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This is the
third book of the “Prophet
X” book series. In this continuation of
the “Prophet X” story, John Davidson and his wife Rhonda have
finally put the past behind them and started a new life in rural
Arkansas. The past seems content to stay there. But that doesn’t
guarantee a stress-free future. In John’s son, Daniel, the
government finds a useful prospect for their experimental project.
Then, John is betrayed by an old friend. This sets John into
action, doing what John does best. But this time diplomacy will not
work. John will use the same tactics he so despised. The stakes are
just too high to gamble and there will not be a second chance to
save his family.

 


Where possible I have used real
places and technology that I am very familiar with. All character
names are purely fictional. Any similarities to actual people are
purely coincidental and unintentional. The technology depicted and
its use is based on real world capabilities that currently
exist.

~~~

In Loving Memory
of

Margaret Ann Porterfield
Johnson

11/10/1941-05/10/2022


A Peaceful Life in
Arkansas

~

John had settled into a four-day work week
with the FBI. He had the new Artificial Intelligence (A.I.) servers
up and running in the Jar. The Jar is what they called the
electronically shielded and secure room specifically built for the
new A.I. system he had put together. It was now six months since
they had started the system integration. John had gotten everything
set up and tuned, as best he could. This system was really a huge
time saver in terms of gathering data on people. It pulled data
from all sorts of state and federal computer systems. There were a
few setbacks along the way. The Federal side of the house wasn’t
always willing to play nice and give them access to their
databases. On the commercial side of the house, it was hit or miss.
The credit card companies, banks, Google, and AT&T were happy
to help. But Apple and Verizon were not willing to make their data
available without a court order. Even with these few roadblocks,
there was still a ton of electronic data available.

 


John and Rhonda loved the country life. The
small rural community of East End was about thirty minutes from
Little Rock, Walmart, and numerous restaurants. Things out in the
country were much slower and more deliberate. Neighbors actually
talked to each other and took an interest in helping each other
where they could. The community they lived in only had about twenty
businesses in it. But these were the essentials like doctors,
pharmacy, grocery store, gas station, and a few places to eat. Big
chain stores (Walmart, Home Depot, Lowes), malls, and nation-wide
restaurants chains were not too far, but just far enough to entice
the locals to eat at home more than going out to eat.

 


When they had first moved in, their one-acre
lot was just freshly worked dirt with a new house in the middle.
The weeds (especially Kudzu) were springing up everywhere. John’s
cousin tilled the whole thing up with his tractor and cultivator.
Then they put out sod and grass seed. The next few months involved
watering every day. But eventually the grass won the battle, and
the yard was starting to resemble a yard.

 


Rhonda was working from home. They had
already made some good friends at the local church. The community
had most of the things you might need. So, trips into town could
usually be a once-a-week affair. John even found a barber just 2
miles from their house.

 


After working in the yard all day, it was so
nice to just sit on the back porch and watch the sunset over the
trees, across the field. They had poured a great deal of sweat
equity into making this home. The back half of the yard was fenced,
and their three dogs loved it. These were house dogs. None of them
weighed over 11 pounds. But they ruled over the backyard like kings
and queens. They never forgot to growl and bark a few times before
they left the back porch steps. They wanted everyone to know they
were protecting the place. They sniffed every inch of the fence
line, every day; carefully checking the boarders of their outside
domain. John and Rhonda loved sitting on the back porch. They would
watch the sunset behind the trees in the field. Every once in a
while, they would see deer grazing in the field. Mostly there were
the squirrels and birds to watch. There was very little traffic
noise here in the country. Mostly they heard the sound of birds,
dogs, and often the wind passing through the treetops while on
their back porch.

 


John had recently completed the ramp up into
the storage shed. It was not a large shed. It was only ten feet by
fourteen feet. But it was plenty big for the riding mower, gas
cans, and assorted yard tools. With all this space in the backyard
and no trees, it would be ideal for a garden. Fresh Okra, squash,
tomatoes, and peppers sure would be nice to have. Perhaps next year
he would tackle putting in a garden. John suspected he would never
run out of projects around this place.

 


The dead-end street they lived on was quiet.
They lived in the sixth house on the left side of the street. There
had been an unsightly ditch across the property when they bought
the place. After a year John built a pond in the front yard and had
the water that washed across the road diverted into a dozen
irrigation pipes. These efficiently took the water from the front
of the property to the rear. The pond was only thirty feet by sixty
feet and a little over three feet deep. It had a fountain to keep
the water circulating for the koi fish he stocked it with.

 


About mid-summer John learned that his
next-door neighbor was having back surgery. For the next six weeks
John mowed his neighbor’s yard. He didn’t ask, he just did it. That
was how people in the rural neighborhood took care of each other.
It was the exact opposite of the large neighborhood where they had
lived in Texas. There, an uncut lawn would have drawn a swift
anonymous call to the Home Owners Association and a legal letter
threatening a fine. Here, neighbors actually helped each other.

 


At the local grocery or hardware store, John
almost always saw someone he knew from church, the neighborhood, or
the barber shop. This was rural Arkansas at its best.


College Life

~

John’s son, Daniel, was two weeks into his
second semester at Texas A&M. He was doing well in his classes.
He had managed to keep the distractions to a minimum. His security
guard job gave him a quiet place to study in between security
rounds. After having to replace the starter the first week of the
first semester, his car seemed to be holding up well. He somehow
ended up with the same roommate the second semester. The guy’s name
was Jerry Carter. He was a muscular guy who easily outweighed
Daniel by fifty or more pounds. His large calves were only eclipsed
by his huge arms and shoulders. Jerry was from a small high school
in Missouri. He was on a full scholarship for the weightlifting
team. In contrast, Daniel was lean and had long slender muscles.
While not nearly as big as his roommate, Daniel was much quicker
and fluid in his movements.
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Daniel ate in the school cafeteria. The food
wasn’t great, but it was better than the junk food he would
otherwise eat. When he wasn’t in class or working, he found he
liked to hang out at the library. It was a comfortable, quiet place
to study. The air conditioning kept the temperature and humidity
constant. Then there was the smell of old books that permeated the
place. There was something so promising about all the stories the
books must contain.

 


Daniel had finished lunch in the cafeteria
and was swinging by the dorm room to pick up his books for the next
class. When he opened the door Jerry was in the room. Something was
wrong. Jerry was not his normal cheerful self, and he was never
here at the dorm this time of the day.

 


“Hey man. What’s up? Are you OK?

 


“I got a problem.”

 


“Me too. I need to get a life. What’s up
with you?”

 


“I pissed off a guy and he’s looking for
me.”

 


“You? You pissed off someone? You’re not the
confrontational type.”

 


“Apparently this girl I asked out is his
girlfriend and while she didn’t seem to mind me asking her out, she
politely said ‘no’. He’s pretty mad and wants to fight.”

 


“So, you’re a big boy. I bet you can give as
good as you get.”

 


“Maybe. But a fight is the sort of thing
that can get my scholarship pulled. Man, I got nothing without my
scholarship.”

 


Daniel could see Jerry was really scared of
how this was going to work out.

 


“Tell me about this guy and his
girlfriend.”

 


Other than the girl’s name and a few classes
she had, Jerry really didn’t know much.

 


When he was finished, Daniel said, “Well, it
will take me a few days to set up this guy. You’re going to have to
dodge him for a while. But I should be able to come up with a few
things to help him forget about you.”

 


“Like what?”

 


“Um, it’s probably best you don’t know.
Besides, I’m not sure exactly what will happen yet. I have to run
to class now. Try not to spend too much time here at the dorm and
stay away from that guy. I will call your cellphone and let you
know when it’s over.”

 


“What do you mean over? What are you going
to do?”

 


“Something massive. See you later Jerry. I’m
late for class!” Daniel left, half jogging to his next class.

 


Over the next few days Daniel asked around
and found the girl’s boyfriend. He was arrogant and seemed to find
real joy from pushing other people around. He had an entourage of
two, sometimes three guys. Daniel followed them around for a few
days. He could afford to miss the classes and work. Jerry was
probably right thinking this guy was going to ruin his
scholarship.

 


It took Daniel Thursday, Friday and Saturday
to find what he needed to take this guy down a peg or two. The
guy’s name was Nick Wilson. He apparently had mom and dad footing
his college bill. John had decided a shotgun approach would have
the best chance of success. He would bring so much trouble down on
this guy that he would forget all about Jerry. And if that didn’t
work, well there was always room for escalation later. It was
tricky not knowing how much pressure to apply. Too much and the guy
might not recover. Too little and he would still come after
Jerry.

 


Daniel had several thoughts on ways to make
Nick’s life change. First separate him from his girlfriend;
separate him from his entourage;, then get him to turn in a heavily
plagiarized paper in his literature class. After that, car trouble
and an anonymous letter to the dean’s office or campus security.
All of these in the same week should do it. If not, Daniel knew the
address of the off-campus house Nick rented. There should be some
opportunities there as well.

 


Sunday morning Daniel called Jerry. He was
staying at a friend’s house until everything blew over. Daniel told
him that hopefully everything would be done by the following
Thursday, and he would call him Thursday night.

 


Daniel was in the same literature class as
Nick. Daniel’s class was just one hour before Nick’s. They had a
writing assignment due Wednesday. Daniel had finished his paper the
week before. But he went back to the library and did the assignment
again. But this time he included several whole paragraphs from
published documents he found on-line. He only changed a word here
and there to make it appear someone was trying not to be caught.
After the paper was finished, he printed a cover sheet that said
“First one is on me. If you like the grade, then I can supply
more.”

 


He placed the sheets of paper in a large
brown envelope and wrote “Nick” across the outside after sealing
it. It was two in the morning when he drove by Nick’s rented house
and placed the envelope in the mailbox by the front door.

 


Monday morning, before classes started, he
placed a few typed notes on various bulletin boards around the
campus, they read “Call me if you want to date my Julie Rainer. She
needs the money.” The bottom of the page had Nick’s cellular number
typed vertically on little tear off tails. Daniel made sure a few
of the strips were missing, to encourage others.

 


Monday afternoon Daniel didn’t have any
classes. Around three in the afternoon, he went to four of the
local bars that a lot of the college kids partied in. He ordered a
diet coke at the bar, drank it and then went to the men’s restroom.
He went into each stall and with a permanent marker wrote “For a
good time call me. I love dudes.” followed by Nick’s name and phone
number. Daniel wasn’t sure what kind of calls Nick would be
getting. But he would have some interesting calls over the next few
weeks.

 


Next up in this shotgun barrage was an
anonymous tip to the landlord of Nick’s rent house. Something about
underage girls being served alcohol and drugs. A similar anonymous
call was made to the campus police with Nick’s address stated.

 


After giving it a little more thought.
Daniel decided on one final blow. Sometimes, professors would, for
various reasons, not expel a student for plagiarism. Daniel typed
an anonymous letter of concern to the dean’s office. It implied
that a certain Literary professor may be allowing students to
plagiarize written assignments for certain favors. This letter
would be sent through normal mail, from a mailbox on the corner
near one of the bars.

 


Daniel wondered how effective any of these
might be. There was a chance that Nick might not use the
plagiarized paper or worse, he might sell it to someone else. There
were other things that Daniel could do. But he was hoping these
would be enough to resolve the Nick issue.

 


It was Wednesday morning and Daniel was on
his way to class. He cut through one of the buildings where he had
put a Nick note. Several more of the tabs had been removed, but the
note was still there. Between classes he passed through one of the
other buildings where he had posted the Nick note. All the tabs
were gone. But the note was still on the bulletin board. Today was
the day their Literary assignments had to be turned in. The dean’s
office should get the letter Thursday or Friday.

 


At lunch Daniel called Jerry. “Hello?”

 


“Hey man. Just touching base. If all goes
well your buddy is going to forget all about you by Friday.”

 


“Really?”

 


“No guarantees. He just needed a nudge in
the right direction. But it will be sometime next week before we
know for sure, so, watch your back. I think Thursday night you can
come back to the dorm, if you like. As far as I know he hasn’t
shown up here.”

 


“Wow! What did you do?”

 


“I spoke to him using a language he
understands.”

 


“You fought with him?”

 


“There was no fight.

 


“You’re not going to tell me, are you?”

 


“It is against the code for me to reveal my
superpowers. But seriously, should you ever feel compelled to tell
someone about Nick, don’t! I repeat, DON’T mention my name. Never,
ever, under any circumstances associate me with this particular
story.”

 


“Will do. I owe you.”

 


“Why, yes, you do. Someday I will come to
you and ask for a favor. And this favor I ask of you, you can no
refuse.”

 


They both laughed at the Godfather movie
reference.

 


“You owe me nothing. Now let’s go to
class.”

 


They said goodbye and ended the call.

 


Over the course of the next six days Nick’s
world imploded. His girlfriend and entourage disappeared,
distancing themselves from him, ignoring his phone calls. Instead,
he was getting a tidal wave of calls from people he didn’t even
know. Then his landlord asked him to leave the rent house after the
visit from the local police department. But his world tilted off
its axis when he was called into the dean’s office. In the dean’s
office he was expelled from college for plagiarism and his literary
professor was resigning in the middle of the semester. Nick was on
his way back home, wherever that was.

 


About two weeks later Jerry was waiting when
Daniel came in from the library. “What’s up, my friend?”

 


“I feel like I need to do something to pay
you back for all your help with Nick.”

 


“Nick who? Never heard of the guy.”

 


“Listen I don’t have much to offer you in
return. Our family is not rich. I’m only here because of the
scholarship. But there is something I can offer you. It’s not much.
My uncle died and left my mother 30 acres in the Ozark
mountains.”

 


“You’re giving me 30 acres?”

 


“I wish. Anyway, the land is all steep
cliffs and rocks. It has no real value except for the cabin.”

 


“You’re giving me a cabin?”

 


“No! Let me finish! The cabin is small, with
no electricity, no running water, no bathroom, no shower. It’s just
four walls, a bed, a table, and a view to die for. You can see for
miles up there. It is a place to get away from people. It’s quiet.
I talked to my mom and told her what you did for me. She and I want
you to feel free to use the cabin anytime you like. It’s difficult
to get to. I only go there once a year to check it out. So, you and
I will have to work out a long weekend to go to Missouri, so I can
show you how to get to it.”

 


Daniel didn’t know what to say. He thought
of the cabin his mom and dad went to in northern Arkansas. The way
they described it, it was isolated, quiet. Daniel could sense this
was a big gesture from Jerry.

 


“Man, that sounds great!”


The Legacy

~

It was a breezy, sunny spring day. There was
a very enjoyable view of the park from the bench. Mike Lambert
figured he would eventually learn the reason for this meeting. He
figured it was something to do with his career in the CIA. Some old
contacts or something that someone wanted to know about. So, he
just sat patiently watching the children play for a few minutes.
Then, without warning, the older gentleman sat down next to him and
began to explain to Mike the purpose of the meeting.
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“The human mind is a truly incredible
machine. These children learn so fast. Their little brains just
soak up and retain everything like a dry sponge. It is estimated
that the average person only uses ten percent of his or her brain.
There are some well known and documented studies of the
meta-physical changes that take place in the few seconds preceding
sudden, catastrophic crises, such as a car crash. The mind
instantaneously releases endorphins, adrenaline and a myriad of
other electro-chemical stimulants that have, for a brief time,
almost supernatural effects on the human mind and body. For a brief
period, the eyes sharpen and narrow their focus which allows them
to gather over a hundred times the visual information they normally
do. The brain jumps into sort of turbo speed and instantaneously,
without forethought or consciousness, calculates weights, closing
rates, distances, turning radiuses, slide to traction ratios, etc.
and all with remarkable accuracy that we are not normally capable
of. The body can move objects it normally can’t, we can move
faster, think clearer. The body slips into a type of perfection for
a few moments while under extreme circumstances.”

 


“There are a few normally decent and quite
ordinary people who, for whatever reason, are born with a trigger
buried deep in their subconscious mind. Most of these rare
individuals spend their lives ignoring that trigger that lies just
below the surface. Actually, they tend to kick sand over it every
chance they get. Most of these people are, in fact, to a certain
degree, aware that the trigger is there, and they are afraid of it.
They instinctively know that this trigger opens a door to a
dangerous area of their psyche where they could do things they
normally could not.”

 


“The reaction to a perceived, sudden crises
and this subconscious trigger is linked to the same areas of the
brain. The trigger releases a focus and drive that is truly
remarkable. It allows the mind and body to work at an efficiency
level not normally possible. But there is a catch. While these
things are true, it is also true that the trigger is like a single
shot sniper round. It is intently focused on just one objective,
one target, one threat, one goal. Once the trigger is pulled, it is
very difficult to stop. Its direction can sometimes be manipulated.
But individuals are mostly focused intently on a single
objective.”

 


“Testing in the late sixties revealed some
simple mind control techniques that can significantly strengthen
the linkage between the trigger and the meta-physical changes in
crises situations. The trigger and linkage is an important
discovery because it gives control over the changes and allows them
to take place in a controlled way, as opposed to as a purely
reactive event.”

 


“The trigger is different from person to
person. For some a threat to a loved one can trigger a reaction.
For others a life-threatening physical altercation can flip the
switch. Knowing the exact trigger circumstance, we can manipulate
information and circumstances to trigger the desired response. Over
time, with sufficient conditioning, individuals learn to self
trigger without the specific conditions. For the past fifteen years
we have funded a grant through several major universities that
allows us to administer a simple, generic psychology test. This
test reveals a broad range of characteristics about the individual,
But the main purpose is to reveal individuals with above normal
trigger tendencies. This coupled with background information on
family, education and creativity tendencies allows us to develop a
profile of the individuals.”

 


“We are looking for specific qualities that
indicate an individual’s ability to tap into the meta-physical
change on demand. A person that can, with training, be able to pull
their own internal trigger, so to speak. We have discovered that
some individuals have a shallow trigger level, relative to the mean
population. A specific balance of dormant ability and control is
the key.”

 


“But we don’t stop there. We have found that
this is not enough. We need individuals to be smart and creative in
the ways they overcome obstacles. Standard I.Q. tests are fine, but
they don’t tell us much about a person’s adaptive or creative
abilities. We’ve developed our own test for this. In fact,
individuals who place exceedingly high on the standard I.Q. test
tend to perform poorly in our tests. We test subjects for
adaptability and creativity rather than knowledge.”

 


“The people we find are naturally able to
focus their eyes more sharply, concentrate more intently than most
people. They are usually unaware of this. They see possible
solutions that you and I would never consider. Yet, they are
ordinary people by most everyone else’s standards. During their
training we introduce them to a couple of drugs specifically
formulated to peak their performance for short periods. These are
low impact performance enhancers. We found that, due to
side-effects and dependencies, there is a point of diminishing
returns in drug use.”

 


“Like everything else in the universe there
is an equal and opposite reaction to every action. In an above
normal performance mode, the body expends huge reserves of
chemicals that are normally built-up in the body over weeks and
months. Additionally, sometimes muscles are torn when the body is
pushed beyond normal limits. The brain and body temporarily operate
with a deficit of some essential chemicals. We have a supplement
regimen (actually an energy drink mix) that has specific proteins
and enzymes to improve the body’s natural ability to repair and
replenish itself with these specific chemicals. The drink also
contains proteins to help with any torn muscle tissue. This
physical conditioning tones and builds stronger muscles. We
typically see an increase in fine motor skills and faster
reflexes.”

 


“After six months or so, some of the things
these individuals can do simply defy explanation. You may have
heard the old story about the woman lifting the car off a baby. But
I’ve seen it done on demand! The test subject suffered only from a
strained muscle in the left arm afterwards.”

 


“In the past ten years we have deployed
several dozens of these individuals for very specific tasks. Every
four years or so we place one on the President’s Secret Service
staff. Remember several years ago, the Flagstaff assassination
attempt. What you do not know, and must never be known, is that the
Secret Service guy that pushed the President out of the bullet’s
way was ours. We analyzed every second of the original tapes (all
of which have since been acquired, destroyed and/or altered) in
detail. It took the gunman exactly 2.3 seconds to draw and shoot.
He was very well rehearsed and planned the shot perfectly. It takes
2 seconds for you or I to see, comprehend and react to a situation.
It took our guy exactly 1.2 seconds to see the threat and start
moving. He closed a fifteen-foot distance between himself and the
President in 0.5 seconds. The President was moved out of the
bullets path 0.5 seconds before the bullet was fired. Everyone
assumed that the Secret Service was alerted to and saw the gunman
before he pulled his weapon. That was not the case. No heads-up, no
warning, just a smooth draw and fire from the gunman in the
audience. He was a trained marksman with his weapon. He didn’t
miss, he didn’t hesitate, and he still did not hit the
President.”

 


“There are some other critical places we’ve
made a difference; they are also highly classified. “

 


“Our people can’t curve bullets, leap over
the Empire building, outrun a car or see through walls. They
typically don’t stand out in a crowd at all. They are just typical
everyday people. But they can do some amazing things when it
counts. With a little training, they become very valuable
assets.”

 


Mike Lambert studied the man’s facial
expression for a long moment.

 


“OK. You’ve got my attention. What exactly
do you think this has to do with me?”

 


“Look at this. “, he said.

 


“OK this appears to be a candidate for your
program. Right? So what?”

 


“His father is someone you know. This is
John Davidson’s son.”

 


“What exactly are you proposing?”, Mike
asked.

 


“I’ve read John Davidson’s file and I’m
thinking of someone like John Davidson but ten times better.
Imagine what John could have done with a little training early on.
I’m saying, let’s take Daniel Davidson and see how far we can go
with this. His background, education, testing, everything indicates
he’s an excellent candidate for this program. If you think John
Davidson was something special, just imagine what we could do with
his son?”

 


“You weren’t on board when we first
encountered John Davidson were you?”

 


“‘No. Why is that relevant?”

 


“You think after so many years that you’ve
seen it all. You think you know how people will react to certain
situations. You’ve studied it, seen it and proven it over and over;
and then comes the curve ball. A guy comes along that not only
thinks outside the box but lives there in comfort and ease. That’s
John Davidson. It’s what’s not in that file on John Davidson that
you should be worried about. He was passive when we first met, and
I think he still is for the most part. We needed something from
him. We tried buying him, threatening him, containing him, coercing
him, manipulating him. At every turn all our previous experience
and expert opinions were wrong. Everyone underestimated him and we
all were flat wrong about what he would or could do. He ran circles
around teams of our nation’s best and never so much as broke a
sweat or a law. But now he’s been exposed to our methods, and he
knows what we can and will do. You wouldn’t believe how many PHD,
experts and professionals we’ve heard, over the years, telling us
how to handle John. They were all one hundred percent wrong, every
time. He contradicts their classification standards. He does not
neatly fit into their psychiatric behavioral models. The best they
could come up with was that he is unique and complicated. In the
end we had just two options with John Davidson, kill him or ask him
to solve problems for us, his way. My point is this, you really,
really, really want to think this through before you mess with his
family.”

 


“Really, what can he do? “

 


“You don’t get it! It’s more like what can’t
he do? You talk about a trigger? Try to mess with his family and
watch as the world caves in on you. John Davidson is pretty much a
poster child for your project, except he doesn’t need you, your
training, or enhancements. If you mess with his family, he will
come for you as sure as the sun comes up. But he will come in a way
you will never expect and when he does, it will rip the world right
out from under you. Believe me, you don’t want John Davidson’s
trigger pulled. He’s not the physical type, he’s a thinker. He will
put an end to you and your project and never even leave his house.
I will tell you not to
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Train up a child in the way he should go:

and when he is old, he will not depart from it.
Proverbs 22:6 KIV





