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Chapter 42

 


Through a small opening in
the ring of people that had now formed around the point of impact
he could see a bouquet of flowers scattered across the road. His
body filled with a cold numbness. Every nerve felt like it was
being blasted with ice, temporarily refusing him any control over
his limbs. Time seemed to slow down for a while followed by a
strange but sudden detachment of all emotional feeling leaving him
somehow less human and more like an automated version of himself.
He felt himself almost gliding over to the crowd while watching
them part further to allow him through and looking to him for some
form of guidance. Strange really as he wouldn’t have
recognised any of them if he were in a normal frame of mind and
most of them probably hadn’t even set foot inside of
the church apart from for the odd christening, wedding and funeral.
Still they felt a sense of control had arrived.

As the crowd parted they
stepped on the scattered flowers that once formed the beautiful
bouquet. Parting further and further until revealing the now
contorted, lifeless body of an even more beautiful old lady, one he
had only seconds earlier said goodbye to. He knelt beside her
lifeless body and cradled her head in his hands, just staring,
staring with only enough emotion returning to allow him to feel a
little pain and no more. From the depths of his silent numbness he
hadn’t noticed the ambulance arrive and
pull up alongside him. He felt a hand placed gently on his
shoulder. It seemed to pull him from his silent abyss of despair
and back into the conscious world with a thud.

“Father? Would you please allow us in.”

As he turned around, the
paramedics gently encouraged him to stand back and allow them to do
their job. He watched them as they checked her breathing and pulse.
One of them rushed over to the back of the ambulance and fetched
some monitoring equipment. Father Phillips looked on and hoped
against all reason some glimmer of life remained. The answer became
all too apparent when a knowing look was exchanged between them.
One of the paramedics looked at his watch and wrote down the time.
Their fast but controlled movements slowed down. There was no
longer any reason to rush. The paramedic who brought out the
equipment so quickly a short time ago now returned it in a timely
subdued fashion. Instead of a stretcher, the paramedic only brought
a plain blanket from the back of the ambulance. He proceeded to
cover the contorted body of Mrs. Roberts. A few words on the radio
were spoken and the paramedics stood to the side of her body as
though guarding her.

Even though the sheet over
Mrs. Roberts’s face said all that was needed,
Father Phillips looked at the paramedics.

“This can’t be
true?”

“I’m sorry Father,
there was nothing we could do for her. Her injuries were far too
severe. ”

“You can’t just
leave her there. Why aren’t you taking her
away?”

“I’m afraid in
these circumstances Father we can’t move the person
until the police allow it.”

“I know this lady. She was a friend and would want me to
pray for her.”

They looked at each other,
probably concerned of any comeback.

“You’re certain
this is her faith?”

Father Phillips looked the
paramedic in the eye. “I give you my word, this is her faith and
exactly what she would have wanted.”

The paramedic who asked the
question looked once again at his colleague who briefly looked
around before discretely nodding. Affording the priest a little
more respect than they would the general public, they stepped aside
just enough to allow him near her.

Father Phillips stood at
Mrs. Roberts’s feet and started to pray. As he
was finishing off, the paramedics noticed the police arriving in
two cars.

“Father, please.”

Father Phillips appreciated
their understanding and, realizing the risk they had taken for him,
backed off from the covered body of his dear friend.

The first car was a marked
car with two uniformed officers. The second was an unmarked car
with a single plain clothed officer. The two from the first car got
out and started moving the crowd back and taping off the area
leaving the plain clothed officer from the second car to determine
what had happened. He talked to the paramedic who had covered the
body of Mr’s Roberts and then walked over to
a lady sitting by the curb. After talking with her for five minutes
he placed his hand on hers to comfort her and signalled to a
recently arrived WPC to come and sit with her while he returned to
the paramedic. They continued to talk again while looking down at
the body under the blanket and then over at Father Phillips. The
plain clothed officer walked over to him.

“Hello Father, I’m
detective Michelson. Can I ask, did you know this
lady?”

“Yes. Her name was Mrs. Doreen Roberts. She cleaned for me.
She was also a friend. Today was her last day. She retired this
afternoon.”

He looked over at the
scattered flowers.

“Those were her flowers.”

Detective Michelson scanned
the flowers scattered across the road. Father Phillips felt he was
an understanding man due to the silent pause of respect when
looking at them.

“I’m very sorry
Father. Death is so final, but it seems so much worse under these
circumstances. I’ll understand if you
don’t feel you can speak to me at the
moment but is there anything you can tell me about her and why
anyone would do this to her?”

“What do you mean? It was a hit and run
wasn’t it?”

“No Father I’m
afraid it seems to be more sinister than a hit and run incident. We
have a witness who saw a large black car speed up toward your
friend as she crossed the road. My first thought on the way here
was maybe it was a bungled getaway from another post office
robbery, but after speaking to the witness, well,
I’m sorry to say
we’ll be treating this as
suspicious.”

The
detective’s mind immediately went back to
what his squad were referring to as the ‘slaughter
house murders’. Too
many suspicious things have been happening lately.

“The car was a Mercedes.”

“Pardon?”

“I do remember something.”

“You saw the car?”

“Yes, I saw it driving off as I left the church. I saw it
screech past me.”

“Do you know what type of Mercedes it was
Father?”

“No, but I saw the last part of the number
plate. I think it was ‘AVX’.”

A spark of hope filled
Detective Michelson’s eyes. He called over to one of
the officers and asked him to carry out a check
immediately.

“The quicker we act, the better chance of catching them
Father. Did you see the driver or any passengers?“

“No. It all happened so quickly. I was more
concerned about Mrs. Roberts. In all honesty I’m surprised I even remembered those
letters.”

Was there anything else
about the car you noticed? Was it customised in any way? Spoiler?
Flash wheels?”

“No, no. It was more like an executive type
car. It looked fairly new, not something a boy racer would be
driving.” His thoughts again turned to Mrs. Roberts. “Who would
want to murder Mrs. Roberts? She was an old lady for
God’s sake.”

The sergeant looked as
confused as Father Phillips.

“Did she discuss any problems with you? Anything at
all?”

“Detective she was an old lady with the
normal problems of a lady of her age. There was nothing that would
even remotely resemble a reason for anyone to kill her. Are you
sure your witness wasn’t
mistaken?”

“No, from my experience with witnesses, it seems
unlikely.”

Detective Michelson paused
while looking at Father Phillips. He could see he was disturbed by
what had just happened and felt it may be time to ease off for a
while.

“Father, please take my card. If you remember anything no
matter how small you think it is, then please call me. Is that your
church over there?”

“Well it’s
God’s church detective, but yes
it’s where I reside
too.”

In the background what
looked like a forensic team were erecting a small white tent over
the body of Mrs. Roberts.

“Father I don’t
think you can do any more here. I would recommend you leave Mrs.
Roberts to us now and I’ll come to see you when
you’ve had a chance to think a little
more, but as I said, if you do remember something sooner then
please call me.”

Detective Michelson pointed
to the numbers on the card in Father Phillips’s
hand.

“The top one is my mobile number and the
bottom one is my office within the station. If for any reason you
can’t reach me on my mobile then leave a
message with one of my colleagues on the station number and
they’ll get it to
me.”

“I can’t leave her
like this.”

“Father, believe me, I understand how you must be feeling, I
really do, but I promise you she will be treated with the utmost
respect. It is a terrible thing to have happened, but you must
allow us to do our job.”

Father Phillips took one
last look at the white tent where Mrs. Roberts’s body
lay and reluctantly nodded.

“I want to see her again.”

Detective Michelson could
see the genuine distress and caring on the
priest’s face. “Father, I will contact
her next of kin and make it known how strongly you feel. If they
agree for you to see her, then I’ll contact you
myself.”

“She didn’t have
anyone detective.”

“Leave it to me.” He looked Father Phillips in the eye as if
telling him he would do his very best for him. Reluctantly, Father
Phillips agreed and shook hands with the detective.

“I appreciate your kindness detective.” He turned and
started walking back to the church doors. During the short distance
back he felt a mere passenger within his own body. Although he was
aware and in control of all his faculties, it just seemed like his
body was on autopilot. As he entered the church, the door he
earlier threw open without effort now seemed much heavier. His
despondent mood seemed to slow time down and hold back his
strength, giving him the sensation he was wading through a muddy
bog instead of only walking up the central aisle towards the
kitchen. At this point it just seemed right and comforting to make
a cup of tea. It made him feel closer somehow to his friend who
found it so unusual for him to make tea for her.

He entered the kitchen and
went to fill the kettle but stopped. He remembered the last person
to fill this kettle was Mrs. Roberts. This is all that remained of
her. Why swap it for some other water when it was still fairly
fresh. He flicked the switch and waited for it to boil. While he
made a single cup of tea he smiled to himself as he recalled her
reaction the first time he offered to make her one. Sometimes a
simple kind gesture can make a big difference. Father Phillips sat
down on the same chair that he had sat on earlier as he and Mrs.
Roberts shared a conversation about her retirement. As his mind
wandered so too did his eyes. They happened to focus out through
the open kitchen doorway and onto the book that she gave him
earlier that day. It still sat underneath his Bible as he had left
it. Putting down the tea he stood up and slowly wandered over to
the tatty looking book and returned to the kitchen with it clasped
firmly in his right hand. As he sat down, he placed it on the table
next to his cup. For a while he just sat and thought how shocking
it all was. He lifted the book from the table and waved it around
gently and thought some more. He lifted the hot cup in his right
hand and raised it to his mouth while opening the cover of the book
with his left. The movement of the cover released a musty aroma
from the old pages and fanned it under his nose. Before the cup
could make it to his mouth his eyes focused on the first single
handwritten line of text within the centre of the page. The cup
slid through his adrenaline soaked fingers and smashed on the hard
tiles spewing its contents across the floor and over his shoes.
Even when the pieces of smashed cup took their places in the still
pool of tea his eyes and attention did not detract from the
text.

“The Diary Of Donald Peterson”!!

A deluge of shock and
confusion entered his mind. She knew all
along I was researching Father Peterson. Had she found this diary
and kept it? But why didn’t she hand it over to
the church’. She had no knowledge of what I
found, or did she? 

On a few occasions he
recalled her mentioning a similarity between him and Father
Peterson. Maybe she talked with him more than she divulged. Was
this why she gave me the diary he thought? Was it because she trusted me and knew there were others that
couldn’t be trusted?

There was no mass that
evening which was just as well, so after locking the church he went
to the study. For some reason he felt safer there and although he
couldn’t stop thinking about Mrs.
Roberts, all night long he sat reading the diary. It contained
startling information that, if were true, would reveal a very dark
shadow that had been cast over mankind for millennia. The hopes,
dreams and thoughts of freedom amounted to nothing but false hope
until the end.

As he read further his
hands trembled and his fear grew. This diary expanded on what he
now knew was Father Peterson’s letter and confirmed
the small amount of text he had managed to translate from the
scrolls during those hours here in the same study before Mrs.
Roberts’s death. Although he had
translated them correctly he had doubted the meanings as they
seemed too absurd. There was a diagram within the diary. The
diagram was labeled “The Nephilim Tree.” Of course Father Phillips
was aware of the Nephilim. They were mentioned within the Bible,
but he was never truly sure if they were the basis for another one
of those parables it was so fond of or if they were really supposed
to be true. He found it hard to digest, as the book of Enoch
states, two hundred fallen angels took human women as wives. He had
always struggled with this was because he couldn’t reason why a
genderless being would feel any desire of this kind. After all, as
far as he could tell, angels don’t breed like
humans because they were created directly by God. The only reason
we as humans have sexual urges are to continue our species. Without
them our race would end. If what he was reading were true it would
mean once they take human form, then they also assume our physical
nature, which must have included our urges too. As the story goes,
they were stopped from taking their human form by God after this
happened. A being with the power of an angel and the weaknesses of
a human would be too dangerous to comprehend. But this seems to be
exactly what Father Peterson was suggesting.

The diagram showed eight
parallel lines set into four pairs. Each of the paired lines then
merged into one leaving four lines ending abruptly with a question
mark under each of them. Father Peterson’s diary also
kept referencing another scroll. Father Phillips realized this was
why he referred to ‘them’ within his
letter. It was clear now there was one more scroll that he had not
yet located.

The comments along with the
diagram of the tree seemed to show all but one of
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