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THE CONFERENCE

Chapter 1
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Beltowers was displeased with the effort of those he hired to do his dirty work and was now in the position to be disciplined by those who controlled him. They controlled him with influence and money. These were the men who financed his schemes and businesses, the very men who were abstractly behind all his decisions. These were the people who comprised influential makers and shakers who were from the Lodge, Triads, and The Sons of the East; having one thing in common they all meet under the guise of Hermeticism, purporting to practice Enochianism. Men, who intimidated, manipulated and dominated their associates. 

A meeting was convened in the Temple on the south/west side of Manila just off the Quezon Boulevard, in the Outer Court of the Temple. Not far away was the dirty, muddy river that split Manila in two. It wasn’t a happy meeting and Ignacio Pontifico wanted answers but of course, first, they must practice their rituals; even as far as Carlos was concerned, for appearance's sake. The Hegemon summoned all gathered into the Inner Court where everybody, robed and capped began the banishing ceremony. 

Whether it was the tension and anger amongst the mages that night or not, the atmosphere in the windowless room was electrified. As the men prayed and asked for the appearance and instruction from the Angels there was a sharp crack like that from a Bull Whip. Carlos Beltowers was startled he had never heard anything like this before. His face was taut and looked like all the blood had strained from it. He knew he was in the line of fire from his colleagues. Almost immediately there was another loud crack and a crooked strobe-like light emanating from the right corner of the room above the golden altar. The mages looked up and there scuttling about the wall was a distorted figure with limbs like a weathered olive tree, thin and a pasty green in color. The Demon had a long tail and cracked it again across Beltowers back. It stung like the sting of a scorpion and Beltowers reeled and screamed like a woman in childbirth from the impact. As Beltowers lay faint on the floor the officers around him bowed in terror, and when they looked up in fear, eyes wide open and mouths agape they couldn’t believe the manifestation before them. The officers and mages were in a cold sweat as to what to do next, their textbooks hadn’t prepared them for this. With a snarl and hiss, the creature descended to the floor near the curtained doorway and motioned to the Hegemon to open it. Ignacio sheepishly obeyed and very tentatively edged his way toward the curtain where he stayed out of wistful reach. Knowing the power this being had, it was a futile move. He furtively drew the curtain back and timidly turned the knob on the door. The Demon looked the Hegemon in the eye and snarled, again and again, it smelt like death and once the door was open the Demon vanished.

Everybody in the room was overawed by the appearance of the Demon. This was most certainly not what they wanted to seek or entertain, however, their attentions turned to Beltowers who was still immobile on the floor, lying in a fetal position. Eventually, Beltowers came around, he stood to his feet a little groggy but instead of the submissive appearance he had before; he had changed. His personality had taken on a new dimension from before, when he was a dominating character, he was now a sour, menacing being. The others who were gathered there recognized the change from a scowling, cynical man to this, and became very wary of their approach. Beltowers was now more determined than ever to get his hands upon the Case. He didn’t need the motivation of his intimidating peers he had the desire from within as a man possessed. 

“Beltowers, what has come over you?” said a fearful Anthony Hong from Kowloon.

Beltowers shrugged off the question and instead turned his attention to a leader of the Triads represented there, Jimmy Ma.

“I am going to use you; I am going to use you to get what is mine!”

Overcome with awe and dumbfounded the men dispersed and went their way confused in their minds as to what would happen next. Beltowers gathered his wits together and boarded his chauffeur-driven Lincoln, black as it was and black and devious as his heart. Straight up the Boulevard to his home sped the conveyance not stopping anywhere, with Beltowers broodingly sitting upright in the back like a crocodile that has just laid her eggs and was on guard of the nest. 

That night Beltowers never slept a wink as he sat in his leather armchair in the darkened gloom of the gold and white lounge room, his head spinning with all sorts of machinations. The walls in the room were white with many large paintings on the wall of Spanish Galleons and the bloodthirsty wars of the Moors. All the pictures were mounted with gold plastered frames that had a filigree pattern. The leather settee and arm chairs were an old gold color and they rested on a contrasting brownish wooden floor. None of what had happened made sense to his intellect but his heart compelled him, in a bitter way to scheme how he could get David to return to the Philippines where it would be much easier for him to wrest the Case off him, and do away with the Drone in a plot that would not be noticed or detected. The all-night session of Carlos’ did nothing to come up with a suitable tangible plan that was feasible as this was going to require the intervention of an esoteric nature. Whether it was the fact he had no sleep and hadn’t eaten since the conference with his manipulative friends, Carlos began to hallucinate, or perhaps it was a dream or vision but before him stood a gigantic being as tall as a ten-storied building. It was naked and had no genitals and spoke in a very stern voice. 

“I WILL ENTICE THE MAN TO RETURN!” 

To Beltowers it appeared to be an Angel of light and he gasped at the intrusion. Beltowers had no recollection of his experience at the Temple all he knew was that he had this overwhelming desire to harm David Chen. After the appearance of the Angel of light Beltowers slumped into a hypnotic sleep exhausted and confused. In the state he was in he had no feelings for his family; from now on his contact and relationship with them would be automatic. Carlos Beltowers slept on till early morning the next day, he was oblivious to the Chauffeurs' appearance and other servants who either resided in the house or came each day to do their chores. Julius left him to it, it was no use talking to Carlos in this state, and anyway, he had plenty to occupy him with the running of the Caboose Room. The Maid fixed Carlos a meal and he regained some of his original composure, his head still ringing with visions and nightmares. 

Beltowers had a certain manufactured charm about him that appealed to the weak-minded and those who were carried away with their wants, selfish ambition, and greed, and downright lust. This he could use to his advantage.

It was out of this attitude of single-mindedness from Carlos that his son decided to make his move, having already siphoned off a sizable Bank Account from the Hotel and Casino in Olongapo. He considered his Father no longer to be interested in the day-to-day running of the business and felt perfectly justified in setting up his own entity. He would turn the Towers Advertising Company into a Video and Film Production Company; seeking contracts with Filipino TV and overseas Film Companies wanting Tropical Locations for their Shoot. The plan seemed good to him and he began to amass about him suitable staff. 

As it so happened Seraphim turned up at the Caboose Room uninvited but very enlightened. He had roamed around the wilderness in Mindanao for some days after the shocking experience of the explosive atmosphere that the Case had created, burning to ashes his compatriots. Seraphim had been spared as he was at the back and hadn’t joined the chase, so after being found by some local tribes people they had nursed him back to reality and set him on the road again. Eventually, he found his way back to Manila and this is where Julius had found Seraphim, knocking at his door. Julius was quick to invite him in knowing the closeness he had with Beltowers and that Seraphim had been privy to many of Carlos’ schemes.

Michael had quickly got wind of the defection of Seraphim and was jealous of Julius’ move to corner influence in his Fathers affairs. All had gone well with Michael’s transition from Olongapo, he had his mother’s blessing as she could see this would be a way to make some retribution for the waywardness of her husband’s neglect of her marriage, yet still, keep things in the family. Evangeline subsequently took total charge of The Regent she had trained up good reliable staff and she knew her boy to be strong in character with an active entrepreneurial mind. He would still be available for her to call on if need be. Neither Evangeline nor Michael had any animosity toward David Chen as far as they were concerned, he had fitted in well with their business and had been an asset to them. One thing they both agreed upon was that they needed him back as an accountant. 

Michael quickly contacted his brother at the Cordoba which is outside of Sacramento.

“Hey, how are things going? Have you heard from Father?”

“Well, he has given me charge of all the business over this side of the Pacific, said he was too occupied with some new project and would not make his usual trip out here.”

“I don’t know exactly what is going on with him but it looks like we need to get on with it, otherwise we will be left without an inheritance.”

“Yes, I agree,” said Mario. Not really liking his brother’s ambitious ways.

“What I was ringing about,” said Michael. “Do you have any contact with David Chen?”

“Not exactly, I haven’t spoken to him since Father did the dirty on him when he was working here.”

“Well, Mother and I would love to have him back. Things run very well while he was here and we need him for the Davao Project. He was the one who could see the need for improvements down there and it is imperative that we somehow get him to return. “

“I can see the need and how it would benefit us all. There is one thing that I can suggest and that is down at the Hotel in San Diego there is a receptionist who is very fond of David and him of her.”

“Oh! Interesting this could be used to help entice him back here. Thanks, brother. Can we work together on this?”

“Only for the good of the business mind you. I wouldn’t consent to this scheme for any other reason.” 

The plans were put in place to promote Bridgett to work in Olongapo with as many incentives as she required in the hope that she would be sufficient bait to entice David to return. Of course, there was still that other unfinished business that Michael was aware of and that was the incarceration of David’s good friend Jack, perhaps with a little bit of money placed in the right places his case might able to be brought forward.  

Initially, Bridgett wasn’t enamored with the idea of going to the Philippines but when they added to the mix the opportunity of going shopping in Hong Kong and Singapore, at The Regent Hotel and Casino’s expense, she couldn’t resist the temptation to work abroad. She reasoned that she was young, independent, and unattached; what was there stopping her. Bridgett had developed into a vivacious woman with a Marilyn Munro figure, she was a gem and the World was her showcase. The contract was complete she would be away from the States for a year with the right to renew her contract for a further year if she wanted to.

Michael was pleased with his plan to lure Bridgett to the Philippines, as well, at this time his business was just getting off the ground with his first deal. An Independent Hollywood movie company; (Twisted Limbs), needed to use the outdoor scene of the forested gorge which was near Manila up toward Antipolo. It was depicted on the company website of Towers Video & Film. Michael was asked by them to send a film crew up there to Film the gorge. 

It was all on and the day came for the shoot and Michael was desirous to be on set himself. Unfortunately, it was the same day Bridgett was to arrive at Manila International Airport. He knew what a hot sweaty experience that was and for the sake of his need for no slip-ups in getting David to return to the Islands he knew he needed to be there. From Olongapo, he had brought down Joy to be his second in command. She was a capable and trustworthy person somebody Michael could rely on. It was Joy’s assignment to oversee the Shoot while he met Bridgett at the Airport.

As usual, there was little trouble coming through Customs and Immigration for Bridgett and she was relieved to be off the Plane but the warm humid atmosphere that greeted her as Michael met her and took her to his waiting car overwhelmed her. She was not prepared for this and it made her feel faint. She pondered about how she would be able to cope with this.

“You will soon get used to this,” said Michael, acutely aware of Bridgett’s predicament. “Anyways back at the Hotel, we have a very effective Air-conditioning system.”

“Okay,” said an exhausted Bridgett.

This was easy to say however as far as she was concerned that may be the case but it was the getting there that bothered her. Michael casually took her back to his offices; he was besotted with Bridgett’s demure, petite figure and he could easily see how David had been smitten by her. He was positive she must have had many boyfriends since her relationship with David. The truth was her father was very protective of her and in no way did he approve of his daughter coming on this trip. He would hold Beltowers accountable to the ninth if anything happened untoward to his beautiful, trusting daughter. One thing he was sure of was that she would be far away from that loathsome Chinese boy from New York.

By the time they reached Towers Video & Film the team had finished for the day and Joy was back in the office. Joy met Bridgett politely but it was only seconds later that jealousy roused in her heart as Bridgett received many admiring glances and much flirting from the Film Crew and the other two men that worked with Michael in the Company. Overnight Bridgett would be booked into a respectable Hotel down in Makati and the following day Michael would take her up to Olongapo, much to Joy’s relief. 

The next morning as Michael was helping take Bridgett’s luggage over the few steps outside the Hotel in P. Burgos Street a couple of Whorists passed by; thinking that Bridgett was fair game they toyed with her. Michael backtracked and intervened but the two guys took exception to a local defending a blond American and they became more intimidating and abusive. One of them took a swing at Michael with a clenched fist missing him wildly, however, Bridgett’s attention was distracted and she slipped which sent her spilling down the steps and tripping into Michael’s arms, making her long blond hair fall over her face and envelope Michaels. Joy who was waiting in the car to be taken to work on the way was envious and quickly turned her head in dismay, thinking her chances with the handsome Michael had now been put in jeopardy. Bridgett gained her composure and apologized profusely to a gratified Michael.

“There’s no need.”

Michael’s heart took an extra beat and he was aroused at having this beautiful young girl run to him for protection. At that moment Bridgett felt something too. She wasn’t sure that it was chemistry but a twig of romance was spiced in her life. It had been so long since she was held like that. She tidied her hair and as Michael opened the back door of his Cadillac, she pertly sided into the voluptuous leather back seat.  

At the offices in San Gregorio where Michael dropped Joy off, with a cheeky smack on her posterior, he nipped into the lift, ran out at the third floor, went into his cubical, and rang his mother warning her of their impending arrival. Joy on the other hand felt appreciative of the attention Michael had paid her. 

On the ride up to Olongapo, the ice had been broken between the two and they talked freely, flirted, and blushed with one another over each other’s forwardness. 

“Are you attached, Michael?”

“I am not married if that is what you mean?”

Then the conversation would go off on another tangent.

“Have you always lived in the Philippines? I have met your brother at the Cordoba. You are not a bit like him.”

“Well thanks very much for the compliment.”

“This is my first time.”

“What do you mean?” was the startled reply from a man whose mind was still on sex.

“You know; out of my own country so to speak. I have been Interstate but never to another country.”

“Oh!  ——OH! I see what you mean.”

Then the pair looked at each other knowing full well the innuendo and what the confusion was about, and blushed.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

BEWILDERED

Chapter 2
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“Hi! David” said the Manager of the Bank he was working at. “I was wondering if you would be interested in attending a Lodge meeting. We meet every Friday Night and I think you would make a great initiate.”

This invitation astounded him. David wasn’t ignorant of the Lodges but had never considered being involved with one, so hesitation and a cautious reply were to be expected. He was sure his boss hadn’t seen the bracelet he was wearing as he was always careful to keep it concealed under a shirt that had extra-long Shirt sleeves. He knew that certain lodges and people within these institutions were fanatically interested in these relics. David thought he had better return a pleasant answer to the request as he didn’t want to ruin any chances of advancement in this job.

“Thanks for the invitation, I am certainly interested and I will give it some thought.”

“OK, David, I will leave it with you. Get back to me some time tomorrow so I can let the Grand Marshall know of the arrangements. I am sure you will enjoy the networking that we have there.”

“Thanks, Sir, I will let you know in good time.”

David’s Dad had pulled some strings and had got an interview for this job for him at a Citibank with which he had a connection with. The young man was curious about the Lodge because of the Case and all the mystery that surrounded it, so the request to join intrigued him. At this point in time, it would be an affirmative response as he couldn’t see how belonging would compromise his position; as long as it was never divulged about his involvement with the Case; at any rate, they were probably unaware of the significance.

David Chen had forgone his usual Friday night escapades of female stalking at the local clubs and turned up per invite to Clem Reingar’s meeting. He was aware of the mystery that surrounds these Lodges with their signs and secret handshakes. Clem met him at the entrance as pre-arranged and they walked in. All seemed uneventful and the expected ceremonial procedures ensued. It all seemed relatively convivial and a little bit weird with what seemed a serious tone with men who otherwise knew each other and their pecking order in society. The meeting soon came to an end. David had met some men who were enterprising people in the Banking Industry whom he thought would be an advantage to him for further promotions.

“How did it go son?” asked Clem his boss.

“Interesting,” David replied.

“How do you feel about taking the initiation?”

“What is that all about, sir?” He cautiously inquired.

“Just a simple ceremony; it takes about half an hour. You won’t be the only person accepting the rites.”

“Okay, I will give it some thought and let you know at work.”

With that thought in mind, David bid his new acquaintances farewell and headed off home, taking the subway back to the apartment. The mail which he had picked up earlier lay scattered on the Breakfast Bar where it had been thrown. He noticed a letter with an overseas stamp on it. It was from the Philippines and assumed it was news about Jack's Trial. 

“Hi! David”

It read:

“I am now in the Philippines working for your old employers at The Regent in Olongapo.

You were highly regarded here and because everybody was still talking about you, it prompted me to drop you a line and let you know how much they appreciated you.” 

The letter said how much Bridgett enjoyed her new experience but it was lonely without fellow Americans to talk to.

The Letter finished with:

“I think of you often and I hope one day we can meet again.”

David put the letter down and pondered on the words. The letter had flushed his heart with fond memories and times with Bridgett. 

“One day,” he thought. “When Bridgett returns to home soil, I will take a trip down to California and visit her.”

He put off writing a reply straight away until his thoughts had sorted and his feelings were more rational to his mind. 

Work continued as usual and he had finally got his head around the mundane routine of being at home and in a regular job. The excitement of the past months was still fresh in his mind but he knew the reality of the situation was that normal life would be more mentally healthy for his disposition. So, sleep, eat, work and the occasional foray into the club scene was at this time what his ordinary life would endure. Now and then he was triggered into desiring a more exciting life. This was understandable considering his past experiences. It was at one of those times he decided to reply to Bridgett’s letter. So, he scrawled out a lustful reply and posted it. After the letter slipped into the Mailbox David suddenly had a feeling that Bridgett may take offense at what was written but it was too late now to do anything about it. He would just have to let it ride and see what reaction was sent back.

Over the next few weeks, David decided to submit to the request of the Bank Manager to take the rites at the Chapter.

“What harm could it do, perhaps it might even spice up my life,” he thought.

So, at the monthly meeting, David went through this childish ceremony of play-acting out a ritual in front of an open coffin while he was blindfolded, swearing his secrecy to the Lodge and members to the point of death, on keeping their rituals and devolutions to himself and other sworn members. It was all rather painless and pointless but for the sake of the connections he was making there, it was beneficial. At the end of the ceremony senior men came up and shook his hand and told him he wouldn’t regret his decision. This was something to be determined as he had no idea how this would affect his life in the future.

Bridget replied to David’s letter which was a surprise. 

He thought; “She must be really lonely over there not to be put off by my stir-crazy ramblings.”

As he read the letter, he had a deep longing to go to her and be with her. How he wanted to get on the next Plane to Manila and scramble up to Olongapo and comfort her. This realization was all too frivolous and there was a need to cool his ardor with some rational thoughts. As quickly as he did this a thought about Jack stranded in Manila Jail came to mind. David still had ties to the place. He was in a quandary as to how to resolve his thoughts and desires. That night was a sleepless one as the predicament of his friends played on his mind. He was in no way alert for work the next morning as he trudged his way to the center of town. 

Little bit by little bit Clem Reingar claimed David’s confidence. His influence over his life grew at a pace that had crept up on him unaware. David looked upon the manager as someone who would be crucial to his promotion in the Bank. Over the course of time, he was given more responsibility and advancement. It wasn’t long until he was earning a six-figure salary. David was now in a position of being depended upon and felt integral to the running of this branch of the Bank. Having joined the Lodge had paid dividends as regards his relationship with Clem. Despite how successful he was doing here; it didn’t resolve the other issues that were in his life; the parts of his life that had been left behind in the Philippines. The thought of Jack in that prison churned his guts and a longing for Bridgett sent his head in turmoil. 

Wearily that evening arriving home after a full day in the Office; fetching his mail from the Pigeon Hole at the entranceway, he stumbled in the door tripping on the doormat and sending the mail all over the floor. Slightly grazed and still clutching his brief case that now had a broken handle, he got to his feet with a sigh and a curse about how stupid and slave-like to the present life he had become. 

“Is this all there is to life? How weary and dull I have evolved.” 

He gathered the letters and bills with his right hand while his left was still holding onto the broken handle of the briefcase, which in his temper, he threw onto the couch as much to say, “Damn the World and all it contains.” 

David examined his knuckles on his left hand which had taken a battering on the tiles at the entrance. Bloodied and bruised he nursed his left hand in his right which got blood onto the white envelopes. He didn’t care as this resolved his feelings of anger at a world that took but didn’t give. His despondency gave way to more anger and he threw the letters at an imaginary demon; then sitting on the couch comforting his hand in an effort to console himself, he growled with a closed mouth. After the smarting on the back of his hand subsided, he cleaned it, and by now his temper had dissipated into a universe of despair. He put on a couple of Band-Aids and chuckled sarcastically to himself about how clumsy he had been to allow such stupidity rule his life. Though at this time it did inspire him to let go of his inhibitions and go out for the night. He felt he needed to down some beers and sow some oats. 

Toby Crichton lived in the apartment next door so David went over and knocked on his door. Toby came to the door slightly blurry-eyed.

“Fancy some fun tonight?”  He flippantly asked.

“What’s up, man?”

“Want to go to a Club?”

“Awe man I just been trippin’. -—Suppose so.”

David had only got to know Toby since he had come back from the Philippines. He didn’t have a lot to do with Toby as he kept mostly to himself. On this occasion David felt like doing something crazy, just to break out of the rut he was in.

“We could
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