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PROLOGUE

 


Robert “Bob” Carnigan was a world-class
combat reporter embedded with an American Marine Force Recon unit,
and the sole survivor of the ambush-massacre of that same unit.

He was rescued by an enigmatic, white-haired,
older gentleman whose only name given was Mr. Jordan. And, Mr.
Jordan had a job for Bob to do.

For you see, a thousand years before the
birth of Christ, God had told Daniel to: “Hide
these words and put a seal on the book until the end of
days.” And, more than two thousand years after the birth of
Christ, an African-American psychology professor, as beautiful as
she was brilliant, had broken the seal and revealed the wonders and
mysteries hidden in the Bible, from incredible futuristic
technologies, through concepts reaching beyond the limits of human
comprehension, to the secrets of the future itself.

And, Mr. Jordan needed Bob to go and help Dr.
Tamarah “Tami” Frenmen, because her discoveries had attracted the
attention of another.

This was the Antichrist, a genetic monster
created by the renegade descendents of the Nazi genetics mastermind
Dr. Mengele and cloned from the DNA of Jesus Christ himself, taken
from the looted Spear of Destiny that had been used to stab Jesus
while he hung from the cross.

And, the Antichrist, the artificially created
future leader of the human race needed what Tami had.

For you see, by breaking the seal Tami had
initiated the countdown to “The End of Days,” an end that saw the
elimination of man’s global civilization in the blink of an eye and
a night of terror, storm, violence and death.

That night, Tami and Bob, their relationship
grown far beyond the professional, were rescued by Mr. Jordan.

And now, they get to watch Tami’s predictions
become horrifying reality.

 



CHAPTER 1

 


“Mahdi! Mahdi! Mahdi!”

Shaking his head in disgust, Robert “Bob”
Carnigan was a former world-class reporter and now one of those
left behind by what the Protestant Christians would have called the
Rapture. That is, the ones from before the event would have. But
the ones who weren’t left behind were now gone, and those who had
been were, . . . well, denial was as good a way
of putting it as any. After all, how could they have been
left behind, all of ’em being good Christians and all. Just ask
’em.

No, everybody who had been left behind was
now calling it a cataclysm, a pole shift, or the change—anything
but an admission that the events predicted in the Bible had
happened, and that they hadn’t, . . . um,
measured up.

Anyhow, here he was left behind and now a
survivor of the Apocalypse, stuck listening to the worldwide
broadcast of the all-conquering Mahdi’s grand entry into Mecca.

The close-cropped, blonde-white,
silver-streaked head of Mr. Jordan nodded as he carefully monitored
a full dozen different screens, all showing the same scene, but
from different angles. Bob mused that the old man must be another
of those Bible-addled types.

The old man had only admitted to being a
former Intelligence-type who had “found God” and was now doing what
he called “being a watcher,” recording all they could of the world
events that had transpired, and were transpiring, after that
particularly memorable night of storm, fire and death.

And here Bob was, stuck in the
too-small-seeming bunker with the man, with nowhere to go where he
couldn’t hear the blaring speakers of the shielded computer
station.

“Will you please turn that
down?” Bob snarled. “I’ve heard it all before: Allah, Allah,
double-hack-a-lot’ta-phlegm!”

Jordan snorted. “Not getting a little bit
prejudiced, are we?”

Bob could only shake his head in disgust.
“What the hell are you talking about? That bastard and his Holy
Jihadis have raped and murdered their way across the planet! What
do you think he’s—”

Jordan cut him off with a raised hand. “We’re
about to find out. He’s reached the President.”

Working the controls, the image on the huge
main screen centered on the first suited figure standing outside
the main gate to the actual Muslim Holy City.

At a motion from the commander of the
Not-So-Honor-Guard (as Bob called them), holding weapons on him,
and with a vain effort at maintaining whatever dignity he could,
the President of the United States of America first went to his
knees, then prostrated himself, face down in the dust at the feet
of the conqueror.

With a sneer, the Mahdi spurned him, grinding
the heel of his shoe into the back of the man’s head, shoving his
face deeper into the roadside grit.

The crowd went wild!

The screaming overrode the sound-pickups
available as the surging, cheering mass went into paroxysms of
religious madness as their Holy Leader grinned to them and
carefully spat on the man lying before him.

Then, he stepped to the next prostrate
figure, the King of England. And, beyond him the President of
France, the Emperor of Japan, the new Dalai Lama, the latest
Pope.

Bob looked on in disgust as two-dozen of the
remaining world leaders were shamed and abused with the greatest of
religious glee by their conqueror. He could only mutter, “What the
hell happened?”

Jordan shrugged. “They chose to ‘play the
cataclysm’ counting on being able to ride out the storm in comfort
and retain the full power and prestige that they’d become
accustomed to. They could have prepared the populations of their
various nations for what was coming, but didn’t dare risk the
trauma and disruption it would have caused, that and the risk of
their falling out of power.”

Bob snorted. “Yeah, and look at what it got
’em.”

“Is it on?”

Both men looked up as Bob’s wife, the
beautiful Tamara “Tami” Carnigan, nee-Frenmen, her statuesque
figure only starting to show the bulge of the baby, stepped into
the monitoring room from the section of the bunker that they’d set
aside as living quarters.

Bob nodded. “Yeah, and it’s about as bad as
you said it would be. I just can’t figure
out . . . Why the hatred? Why the absolute
distain? I mean, those guys were just doing what all the other
world leaders tried to do.”

Jordan and Tami traded glances. It was the
old man who grunted, “Do you want to tell him, or should I?”

Bob blinked. “Tell me what?”

Tami shrugged. “Bob, he’s just exercising the
hatred and disgust of a full century and more of repression and
massacre. The problem was that the Middle East, virtually the
entire Muslim world, whether through accident of geography, holy
intent, or just plain dumb luck, survived the change in much better
shape than the rest of the world.”

Bob grunted, “Yeah, but didn’t you tell me
that the U.S. had arranged to have virtually its entire military
deployed around the world, allowing it to remain the most powerful
military force on the planet, whether the continental U.S. survived
or not?”

Jordan nodded. “And it ended up ‘scattering
itself in penny-packs.’ And, when the global technology grid they
depended on failed, each packet found itself isolated and alone.
They offered the perfect targets for terrified and panicky
populations to take their fears out on. Whole populations, which
had a real grudge against those who they easily identified and
blamed as their oppressors, were simply swamped and wiped out
before anything resembling a coherent defense could be set up.
After that, the appearance of the Mahdi, and his—”

Bob grunted, “Yeah, I know, he suddenly has
the absolute command of almost all the remaining military power on
the planet.”

He shook his head. “But, who is this Mahdi
character? I mean, we met the Antichrist, right? And it’s not
him. . . .”

Jordan shrugged. “I don’t know. And, I have
no idea what that—”

“Bouncing Baby Nazi Jesus?” Bob and
Tami shared a smile at the memory of the meeting where that damned
Jesus clone had told them that little inside joke.
“But . . .” Bob turned to Tami. “You still haven’t
told me, why the hatred?”

Shrugging, she pulled up the room’s second
padded desk chair and eased her off-center bulk into it with a
grateful sigh. After a moment she said, “It’s all about religious
repression.”

Bob snorted. “Are you going to tell me that
it’s all about that crusader crap? I mean really? That shit
was a thousand years or so ago. Can’t they ‘give it up
already’?”

Jordan shrugged. “No, they can’t. And, the
actual fact is that it’s been going on, in one form or another,
for a thousand years or more.”

Bob blinked. “What the hell are you talking
about? I mean, the dominant powers have been maintaining
their power in the Middle East. . . . But, it
hasn’t been religious.”

Tami gave an unladylike snort. “Two things,
Bob. The first is that the subject of the repression is in the eyes
of the repressed, not in the propaganda their invaders used
to rationalize their actions. And second . . .”

“Who says it wasn’t religious?” Jordan
finished for her. Turning away from the image reflected in the
multiple screens, he took a sip from the cup that was sitting at
his elbow, and made a face at the cold brew before going on, “First
the Europeans, with that ‘white man’s burden’
crap . . . that just happened to be
emphasized in expanding their own national prestige and power.
Then, the Americans . . .”

Bob was almost snarling as he growled, “You
mean the people who pioneered the concept of religious freedom?
Those Americans?”

Tami shook her head. “Americans simply
replaced one religion with another.”

Bob blinked. “What the hell are you talking
about? What religion? We went out of our way to not be
religious.”

Jordan chuckled. “No, they simply replaced
God with the Federal Reserve Bank, and the Bible with dollar bills,
and the churches and temples with banks and Wall Street. They
replaced confessionals and prayer rugs with ATMs, to pray that the
all-powerful bank would let them have access to their own
money.”

Bob blinked. “But, that . . .
wasn’t a religion.”

Tami traded a grin with Jordan as she drove
her point home. “Tell that to anybody who managed to make it
through the new American Holy Season. They called it Tax Season and
prayed for the mercy of the IRS.”

Bob was only half-serious as he grumped, “But
that’s not a religion. And besides, how could the Muslims think we
were oppressing them, religiously, if we were
there, . . . well, for
them . . . throwing down the dictators, hunting the
terrorists . . . ?”

Jordan’s tone mellowed as he said, “Virtually
every one of which were our guys put in power to further the
interests of the U.S. and the profit of the U.S. corporations. That
is, until . . .”

Tami joined in as they continued to “tag
team” her husband with the uncomfortable facts. “Until they decided
they wanted to rule for themselves and to cut themselves in for a
bigger piece of the pie.”

“Only to be replaced by still
another of America’s Boys, backed and supported by the
American War Machine.” As Jordan finished that with another sip of
the cold coffee-sludge, Tami nodded toward her husband.

“Bob, I’ll give you an example. Do you
know the real reason President George W. Bush had to
invade Iraq in 2003? Why the U.S. had to conduct their
occupation of that country the way they did? In a way that
guaranteed an insurgency and unstable government for virtual
perpetuity?”

Bob blinked. “Are you going to tell me it was
for oil? No! I mean, Bush didn’t get any cheap oil out of the
country, and they weren’t able to export any significant oil
for . . .”

Jordan snorted. “That was the reason given by
Bush’s political opponents, both in America as well as the Middle
East. The only problem was that they were all Leftists who
had never actually taken an actual college business class.”

Bob shook his head. “But if it wasn’t for
cheap oil, what possible business reason could Bush
have . . . ?”

Tami’s tone softened in understanding as she
eased into it. “Bob, in a normal business environment, you
increase your profits by increasing your share of the market or by
reducing your costs. Like in getting cheap oil and undercutting
your opposition’s prices. But, there’s a point where you
can’t increase your share of the market because—”

Jordan’s tone might be soft, but his words
were still mocking as he picked up the narrative, “Because you’ve
achieved what is called a monopoly. And by the end of the twentieth
century, a small cartel, a handful of mega-corporations had
come to dominate roughly ninety to ninety-five percent of the
entire world’s energy market. They owned ALL the oil.”

Tami nodded. “And, when you have a monopoly,
the easiest way to increase your profits is to limit the
supply.

“When the previous President Bush,
George W. Bush’s dad, George H. W. Bush, had fought his Gulf War
against Saddam Hussein, it was because Hussein, who had been
America’s Boy in stopping the Iranian effort to run their own
house . . . had turned on the cartel and tried
to not only run the Iraqi oil for himself, but had moved to seize
even more oil. Well, they bitch-slapped him real hard. And,
the one concession that the first Bush had demanded was a
total embargo, sanctioning ALL Iraqi oil sales. This drove
up oil profits to unimaginable heights. Then, ten years
later—go ahead and check the archives—there began a movement in the
United Nations to drop those sanctions.

“The feeling was that all they were
doing was punishing the Iraqi people and not threatening to depose
Saddam Hussein at all.

“However, if the sanctions were
dropped, then the first thing he would have done would have been to
dump a whole shitload of oil on the market, in an effort to
get the quick cash he needed to kickstart his economy. But, this
would have also . . .”

Now Tami’s tone became as hard as her
expression. “. . . have caused a crash in global oil
prices, in the global oil monopoly’s profits. And there was
no way that Bush Da Junior was going to let that happen.
So—”

Jordan’s tone was positively savage as he
spit out, “He trumped up a phony war, based on hoked-up evidence of
weapons of mass destruction. Then, once he’d conquered Iraq, they
had to go to all sorts of lengths to ensure that an insurgency got
up and running.”

Tami’s grin was almost ghastly as she said,
“Check the records. You’ll find story after story of Iraqi local
leaders being asked by the Americans, ‘What do you need?’ To which
they’d reply, ‘We need running water, electricity; clear the
streets and open the markets.’

“And what did they get? The Americans
would send some Seabees or Army Engineers in to slap up some
tennis courts, and have a photo-op with the local leaders
before moving on to the next neighborhood.”

Bob blinked. “But why didn’t we ever hear
about . . . ?”

Jordan chuckled. “You did. Like she said,
check the news archives. You just never paid attention.” Waving
toward the screens, where the Mahdi and his entourage could be seen
proceeding through the city gate and toward the small temple at the
heart of the city, he added, “But, they did.”

Bob shook his head. “But, why would
they do that? Why would the U.S. conquer a country, only to doom it
to a virtual eternity of civil war?”

Jordan’s tone was finally softening as he
said, “Because, the first thing that an actual,
honest-to-God—make that honest-to-Allah—stable Iraqi government
would have done would have been to . . .”

Now Bob was getting it.
“. . . would have been to dump, how did you put it?
Oh, yes, dump a whole shitload of cheap oil on the market, to get
the quick cash to kickstart their economy. And, this would
have—”

Now that he had got it, Tami grinned as she
finished for him, “. . . caused an unacceptable
crash in cartel oil profits.”

Bob gulped. “And the reason the U.S. was
so insistent on trumping up the Iranian nuclear
threat . . .”

Jordan grunted, “Another weapon of
mass destruction campaign.”

Bob shook his head. “. . . was
so they could keep the oil sanctions up that had been
imposed on them.”

Tami rose and gave her husband a quick kiss
as she said, “Which propped up international oil profits more than
it actually undermined the Iranian terrorist regime.”

Jordan finished the lesson: “After all, the
oil cartel, and their paid political lackeys did allow
limited oil sales. Just enough to keep the regime in power,
and not enough to threaten their oil profits.”

Bob gulped. “And all the crap that
followed”—he waved an impotent hand toward the screen—“is because a
few families wanted to enslave the world for their own personal
profits?”

Tami nodded “All hail the all-Holy
Dollar!”

Bob blinked. “But wait! What about the
American liberals? I mean, when they replaced Bush with their
own . . .”

Jordan chuckled. “Which one? Do you mean
Clinton, who made sure to keep the same sanctions that his
predecessor had put in place, stayed in place? Or Obama, who
not only maintained the homicidal nation erosion in Iraq, but
maintained the sanctions against Iran as well as escalating the
situation against them to the point of . . . And the
same Obama who cancelled and limited or eliminated any and all
domestic American oil production he could. All of which paid off
directly in . . .”

Bob shoulders slumped in defeat.
“. . . profits of the oil cartel.”

Tami reached out to take his hand. “Poor
thing. It’s always a sad day when somebody’s illusions get
shattered.”

Bob gave her a mock snarl, as he made a rude
two-fingered gesture with his other hand. “Ah, illusion
this!” Waving his free hand toward the screen, he said,
“That might explain the hatred. What’s the thing about this Mahdi
character? Who is he, and where the hell’s the
Antichrist?”

Now it was Tami’s turn to shrug. “In the
Muslim belief system, the Mahdi was prophesied to rise after the
Apocalypse to unite the Muslim world.”

Bob grunted, “Which he’s done, thank you very
much.”

“After that, there are several
different interpretations from the various Muslim
sects—”

Jordan interrupted, “Which were all
rationalizations and explanations why every sect and
national-variant of the religion wanted to put their own stamp on
claiming their own personal Savior—”

“Shhh.” Tami cut him off with a hand on
his shoulder. “Which I’m still trying to work out. However, from
the Biblical texts, I believe he’s the precursor to the actual
Antichrist.”

Bob blinked. “The precursor? What the hell
are you talking about?”

Tami shrugged. “You’ll have to wait and see.
All I can do is predict what’s going to happen so we can put our
resources into watching for them to unfold and record what
happens.”

Bob snorted. “That’s another thing. What the
HELL are we doing? I mean, we should . . .”

Jordan leaned back in his chair and grinned.
“Should do what, exactly?”

As Bob blinked, the old man said, “Things
have already gone too far. What exactly do you think three people
can do in the face of the Apocalypse?”

Seeing the tears of frustration in Bob’s
eyes, Jordan turned to watch as the Mahdi stepped up to the door of
the temple that protected the Kabala stone and pounded to demand
entry. “Welcome to the world of being a watcher, Bob. Cursed to
collect information and watch world events unfold, but being
powerless to actually be able to do anything about it. We
can only act as recorders of events, and hope that someday there’ll
be somebody—something—that will be able to make use of a history of
events, both pre- and post-Apocalypse.”

Rising and putting an arm around her husband,
Tami leaned her head on his shoulder and said, “Like the Jews and
resistance-types in Europe during the Second World War, someday the
darkness will—must—recede, and then maybe our records will be used
for the war-crimes trial.” She carefully laid her other hand on her
bulging belly. “Or help whoever comes after us to maybe not make
the same mistakes.”

Bob nodded. “I know. But, it’s
just . . .”

 


* * *

 


“. . . so damned
frustrating!”

Colonel Walther Wolf, the head of the
Leader’s, the actual clone-of-Jesus Antichrist, Special Operations
Division shook his head in disgust as he watched the doors to the
temple open, and the guardian priests bow in submission as the
Mahdi entered in triumph.The Leader, not as young as he’d once been
but still far younger than any would have credited, snorted. “It’s
just temporary. For that matter it’s even required. That’s why I’ve
gone to so much effort to make sure that he achieved his every
goal.”

Cocking an eyebrow at the still-hale Wolf, he
said, “And now to the next effort. I
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