigoted
governments to destroy them. They have flourished despite the
cruelest discrimination. And most amazing of all, they have avoided
assimilation into the cultures around them. No other nationality in
history can claim that. Decker, they really are different from
non-Jews. That may sound like a racist statement, but what I’m
saying is that they are actually slightly farther along on the
evolutionary scale. The difference is small, but it explains why
the first concrete manifestations of the New Age are being seen
among the Jews. The KDP are the spearhead of the evolutionary
changes to come. Within just the next five years these changes will
begin to spread throughout the world, to people of every nation and
race.”

Decker thought on that a moment. “So how do
John and Cohen fit in?”

“Like the biblical Jewish prophets before
them,” Milner explained, “both John and Cohen were born with
certain psychic abilities. I suspect that Jesus recognized that
ability in John and that’s why he chose him to be among his
disciples.”

Decker looked at Christopher, who shrugged
to indicate he had no recollection of the matter.

Milner continued. “As the New Age
approaches, John and Cohen have been catapulted beyond anything the
world has previously known. And yet soon the power they have will
seem like nothing at all. I cannot begin to tell you the magnitude
of what lies ahead for humankind. As the potential of the human
mind is realized, we’ll begin to see our fellow humans not only
through our physical eyes but also through the mind’s eye. We’ll
begin, as the KDP already has begun, to see the innermost part of
those around us: their needs and desires; their hopes and fears;
their pain and their joy; their true selves! And as this happens,
we will be stripped bare of the facade that makes some of us seem
beautiful and some of us ugly, some charming and others dull, some
attractive and others repulsive. When we can truly see those
around us, then we will begin to truly understand.

“Certainly, all that we see won’t be
pleasant; indeed, much will be dark and corrupted. But we’ll also
be able to see beyond the corruption to its root. And as we
understand what has made each of us what we are, we’ll quickly lose
our hatred for one another. We’ll come to realize that
understanding others is just as great a blessing as being
understood.”

The excitement in Milner’s voice grew with
every sentence and it was contagious. Opening the Bible that
Christopher had set on the coffee table, he continued. “The Apostle
Paul put it beautifully in First Corinthians.”

 For we know in part and
we prophesy in part, but when perfection comes, the imperfect
disappears. When I was a child, I talked like a child, I thought
like a child, I reasoned like a child. When I became a man, I put
childish ways behind me. Now we see but a poor reflection as in a
mirror; then we shall see face to face. Now I know in part; then I
shall know fully, even as I am fully known.[14]

 Milner put the
Bible down and continued. “As we learn to speak and listen with our
hearts, true cooperation will begin. There is no end to what we’ll
be able to do when we really work together![15] But even this is only the beginning! Merely
the foredawn of the glorious New Age!” Milner was nearly out of his
seat.

“As the transcendent dawn becomes full, we
will grow beyond the realm of our physical bodies. To call that
form ‘spirit’ would not be inappropriate, but that term is limited
by what we can now imagine; and it’s so much more! The solar
system, the galaxy, indeed the very universe, will be ours! We’ll
do things and travel to places, times, and dimensions
unimaginable!”

Never had Decker imagined the awesome
magnitude of the promise this New Age held. In that brief moment,
he swore himself to its fulfillment.

“And yet,” Milner continued, his tone now
changing to one of caution, “all this could be torn from us. The
next few years will determine whether we boldly enter the glorious
light of the New Age or retreat into the darkness of our hatred and
fear. If the latter course is chosen, on that day we will surely
begin to die as a species, and eventually, man will certainly
destroy himself and the Earth with him.”

“‘Man must evolve or perish,’” Christopher
said, introspectively. “That’s what my father told me in the
desert: ‘Man must evolve or perish.’”

“Even as we see the emergence of so great a
promise as the New Age,” Milner continued, “we also see the specter
of a hideous and macabre threat. History, it has been said, is the
record of man’s inhumanity to man. Our recent history certainly
bears grim witness to that: the destruction of Russia, the
China-India-Pakistan War. And even where there is no war, there is
individual brutality. Violent crime has risen dramatically each
year since the Disaster,” he said, referring to the day seventeen
years earlier when nearly one-fifth of the world’s population had
suddenly and mysteriously died.

“Does the Disaster have something to do with
all of this?” Decker asked.

“What I’m saying is that as the New Age
approaches, the old age struggles to hold on. It’s not that the age
in itself has any power, but rather that humankind, sensing the
coming of something new and unknown, foolishly grasps onto what it
knows, no matter how self-destructive it may be. We cling to our
past like a man holding to the mast of a sinking ship rather than
swimming to a nearby lifeboat. By appealing to this fear of the
unknown, John and Cohen have perverted the KDP.”

“If the KDP is just misled,” Decker
reasoned, “then the real threat is only from John and Cohen!”
Looking at Christopher, he asked, “Can’t you just do something like
you did with Albert Faure? If they’re really going to cause all
that destruction, then surely it’s justified for you to take some
kind of preemptive action!”

Milner answered for Christopher.
“Unfortunately, it’s not that simple. Entry into the New Age must
be a conscious choice. No one can be forced or dragged into it.
Evolution, as the world has experienced it to this point,” Milner
explained, “is ‘material evolution.’ That is, the force of
evolution has caused physical changes, with creatures progressing
along divergent paths of advancement. There was never any choice
involved: Those species that adapted and evolved survived; those
that did not, perished. The path of material evolution has achieved
its full realization; the next and final step is not
material but spiritual evolution. That’s why there
must be a choice. Choice is both the impetus and catalyst to allow
the change to begin. We must each choose for ourselves either to
enter the New Age or to remain in the past.

“Eliminating John and Cohen wouldn’t
facilitate a correct decision; it would simply remove the
possibility of choice. It may seem ironic, but without the option
of choosing to remain in the present age, it’s impossible to enter
the new one.”

“So you’re saying, in effect, John and Cohen
are a necessary evil?”

Milner nodded. “I admire your succinctness,”
he said. “Had it not been John and Cohen, it would have been
someone or something else. The ‘evil’ is necessary for the ‘good’
to emerge.”

“But if choice is required, what about the
KDP? They’ve obviously made the wrong choice, yet they’ve
already entered the New Age.”

“Just because the manifestations are most
evident in the KDP,” Milner countered, “doesn’t mean they have
entered the New Age. No one enters the New Age apart from everyone
else; the threshold must be crossed as a species, not as
individuals. The choice is still theirs to continue to follow John
and Cohen, or to follow Christopher. The same choice will be
offered to everyone.

“I don’t know the exact timing,” Milner
continued. “The opportunity will come only when the world is ready
to decide. I do know that until then, John and Cohen must be
allowed to do their worst. Only in that way will humankind be
prepared to take the step of volition that is required.”

“So, basically what you’re saying is that
Christopher can’t give the world the choice to stop beating their
heads against the wall until they’ve so bloodied themselves that
they’re willing to stop?”

“Uh . . . yes,” Milner
said, with a hint of a smile. “Once again I compliment your ability
to cut to the heart of the matter.”

“Okay,” Decker said, “just one more
question . . . for now anyway.”

Milner listened.

“How do you know all this stuff?”

“That’s a very long story. Suffice it to say
that we can be sure that despite John and Cohen’s powers, there is
at least one thing they have claimed that is patently false: Saul
Cohen doesn’t come in the power and spirit of the prophet
Elijah . . . I do.”

“Meaning what?” Decker prodded.

“You remember that Alice Bernley had a
spirit guide whom she called Master Djwlij Kajm or sometimes ‘the
Tibetan.’” Decker nodded. “When Alice died, her spirit guide came
to me. During the sixteen months I was in Israel, before you and
Christopher arrived, I went through a period of preparation under
Djwlij Kajm’s guidance. At the conclusion of that period, in a
process that’s a bit difficult to explain, I received into myself
the spirit of Elijah. We are both here.”

Decker cocked his head, still bound by his
skeptical propensities.

 “Jewish prophecy,” Milner explained, “says that
Elijah, who was the greatest of all of the Jewish prophets, would
return.[16] According to
his successor, Elijah didn’t die, but was taken up alive into
heaven.[17] That’s why Saul
Cohen claims that he comes in the spirit and power of Elijah. He
intends to counterfeit the return to the Jewish people. But, in
fact, that is impossible because the spirit of Elijah dwells here
within me. We are one. I am his mouth and he is my eyes.”

“So, you know everything that’s going to
happen?” Decker asked.

“The knowledge is within us,” Milner said,
referring in the plural to himself and the one who possessed him.
“But there is a veil beyond which I have been forbidden to look. I
suspect that Elijah is protecting me from something. When the time
is right, the veil will be lifted.”

Decker exhaled through pursed lips. “So
where do we go from here?” he asked. “Do we just sit and wait while
John and Cohen wreak havoc?”

“Not at all,” Milner answered.

“Then, what? Do we reveal who Christopher is
and put the religion of the New Age on the fast track, or
what?”

“No,” Christopher answered. “The New Age
isn’t about replacing one religion with another. In fact, it’s just
the opposite. This is about humankind coming to rely upon itself,
upon the god that’s within all of us.

“Karl Marx said that religion is the opiate
of the people, but he was wrong. Religion isn’t the opiate, it’s
the incendiary of the people! Never is evil done so well as
when it’s done in the name of religion! Never is cruelty so
absolute as when it’s empowered by self-righteous anger! Never has
so convenient an excuse as religion been found for one man to rob
or murder another! Hindus murder Muslims, Muslims murder Jews,
Catholics murder Protestants, Buddhists murder
Hindus . . . there’s just no end.”

For a moment there was profound silence as
Decker pondered, amazed that he had never considered these things.
Now it all seemed so obvious. It was, after all, religious
differences that had served as the line of demarcation in the war
between India and Pakistan and as a key factor in China’s support
of Pakistan.

“In answer to your question, Decker,” Milner
interjected, “what must be done is not religious. It is rather,
political. The first step is Christopher’s election as primary from
Europe. We require the votes of eighteen countries in the European
region. Much has already been done toward that goal, and I believe
he has that many votes already.”

The news caught Decker by surprise. “Can you
be sure?”

 “Over the past
week, since our return from Israel, I’ve met with many European
members. They’re quite impressed, as are most of the members, with
Christopher’s handling of the situation with Faure. But even more
important,” Milner continued, “has been the magnificent way
Christopher has stepped into the position of acting-primary. I
wouldn’t be surprised if he were elected unanimously.[18]

“At the proper time,” Milner continued, “the
second step will be Christopher’s election as secretary-general.
Much of the foundation has already been laid through years of work
by myself and by the Lucius Trust. I believe we can already count
on the support of more than a third of the general membership and
at least four members of the Security Council.”

“All those people know about
Christopher?”

“Only those in whom I have the utmost trust.
The rest have only nebulous imaginations of the New Age and a vague
knowledge that a mighty leader of that age is
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