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As a nation of free men we will live forever or die
by suicide.

- Abraham Lincoln






And while the gut eaters strain to pull the mud from
their mouths

they force our ears to go deaf to the screams in the
south.

- Zack de la Rocha






Holy Diver,

You're the star of the masquerade.

No need to look so afraid.

- Ronnie James Dio

 


 


 



Prologue

Jason reclined on a chair in the stale and
tedious dentist's office, while the dental assistant cleaned his
teeth with a sickle probe. Every scrape was a test of his
resolve.

Once the dental assistant had finished, she
raised the back of the chair to an upright position and said,
“Relax for a bit. The dentist will be here shortly.” Then she
left.

Jason got a closer look at his surroundings.
The window looked out on some shrubbery and a nearby parking lot,
baking under the rays of the hot Tennessee sun. The brightness of
the outdoors made him long to be away from the dentist's office. On
the wall next to the window was a dental advertisement portraying a
picture of a primate's decaying teeth. A caption beneath the
picture warned against being primitive and it advised that he brush
regularly. Like so many fifteen-year old boys, Jason didn't take
the warning seriously.

The dentist entered the room and washed his
hands in a nearby sink. There was a smell of rubber on the air as
the dentist took his gloves out of a package. The sound of the
gloves snapping against the doctor's skin tweaked Jason's nerves
and he longed for his evening cigarette.

“How are we doing today?”

“Fine.”

“We'll see if we can get you out of here
soon. Open up please.”

The dentist probed in Jason's mouth for a
while with a sickle probe. The portion of the appointment that
Jason disliked the most was approaching. Soon the doctor would make
his prognosis and begin the most uncomfortable thing Jason had ever
experienced at the dental clinic.

The dentist removed the instruments from
Jason's mouth. “You can relax for a moment.” He put the instruments
onto a nearby counter. “Things look good. No new cavities.”

Jason braced himself as the dentist opened a
nearby cupboard door and reached for the burnisher.

“You're almost out of here,” the dentist
assured him. “Just need you to open up and you'll be out of here
soon.”

Jason opened his mouth and the dentist
inserted the burnisher into it. The first touch of the burnisher
against one of Jason's molars caused a slight shiver to go through
his body. The abrasive feeling of the burnisher against his teeth
caused a rough and uneven irritation, like rubbing sandpaper
against them. The worst part of the burnishing was the substance
being applied to his teeth. It tasted like wooden heat, producing a
slightly medicated aftereffect. He assumed the substance was
unpleasant, yet healthy, like eating brussel sprouts. It didn't
taste good, but it must be good for his teeth, because it was being
applied by a doctor.

After the burnishing, Jason was given a
fluoride treatment, with fluoride in dental trays put over his
teeth. The unpleasant tasting fluoride coated the polish that had
been put over Jason's teeth. It didn't matter which flavor he
chose. It was always unpleasant.

Later that day, Jason ate a fast food meal.
It was a treat from his mother for going to the dentist. He ate
french fries and a burger and drank a soda. There was a slight
taste of the fluoride and the dental polish mixing with the food at
first, but the soda soon washed it away. He hated that abrasive
taste spoiling his enjoyment of the food.


Chapter 1

It was a beautiful spring day in downtown
Nashville, Tennessee, as Jason and his two friends, Toby and Doug,
stepped off the bus, nearby Charlotte Pike. The clear blue sky and
the atmosphere of the downtown area made Jason feel lively and
adventurous. Going downtown on the weekends was one of his favorite
things to do, especially when he had money to spend, like he did
today.

Jason's eyes were shielded by sunglasses and
he wore a tank top, baggy jeans, and sneakers. Together with his
unkempt light brown hair, the clothes gave him a motley appearance.
His body was slender and girls often admired his soft and slightly
effeminate facial features.

Toby and Doug were dressed similarly.

The three of them stood for a moment, near
the bus stop, assessing the situation.

Toby looked around. “Maybe Utek is around
today,” he surmised. Toby had dark brown hair, reaching down to his
shoulders, dark brown eyes, and a scrawny frame. He had been
obsessing about marijuana ever since his hippy parents had given
him his first joint at age thirteen.

“Did you page him?” asked Doug. Doug had
short light auburn hair, blue eyes, and an athletic physique. He
exercised every day and played soccer in a select league.

Toby took out his cell phone and dialed
Utek's number, while Doug and Jason continued looking around.

Jason hoped Utek was in the area. He had
started using marijuana not long after Toby and he considered it to
be a special treat. Usually he just settled for cigarettes.

Jason eyed a smoke shop and longed to be
eighteen. “Let's go look in some of the shops,” he said.

Toby put his cell phone away. “I texted him.
Maybe we'll see him while we're down here.”

The pleasing scent of tobacco filled the air,
as the three boys walked into the smoke shop, knowing they might
get thrown out again at any moment. This time there was an Indian
woman, whom Jason hadn't seen before, behind the counter. She was
busy with a line of three customers.

Jason walked toward the glass case,
containing the bongs. A green double chamber plastic bong, for
around twenty dollars, caught his eye. He was primarily interested
in the plastic bongs. Glass bongs were an extravagance, which broke
too easily. He wanted a cheaper plastic bong, when he turned
eighteen and could live on his own. Smoking anything around his
parent's house was dangerous. His parents didn't even know he
smoked cigarettes. He knew they would forbid him from smoking
anywhere, if they found out about it, and possibly even cut off his
allowance.

“Hey, look at this,” called Toby, from the
display case near the register.

Jason slightly resented Toby being so
conspicuous, but he walked over to the display case, nonchalantly,
and looked at the pipes.

Toby pointed to a glass water pipe, which was
small enough to fit in his hand. “I'd love to have that bubbler.
You don't even need a screen for one of those. Just clean it out,
regularly. Someday I'm going to get one of those electric
percolators.”

The Indian woman shot a startled look at the
two boys. “Are you eighteen?”

Toby looked up and Jason followed him toward
the door as Toby said, “Of course we are.”

“Can I see your IDs?”

“I'm not carrying mine right now.”

“Then you need to leave.” The woman looked at
Doug, who was still appreciating a risque poster propped up against
a table, near the back of the store. “Can I see your ID?”

Doug turned and followed the other two. “I
forgot mine too.”

“Please leave.”

Back out on the street, Jason saw a new age
bookstore, called The Magus, which he enjoyed visiting. “Let's go
see what they have at the Magus,” suggested Jason.

“Sure,” replied Toby.

The smell of incense filled Jason's senses
with a mixture of enticing aromas and everywhere he looked there
was something to stimulate his imagination. A tree of life poster
on the wall, opposite the front door, drew Jason's attention. He
had read books about the tree of life and the Kabbalah. Unlike the
Christianity of his parents, it didn't preach that a scientifically
impossible miracle had occurred over two thousand years ago.
Instead the Sephiroth and the paths connecting them, comprised a
map of the universe, which fit perfectly with modern scientific
thought. However, Jason believed there were things portrayed in the
tree of life, which had yet to be explained by science. Astral in
particular was beyond the scope of modern day science. He had had
ideas about becoming a scientific researcher, in order to discover
the physical roots of astral phenomena.

Despite the pleasant appearance and smell,
there weren't many book shelves and the shelves were designed to
display the books at an angle, showing the front cover, instead of
the spine. In addition to this ostentatious form of display, there
were large spaces between the books and they were all overpriced
new editions.

Toby was looking in the glass case, near the
register. “Tarot cards,” Toby observed. “You want to have your
fortune told?”

Jason shook his head. “I might not like what
they tell me and if I do, they'd probably be leading me on to keep
me interested.”

Toby looked at Doug, who seemed eager to
leave. “How about you?”

“I already know my fortune. I'm going to get
a soccer scholarship to college and settle down with a beautiful
wife and children.”

“Sounds good to me,” said Toby. He looked at
Jason. “You ready to leave?”

“Sure.”

Next they stopped by Jason's favorite
bookstore, down the street from The Magus. It was a large,
unpretentious used book store, with a very wide selection, called
Twice Told Tales. The book store had two floors, with many
different sections, including a new age section, tucked away in a
back corner of the second floor, far away from the popular fiction
and Christianity literature on the first floor, which were both
situated nearby the front door.

A musty smell drifted to Jason's nostrils as
he entered the used book store and he was excited about what he
might find this time. He began by looking through the science
fiction and fantasy section. He preferred science fiction and
fantasy to novels drawing from the real world in current or past
time. Novels drawn from the real world tended to be far removed
from the real world, anyways, and he resented how they romanticized
trials and tribulations, which normally destroyed people's lives.
If he was going to read romanticized accounts of ordeals, he
preferred they made no pretense of happening in the real world, at
any point in time.

Jason picked out a cheap paperback, which was
the next book in a fantasy series he'd been reading.

Rather than reading romanticized portrayals
of stories drawing from the real world, Jason preferred either
fantasy and science fiction novels or nonfiction, especially
historical nonfiction. World War Two was his favorite period in
history. Ancient history tended to disturb him too much, with what
it implied about the human condition. He recognized periods like
the golden age of Rome as one gigantic holocaust. Wars like World
War Two and the Civil War were so much more interesting, because
they ended in redemption for the downtrodden. If he had been
drafted by the Confederates during the time of the Civil War he
would have fled to the north to fight for freedom.

Jason looked at the history section briefly,
but none of the history books interested him this time, so he went
upstairs to where most of the alternative literature was stored. On
the second floor, the sections were smaller, with more variety
between subjects. He always got an adventurous feeling about
delving into the unknown, seeing so many different subjects, all in
one place. He went straight toward the back corner of the book
store, to look at the new age literature.

The new age literature section was one of the
largest of the alternative literature sections and he regularly
found obscure used books, which he'd never seen before, in this
section. Jason looked at the spines of the books on Kabbalah and
saw nothing of interest. None of the books on astral could teach
him anything he didn't already know. He was still trying to achieve
astral projection and the books could only teach him so much.
However, when he looked at the books on Enochian, he found a large
hardcover book he'd never seen before, called, Everything There is
to Know About Enochian. Judging from the size of the book, he
assumed the title might be true.

On closer inspection, the binding looked and
felt old, yet well kept. The lettering was a tinted light blue
color, over a tainted white background, bordering on a yellowish
gray. The fabric reminded him of some of the older astrology books
he'd handled. The front cover was relatively plain, displaying the
title of the book, framed in a square double border, containing the
Enochian sigils.

Skimming through the table of contents he
realized it was an Enochian encyclopedia from the 1930's. The price
was etched in pencil, on the upper right corner of the front page,
as with any common paperback. It was affordable. Jason marveled at
his good luck, as he thumbed through the different sections,
finding detailed accounts of John Dee's and Edward Kelley's
experiments, instructions for skrying, analysis of the watch tower
system and the Heptarchia, as well as an exhaustive English to
Enochian Dictionary. He was elated as he carried the book
downstairs to the front desk. Enochian had always seemed too
exhaustive and convoluted to fully understand. The other books he'd
read about Enochian only hinted at something larger, while
remaining incomplete. This encyclopedia looked like it truly did
have everything there was to know about the language of the
angels.

He found Toby and Doug in the comic book
section on the first floor. Toby asked, “Find what you're looking
for?”

“Yes. Did you?”

“Not yet. We need to look for Utek. Maybe get
a bite to eat.”

Jason looked at Doug, who was skimming
through the pages of a super hero graphic novel. “Are you ready to
go?”

“Sure.”

Toby noticed the large book on Enochian as
they approached the register. “You're going to read that entire
book?”

Jason shook his head. “I'll be using it as a
reference. There's only certain sections worth reading
entirely.”

Toby and Doug waited near the front door as
Jason bought the fantasy novel and the Enochian encyclopedia.

The cashier was an uptight looking male with
an imperious air about him. When Jason reached the register, the
cashier's eyes scanned him with a judgmental look. The cashier eyed
the Enochian encyclopedia with disapproval. Then he entered the
amounts for the books, as he asked, “What do you want this book
for?”

A twinge of irritation coursed through Jason
and he replied, “Reading.”

The cashier frowned and then read aloud the
purchase price.

Jason paid the purchase price, feeling a
slight resentment for the cashier's self-righteous nosiness.

The cashier returned the difference and with
a hint of petulance in his voice, he added, “Have fun reading.”
Then he put the two books in a black plastic bag and gave Jason a
wry smile, as he handed him the bag.

“Thanks.”

The cashier greeted the next customer and
Jason was glad to be done with the transaction. He hoped that
cashier would be gone, by the time he returned to Twice Told Tales.
He had always resented the kind of people, who enjoyed pretending
they were on some higher moral ground, from which to judge the
harmless actions of others. He couldn't understand why they enjoyed
behaving like that.

Once the three boys were back outside, Toby
pointed across the street, to their left, and said, “There's Utek.
Let's see if he has any.”

Utek was a medium sized African American male
in his mid-teens with short curly hair and a slight build. He was
wearing a blue and white flannel jacket, baggy jeans, and a Smokies
team baseball cap. At the moment, he was talking to another small
group of people on the other side of the street.

Toby hollered his name and Utek turned and
looked in their direction. Then Utek waved them over.

The three boys looked in both directions to
see that there were no cars and then they j-walked across the
street to join Utek. “What's up?” asked Utek.

Toby put his hand near his pocket and said,
“I was wondering what time it is.”

“Yeah, I saw you texted me. You wanna go to
that alley over there and talk for a bit?”

“Sounds good to me.”

Utek wiped the sweat from his forehead. “All
this sun is wearing me out.” He and the three boys left the group,
still standing there on the sidewalk, and the four of them headed
to a nearby alleyway. Doug stopped, as the other three entered the
alleyway, and he waited on the sidewalk, just next to the
corner.

“Nice hat,” remarked Toby.

“Thanks. They're doing really well this
season. I'm going to a game later this week.”

“That's a sports team?”

Utek chuckled. They were in the alleyway now
and Utek led them to a cove, which was less visible from the
street. “What you want, man?”

“An eighth.” Toby withdrew two twenty dollar
bills from his wallet.

Utek pulled out a rolled up plastic bag,
lined with marijuana, and he said, “Got this here if you're
interested.”

Toby took the bag and eyed it, gently
pressing one of the buds. Then he unraveled the bag and opened
it.

The bag released a pleasing scent, which was
so much sweeter than tobacco. Jason loved the smell and taste of
marijuana, but he refused to obsess about it, the way that Toby
did. He was usually content just to smoke cigarettes.

Toby smiled. “Looks good. I'll take it.” He
handed the forty dollars to Utek.

“You know where to find me.” Utek headed back
out of the alleyway to rejoin the group on the sidewalk.

Jason and Toby rejoined Doug at the corner of
the alleyway. Toby looked at the other two boys and asked, “You two
wanna get something to eat?”

“Sure,” said Jason. The sun was wearing down
his constitution by now and he felt the need to re-energize with
food and quench his thirst.

Doug said, “I was about to ask the same
question.”

The three boys went to a fast food restaurant
and ate junk food. By the time the meal was over, Jason felt
revitalized and ready for the bus ride home.

Nearby the bus stop, where they were waiting,
Jason saw an African American man, carrying a sign, which warned of
the Illuminati. This crazy man was walking back and forth on the
sidewalk, saying, “Slavery didn't end with the Civil War! The
Illuminati has slaves underground!”

A young Caucasian male, who was standing next
to the bus stop, engaged in a mock cough and blurted, “Crazy
person!”

The young Caucasian male's friend added, “Too
much sci-fi television.”

Soon a police car approached and parked along
the sidewalk, in the vicinity of the crazy man, and two police
officers exited the car. They both walked up to him. One of the
police officers said, “Drop the sign and turn around with your
hands above your head.”

“Why don't you go into the underground and
arrest the Illuminati?”

“You do as I tell you right now!”

“Are they above the law?”

The police officers manhandled the crazy man,
causing the sign to drop to the ground. The crazy man didn't put up
a fight, but the police forced him to the ground, on his stomach,
before they handcuffed him. One of the police officers picked up
the sign and they escorted him to the police car. The crazy man
shouted, “Stop the Illuminati before they take us all under mind
control! The underground must be invaded!” They put him in the back
of the police car with his sign and drove away.

Jason had always felt sorry for mentally ill
people. He assumed it was probably something more than just the
alternative media, which caused the man to behave that way. He was
probably hearing voices and suffering paranoia. Having read a text
book on abnormal psychology, Jason knew these people generally
suffered intense mental anguish, which drove them into such
actions. He dreaded the idea of becoming trapped with something
like paranoid schizophrenia, leading him further and further down
the path of delusion, until he lost control over himself, like that
crazy man had.

***

Wilbur's body was still aching, from when the
police had tackled him to the ground. He shivered with
apprehension, while reclining in a medical chair at a local
hospital.

The voices, which incessantly persecuted him,
were acting smug about the arrest. A shrill and childish sounding
voice giggled and said, “We told you you were just
a crazy person. Police are protective.”

It was warping to Wilbur to be considered
crazy, when he knew his brain was being tortured by the government.
It was like his entire life was being cast into oblivion, with all
the tortures he'd suffered from the government, being dismissed as
merely a mental illness. It didn't make sense that clearly
understandable voices could cause him physical pain and pressure,
without some sort of sentient power, elsewhere, guiding it. The
Illuminati had to be behind it

There was a partition in front him, with two
glass windows and an open doorway, looking out on hospital counters
where two tall, athletic orderlies sat, typing away on computers.
One of the orderlies looked in his direction and said, “Maurissa
was right. He does have hippopotamus lips.”

The statement struck Wilbur like a slap in
the face and a chill went up his spine. Maurissa was his
ex-girlfriend and she had said that about his lips, just before she
dumped him. They had been alone together, when she had said that to
him. How could that wop know what she had said? “Wop,” said Wilbur,
in a tremulous voice.

A heavy set Caucasian doctor turned the
corner, just behind the counters, where the orderlies sat. He had a
large head, which was bald in the front, with thinning black hair
along the sides and back, large, strongly pronounced jowls, and a
crazed look in his brown eyes. There was a slight beard, growing
from the doctor's large jaw line, which resembled the fully grown
whiskers of a walrus.

The doctor slapped his cheeks with his eyes
set directly on Wilbur. The doctor's approach infused Wilbur with a
surge of terror such that he found it difficult to remain seated.
When the doctor was just outside the door, he stopped and stared at
Wilbur. “I'll be right with you,” said the doctor in a gruff and
comical sounding voice. Then the doctor turned to the right and
went down the hall. A door opened nearby.

“How do you know about Maurissa?” asked
Wilbur.

The two orderlies continued typing away at
their computers as if they hadn't heard him.

Wilbur shouted, “How do you know about
Maurissa!?!”

The orderly, who had made the wise crack,
gave Wilbur a reproving stare and, in a forceful tone, he
commanded, “Calm down!”

A hollow knock came from a room nearby. It
sounded like a medical instrument striking against bone. The dread
of being lobotomized seized Wilbur's mind. He bolted from the
reclining chair and ran through the doorway. Immediately, the two
orderlies were upon him, tackling him to the ground.

“I want a lawyer! You have to give me a
lawyer!”

One of the orderlies looked over to a nurse
and said, “Get the restraints.”

“Please don't lobotomize me! I promise I
won't protest anymore!”

Adrenaline rushed through Wilbur's veins,
making him oblivious to his wounds, as he struggled, but he was
overpowered. Soon, he lay there on the ground, exhausted, beneath
the two larger orderlies. They forcefully put the strait jacket
over his torso, hurting his already injured arms, yanking them into
the sleeves, as Wilbur cried out in pain.

Wilbur groaned as the two orderlies placed
him back onto the reclining medical chair in the anteroom. “I want
a lawyer,” he protested.

“You stay put,” ordered one of the
orderlies.

“Please don't give me a lobotomy.”

Now the full extent of Wilbur's wounds
settled in and he felt sore all over. He groaned in agony, wishing
he could go home and fall asleep in his bedroom again.

A listless feeling of helplessness swept
through Wilbur, as the doctor with strong jowls turned the corner
and approached him. The doctor crossed his arms in an imperious
gesture and he said, “You refused to obey an order from the police.
A gag order. That's why you're here. If you were a responsible and
productive member of this society, you wouldn't be here.”

Another medium sized doctor, with bags under
his eyes, sloth like facial features, and a thick white mustache,
entered the anteroom and he waited nearby with a paper cup in one
hand and something unseen clasped in the other. One of the
orderlies followed and waited beside him.

The doctor with large jowls added, “It's none
of your business what I was doing in that other room. Your business
is to do as you're told.”

The sloth like doctor approached Wilbur and
held out a round pill with one hand and the paper cup with the
other. “Take this pill.”

Wilbur was completely overcome by a listless
exhaustion, rendering him numb to his previous fears. At least he
would be drugged. He opened his mouth.

“Evergreen, ever clear,” said the sloth like
doctor, in a sluggish voice, as he placed the pill onto Wilbur's
tongue and poured the orange juice into his mouth.

Wilbur recognized he was being mocked by the
sloth like doctor and he swallowed the pill anyways. He preferred
to be drugged during this experience. His eyes soon grew too heavy
to keep open and he drifted into a semi-conscious state.

They lifted him onto a stretcher with wheels.
When he sensed them turning left into the hallway, he felt
oblivious to his fate. His life was over now.

They ceased moving the stretcher for a moment
and waited for something. An electric bell dinged followed by the
sound of elevator doors opening. They wheeled him into the elevator
and somebody pressed a button. Then there was a sensation of going
downward.

“What are we doing with this one?” asked the
walrus like doctor.

“This is a fart vessel,” replied the sloth
like doctor.

“Exclusively a fart vessel?”

“Exclusively,” said the sloth like doctor
with a hint of childish amusement to his voice.

The last thing Wilbur heard was the sound of
his own flatulence.


Chapter 2

Jessica had noticed a concerned look in her
stepfather's eyes lately. He was a thin, medium sized man with wavy
black hair, a mustache, and glasses. His features were considered
plain and his voice emanated education and authority. He was a
professor at the local university, where he taught linguistics.

Her family was sitting at the dinner table,
one evening, when Jessica's step father brought up the subject. He
looked around at her, her mother, and her younger half-brother.
Then he said, “We're going to have to cut back a bit. My salary at
the college isn't what it used to be.”

Her mother added, “We'll have to stop going
out to eat and summer vacations are going to be spent with your
grandparents.” Her mother was a thin and comely middle aged woman
with light brown hair and blue eyes. She radiated a maternal form
of that same authority presented by Jessica's father.

Neither of those things were much of an
inconvenience for Jessica. She didn't eat much and she preferred
visiting her grandparents over inconvenient plane rides, tugging
luggage back and forth, only to stay at some distant location for a
week. In a soft and sweet sounding high pitched voice, she said,
“I'm all right with that.” Jessica was thin with brown hair, hazel
eyes, and a cute pointed nose, which, when paired with her voice
and her demeanor, caused many of the boys at her Junior High school
to adore her. Already, at the age of fourteen, her step father had
told more than one boy to stop calling the house.

Jessica's younger half-brother, Stewart,
interjected, “I don't like grandma Garland. She smells bad.”

Jessica frowned at her younger brother. He
was only eight years old and he didn't know any better. His wavy
black hair was in need of a hair-cut and his brown eyes bespoke a
spiteful innocence routinely found in spoiled children.

“Make sure you don't say that around her,”
piped Jessica's step-father.

“I won't.”

Jessica's mother asserted, “I don't want
things like that spoken around me either. If you don't have
anything nice to say, don't say anything at all.”

A few weeks later, Jessica's mother began to
work Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday evenings at a
secretarial position, which Jessica's step father had found at the
college.

It was the first Tuesday, since her mother
had gotten the job and her mother was still at the college, doing
paper work, while Stewart was out playing with friends. Jessica was
lying in bed, reading a book for an English class, when there was a
knock at the door.

“Come in,” said Jessica

Her step father entered the room and shut the
door behind him. “I need to speak to you.”

Jessica put her back against the headboard
and raised her knees into a sitting position, with her arms around
her legs. “About what?”

Her father approached and Jessica felt a
slight irksome sensation, as he sat down on the bed. “It's about
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